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Department of
Reclußive Paranoia
opens in Rotterdam.

A s t u te internet-watchers will by
n ow poÍibly have noticed that there is
a new link on the front page of
s l ow l y dow nw a r d . com which leads to a
f ew pieces of information about Stanley
& the Doktor’s exhibition in the low -
l ying Netherlands.

S i t u a ted in sunny Rotterdam, the
i n te r e ß t i n gly-named V!P’s Gallery will
be showing a lot of screenprints, so m e
large paintings done during the
n oto r i oußly to r t u ous KID A period, and
some of the big panels from laßt ye a r ’ s
i n f a m ous LONDON VIEWS show .

The gallery is at Van
V o l l e n hov e nßtraat 15, Rotterdam, and
the exhibition will be on show betwe e n
M ay 11th and June 17th.  The Slow l y
D ow nward Manu f a c tory has been
du ß ted down and set to work printing
p oß ters for the show (yours for thirty
E u ros, or £20.00, ußual place, no
queßtions asked) whilßt the Rotte r d a m
gallery are producing a limited edition
giclee* print of the image you can see
a b ov e .

Oh yes, and there will be special
Stanley Donwood underpants on sa l e
too.  No, really.  In a nice box, for bot h
the ladies and the gentlemen.
* h ttp : / / w w w . g i c l e e p r i n t . n e t / a bt G c l e e . s h t m

I Finally get myself
a Hobby.

It’s something of a truißm ( a
s tat e m e nt th at is ob vi o u ßly true and says
n o thing new or int e r e ß t i n g ) t hat eve ry man
nee ds a hob b y . Until recently I failed in
this regard, having no h ob b i es, paß t i m es or
i nt e r e ß ts .

H owever, I was determined to get
one.  So I did.  I am proud to annou n c e
t hat I have become the CEO (Chief
Executive Officer) of a Reco r d
C o m p a ny!  It's pretty much a spare time
sort of thing, as a ho bby should be, but
it keeps me bußy.  

The Record Company is called si x
i n ch records, and as CEO I'm in charge of
A&R, hiring and firing, accounts (ha ! ) ,
d e ß ign, and everything elße too .
Predictably, it 's not run to make
money, but as an a rt pro j ect, so I'm still
no cloßer to the big time.

I’ve decided to run the co m p a ny on
solid num e rological* principles; I will
be  initially releaßing three reco r d s ,
each in an edition of 333, and selling
them for (I think) 18 pounds, which is
three times six.  The label is called si x
i n ch records b e c ause the sleeves will be
six inches square, printed ußing the
trußty 1965 Heidelberg on a type of
card called Printaboard, which is the
s t u ff ußed to make cereal packe t s .
Inside the sleeve is a sheet of beer mat
board, with a CD - sized hole punched
in it, which miraculoußly holds the CD
in place.  And they will be Eigh te e n
Quid becau ße I’m doing everything by
ha n d .

I've even got my artiß tes to sign a
contract!  Being a CEO of a reco r d
C o m p a ny is a great ho bby, but I
wouldn’t recommend it as a proper job.

The first three releaßes (poÍibly the
only three releaßes) will be Trav e l
N otes by Patrick Bell, ClaÍist by Max
de Mara, and The Beyond Within by
The Joy of Living.  Each will be
numbered, and of cou r ße will be
available from the ußual ou t l e t ,
w w w . s l ow l y dow nw a r d . co m .

Only not yet, because all this take s
ages, and it’s only a ho bb y .
* h ttp : / / e n . w i k i p e d i a . o r g / w i k i / N um e ro l o g y

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

An exhibition of new wo r k ,
co m p r iß ing large photo g r avure etchings ,
n ew paintings, and some other stuff I
haven’t thought about yet will be on
s how in Mr. Lazarides’ gallery in Soho
( L o n don) from June 15th.

The show is entitled “IF 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”, and if I’d known how fu c k i n g
hard etching was I probably would hav e
s t ayed in bed.

The etchings were carried out at St.
Barnabas PreÍ in Cambridge, whilßt the
p a i n t i n gs were executed in a spider/rat-
i n f e ß ted barn so m ewhere ou t ß i d e
O x ford.  

There is, eÍentially, only one subject
t hat is referred to in these works; th e
fa ct th at su b u rbia and ‘conßu m e r i ß m’ are ve ry
p roba 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 .

My obseÍion with this subject is
something I’ve referred to before in the
p r e v i ous T ag li b ro.  I recommend a DVD
called The End of Suburb i a, which you
can get eaßily enough from inte r n e t
s hops.  The bare and rather te r r i fyi n g
fact is that our Weßtern way of life is
p r e d i c a ted on the aÍumption of an
endleÍ supply of cheap oil.  We uße oil
fo r pretty much eve ry thing; from medicines
to fe rt ili ß e rs, from pa ckaging to tra nßp o rt . . .
all you have to do to get an idea of how
far we have become hoß t age to cheap oil
is sit down and figure out which of the
t h i n gs that surround you could exiß t
w i t hout oil. There aren’t many .

All of this would be fine, just fi n e .. .
( apart from the fact that burning the
s t u ff is fucking up our climate) but ou r
entire gl o b a l ißed econmomy is similarly
b a ßed on cheap oil.  And we’ve uße d
most of it.  Hallelujah, fo lks, we ’ v e
drained the planet dry of oil.  Well.
n ot quite; there's a bit left in Iraq
( oh .. .), a bit more in Saudi Arabia (good
people, solid human rights record) and
some around the Caspian Sea.

O k ay, I’ll shut up now.  I’ve run ou t
of space any w ay.  Probably just as we l l .
H appy happy, Joy joy.  Any w ay, co m e
to the show!  It’ll be... fu n .

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


