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Are they any good? Are they far? Are those 11 artists now based in  
Los Angeles brave enough to become as involved that side of the 
world? We believe they are. And it can do no harm to soak up a little 
more light. And to live further West. 
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ARTIST

Thomas Linder

The g lasshouse effect.  With Thomas Linder,  th is  term should not  be understood as c l imatic 
ha rm,  but  as  a reference to h is  work s ince the tem pered tra nspa rency of h is  insta l lat ions 
refers  to some extend to h is  orig ins:   a  young ma n broug ht  up in  the fa mi ly business  of 
g lasshouse fa rming .  Wood a nd f ibreg lass  const itute the ma in e lements  of  h is  a rc hitecture 
a nd colour as  wel l  as  l ig ht  p lay the pa r t  of  t wo suita ble add it ives that  foster  the most 
unrea l  l ig htness .  As if  Thomas Linder’s  a r t  on ly held onto one issue,  the a ppeasement of 
the gaze,  even a ta ntr ic  d imension of  experience.  Th is  re- enacted ,  a lbeit  a r t if ic ia l ,  natura l 
beaut y,  v is ib le in  sometimes g iga ntic  com posit ions ,  f inds i ts  orig in  in  ever yday l ife,  yel low 
ca rnations ,  ora nges ,  etc . . .  Accord ing to L inder,  l ife  is  s im ple but  g rows more com plex in 
insta l lat ions that  str ive to d upl icate that  orig ina l  emotion .  Th is  contem plative d imension of 
experience fa l ls  with in  a Ca l ifornia n a r t ist ic  movement ha i l ing bac k to the 60s .  
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I t ’s  the ver y work on materia ls  that 
yie ld to the dema nd of the eye,  coping 
with s im pl ic it y by ha rness ing more  
dema nd ing materia ls .
There a re undetecta ble l ig ht  sources 
in  Thomas Linder’s  work;  they seem 
to orig inate in  the outrageous f low of 
n ight l ights that Los Angeles produces . 
I t  i s  ha rd not  to see in  these the l ig ht 
a rborescence of th is  town made of 
neon a nd of LE D l ig hts .  These l ig hts 
a lso define the bac k scene of N eon 
Demon,  the movie by N icolas Wind ing 
Refn .  L inder does h is  utmost  to ma ke 
reflect ions c irc u late in  h is  mobi le  sc u lp-
tures:  the wood is  stretc hed ,  the pig-
mented res in ,  a lthoug h unfin ished ,  i s 
pa inted or cast.  Bea ring the feel ing of 
a genera l  desig n ,  per fectionism ta kes 
ca re not  to go so fa r as  to emulate l ife 
i tse lf.  H is  projects  seem to be a lways 
in  prog ress .  The taste for unfin ished 
reprod uction ca n even be witnessed in 
a work Linder has downloaded onto 
h is  com puter sc reen:  the d raft  of  a 
c reation by C laes O ldenburg whic h he 
d iscovered with h is  own eyes d uring a n 
exhibit ion devoted to the a r t ist.  I n  i t,  he 
caug ht  s ig ht  of  the model  of  a wood 
a nd ca rd boa rd bath whose sha pe was 
outl ined by only a few brushstrokes . 
E noug h sa id .
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Milano Chow’s drawings are strange, in that they 
interfere with the course of things. Frankly speak-
ing, are we in sync with those trompe-l’œil that 
seem to spring from 
Schiaparelli’s ar-
chives? When the 
latter found it orig-
inal to order a few 
drawings and collag-
es from her protégés 
Marcel Vertès or Jean 
Cocteau to decorate 
the walls of her Place 
Vendôme store? 
Even stranger: how 
can an artist dedicate 
herself to executing 
such delicate graph-
ite drawings when 
living in Los Angeles, 
a town that worships 
the present and large 
contemporary works? 
A dichotomy of time? 
Los Angeles also se-
cretly perfects the art of autonomy.  Beyond the  
appealing idea of a Californian art scene, as if all 
the artists were gathered in a single room, Los  
Angeles enjoys solitude. Indeed, Milano hides  

