KNIFE EDGE
The paintings in this exhibition have been made in a time of difficulty and uncertainty
where Bacon’s reference to the “Brutality of Fact” seems more relevant than ever.
In his essay on “The Dehumanisation of Art” written in 1925 Ortegay Gasset expressed
anxiety as to how much of the Art of the century created bravely ‘out of nothing’ would
produce that would be of lasting value. We are a hundred years on from that thought and
much has indeed been made of value, but the worry remains. That mortality lies at the
heart of our urge to create is not a new idea, nor the need to make images that neither
dehumanise nor re-travel the roads already made.
Painting has survived it’s many critics, and it is in it’s unique relationship, between the
viewer and the viewed, that a rapprochement between aesthetics and humanity can be
reforged.
The paintings in this exhibition are an attempt to give expression to that ambition.
HOWARD ROGERS
NELSON DIPLEXCITO

Both Rogers and DIplexico are fascinated by the power of the painted gesture, by the
gesture within and of painting, but each so differently. While both artists desire to speak
of the human condition, Rogers flies full on in while DIplexico takes a more sideways
approach to equally pressing and troubled matters. But then, when seen, both their work
carries enough ‘brutality of fact’ to go ahead and perform independently of the artist.
For Rogers the canvas is a metaphorical space for the equivalent of speech. He fights
between the understanding of painting as physical fact and the emotional power of
language. In a very particular equivalent to a holding pattern, he uses a collective,
communal medium to say that he does as well as does not care about what people think.
Painting must be private as well. The works in this exhibition, however, inevitably carry
the huge repertoire of visual association and historical anger that in fact characterises
the work of both artists. The split away from spoken and read attitude here re-enforces
the fact that a painting is ultimately made to be seen in the flesh. With a brimming store
of understanding and obsession, Rogers utilises a multitude of structures from within the
weight of history, association and expectation.
We can sense echoes of Renaissance painting with a Pieta here or sacraconversatione
there, but by throwing people into the composition to land so to speak, metaphorically, in
terms of each other, Rogers keeps wrong footing as well as being obvious. The equivalent
of the agony in the garden, or a Deposition, is drafted awkwardly, even clumsily, onto our
present.
But, by sidestepping the use of the photographic image, and depending on some notion
of the real thing, his obsessions do continuously shift and humour as well as joy can
also come out of the painting. Looking and reading about the holocaust, about notions
of civilisation as opposed to horror, he talks of the inevitable mirror image where every
executioner has their culture, and the artist is insisting on the fact that what he calls
authentic vision is also very close to trauma.
By wilfully painting the body again and again, Rogers hopes to make more than sense.
Caught between the sacred and profane, the symbolic and actual, he is held within an
association to religious imagery but really questions the way that art is able to exist now,
in an era without God. Fusing the vision, cross-referring and then at times dealing with
pathos and humour, the awkwardness of an artist is ‘mocked’ for his silly insistence on
repeatedly doing the same strange thing. With hammer, scissors and staple gun as props
in ’The Artist Mocked’ , the painter is exposed and awkward, as a sort of judgement
seems to come from outside to such an approach to infallible faith.
An obviously concentrating fine-featured woman, looks out of the subtly lit interior and,
although we do not want to personalise, an actual experience of some sort seems implied
in this painting by Nelson Diplexcito. The ‘power’ of painting is not, in Diplexcito’s case
about understanding however, as in its somewhat restrained and separate manner the
work seems to also question the necessity of comprehension, the telling of stories, to at
least halt the need for further justification. It seems to be about the essence of distilled
time, the moment that comes before and after a conversation, discussion, or perhaps
even confrontation. In each painting, a person is mainly alone in their own or perhaps

shared space. Held in many layers of moment, the atmosphere is both open and closed.
Sitting, standing, smoking a cigarette, it is obvious that something has already happened
as each painting carries a micro climate of atmosphere and sealed private rationale. As
we see a composite of memory, the person in the picture seems in turn to be playing out
that remembering as well? This process, where expression remains within the head, is
simple, time and before and after is unseen but still understood nonetheless by anyone
who has lived in any way at all. As a composite of life and film still, with hands in pockets,
staring forward, the relation to the figure is questioning, questionable.
The gesture is somewhat mannered and awkward, and the woman is actually aware of
being seen. That which is private and hidden is, in still light, reminiscent of Hammershoi,
that falls inside the window, each painting carries a kernel of projection, as if the artist is
standing back, silently, using the medium to project thought and question why and in what
way we generally represent people? Sparkling, crumpled, and troubled eyes make this an
appreciation of the reality of being witness to such a constructed distillation of incident, to
time for real brought down to its own conclusion. What do the women represented tell us,
as actors for the artist? One step removed, away from even the direct link of the portrait,
these people hover between recognition, actuality, and general condition. With narrative
hidden in plain sight, a sense of love as well as inevitable loss pervades.
The work in this exhibition carries two distinct paces, and voices. Of course, painting,
which never really did reach that long-anticipated demise, continues to be in very a healthy
state. Both Diplexcito and Rogers will have both wondered, over time, about the way that
work is perceived, encouraged and sometimes side stepped by generations needing to
invent everything all over again, for themselves. Both excellent teachers, the discussion
that emerges from all work itself carries a spiraling rationale on the tip of each tongue.
In fact, with figuration in painting now so much more normal than ever, the work by both
artists, though distinct, is able to run parallel with a number of obsessive plots. Sticking
to their respective guns, visiting each other’s studio for, open, abstract discussion on the
world and artistic direction, each is starting with an assumption of understanding that
does not need to continuously re-invent the wheel whilst painting paintings that really do
demand to get up and out to face the light.

