
Fabric series 
 
My work has always inhabited the equinox between the 2nd and 3rd dimension, flat 
surface media vs. sculpture. My latest series of panels ‘Fabric’ moves closer to the 
sculptural. The surface is still flat but what lays beneath is non-illusional. Lines on the 
surface retain the dimensional tension of their origins in real space. The polyester twine 
that forms these lines was stretched tautly before the liquid medium that they were 
immersed in solidified encasing their tensile materiality in a permanent solid. These 
surface lines shift in relationship to other lines that are deeper within the panels according 
to the position of the viewer  and/or the angle of lighting. The geometry of line creates a 
constraint for the Rorschach bloom of light-reflective powders dispersed throughout the 
medium. 
 
Briefly, how my panels are cast: liquid polyester resin that has been infused with 
pigments, dyes or other substances (in the Fabric series pearlescent powders in several 
hues) is poured or painted onto a flat casting surface. When the surface layer/layers of 
resin have cured it is re-enforced with transparent glass fibers. A one inch 45 degree lip is 
added to the panel’s edge for rigidity. Finally, the panel is peeled from the casting table to 
reveal its surface. It is like painting in reverse. The surface molecules of a painting are the 
last to be applied. The surface molecules of my panels are the first to be applied. Casting 
is a sculptural process. 
 
Later, in another studio I adhere a gessoed wood panel to the rear surface of the beveled 
one-inch edge achieving an even white light-reflective background. In some pieces in the 
Fabric series the gessoed surface is inscribed with line. In others a white corrugated 
polymer is laminated into the contained visual depth of the panel. The corrugations form 
line from the light and shadow of real space. The one-inch depth between the surface 
lines and the contained lines allows them to shift according to point of view. 
 
I was drawn to the Fabric series by an accident. I penciled a note on my casting table 
thinking it wouldn’t affect the surface. It did. The note transferred in mirror image to the 
next panel that I cast. I couldn’t erase it with a scouring pad soaked in acetone. It had 
been capture by clear long-chain polymer molecules in the surface of the panel. I had 
previously used line in my early 1990’s grey-tone series Drawn Objects by mixing 
pigments into liquid polyester and applying it ink-like with various tools. With the pencil 
accident I realized that I could achieve a much more controlled line. 
 
Using a straight edge tool I penciled a series of evenly spaced graphite lines onto my 
casting table which I transferred to a group of 2’x2’ panels. Then I found a blue marking 
pencil that didn’t bleed in liquid polyester and transferred blue lines to a couple of 4’x4’ 
panels. I liked the finished effect but I found drawing so many lines with a straight edge 
tediously repetitious, the kind of repetition that leads to carpal tunnel. To counter the 
repetition I tried snapping caulk lines. The caulk just made a mess on the casting surface 
but stretching the snap-line led to thinking of using the twine itself as a line. I went 
looking for twine and found polyester twine in great variety. Polyester in polyester.  
 



After a short learning-curve I devised a method of stretching twine that avoided the 
tedium of drawing with a straight edge, and I started casting. I do most of my casting in 
the summer months when I have the best ventilation. I was pleased with the Fabric series 
back then but during the past few winter months as I assembled the work in its final form 
I have had moments of what-else-do-I-exist-for elation. The material and process led to 
the image, or lack there of. I was astonished to see traces of the artist Fred Sandbeck in 
the twine and the revered Agnes Martin in the grid. 
 
Before the contemporary computer most artists of my generation used graph-paper to plot 
the construction of our work. The grid facilitated the pattern-recognition of points in 
space, a primary GPS. A few years ago I was asked to reconstruct a plainer monochrome 
sculpture that I made in 1967 titled 1,2,3. The only record of it was in a U.B.C. catalogue 
photograph along with its dimensions. I fumbled around with digital plotting for several 
days until I went and got a pad of graph-paper. Within an hour I had my cutting pattern. 
Medium is message. 
 
In my 40 something years as an artist I feel that I’ve circled back to where I began. A 
sheet of graph-paper, not a tabula rasa but an orientation device. For now, emptiness is 
sidelined. 
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