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 An Introduction by the artist on ‘Design Painting
Poetry’

 


This is the
concluding monograph for Purple Eyes Publishing on work that
developed over a five-year period. It does something quite
confusing, even to the author. It seeks to strain ahead to a time
when even the most freshly produced sketches and notes are but a
faded memory to the artist herself, rather like love-letters that
bleach over time to the true nature of what triggered their shape
bar a few lingering details hazy in the warmth of long forgotten
days that taste sweet of summer once drunk and lightly expelled as
a whispering breeze of forgetful glistening.

 


I confess as
author to the poems that accompanied my artistic offerings, their
glaze and hardness have cracked – even those elements that had so
vexed and elated me at the time of their becoming part of what I
wished to identify as a flow of integrity of feeling in amongst the
pull to leave what I had previously experienced.

 


‘Design Painting
Poetry’ was what defined the whole volume, swathe and surge of five
years in search of artistic finality – finality for what I was
producing; finality for what I was feeling; finality for what I was
remembering; finality for what I wished my life to be. Along the
way I felt I had toppled into my bottomless soul and every prior
wish to be absorbed in something so much bigger and special felt
frighteningly wonderfully answered. The levels of energy,
absorption and pure joy as antagonist to whatever else had felt
contrary for so long threw me into a production frenzy that covered
galloping pages across four websites that I now dimly recall in
words and phrases I treasured en route.

 


“Indulge to
endure, slow death for sure” became an anthem deep in my soul to
not let thoughtless and spiteful ridicule dissuade me from reaching
the bottom of what I desperately desired to manifest as a final
great testament to joy and living. Initially, “Canvi come alive”
started the swing to believing that things inside would slow down
like big machinery losing its revolutions once the power was
switched off. Instead, “Canvi come alive” was the painting that
pinnacled a sense of new discovery of breaching out from the
confines of what I believed would be the last great work – the
final big painting piece that would leave my artistic ambitions
sated and lulled into satisfaction.

 


The seasons
worked with me – the sun harried me to produce all I could sense
and my thumbs grew numb and then strong with the workmanlike
dedication I gave to my craft – to reach the great unknown – the
epitome of my expressive soul. It was not so much a race with time,
but time that I had known previously and what I had taken from it,
it took back from me to help me search through letters, mementoes
and meaningful moments and see a great strudel of compassion and
energy screaming at me to fulfil my artistic destiny, even if it
remained a blip, a curiosity or simply unheeded by anyone but
myself. I could not undo the flow and power of the current to
discover what lay deep beneath once I had pulled the plug and let
what my life had bathed in for so many years sink away from me.
That whole metaphysical fluid with which we surround ourselves –
the titles, the experiences, the roles, the people, the
preoccupations, commiserations and triumphant peaks that made
whatever had happened worth it. On balance stopped being a part of
my life and instead I entered into a torrent of flow. From my
professional perspective, I had stopped seeking to improve the flow
of production – something I had direct understanding and success in
– and, instead, I realised I had entered an entirely different
realm: the production of flow itself, which is a little like saying
that we can contain the wispy clouds in their fresh glory or feel
the ocean’s great motions and dissolve to a greater understanding
that expresses perfectly afterwards whatever we have felt in the
moment.

 


I have thoroughly
enjoyed delving so deep that every vibrant part of me caught up
with the flow and battled with my wits, mind and reservations to
just try something new and rejoice in the glory of the colour or
the unexpected shape my pen left on the paper.

 


All the poetry
caught up the moment’s feeling and whatever associations I felt at
the time expressed a particular sensation of feeling or
understanding. Life is like that – it takes you on a different
route and has you gaping at something new, which means something
special to you, and wonderfully is something others can share in
too.

 


I have had many
moments at play in my artistic endeavours that now escape me in
their detail but have me delighting in that I tried to follow a
particular sunbeam and was blinded by the reality of something
deeper scraping the surface of my consciousness. To lose yourself
in art is quite an experience and as an art correspondence course
once so correctly put it (or words to that effect), once you play
with colours, you risk falling into joy.

 


Perhaps I can
conclude by saying, that perhaps not everything will make sense or
hold resonance, but it is a uniquely joyful experience to go beyond
the bounds of what you believe and see it echoed in forms of life
and well-wishes that rebound with an expediency to rejoice in the
life that we have.

 


My enduring
“Thank You!” goes to all those that accompanied me for all or part
of the way. It was worth it.