Sacha Craddock

CONSIDERATION ON PAINTING.
EXTRACT FROM A JOURNAL.
NELSON DIPLEXCITO

At the end of the day I am in the studio running over and over in my head saying to myself,
well you had it for a while and then you went back too many times.
Had what? What is the it?
I could tell you that it was like a moving shadow behind the surface, somewhere in the
space frame?
That sounds like something supernatural.
It is an echoing image of the aeroplane and the face of a woman.
The image has not been painted. It has a flow; it is too fast to know itself; its appearance
or its disappearance.
11.2.21
For me to put into words what I think about painting is to betray its substance
It is more than reticence; it is even more difficult to talk about your own painting. This is
perhaps born out of a fear that you will only scratch the surface or at worst give a false
account of the demands that it takes to make painting.
What I can talk about is a working obsession that is about practicalities, that keeps me
moving and stops me from sleeping.
2.8.18

Northern Light, (2019), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

What interests me is a form of direct engagement with the object.
The only way that I know involves an intense quarrying of the object. The journey is never
straightforward. It is about an intense form of looking. That may sound obvious but the
nature of this looking and the subsequent actions and decisions taken will determine the
visual appearance of the painting.
The aim is to find the ‘seeing point’ of the image, through a form of intense looking.
18.9.20
The first stage is the looking. The making of a painting. The second stage is seeing. The
painting itself.
12.8.16
I find when I am making paintings that my emotions shift wildly - I am full of uncertainties.
There is no one way to the object. This can make things difficult but in hindsight this
oscillation, this doubt is also essential to the paintings active element and ultimately the
possibility of its ‘aliveness’.
20.9.20

Woman with a Disappearing Lion, (2020), oil on canvas, 168x 135 cm

As a painter, I find the locating of paintings within time- a kind of exercise. Painting for me
that possesses gesture and mark, traverse time. Paintings always seem to exist within the
present, a painting exists because we engage with its surface, we look and it returns our
looking – it exists because of this exchange. Sure, this painting that you might be looking
at, was painted in 1664 but somehow its ‘live’ moment remains present. How it attains this
is another story.
8.7.20

Two Figures on a Balcony (2020), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

I think I am a painter of situations. My paintings like many paintings are a form of recording,
a recording of the situations and encounters that have left a mark on me. When I reflect
on my work, there is almost never one direct source from which the subject can be said
to come from. There are exceptions to this but these are rare. What I know is that it arrives
often at a split second but it leaves an irreversible impact upon me. I want the painting to
arrive in one way, just as quickly.
Painting for me is a unique form of visual conversation, a direct way of reflecting the
here, the now through a form of action. I want to reflect this in my painting, to capture this
moment and to imbue paintings with a form of consciousness. I want the painting to look
and reflect back at you, to cross a room and an invisible doorway.
5.3.18
That it was as wild and unknown as the day I first saw the image.

7.5.19

Painting or making is concerned with the transmission of energy. It involves an action but
something of that action should always remain and be alive within the painting.
Energy is eternal delight – William Blake

11.2.14

I have used so much of my time to bring forth the appearance of things. I actually think my
work is concerned with completely the opposite.
2.1.21
The Hunter, (2019), oil on paper, 68 x 51 cm

…the surface, ground, as a kind of emptiness that you work in to.