ARTIST

Milano Chow

Dress by Céline and her own shoes. Opposite page: Shoes by Lemaire.
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behind the curtains she draws, 
the mysterious domain of a woman  
lonelier than might seem. Her 
drawings build a suspended 
bridge from the sunny American 
state to Europe, the Old World, 
to the days of the Surrealists. Is 
there a hint of jealousy here? Yes, 
in both senses of the world as il-
lustrated by Alain Robbe-Grillet 
in his book “Jealousy”: a jealous 
man watches his wife through the 
window of his house. Later, in 
“Last Year in Marienbad”, Alain 
Resnais would emphasize this 
process with jalousies, a window 
blind that enables people inside 
a house to look outside with-
out being seen. This polysemic 
approach suits Milano Chow’s 
drawings in which the veil / un-
veiled plays out on trompe-l’œil 
curtains, to linger on engravings 
cut out from old fashion maga-
zines that seem to gaze back at 
us.  Whereas their original pur-
pose was to be the object of our 
gaze. Envy and desire are turned 
around. Introspective drawings?
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ARTIST

Canyon Castator

In  a few years’  t ime,  i t 
would be interest ing to 
track al l  the creat ions 
that  have been 
generated with the 
help of  social  networks, 
a l l  those computer-  or 
smartphone-generated 
relat ionships ,  amidst 
the great  racket  of 
contemporary art . 
Canyon Castator, 
a  former Brooklyn 
res ident ,  moved to Los 
Angeles ,  looking for 
the special  sent imental 
remoteness that  f i l l s 
h is  paint ings .  As if , 
on the other s ide of 
the world,  in  a jam-
packed yet  lonely urban 
environment ,  hearing 
about strangers could 
become a new way of 
connect ing.  Thank you 
Facebook.  

The canvases by th is  young American, 
who could have taken over h is  grands-
parents’  ranch and raised catt le ,  deal 
with the authent ic i ty of  al l  in  a l l  art if ic ia l 

re lat ionships .  Those 
are today’s  sweet 
l i t t le  l ies ,  as  i f  we 
were c losely related 
al l  our social  network 
connect ions .  And 
yet ,  our Sundays 
are st i l l  sad and 
lonely.  When he was 
based in  Brooklyn, 
Canyon used to 
design tattoos.  He 
l iked that  art  that 

afforded relat ive proximity,  h is  tattoos 
being a far cry from the sk i l led and nearly 
industr ia l ized drawings that  can be found 
al l  over town.  No,  Canyon’s  tattoos looked 
l ike unf in ished messages,  ugly,  as  i f  they’d 
gone on a bender and suffered a terr ib le 
hangover the fol lowing day. 

Apron by Loewe. Opposite page: Pleated skirt  
by Pleats Please by Issey Miyake and shoes by Vans model‘s own.
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Canyon Castator’s  art  i s  constant ly 
moving back and forth between the 
int imacy of a c irc le ,  the actual i ty of 
relat ionships  and virtual  acquaintances. 
The strangers on the other s ide of  the 
computer screen have already become 
c lose.  Here,  the world depicted in 
the movie “Her“ by Spike Jonze has 
performed a U-turn.  There l ies  a l l 
the ambiguity of  h is  paint ings today. 
Canyon had set  h imself  a ru le ,  namely 
to ask various photographers to shoot 
the portrait  of  people they didn’t 
know, whi le  Canyon depicted them in 
h igh spir i ts  in  fr iendly and colourful 
scenes.  Close up,  and even from a 
distance,  the approach seems obscene, 
even naff ,  wel l  short  of  the evolut ion 
of  f igurat ion.  I t  resembles a wi ld 
vaudevi l le .  We have so much fun with 
Canyon.  A deceitfu l  era? 

Painted jumpsuit by Andreas Kronthaler for Vivienne Westwood.
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an almost cheerful title, loaded with the promise of an Amer-
ican Way of life, “MMDP” (My Mother Drinks Pepsi, 2014), 

conflicts always occur inside 
with Kaari.  The forms of 
her creations are undeni-
ably loaded; they convey 
a sentiment that struggles 
to escape its own shell and 
to take shape. In this opus, 
sculptures resemble fos-
sils, heaps of Pepsi bottles 
are spread out and over 
one hundred stuffed dolls 
are dressed in the workday 
outfit of the artist’s mother. 
The traditional meaning of 
the term consumption re-
sounds with all those woes, 
consumption, consume: 
spat-out mass digestion 
that always traps relation-
ships, mother-and-daughter 
relationships for instance. 
Inspired by the state of 
things, Kaari produces a 

multitude of objects, like a sentimental journey, that may 
sometimes interact. One could read in them the sentimental 

