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VOID

 I was trying to understand what Cathy Wilkes work had to do with giving me a tear in the eye and a smile on the lips, two cracks at the eternal- maybe it’d been the summer temperature synapse speedup and I’m feeling all flows, and so stops too, the reactions happening quicker and the uptakes more satisfying, the echoes deeper and the aftertastes more developed, everything that might impinge too far on wellbeing seeming just that little less itself as if a-tremble…and the good feeling of just being somewhere different hadn’t worn off yet. 

The two room exhibition offered a video projection of short duration, the solidly titled loop I will miss you and will anoint your body with essential oils 2007,… a tender uptake and laying down of a cherished body, a pendular rocking that cradles and leaves by, in a bathing light, the signature of light echoing in the display space too, washing over, through the spectrum, implied covering and clothing. 

In Gallery One, a version of the work Non Verbal, now in variation for a couple of years, featuring two shop window mannekins based on adult female. In a double galaxy dialogue with each other and the space, a helix of characteristic information flow threaded around them, one with a painting’s face, like a small washbasin, weight of the sinkstand in contrast with the (imaginary) lightness of the empty pushchair, the other’s crash helmet a nod to the skull, and the wheels, more circulars and mergers, plastics, oils, glasses, jars, bowls of wilted salad and broken glass blades, fish or pains each set by.

Time’s tables… here was a setup of aesthetics that had very little to do with prompting an investigation into itself as an intellectual treasure hunt and whose reward would be affirmation or conjunction- more to do with the cerebral being at peace with the artworks, and the senses themselves confused by the clarity. That struggle of the creative response when the mind and indeed spirit already knows ‘It’s enough’. Called upon like that, involuntary emissions from emotive locations. 

Cathy Wilkes’ ability to arrange certain things, to make them up glamourously, can seem like a kind of automatic writing with objects, movement, colour, but may be arrived at through different, more deliberate methods- that of meditation on states, or ‘plain thoughts’, steady and precise, maybe cyclical and slowish, or then again to have objects around the place (mental or physical) until familiar enough, that they become the subconscious foil or flash for something suddenly correspondant, enchanted, or charmed into it. The agglomeration and placement reminds me of an originary ‘notebook’ notation, like Da Vinci’s intensely studied seperate elements making his painted combinations,  and down in the galleries there was something of those Rocky caverns, humble plants, annunciations or adorations, attention to details drawn from the actual, contrasting intensely studied seperate elements with the famously meditative method of stain-staring, all laid out on the new science made to measure, the new combinatory aegis. I’m not sure which is more advised here if necessarily considering a method of approach, when the results are so convincing of a whole means of ordering the universe around a single/multiple sensorium, a huge work of the imagination, with a lot of wit, and trepidation. 

Cathy catches close the tools of her time, the new old things, the up to date versions, in the life and progression of things maybe make a mark, a point, say, I came in here and went out there, things being neutral, measure time anyway in the objects that there were, the necessities and their design, and their looks.

A finding of objects not only metaphoric but also vehicular with all that same neutral fascination as have tools, a new baby stroller, new telly, new tights; then clarity, touch and interaction acting on these objects as a dimmer to their everyday sense. Restaging methods of adornment and accoutrement, the bounded precincts of display itself, a type of great shop window implied, where a glance, just like that, gathers the whole instantly, inside and out, before breaking it down into presences and offers, glamour and distance, sorrow and fact. You could be content just to consider the whole range of glass and its expressive and polished uses as structure, container, vessel, weighty mannekins’ anchor, shelf, the same glass becoming more itself when it’s shard and blade, bowl pain, broken glass, mentioning multiplicity versus the undifferentiated, chip from the flow, and it has become visible, its transparency the least thing about it, it holds the eye on the surface, that great continuous sheet is not present, there is not there as a first principle. Dismantling, by present harmonics, any certainty that there is such a thing as the continuum, larger than any given gathered, of these things, the immediate without the eternal.
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