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The trapdoor

If you find yourself in a conversation about art with Mtch, you |l nost
likely hear himuse the word trapdoor. Wat a lovely way to explain the
unknown in art. The trapdoor as the threshold between night and light. The
dark fright of the unfam liar coupled with the tools of slapstick hunmour -
a black box for the easy appearance of sone vile villain or an escape
chute for the goodies.

The trapdoor is a sudden, unexplained departure or quite sinmply the way in
whi ch the rug can be abruptly pulled frombeneath your feet and if we
trust Mtch, we can use the trapdoor as an open invitation to come al ong
for the ride. Wth little mystery left in the world, it is nice to know
that there is still a space where no satchel equipped with answers wll
acconpany us, a place where nystery can turn to anticipation and damm, she
cuts a fine figure.

| caught you knockin’ at ny cellar door
Anot her door. Another black hole to the underground.

Wien Mtch tal ks about his own work, or rather the process of making art
he tends to drop the word heroin. An uneasy word perhaps. Al though it
rightly conjures up the world of conpul sive addiction, of little escape.
O cont ai ned haenorr hage.

The cellar is the birthplace of the trapdoor. The cellar, as airtight box,
sumons up the strict physical linmtations of the artist studio. The
cellar door of Mtch's work is an upright mininalist sooty square, al nost
a wall that one is up against.

It’s just me and ny four walls. And | am happy to wait it out.

The studio portrait

Eric Thake often included hinself in his cartoons. You will know him by
his shall owcrowned hat. He is the man | ooking on, |ooking back. Wth
Mtch, the uniformis not as recognisable but the state is. Drunk

Snmoki ng. Slumped in the gutter. In pieces. Deconstructed. Please put ne
back together again.



.And a Third Deputation, Sir John, wants nore oi

A Ceorge Mol nar cartoon of my grandfather hangs in ny living room M
grandfather was a politician. Sir John was a fat nman in the 1970s and he
sits at his transparent Ml nar desk, the outline of his |legs and feet
visible frombehind a white square, a crystal clear cellar door as it
were. To his left lies a floor to ceiling window, crowded with protesters
heral ding their placards. The window is thick in black texta and divi ded
by three lines so as to resenble a prison cell

That’'s just a |line, repeated.

She's warm al ri ght!

An Eric Thake Christrmas Card from 1966. An inpossibly restrained
nonochrone |inocut depicting two nen in the dark portal of the Australian
hotel. One, face down, |eans upon his upturned wist, the other, in ful
profile pushes his stomach into the |ip of the bar, face staring into the
di stance. A beer stands |lonely between them half enpty at the summer’s
hour of the glare of the white wi ndow we see behind them It is silent but
thick. Munbl ed, soneone nurmurs, ‘She’'s warmalright.’

Thake was economical to say the least. His |lines are spare but know ngly
capture every posture known to the bar together with a subtle flair for
neo-cl assical architectural detail. As an artist who worked full tine as a
commer ci al graphic artist he was not known for his prolific output. Wen
asked if he could have produced nmore (had he worked less) in sinple ironic
defl ection he replied, ‘I mght have done nore, | might have nowed the

[ awn nore.’

One half of a woman’s waistline repeated

It is an instruction, an exercise. Exercise. Like mowing the lawn. A
musi cal score. A sensitive nmusing on the hip veiled by dawn |ight gauze.

A desire - nore latent than Mtch's past use of |aconic, Benny H |l -esque
HONK- HONK titties.

Those were the days
The boys are all grown up.

‘Those were the days’ is a little ditty of a book from 1918. The aut hor
George A. Taylor recollects ‘the banquets of wit and jingles through
chatty, half-cocked glinpses of the Bohemi an Boys and their art clubs
during the early 1900s. Taylor was an artist and witer at The Bulletin
and thus nost of the participants in his remniscing are al so characters
who surrounded The Bulletin — artists who worked as cartoonists, witers,
poets and those who were all of the above.

The Dawn and Dusk C ub was nade up of physical (living) and spiritua



(departed) nmenbers, although only one spiritual guest was invited to
attend each week. Physical nmenbers could nom nate spiritual nenbers
although it appears that strict criteria was adhered to. Poor Dante was
rejected, it was agreed that he was a great nan, yet unfortunately his
l ack of hunour nmade himineligible for nenbership. Byron too fell short
but rather he was bl ackball ed for his selfishness.

Tayl or at one point fancied hinself a publisher and thus produced the

journal, ‘HA HA . One of the reasons for the title he insists was the
hilarity that would ensue on the day of rel ease when the newspaper boys of
Sydney woul d have to call, ‘HA HA, get your HA HA’

Anot her bohemi an club was the ‘B.B.’s’ or the ‘Brother Brushes’, a group
that consisted of a nunmber of cartoonists and artists from The Bulletin

i ncl udi ng Norman Lindsay and his brother, Lionel. The Brother Brushes net
nonthly in Bondi and was in essence a sketching club with hooks, as each
neeting had a theme. One nonth’s subject, Happi ness produced a | ovely
illustration by the then Bulletin Manager, WIIiam Macl eod, of a |ad
catching a fish.

| mentioned the Brother Brushes to Mtch one day. He told ne a story about
how he had once served a worman at the art shop where he works who tucked
under her armcarried a howto book for oil painting called ‘' Mther

Col our’ .

Br ot her Brushes

Mot her Col our

HA HA.