Grasping Kaari Upson’s intentions is no easy feat 
since her work encompasses various contemporary 
art movements. 
Her sculptures 
for instance are 
in her mind akin 
to paintings. Yet 
with respect to 
her still youthful 
work, a certain 
melancholy, even 
desolation forces 
its way through, 
as with Sophie 
Calle who is still 
looking for what 
she has felt too 
much courage to 
find. Kaari, for 
her part, search-
es through her 
mother, even 
bids her to find 
never-ending re-
demption! The 
path of memories takes strange and twisted turns, 
yet merely reflects the angst of a consumerist world 
that alienates, cuts and divides up emotions. With 

ARTIST

Kaari Upson

Coat by A.W.A.K.E. Opposite page: Dress by Acne Studios and bra model‘s own.
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cracks of Cathy de Monchaux’s installa-
tions. Yet the aesthetic of her works 
takes on the appearance of almost 
domestic sculptures, and all seem 
in a sense inhabited by an interpre-
tation of everyday life, hauling out 
from their context objects from her 
home, of her mother’s, belonging to 
strangers, like a vessel of souvenirs. 
It’s like going down to the cellar or 
up to the attic of a family home. But 
Kaari has set our minds at ease with 
one of her latest exhibitions, “Good 
Thing you are not Alone”. Her works 
aspire to interact with us and thus 
prove to us that we, our feelings, our 
suffering etc., are all interchangeable. 
Although it is hard to spot at first 
sight, Kaari Upson’s creeping melan-
choly overwhelms us, is contagious. 
The angst that oscillates between 
the private and the public, states that 
we are not alone and that our poten-
tial, our past and our future, can be 
swapped. From then on, a certain flu-
idity seems to seize her works, that 
hover between total presence and 
total absence. We are all unique: that 
is Kaari’s message to us. Nice!

Coat by A.W.A.K.E and visor model‘s own. Opposite page: Printed and burned  
shearling jacket by Andreas Kronthaler for Vivienne Westwood. 
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That’s  what happens when you 
watch too much news,  when you 
binge on information,  unchanging, 
and when the scale of  information 
goes so far as  to saturate your 
work,  as  is  the case with Dashiel l 
Manley’s  paint ings .  Information 
overload crops up in  the canvases:  
the abundance of social  networks 
has permeated up to the very 
mind of the art ist .  We are sponges. 
Famous for h is  very abstract  work 
f i l led with headl ines from the New 

York T imes and with al l  of  today’s  woes, 
from Is is  to Ebola,  Dashie l l  Manley must 
have felt  swamped.  He decided at  the t ime 
to take a meditat ive break,  to pract ice a 
sort  of  DIY Buddhism and locked himself 
up in  h is  studio.  He then depicted more 
melancholy moments  on canvas,  p layed 
around with matter  to add layers ,  to the 
point  where the frame chocked on th is  new 
beauty.  Those creat ions seem to produce 
their  own paint ing.  He thought  he would 
produce a certain  ugl iness ,  yet  h is  canvases 
transformed of their  own vol i t ion.  They 
are to be contemplated languorously.  The 
brushstrokes are smooth.  As if  colour,  a ided 
by strokes,  fought  against  the very ugl iness 
of  the world.  Dashie l l ’s  paint ing stands f irm 

