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If You Lived here
You’d be Home By
Now.  

The exhibition of new work, entitled
“ I F Y O U L I V E D H E R E Y O U ’ D B E
H O M E B Y NOW” will be on show in
Mr. Lazarides’ gallery at number eigh t ,
Greek Street, Soho, London from June
15th until July 14th.

I saw “If Y ou L i v e d H e r e Y ou ’ d b e
H o m e b y N ow” written in huge lette r s
on a hoarding adv e r t i ß ing a new
suburban hou ßing eßtate about an hour or
so down the freew ay out of Los
Angeles, and this show is an attempt by
me to exorc i ße several unhapp y
meditations on the vague themes of ‘o i l
d e p e n d e n cy’ and ‘suburbia’ from my
m i n d .

I've made seven new paintings, and
ten etchings have been editioned in
strictly limited numbers of 33 each,
a f ter which the co pper plates have been
p o l ißhed, inked, and co a ted with
p o l y u r e t hane varnißh.  They have had a
hole drilled in the corner, and can never
be ußed for printing again.  Theße plate s
will alßo be on the walls.

So, Mr Donwood, what’s the
thinking behind this show?  Well then,
in ha r m o ny, and with feeling, let’s hear
it again; S u b u rbia and ‘conßu m e r iß m’ are
ve ry proba b ly the most inca lc u la b ly maÍive
m iß a llocat i on of reßourc es (financial, soc i a l
and  environ m e ntal) in the ent ire hiß tory of
human cultu r e . . .  our ent ire globa liß e d
econ o m y, our Weßtern way of li fe is
p r e d i cated on the aÍumpt i on of an endle Í
supp ly of ch e ap oi l.  Blah blah bla h .

‘Pointless Platitudes’
Not Finished Yet.

A couple of iÍues back I seem to
remember adv e r t i ß ing a fo r t h co m i n g
series of new screenprints.  Well,
b e t ween working on the new show (see
r ight), attempting to once more diß t i l
the latest complex sonic experiments of
R a d i ohead into vißual material,  (see
v a r i ous internet rum ours) becoming the
CEO of my very own record co m p a ny ,
(see the previous T ag li b ro) doing a show
in Rotterdam (see previous T ag li b ro a s
well)  and trying deßp e r a tely to remain
at leaßt partly human, (see the
co n t i nuing fury of my girlfriend)  I
haven’t fi n ißhed them ye t .

But I have done two of them, which
are called N o thing W ill Ever Get Bett e r
and F u ck It.  Printed in go r g e ous go l d ,
relevent red and gouching green, they
will shortly be available exc l u ßi v e l y
f rom www.pictureso nw a l l s . com, an
extremely sa rcaßtic we b ßi te which alßo
sells loads of other groovy shit.  

I don’t know when they’ll be up fo r
sale, and I don’t know how much they’ll
be, and I’ve got no fucking idea when
I’ll do the other three in the series.

When I do, they’ll be called There Is
No Hope, Yo u ’re All Going To Die a n d
I t ’ ll Never Work. Y ou see? A series of
five screenprints.  They are looße l y
i nßpired by that incredibly annoyi n g
screed known popularly as the
D e ßiderata, which starts like this; 
“Go pla c i d ly amid the noiße and haßte, and
r e m e m ber wh at peace there may be in silence.  
As far as poÍible with o ut su r r e n der be on go od
t e rms with all pe r ß on s .
S pe ak your truth qu i e tly and cle a r ly; and li ßten to
o th e rs, even the dull and the ignora nt; they to o
h ave th e ir story . . . ”
and goes on for ages, ending with the
e x hortation that we should strive to be
happy.  S t r ive to be happy ? T ha t’s like
saying that it’s beßt not to get run ov e r
by a car.  Completely inane.  Shit like
t hat drives me crazy.  So I thought I’d
m a ke my own Platitudes, in go l d
writing, with roßes climbing all arou n d
the lette r s .

Yes, wander to Pictures on Walls.
They sell Bankßy stuff too, you know .

Rotterdam is Great
and Holland is Flat.

So, right, I went to Rotterdam laßt
month for the show which I called
‘Department of Reclußive Paranoia’ and
then wißhed I hadn’t becau ße I had to
keep explaining why to people.

A ny w ay, it was double extra super
cool over there in the Netherlands.
They have art, they have beer, they
have bicycles and you can buy ha ßh fro m
s hops.  It’s very civilißed, and I’m a big
fan of civiliß a t i o n .

I had a grand time, looking at art,
drinking beer, r iding a bike and
smoking dope.  Unfo r t u n a tely I also
had to do the show, which made me
very nervous and panicky, especially
a f ter all that weed.  It was lucky tha t
they had a load of beer so I cou l d
‘ m e l l ow out’ as the hippies ußed to say .

But really, it was great.  My tha n k s
to everyone who came to the show, and
to thoße who I gueÍ are co n t i nuing to
do so, as the exhibition runs until June
1 9 t h .

If you haven’t been yet, and fi n d
you r ßelf in sunny Rotterdam, it’s at
V!Ps gallery (which stands for Vincent
& Peter, I dißcovered) it’s at V!P'S
I n ternational Art Gallery, Weßte l i j k
H a n d e l ß terrein, Van Vollenhov e nß t r a a t
15, 3016 BE Rotterdam; call 010
2251120 or email info @ v i p sart.nl.  It’s
open from Tueßd ay to Saturday .

And Holland, generally; what a
weird landßc ape.  Apart from the
unrelenting flatneÍ and the long,
s t r a ight drainage channels, the trees are
p l a n ted mathematically.  Like
something from a dream.  They’re
e q u i d ißtant, and the effect is strangely
d ißo r i e n t a t i n g .

And they have all theße windmills,
which I’d never really loo ked at
p roperly before.  Windmills are really
odd, co m p l e tely arc h i tecturally unique,
and I was so into them that I put a
windmill in one of the new paintings
for the London show, along with so m e
s t r a ight drainage channels.  And so m e
other stuff .

And most of Holland is below sea
level, which gave the artwork fo r
L on don Views (the co m p l e te artwork on
J ap a n e ße ko z o p aper is included in the
R otterdam exhibition) a certain
u n e x p e c ted poign a n cy .

S lowly Dow nwa rd T A G L I B R O .


