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It has taken two years for this body of work to rise to the surface. Moving
from a large family home to a cottage I found pieces of craft work in
storage. During this same period I moved from a large user friendly
studio to a small area that serves as storage and communal work space.
By necessity I extended my skills.

240 x 165 cm

I worked on a communal tapestry with women at the Philani clinic in
Khayelitsha. The materials they use are from T- shirt off cuts. The colours
are limited. When these remarkable pieces were removed from the
looms I worked on them with paint to enhance colour and movement.
This pushed me into combining paint with craft.
I learnt to use Photoshop in order to crop pieces from photographs of
my paintings and digitally print them on silk to produce scarves. As a
weaver by trade I know the significance of wearing colour, pattern and
texture and the way they interact with ones sense of being.

240 x 165 cm
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Paint and silk are the materials of choice because of the way they hold
colour and come in various textures and weights. Historically silk has
interacted freely within cultural and economic communities. Silk from
Swaziland that my mother gave me to spin as a teenager became part
of tapestries I found forty years later. Recently silk has come my way via
India and this is what I have included in the series called “Unfolding her”.

57 x 52 cm

Detail of Scarf

Revisiting pieces of lace I made on St Helene Island I decided to
place an etching in the center of each piece. I printed an edition
of 7.
The eighth piece was “soft” so I placed it on a purple piece of silk
and marked the image with colour.

54 x 84 cm
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Untitled
Beaded blanket
100 x 104 cm

In this piece I worked the
traditional Xhosa beaded cloth a
friend made for me, and included
it in a mixed media collage.

On an over dyed piece of silk I
sewed selected objects made
by people not known to me yet
given to me as gifts.
134 x 104 cm
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Cosmos
2014
Cotton handkerchief on silk with
embroidery and pins
47 x 50 cm
6

My great grandmother’s cotton
handkerchief forms the center to
the work “Cosmos”. The tatting is
an heirloom from my husband’s
family.
57 x 54 cm
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I spend many hours pottering, as one does in a
garden, waiting to find peace, to find the fullness in
the pieces; unfolding time into being with tasks out
of time. During these hours I work on silk and other
cloth; stitching, beading, cutting, sewing, painting,
scratching, patching and assembling myself through
my work.
On canvases I collaged dyed silk. In the first series
I removed the silk and used the imprint, reworking
the dye with paint. I included stenciling and blocking
with rubber. The painting unfolded towards me.
In the larger canvases I worked from deeper colours
and pulled the light forward. In the smaller ones the
light is marked by adding colour so that the shapes
bounce free of gravity.
The final series remains collaged. The images came
together in a softening and reflection until the heart
or weight of the form was exposed.
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290 x 145 cm
(detail opp. page)
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm

Untitled
2014
Acrylic on canvas
130 x 110 cm
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Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm

Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm
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Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm

Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm
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Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm

Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm

23

Silk, like pigment is a vehicle for colour as colour is
a vehicle for light. It works as a mark maker and as
a surface to build into. The linen, canvas and paper
are surfaces that reflect and contain images but silk is
both, it participates as a tool and as material.
This body of work is presented in three interactive
series:
The collaged mixed media work; the series of silk
screened prints; and the series of paintings on canvas.
Colour assists light to unfold into itself and leave soft
marks that move the eye, wandering into the folds
and returning to the surface.
Twice during last year I worked at Caversham
print studio. Malcolm Christian and I were able to
anticipate the pace, medium and flow of the images.
The lightness, transparency and texture I found in
this medium are similar to working with paint.
The ink catches the light, allowing colour to be
directed into its most sacred self. The images surfaced
from cut outs, scissor work, pouring and brushing. I
repeated this on canvas.
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Untitled
2015
Acrylic and silk on canvas
130 x 150 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm
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Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm
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Untitled
Silkscreen Print
50 x 37.5 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen Print
51 x 37.5 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
53 x 37.5 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm
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Untitled
Silkscreen print
49.5 x 35 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
55 x 37 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
51 X 37 cm

Untitled
Silkscreen print
49 x 37.5 cm
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An earlier experience with silk, as it caught the
breeze, drying through my fingers, initiated
a short video piece. I pinned dyed pieces of
silk across a room and watched as the video
camera absorbed layers of colour. The camera
collected waves and stillness, finding images
in folds and creases. In the editing we found
forms lying below the surface and wrapped a
woman’s voice into the colour. Together they
take us back into memory, stories, myths and
innate places.

The spark and twinkle in the embers of a warm dead-looking tree; a breath… a breeze… and the feminine glows
and curls into flame. The earth coughs up unfolding volumes of rocks and fire, hot liquid that pours and twists down
the mountains. Rain licks the rocks, moistening the moss, shining revelations; books, sound, poems unfold into the
depths of personal resources leading me out of myself and enhancing my work.