and transforms raw materials ,  texts ,  sn ippets  of  today’s  world, 
whi le  gain ing i ts  own speed.  A certain  mobi l i ty transpires  in 
h is  s igns ,  scratches,  doodles:  a  gesture.  As Dashiel l  underl ines , 
these paint ings are elegiac,  they 
embody today’s  rage and s i lence 
s ince a certain  meditat ive sol i tude 
inhabits  them.  They pick up on a 
few successful  abstract  attempts 
by the École de Paris .  Dashie l l 
c la ims that  h is  latest  works bear 
the dest iny of  h is  former themes 
and lament their  end.  But  are these 
paint ings even f in ished? Dashiel l 
i s  never certain  of  i t .  They impose 
a movement the frame cannot 
stop:  their  colours  go in  several 
d irect ions and make way for deep 
blacks that  may become stranded 
in  a sea of greys.  A movement of 
the world is  present  here.  Based 
on sul len news c l ippings,  from the 
New York T imes to Charl ie  Hebdo, 
the abstract ion found in  Dashiel l 
Manley’s  latest  work echoes the 
tremors of  a threatening world 
that  brandishes a certain  tragedy. 
Beauty and disaster  together.  One 
cannot but  see the power of  the 
hurr icane which,  a  few weeks ago,  aroused the interest  
of  the media,  a l though i t  destroyed everything in  i ts  path. 

ARTIST

Dashiell Manley
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With your run-of-the-mi l l  a r t 
sc hools ,  let ’s  just  say that  the 
demateria l isat ion of  ha nd-
made prod uction is  st i l l  ver y 
muc h topica l .  Cong ratu la-
t ions Wa rhol !  Anna Sew H oy 
on the other ha nd em braced 
c lay a long t ime ago.  O r 
rather her ha nd d id .  O r d id 
her father’s  occ upation as a n 
or thopaed ic surgeon bring 
her to desig n those sc u lp -
tures that  seem mem bered 
or d ismem bered,  a lthoug h 
they don’t  rea l ly  betray a ny 
a nthropomorphic  feature.   I t 
so ha ppens her father gave 
her a h ipbone for one her 
sc u lptures .  What a g if t!  As 
for the c lay used by Anna 
Sew Soy,  i t  i s  mistreated to 
say the least:  inspired as she 
is  by a nc ient  c rafts ,  her c reations 
don’t  fo l low a prag matic  purpose, 
not  yet.  A d rea mcatc her,  those 
s l ig ht ly h ippy totems,  sta nds next 
to a n oblong sc u lpture covered 
in  jea ns ,  a  loca l  texture,  before 
lyc ra shor ts  took over the L A 
streets  a nd replaced th is  Ameri-
ca na sym bol .  Creations that  often 
ema nate from ever yday objects 
to end up as stra nge sha pes co -

vered in  seeming ly ina ppropriate 
textures .  I n  her l ife-s ize cera mics , 
velvet  covers ever y th ing or a lmost, 
except a few g lazed orif ices .  A kind 
of  incong ruousness ,  whic h ,  as  you 
d iscover a l l  her  c reations gathered 
in  a n exhibit ion space,  ind uces other 
perceptions ,  d ifferent  a ng les .  Anna 
Sew H oy is  a lso ha ppy for the pu-
bl ic  to a ppropriate those exhibit ion 
spaces ,  to strol l  a round a nd to in-
teract.  S paces to consider l ike new 
ga laxies:  on the ins ide,  l ife less  c lay 
c reatures l ike comets  possessed of 
a stra nge subject ivit y.  Some vis itors 
were a ble to add ress  the publ ic  as 
wel l  as  to sc r ibble on the sc u lptures 
“ Vote O ba ma” or to pa ra phrase the 
Sc riptures .  I n  th is  col lect ion of  ob -
jects ,  Anna Sew H oy,  the daug hter 
of  Asia n im mig ra nts ,  i s  looking for a 
new space,  a new vis ion of  forms,  a n 

environment whic h she considers  to be the a ntithe-
s is  of  the pa ragons of  a rc hitecture,  in  a town made 
of a ng les  a nd stra ig ht  sha pes .  S he recently del ive-
red a publ ic  com miss ion to the Los Angeles State 
H istoric  Pa rk entit led “M irror B lob”,  a n intr icate 
piece of  c ut  mirrors  inspired by S hinto tem ples .  A 
sor t  of  belvedere that  e ludes a ny rationa l  a na ly-
s is .  I t ’s  true,  why should works of  a r t  a lways have 
a ng les?

