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Taking from a number of visual discourses and historical periods I transport images creating timeless, depthless collages upon the built interior environment as muralistic installations.  I am interested in the social, corporeal and psychological dimensions of built spaces as well as their formal and material aspects.  In space I perform, building up an energy, which is left through the trace of my body as a graphite surface.  The work brings together a range of visual expressions as codes that I subvert and challenge.  Charged by impermanence the drawings are often destroyed existing only as documentation, some may see this as artistic suicide however the importance lies in viewing the work first hand in order to experience the emotional and physical production.  I want to draw the viewer’s attention to the temporal aspect of spatial experience and to re-imagine the parameters of this experience.  It is the connection between the viewer and artwork that I am trying to regain in light of the current art market, not a elitist statement as a mural artist that this is the only time you will see me.

Early works have centred around elegant aristocratic Baroque/Rococo/Jacobean/Victorian style imposed upon the built environment where we come to sense a feeling of the falsity of upper classes, a style so elaborate and aristocratic having seeped into the social space  (gallery, institution, squalid basement) or of the lower classes seeping into the upper classes like a virus.  Playing with the structure and function of decoration by producing a dado rail or panelling in a transient medium causes the work to fall apart, break out or fail, within this a message of worry and unpleasantness arises.

The drawings continually float in a non-space, which the viewer is pulled into but also left hanging on a surface of passive decoration and a seductive graphite surface.  Underneath often lies excessive, grotesque hybridizations, weird reconfigurations of subjectivity, the possibility of sexualized machines, the fragmented body, a subject at the fringes of society and space, the loss of a singular fixed body is exploded into a plural mess, in flux, the possibility of total fluidity of the body, of morphing into something else, combining with surrounding space, architecture and objects that we use everyday. Along the way we experience beauty that borders with decadence and grandeur verging on repulsion.

