
 

	

With hindsight, my Bather series rode the wave of a spontaneous celebration. These jolly little sculptures 
were a physical manifestation of the joy I experienced when I began making sculpture again after a hiatus of some 
two and one half years. 

 
In the year 2009 nerve damage from using heavy industrial tools since the age of 15 had my hand doctor 

warning me that, “without an operation you may well lose the use of your right hand."  I put down my hammers 
and power tools, turned off my welders and turned to drawing as the focus of my creative output. 

 
Early in the spring of 2012 I became overwhelmed by a need to make something.  My hand operation 

had been a success, the healing period duly observed.  Excitedly, I donned my welding leathers and silly hat.  I 
went downstairs to my welding studio. On the benches and floor were old pals, long neglected possibilities, to be 
or not to be used in yet unrealized sculptures.  At my feet was one such element, I lay alongside it and began 
welding.  Fears that I may have lost my touch dissipated as the welds flowed true.  

 
I welded for several hours making slow progress on those dense, labor intensive works.  I was swimming 

against the tide and in need of a cuppa!  Sitting, slowly sipping my tea, watching, as the last tendrils of welding 
smoke swirled then snaked into the extractor fan.  “This is blooming boring,” I thought to myself, “I may as well be 
back welding in the docks.”  My meandering gaze stumbled upon two little bits of steel laying side by side. Their 
juxtaposition intrigued me and I quickly tacked them together, I looked and worked on; to coin a phrase from jazz, 
"I was in the zone," deeply immersed, when suddenly I noticed the fading light.  Stepping back, I smiled. On the 
bench before me were three lightly tacked assemblages; new sculptures rough, raw, yet realized.  A floating image 
of Picasso's Bathers, 1918 drifted through my mind and a title for this new series was given. 

 
My Bathers proliferated, forming through twists and turns, tumbles and triumphs, generating a flow of 

creativity.  They gave me license to play in a manner that I was made aware of by the artist and writer, Andrew 
Forge when he wrote about my sculptures in 1994: 

 
“Behind each of these highly-differentiated images it seems that we come upon a 

relationship with the material that is both physical and imaginative, a kind of playing --real 
playing, deeply serious and inspired by discovery.” 

 
Andrew's observations and his powerful ability to articulate them have stayed with me, like the peaty bite 

of a single malt whiskey we once shared.  His wise words have been a guide, awakening in me a way to find more 
of myself and with it a deeper place in my work. 

 
There are indeed precedents for the bathers in my earlier work, as The First Bather, Olga, 1997 attests to. 

They are inexorably linked and rooted in the drawing in space tradition, back through David Smith to Julio 
Gonzales. My teachers, in particular Sir Anthony Caro and, most importantly, William Tucker, have played their 
parts too. My Bathers also owe a debt to painters: from the abstract expressionists back to Picasso, Matisse, 
Braque and beyond. 

 
These Bathers of mine hold water, they have fresh personalities, they take liberties that I would never 

have allowed in my younger sculptures.  While personality was not absent in the earlier works, they were more 
abstract and ephemeral.  These Bathers are direct, unashamed.  

 



As this series progressed, my thoughts turned to the finishing.  By 
habit, I had been using my tried and tested process of applying acid and 
then wax on the surface. This had the effect of calming the sculptures, 
lightly pulling against the flow of their visual nature while uniting them to 
my earlier open works and their roots. 

 
These calm waters subdued my Bathers to a fault, I became 

uneasy, a desire arose to buoy them up, make them more current, to 
distance them further from their predecessors.  At some point in my 
musings an image seeped in.  It was of Le Douanier Rousseau's The 
Football Players, 1908, then Picasso's Bathers with a Beach Ball, 1928, 
followed by his Woman in a Striped Hat, 1939, and Girl Before a Mirror, 
1932 - paintings with people in striped costumes.  (Picasso painted a lot 
of stripes!  He wore them too.) 

 
When next in the studio I tentatively painted black and white 

stripes around the middle of a sculpture.  Pausing, I blurted out a bubble 
of laughter as barcodes came to mind.  Something was still wrong.  The 
stripes held the eye, keeping it in one place for too long.  In a flash, I added 
color, a mark here, another there. They had the effect of moving one’s eye, leading it on a journey, simultaneously 
taking in both form and color, setting up intuitive rhythms and more.  I came to realize that these colors and their 

shapes conjured up an atmosphere, one that evokes the notion 
of beach, of nautical vistas, sea, sand, sails, sun, even the sense of 
sounds, while inherently enriching the vitality and personality of 
each sculpture, bonding them as family yet bestowing on them 
an individuality, all the while adding to their inherent humor. 
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Pablo Picasso, Woman with a Stripped Hat, 
1939, oil on canvas, Picasso Museum 

Pablo Picasso, Bathers with Beach Ball, 1928, oil on 
canvas, Private Collection 