ARTIST

Anna Sew Hoy
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Shoes by Martiniano and model‘s own clothes. 
Opposite page: Her own dress by Bernhard Willhelm.
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You have to imag ine scenes with us ,  you a nd I , 
as  people say.  Then sad or ha ppy scenes ,  a lbeit 
e la psed in  S r i jon’s  pa int ings .  Cer ta in ly,  there is  a 
h int  of  that  in  Los Angeles ,  with the sun,  when so -
l i tude rea rs  i ts  heads a nd g rips  the town with a 
com plete ly d ifferent  vibe.  That’s  a lso where movie 
legends a re made;  a nd that ’s  where S ri jon Chowd-
hur y of I nd ia n descent  was born .  Some of h is  pa in-
t ings a re b lue,  a monoc hrome that  eng ulfs  when 
you em pir ica l ly  d iscover,  as  the eye g rows acc us-
tomed ,  that  a surprise is  concea led behind eac h 
hue that  submerges ever y th ing .  The a r t ist  en joys 
c reating h is  own my ths ,  renewing with the memo -
r y of  other pa int ings a nd ma king a n im press ion on 
the spectator.  S ig nif ica nt.  U nfathoma ble.  A few 
ca nvases sha re a n im press ionist  feel ing ,  a h istori-
ca l  a na lys is  whic h S ri jon l ikes  to conjure up.  There 
is  colour for a sta r t,  but  a lso a few motives whic h 
confine the action .  The pa inted a rc hes for insta nt, 
remin iscent  of  o ld a lmost  b ib l ica l  construct ions . 
Bet ween those a rc hes ,  ever yday scenes loom: 
people a re smoking or on the phone etc .  O ne d is-
covers da rk f ig ures:  i t  ca n be a father  
f ig ure,  S r i jon’s  father,  bur ying h is  g ra ndfather 
next  to a mosque (“ Dad E ntering my G reat- G reat-
G ra ndfather Asga r’s  Mosque” ) .

The idea of a nother st yle of  pa int ing ,  more a nc ient,  preva i ls ,  as  in 
scenes remin iscent  of  Pouss in ,  l ike in  h is  “ The Funera l  of  Phoc ion” in 
whic h the t it le  a lready conta ins  i ts  interpretation .  And then,  a l l  the 
act ivit y seems d rowned out,  enca psulated l ike a brief  moment in 
t ime.  These pa int ings conta in both h istor y a nd stories ,  they aspire 
to c reate a my th in  the sa me way re l ig ious pa int ing ma naged to 
g uzzle down a few truths  before turn ing them into sym bols . 

Left: Shirt and pants by Lemaire. Right: Sweater by CristaSeya and pants  
by Lemaire. Opposite page: Hat by A.W.A.K.E and shirt by Lemaire. 

ARTIST

Srijon Chowdhury

07



D O U B L E  3 41 6 6 A U T O M N E  /  H I V E R  2 0 1 7 1 6 7   

There are th ings we tolerate and th ings we must 
kiss  goodbye to.  What does it  mean? Rodney 
McMil l ian knows better than anyone else.  H is 
works speak of absence and of presence,  but 
neither impl icate an emotional  unbalance.  I n 
h is  own way, Rodney McMil l ian revives them, 
chal lenges them. And al l  th is  starting from a 
seat,  a chair  or an abandoned armchair.  A l iving 
room chair  for instance.  A piece of 
furniture that a lone encapsulates a l l 
the attention granted by th is  b lack ar-
t ist  to the d isused products of our era. 
To animate in turn with another force.
So,  a chair.  Rodney found one on Sun-
set Boulevard and loaded it  in  h is  car. 
H e decided to refurbish it,  and endow 
it  with a legend too.  I t  is  now a work 
of art.  I t  isn’t  a very expensive piece 
of furniture,  it  isn’t  very wel l  made, 
abandoned because used,  not sol id 
and so old-fashioned.  But everyone 
needs to be able to s it.  I t ’s  a chair 
for those c lasses the artist  is  fami l iar 
with ,  b lack Americans who,  as we 
know, d id not a lways enjoy the same 
equal  status than other residents in 
America.  So natural ly,  for th is  son of 
a bus driver and of a mother working for The 
Equal  Employment Opportunity Commission,  h is 
work suggests the fragi le border between the 
personal  and the pol it ical  domains ,  on the part 
of a black American artist  of African descent. 
But reducing McMil l ian’s  work to th is  sole so-
c io-pol it ical  observation would equate with 
stepping aside from the emotional  f ie ld he in-
vests .  These are the post-consumption objects 
he chal lenges.  H e str ives to g ive them renewed 