 


Perhaps as an
epitaph to countless wanderings and received kindnesses, I could
add:

 


I saw
the light at play

It
hurried life in great array

And
called right back to me

‘Here
is your moment – a chance to see – whispered life’s
eternity’

 


And I
hurried right ahead

‘Almost got it now’ I said

But
the light winked and blinked me to sleep

‘Release what you keep so deep

Let’s
have a peep what great waters seep’:

 


An
endless soul – your life whole and free

In
joy’s mercy to always ever discover

The
friendship of a life cut with a knife

Of
perspicacity – the veracity of your soul

To see
your life whole.

 


The
Joy of the Flow is always (ever) Letting Go

 


Signed

‘The Happy
Artist’


 The Original Title…

 


The originally
intended title for the whole of this present piece is something
that would be hard now to guess, even for me as the author.
“Friedrich List – The Railway Twist: A Controversalist” was meant
to denote how far an individual can unhinge his own importance when
flapping about in the maelstrom of epic history. By this is meant
an unhinging of an individual person’s significance far beyond a
specifically defined spectrum of reference fields or a specifically
associated epoch. The original postgraduate research, which the
author undertook on self-starring (and self–starting!)
protagonists, was written a long time ago and investigated the
immediate circle of influence and more lasting impact of a
political and economic agitator named Friedrich List during
Austrian Chancellor Metternich’s repressive regime of conservatism
in post-Napoleonic Europe. A copy of this work from 1998 can be
accessed in the British Library under the title “Friedrich List: An
Illustration of the Mechanics of Controversy and its impact on the
International Popularisation of Ideas”.

 


Friedrich List
was even imprisoned for a short while for falling foul of the
Austrian Chancellor’s strident campaign to turn back the clock on
all that the French Emperor Napoleon had wrought during his largely
successful campaigns to departmentalise a motley assortment of
German principalities and states into cohesive administrative
springboards that were to help him control the European mainland
and move well into Russian territory. This, we know, ended
disastrously, not least because Napoleon could not quite have
foreseen the self-annihilating propensity of Russian resistance,
known as scorched earth policy that turned any victory literally
into a heap of worthless ashes en route, as those fleeing his
armies chose to destroy their hard-earned livelihood and
possessions including crops, rather than allowing the rampaging,
invading army to benefit in any way.

 


The overall title
now for this monograph is “Material Compositions (Self-healing
Physicians)”. The reasons for such an all-consuming context, is
that there are parallels which can be drawn between how an agitator
in the nineteenth century (tariff) trade wars propagated
controversy for his own ends, as well as for wider societal change
in Europe, and more specifically for (his) Germany and how we
negotiate our days with political and economic uncertainty in
Europe and beyond, and, importantly, find a way through. Indeed,
List’s Germany as it was then, was a rather curious affair - an
underdog of loosely confederated entities that didn’t quite tally
with each other into any form of national German identity that we
would completely recognise as cohesive today. This
not-quite-bound-together-confusion of economic arenas could have
been pushed in different directions depending on how individual
protagonists played out their fields.

 


Yet despite the
iron Chancellor Metternich’s best efforts, today’s Germany refers
to the Napoleonic Code as the foundation of its legal workings and
jurisprudence, whilst Friedrich List is remembered in various
places around the world not only as the one of the Founding Fathers
of railways throughout Germany, but also the creator and originator
of a dogmatic code for economic self-liberalisation, using tariffs
as a pressure lever to control trade partners, thereby edging
towards various degrees of mutually respectable economic compliance
agreements and a equitable flow of exchange in products, that was,
not least, intended to give domestic industry enough of a
‘breather’ in the home markets to catch up and overtake dominant
players.

 


The so-called
‘infant industry protection’ theory that List propounded together
with his hierarchical development of “National Productive Powers” –
to be used to activate a national economic traction across
industrial and regional boundaries - caught fire and kept burning
well beyond his lifetime and much further afield than what he
considered as his home country. Amongst a complex and essentially
contrary breadth of followers, List’s present day legacy has
counted Latin American Marxists as well as German National
Socialists amongst their numbers. Here we see, quite simply, that
economics is the all-consuming driving force to present politics
with a firm underbelly for manoeuvring as a greater force and
presence in world events.

 


In List’s era
(1789-1847), it was Britain that was at the economic forefront of
industrial dominance, since she had learnt a great deal during the
conflicts with France in terms of practical application and
innovation and had stockpiled goods ready to flood Europe once
Napoleon’s demise was secured and thereby enabling the blockade
against Britain to be lifted. To say “at the forefront of
industrial dominance” is to delineate what was at play
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