8.11.20

The Interview, 2020, oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

The real difficulty is painting nothing. It is usually the nature of the space that gives me
the most difficulty. The space around the positive units of the painting, they are more
important than you would believe, you have to paint it cleverly, as to describe it too fully
will compromise the visual order of the painting.
20.11.19
It is always both surface and illusion working together. It is another tension within the
paintings. Trying to stop myself from making a comfortable arrangement. Paintings are
to be responded too. There are of course tricks; shortcuts but they don’t interest me.
I don’t want to ever see painting as a filling-in operation or where painting becomes
like decorating a Christmas tree. For me it’s a dead-end, the painting closes down too
quickly. There are many painters who know how to produce paintings that demonstrate
a compositional or pictorial sense. There are very few painters who know how to turn this
inside out.
4.8.18

Ossessione, (2020), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

I have always been fascinated by the description of space within paintings. It is one of the
main reasons that I returned to making paintings. The space described in a fresco series
by Giotto is very different from say the space described in late Rembrandt and how does
the figure inhabit the space? I always ask myself what is the nature of this re-presented
space?
11.7.17

The Flame, (2018,) oil on canvas, 213 x 182 cm

Modern man likes to pretend that his thinking is wide-awake. But this wide-awake
thinking has led us into the mazes of a nightmare in which the torture chambers are
endlessly repeated in the mirrors or reason.
Octavio Paz
How can art deal with what we see, read and experience of and being in the world? How
can art deal with the terror we read about, the violence that we hope we never experience
and the loss of those we have loved, which we all experience? What can Painting do in
this endless exhibition of atrocities, personal greed and political and social intransigence?
It is hard to believe that we have come this far and appear to know so very little of each
other and so little of the world that we live in.
There are some who by their actions clearly believe that they can live forever. Those who
are human know we experience pain, grief and that we are made of flesh and blood. As
humans we have a limited time on Earth to live our lives, perhaps to give account, for we
know that our own lives are not infinite. We know what is coming to us. There seems to be
very little mystery about that. What is mysterious is that we appear to be intent on doing
as much damage to each other as possible and to repeat a pattern of disasters endlessly.
Tightrope (2019), oil on paper, 68 x 51 cm

28.11.18

The Hour (2020), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

The aim is to hold, seize the image at its most real and then to know when to walk away.
A painting that is “ full of notions but no seizure” (Philip Guston)
Making paintings has a great deal to do with time. It is interesting as time and particularly
duration is often discussed when discussing the photographic or the shot length in a
cinema. Painting for me has always been about time, a form of condensed or stopped
time
23.11.17
The content has become the key point of discussion for artists. The technical and the
visual story have been supplanted by the iconography narrative. This is a form of extreme
reversal from when I was a undergraduate. The story in the painting was never discussed
as it was always seen as the artist’s business.
1.11.19
You have to go to painting with a kind of attitude. That attitude should be evident in what
you make.

A Painting for a Song (for L.C.) (2020), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

There is a moment in a painting where the talking shifts. There is a changeover, perhaps
of control and something inside the work starts to talk and then dictate where it’s going.
If you run against this – it can create some problems. The final image that is left on the
painting must provide/ offer some of this resistance.
8.1.17

Figure in the Studio (2019), oil on canvas, 200 x 150

An aeroplane in a grey sky
A woman seen on a balcony,
There’s a skull, a screen, a curtain, a box and a knife.
Between the space-frame,
Screen space and the picture plane.
It is the quarrying of an image towards a ghost trap.
Space untraveled and unnoticed, now noted
It is time decelerated and remembered.
Now a mountain,
A single tree on an island
It is the silhouette of a woman against a dark horizon.
As I Remember… (2020), oil on paper, 68 x 51 cm

It is a painting called the “The White Path’.

18.11.18

In a Silent Place, (2020), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

Woman on a Balcony, (2020), oil on canvas, 200 x 150 cm

David, (2020), oil on paper, 68 x 51 cm

HOWARD ROGERS

We have created stories to understand what it is we feel. In itself our inner world has
none, they are unconveyed. To tell stories is our way of understanding the self. But they
are fictions.
Bacon says of Picasso that it is the “brutality of fact” that makes him a great artist. That
mortality lies at the heart of our desire to create, is not a new thought, painting must be
extreme to return itself to reality. To achieve appearance without illustration.
The battle between cliche and possibility of which painting is the outcome

Giles Deleuze

The image before you paint, the one to struggle against. The more you paint the more the
struggle to obliterate.
The Executioner’s Song Prelude 170x170 cm

The Executioner’s Song Aria 170x150 cm

The Decoy 180x150 cm

The Executioner’s Song 150x150 cm

The Darkness Visible 150x100 cm

The Artist Mocked 180x130 cm

Fruit Of The Earth 150x180 cm

In Fields Of Gold 120x100 cm

Waiting For The Miracle To Come 180x150 cm

The Jewish Bride 170x150 cm

The Sleepwalker 180x180 cm

The Far Shore 150x150 cm
What The Flowers Say 180 X 150 cm

Scarecrow 160x60 cm

Last Day 170x65 cm
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Howard Rogers
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