meaning ,  warmth:  home, love,  body,  especial-
ly black bodies .  This  chair  could be Duchamp’s 
urinal  had he met the American working c lasses . 
I t  is  crafted l ike the chair  painted by Van Gogh 
when he painted the vis it  of h is  fr iend Gau-
guin when he came to Arles .  I t  was the seat of 
worship,  of respect.  One of h is  videos informs 
us even more about th is  recaptured absence.  I t 

shows the different reac-
tions to Michael  Jackson’s 
death.  I n  th is  sense,  should 
we worship the chair  on 
which so many souls  are 
seated,  whether iconic 
l ike Michael  Jackson,  or 
anonymous,  coloured 
people,  the destitute,  a lco-
hol ics ,  forgotten people? 
And why do we feel  th is 
emotion as we look at 
h is  other seat,  «  Couch » 
(2012)? I t  is  a piece wit-
t ingly damaged by a dri l l , 
then stuffed and padded. 
As if  the person occupying 
the seat had always held 
on to the same furniture, 

a favourite piece.  I t  was h is  chair.  Rodney of-
fers these objects a new memory,  l ike the trace 
of a former owner,  a patina of absence that is 
far more sensuous than intel lectual .  This  c hair 
speaks .  The melancholy of mass-produced ob-
jects is  replaced here by the idea of a blaze of 
g lory to honour the deceased.  Works l ike ex-vo-
tos of our own condit ion.  A beautifu l  absence.

ARTIST

Rodney McMillian
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Where are the women? For Becky Kolsrud, a Los 
Angeles native and UCLA graduate, they are in an 
undefined location, unnamed, and the framework 
of her portraits confines or frees them. 
One or the other. It’s a vision that removes 
them to a place untouched by the present, 
and remote from their initial reason of be-
ing. They are charming, elegant, yet seem 
entrapped in a gilded jail, like in Douglas 
Sirk or Todd Haynes movies, filmmakers 
who like to constrain their female vic-
tims in a pretty straightjacket that might 
burst. As we view these women’s portraits, 
Feud, the latest TV series comes to mind, 
with its actresses, its celebrities from a by-
gone era, Faye Dunaway and Bette Davis, 
forced to put on a brave face, the face of 
their gender, feminine and cheerful, while 
their private lives were going down the 
drain.
Here lies the decorative ambiguity of the 
positive vibes that Becky Kolsrud’s paint-
ings exude. Since they have been eroti-
cizing the world since the dawn of time, 
women, those women do not shy from 
pleasing viewers, even if it means ending 
up together on a shelf in one of Becky’s exhibitions. 
If they wish to, they may strip, eat or pose in the 
nude. Here’s a whole army of women who in Becky 
Kolsrud’s pictures raise the question of the object: 
how we grasp it, how we desire it.  

Above: Jumpsuit by Gucci. Right: Gloves by Kenzo,  printed suit by Andreas Kront-
haler for Vivienne Westwood and shoes by Timberland model‘s own.

ARTIST

Becky Kolsrud
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These women are 
also archetypes. But 
where does Becky 
unearth all these 
female characters: 
“Inspiration comes  
to me as I stroll, as  
I drive through Los  
Angeles.” One day,  
we will have to ad-
dress the issue of 
the creative power 
we feel as we drive 
through Los Angeles. 
A topic in its  
own right. 
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ARTIST

Stanya Kahn

Stanya Kahn’s post-modernist audacity 
takes on the form of videos and strange 
performances that may initially throw 
viewers off balance. Should they watch 
everything and how should they watch? 
Indeed, those films 
(is the term even 
appropriate?) de-
pict a fall from 
grace that spans a 
lifetime, in which 
the protagonists ar-
en’t always pictured 
in the best light. A 
sense of the mean-
ingless that one 
should experience 
first-hand. Since 
when should one 
rack one’s brains 
to make sense of 
the images that file 
past? But there is a 
humour, that even 
becomes the nearly dandy prose of those 
strange images that challenge us. Show-
cased this year at New York MoMA’s 
PS1, she broaches life, death and personal 
feelings intimately linked to the political  

