


At some point I started using choreography to describe what I was doing for people 
who visit the studio. It’s the flux between structured performance and improvisation 
that I find potent, whilst remaining a physical embodied activity at all times—
calibrated chaos.

When I start thinking about pursuing a work, I try to avoid thinking about its 
duration. Just how it will feel in the end, and then I work back from that feeling, 
whatever it might take from me.

Sometimes that means days or weeks, or months and months, sometimes financial, 
sometimes emotional currency—often both. Right now, in this moment, I’m involved in 
producing these two bottomless vases, by the time I finish this text, I’ll hopefully have 
finished them, by the time I release this small publication, they’ll likely be in the past. I 
mapped out all the transitions and mirrors the surfaces will go through to arrive at the 
final state where the work can be seen, it seems it’s a 10 step programme without 
certain resolution. Some come as easily as a step forward, others a disrupted journey 
with an unknown destination.

I feel like I get to make 5 percent of the work I want in a year, I’m just one small person 
and it sends me into a spin. But at the same time, it's not complexity for complexity’s 
sake. It may feel mundane sometimes but we’re living in a delirious dreamscape where 
complexity is the dominant currency even if it appears to us as natural, user facing 
simplicity. 

And the complexity that flows through the works binds me physically to the world, it 
speaks a hundred times more intensely than I could. So I don’t and I make the work— 
whether people get to see it or not, I want to see it. 













I’m committed to sculpture where vulnerability is hard coded into its form. A 
sensitivity to climate and care. Where cyclical gestures and free forming physicality 
are prioritised, where folded and stitched thoughts evade linearity. The works have no 
hierarchy of face, or collapse freely into each other.

I noticed so much of the language that courses through the veins of the work relates to 
objects infiltrating flesh, or being held, or shaped, or worn by the body. This wasn’t 
intended, it just bled out.  To speak about it openly in this moment, I'd speculate its 
about working in the spirit of an embodied, fleshy filter in the world-- in the same way 
that your liver filters impurities, or free radicals initiate changes in cell renewal. A non 
negotiable position for constant affect and contamination.

At some point in my notes I wrote !! ITS ABUNDANCE AND RARITY - and how those 
two things can be confused !! - in red, and bold and I’ve been trying to find back the 
fleeting sensation that initiated that. Maybe abundance as exposure and rarity as 
truth. Or maybe that’s far too linear. 
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