The stripping away in the series of paintings
was like the shedding of skin as a snake moves
through a phase. The snake is there in its new
skin, the discarded skin is an afterthought.
The silk thread is from the cocoon, recycled
and transformed. The skin of the snake is like
the silk used for one painting and then reused on another.
This links to work that I had made previously
with used materials: dry sticks, wool and silk,
which having been discarded by the original
host can be revitalised.
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approx. 250 x 200 cm (sticks in wool)

Untitled
Folded canvas on board with enamel and oil paint
32 x 52 cm
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The nature and quality of the inner life of the painting is a key factor, equal to the material one chooses to work with
and that informs the finished piece.
Alone I work with what I have gleaned.
In, “To the light house” Virginia Wolf writes:

Untitled
Folded canvas on board with enamel
and oil paint
35 x 52.5 cm

“...to be silent, to be alone. All the being and doing, expansive, glittering, vocal, evaporated; and one shrunk, with
a sense of solemnity to being oneself, a wedge-shaped core of darkness, something invisible to others... When life
sank down for a moment, the range of experience seemed limitless... Beneath it is all dark, it is all spreading, it is
unfathomably deep; but now and again we rise to the surface and that is what you see us by.”
Many years ago I returned to my family home after time spent wandering and picked up our early morning horse
riding with my father; over the dam wall, across the stream under the foresting trees, up the hill and across the endless
grassland towards the highest point of the farm. An early wind and the rhythm of hooves on the earth, the scent of
the rising sun, near and far unfolding and refolding, this is the shared experience that I try to paint about. This seeing
and hearing together is an image, a painting in itself. Our imagination is always along for the ride. These shared
experiences cradle the soul in a matrix of humor, just as the cocoon wrapped in silk holds transformation, luminosity
and transparency.
These interactions, shared experiences are about “unfolding Her”; they are about allowing the smells of warmth and
nourishment from stirring a pot of food to fill the home with a scent of herbs that ripple through my body like silk
over my skin and hair. I try to explain this in writing and give you words to show responses to inner worlds and outer
worlds; I respond to the nymphs in the trees, rivers and ponds, waves unfolding on the sand from their rest deep on
the ocean floor informing the direction of patterns and contours in my work.
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Untitled
Folded canvas on board with enamel
and oil paint
31.5 x 52.5 cm
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Untitled, mixed media, 96 x 130 cm
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Untitled, mixed media, 120 x 160 cm

Through thick and thin one needs to work and love it.
In the supermarket I walked past a National Geographic, January 2015 with a Venus figurine on the cover. “The first
artists; how creativity made us human.” The oil paintings on paper are the maps guiding me in my search for the Great
Mother.

Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
28 x 29 cm
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Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
28 x 37 cm

Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
28 x 30 cm

Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
24 x 29.5 cm
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Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
45 x 55 cm

Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
30.5 x 49 cm
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Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
20.5 x 30 cm

Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
28 x 39 cm
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The first seven paintings and collages talked about her as young as the dawn I watch every morning before the sun
catches her.
A line can be made with a needle and thread or by a dancer in the shadows beside a fire. As in a dance the music is
there in the hand. Drinking from a song, my heart can find a cosmic rhythm.
Venus, the planet that visits daily has not been inside the cave at Holhe Fells to see the Venus figurine, but they seem
to carry the same projected feelings and needs. Some of this work is looked at as if a light was seeking them out,
exposing them to us; like the paintings found of the walls of caves. Others are seen in the natural light that shows
us what we see all the time, filtered through perception, day and night light. Venus is always there. We can see “Her”
through light and colour. (“That is what you see us by”) Some of the images generate their own light; all this made
with colour and surface.
The evening practice of daily painting is my way of ending a day. The past hours of a road trip; a light show interrupting
a storm in the desert, the dead trees, the rolling road in the vastness of earth and sky defined by a map on my lap,
Terra incognito. I carry images as I walk on the mountain, listening for and smelling the offerings from the wilderness.
There is the blue heart in the new work that has started to pulse, how do I bring it to itself? I read about Inanna and
Salome, the dance of the veils, and more stories about soul making.
In this series of “Unfolding Her” there is a foreverness too vast yet all embracing. The interwoven rock faces of the
mountain enfold me, hold me as I wander and then return to work with a small surface in an attempt to describe,
to give rise to, the Great Mother and unfold my spirit from her embrace. These journeys continue as the ancestor’s
surface and the stars deliver their messages.
Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
30 x 27.5 cm
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Untitled
2015
Oil on paper
30 x 27.5 cm
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Dawn
120 x 282 cm
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