field. Whether the heroes in 
the video like it or not. Indeed, 
the urgent need to take action 
emerges from this mayhem of 
scenes; a mother gives birth to 

a child although she 
is demented; sever-
al cameras capture 
scenes of people in 
chat rooms, in the 
streets. Filmed over 
the course of six years, 
a project duration not 
allowed by movies 
that go too fast today, 
“Stand in the Stream” 
is an ode to politics 
in a poetic vision of 
genres, the dismem-
berment of senses, of 
the course of things 
when everything col-
lides with the awful 
yet colourful reality. 
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Where a re Peter S hire’s  objects  head ing to? 
A colour centre? As if  d r iven by a centr ifuga l 
force that  fo lds  them into a ng les  or  vibra nt  skir-
t ing boa rds .  I t ’s  the ec lect ic ism of a tem pora r y 
mad ness that  has been going on for a whi le,  as 
if  the c lass ica l  foundations of  h ig h-brow a nd 
low-brow a r t  had 
c ha nged the des-
t ination of  those 
c reations .  Peter 
S hire a lways 
feels  inspired by 
the bri l l ia nce of 
h is  neig hbou-
rhood ,  na mely 
Ec ho Pa rk a nd 
its  Latino vibe… 
Cer ta in objects 
hover bet ween 
ind ustr ia l ization, 
s ince they a re 
mass ma nufac-
tured -  h is  mugs 
se l l  l ike hotca kes 
– a nd the a r te-
facts  of  a mind 
g uided by the 
ha nd of a c rafts-
ma n .  H is  stud io beg ins  l ike a ga rage a nd ends 
l ike a long museum storage space.  To the point 
where you’re a lmost  dying to get  out.  You could 
com pa re Peter S hire’s  ca reer to David H oc k-
ney’s ,  not withsta nd ing a taste for swim ming 

Vintage sweater, pants and shoes model‘s own. 

pools  that  got  to someone’s  head ,  but  h is  path 
took h im the opposite way,  from the USA to 
Europe.  I n  the rac ket  of  h is  sma l l  a rc hitectura l 
objects ,  Peter S hire’s  sma l l  P isa towers don’t 
col la pse.  The ma n ca n’t  be pigeonholed ,  i sn’t 
pa r t  of  the g reat  fa mi ly of  contem pora r y a r t, 
whic h he steers  c lea r of.  Peter S hire 
ca rries  on,  ma rc hes on a nd doesn’t 
c ha l lenge the course of  th ings .  H is 
c reations com plement one a no-
ther a nd interact,  l ike the books 
of  Borges’  g reat  l ibra r y…There is  a 
frenzied repetit ion in  S hire’s  work , 
tea pots  p i le  up as if  one has g i-
ven bir th to the next.  S hould it  be 
viewed as the d igest  of  today’s 
neuroses? Tea pots  a re the per fect 
oppor tunit y for a reha b of domes-
t ic  l ife,  to overcome the previous 
day’s  b inge d rinking .  Frenz y a nd 
respite.  Then,  there is  the notion 
of  past ic he,  of  pa ntomime.  Al l  of 
S hire’s  c reations a re a lmost  c lowni-
sh ,  showcasing the sur face,  teasing 
our good taste whi le  leaving the 
orig ina l  a nd prec ious materia l  that 
is  c lay unc ha l lenged .  They a re pim-
ped with ga rish colours .  The cera-
mics  boast  misc hievous references to desig n 
inst itut ions:   they interact  with the De St i j l  era , 
the Bauhaus a nd the more recent  Mem phis 
movement.  Accord ing to S hire,  the materia l 
ca n broac h a ny th ing ,  move c loser a nd c loser: 

ARTIST
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Jacquard robe by The Elder Statesman and T-shirt model‘s own.

the iconic  a nd kitsc h sha pes 
of  the cookies  in  For tune 
Tea pot (1974)  or  the ver y 
erotic  Stac ked Peac hes 
Tea pot a nd Fruit  Basket 
(20 05).  Based on th is  assem-
blage that  exudes raw mat-
ter,  made-up a nd d isg uised , 
S h ire’s  c reations have c ra-
shed the f ie ld of  desig n as 
muc h as contem pora r y a r t, 
a lways with a coloured ,  a b -
surd ,  redeeming vibration . 


