ODDS AND ENDS
An Indian conversation never goes from A to B. It is a journey on a  roundabout route taking in surprising places on the way. What is the subject? Not easy  sometimes to decide. Hints, evasions, inuendo, allusion, metaphor – these are all ingredients which colour an idea. There is no hurry to get there. The journey matters. My paintings I think are something like this. Layered and intertwined.

I am fascinated by the idea that the subject of a painting may not reveal itself immediately. You may see other things first. There is no background or foreground. It is all one. That is not to say that everything is equally important, just that everything is important.  I remember Robin Orlin telling me how she  always had  more than one thing happening on stage at any given moment, so that you didn’t now where to look. You were constantly distracted. Find the subject and immediately it vanishes. Incidentals intrude. One’s mind is like this. One cannot concentrate on anything for more than a few moment. We work on many levels simultaneously. We can think about many things at the same time. 

Bruce Chatwin says how much he loves patchwork because “it carries the imprint of human associations.”  I can understand that. It is how I work, taking fragments from here and there that have never until then met before and now have to spend their lives together comparing notes. Contrast and contradiction, illusion and reality mix happily.

It is easy to say, yes, these works look Indian. It is the kneejerk response with cliches about pattern and colour, about arabesque and ornament. Yes, they are these things, but there are other affinities. It is in their structure that they find their parallels in Indian art. The subject is veiled. The surfaces are layered.

 ________________________________________________________________
In the new film about Jackson Pollock he says in answer to a question about a work seemingly nothing but a web of pattern, “looking at a bed of flowers, you don’t tear your hair out wondering what it means.”

I am fascinated by the contradictions of India. These elegant hands holding a rose with such delicate love are  those of a man who was impossibly cruel, and yet refined. When he had finished building the Taj Mahal he had the hands of twenty thousand craftsmen cut off so that they would never be able to work again. 

In Rajasthan people are as daring as nature.  Pink holds hands with orange: red with yellow and purple. Pattern competes with pattern. The sun burns the sand, the people working in the open use colour to defy the heat, their cottons making the desert bloom with unbelievable power.

_______________________________________________________________

When I talk about India I mean the big one across the sea and Durban, my India. Little India. In my mind they are the same thing. When someone called Durban the suburbs of India, I knew exactly what she meant. Living in these suburbs for thirty five and more years, India has invaded my mind and is part of my thinking. 

