PAPER NIMBUS (MARK MAKING)
From the first dangerous black mark on white, like blackened sunshine,

drawing is a magic operation, a translation of feeling, an act of mental

creation or miss creation.

A CONNECTION

From a bonfire of rabid crackling marks, illuminate glimpses of ideas-

watching mid-air for signs, then snatching opportunities as they’re delivered.
A connection is established where marks become a matrix of notions, small codes

that spring alight from their dark coiled places.

                                                            The immensity of small black marks
                                                            and the spaces that lie in between.

                                                            A place to dream or hide in,

                                                            Poignant expressions of mood,

                                                            the marks help us be more candid,

                                                            spinning into our journeys’ theme.

FROM THEIR SOURCE

With one tiny sparkle inside, impossible to resist turning the lights on in the

bunker. From their source, marks absorb yearnings, ooze them, shriek out in

the night- white light pierces. It’s always the night that the drawings are born, flying on a curious breeze
PAPER THOUGHTS

The tension level is decreasing; marks hurtle across the surface with unintentional

ferocity- burnt shadows on unwary paper, making its’ grain groan with fast machine

gun repetition. Struck anew by the strangeness of the process, places of

paper thoughts appear like a distant voice.

A FOCUSSING TOOL

Terrified of the occasional violence of being crumpled up in a tense fist and flung

against the wall there becomes a kind of detachment from the object world – a

dance-mix of what we taste in a moment of shock.

First things first: ideas are gathered, there’s a trafficking of things in and out.
A filtering. Mark making becomes a focussing tool, hauling the over grown lotus

from the subconscious.

                                                           Small black marks are buried intuitions

                                                           flying blindly from the pen,

                                                           little scratches that orchestrate emotion.

                                                           Ideas seen from a long distance and
                                                           brought into the real world across invisible

                                                           borders. Hidden troubles left weightless, 

                                                           disintegrated.

NIMBUS

Then the empty glass is full, tongue darts over lips. A hush and an idea is unveiled,

embalmed in golden sunlight. The drawing becomes a bridge that winds to other work
and new beginnings. These marks chiselled on paper are an eternal force, becoming a

vision of life never quite achieved. There is a mystery formed by ritual; marks create spaces dancing, forms embracing and minds thinking. Fragments of life made sense of, promised joys bought through frustration.

These joys are a powerful and secret nimbus.

