
Keeping with the young and gooey theme, pour-and-plop painter Matt Crookshank is 
showing up his elders in a new four-artist group show at AWOL Gallery. Crookshank’s gang 
of party-coloured canvases, each dappled with an unhealthy amount of inch-high 
stright-from -the-tube paint, are, well, completely out of control.

Nothing in Crookshank’s previous works prepaired me for these latest forays into reckless 
self-indulgence. Though always fond of bold, manic and explosively splattered canvases, 
Crookshank used to paint as if he were restraining himself- limiting his colour shemes and 
smothering the louder bits with a deafening amount of yellowed lacquer.. The new works, 
however, appear to have been painted on a dare. Forget all the rules about harmonious 
use of colour or balanced composition, these paintings look like birthday cakes attacked 
by jack-hammers.

Crookshank’s flamboyant, happy disasters demonstrate by contrast how bland and 
predictable most contemporary abstraction has become - the other three artists in this 
show, tamed by the kind of good taste used to decorate banks, simply can’t compete.

Though John Kennedy slathers and scrapes with some of the same energy as Crookshank, 
his too-quiet paintings ultimately look as if they’ve been slattened with an iron and left to 
soak in bleach. The gloomy works of Melissa O’Reilly, meanwhile, subject us toa clutch of 
stormy-weather cliches. O’Reilly’s terribly brown-on-brown splats are about as captivating 
as mud pies. Crookshank makes chaos look like good dirty fun, but O’Riley offers tired 
ideas fraught with an easy menace. And less is siad about David Brown’s automatiste- 
inspired (and thus very dated-looking) collages, junked up as they are with Matrix-ish 
sequences of buried numbers and text, the less likely you are to give these overdeter-
mined uuglies more than a passing glance.

Sometimes being the loudest kid in class gats you the highest marks.
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