
“...and here’s one from me.”

“If the image through which the thing is known were other than the thing itself, that thing would never be known throught it and in it” writes Eckhart. “But if the image were completely indistinguishable from the thing, then it would not help us at all. Thus it is necessary that they be unum and not unus.”

The world of Andrew Webb is a well-defined imaginary world, yet real at the same time; it thus fuses and combines various iconic elements with a clear-cut and complete figures, arranged so as to act as deflections, to ward off the schematic nature of the conclusion.   What never ceases to surprise us, to intrigue and intelligently amuse us, is his capacity for creating new images and situations from unknown thematic nuclei.  Through multiple quotations, shifts, superimpositions and puns, he introduces us to the most disparate perversions of language; as for example in ENGELS, where a Flemish dictionary is framed in such a way as to reveal its spine with the word ‘Engels’ - which in Flemish means ‘English’ - while for the english language the same word, shifted from plural to the singular, becomes ‘Angel’, and, removing the letter ‘S’ (and inverting the last two letters) becomes ‘corner’ (Engels - Engel - Angel).  Or as in WITHOUT TITLE, where the photograph of the two aristocratic-looking children, each holding a ball, becomes an invitation card to the exhibition ‘...AND HERE’S ONE FROM ME.’

His works centre around a symbolic universe, where various mythical figures of the modern - the most frequent being that of the Angel - react mutually and interweave with everyday objects and things.  With his usual elegance the artist shows us that it is still possible to produce images that are all-of-a-piece, yet poetic, airy, changing, illusive as Pallazzeschi’s man of smoke, without falling into the pitfall of surrealism, and withoput obscuring the ease of a barely perceptible yet steady smile.

In the installation AND HERE’S ONE FROM ME, designed to interact with the domestic space, but above all with the life of it’s owner Edith Doove, the artist creates a topology which lies somewhere between the mental obsession and suspicion of the body: a borderline and ambiguous place where many paths merge in a build-up of references which shatter every static point of absolute meaning.  The various works arranged throughout the rooms of the apartment - objects and figures - are realized with a sort of artistic engineering, poised between the seriousness of play and the difficult and sophisticated Duchampian discard of the assisted ready-made.  They are presented as pauses on a journey towards an emphatic dualism: between art and life, between the vertical vertigo of creation and the horizontal inertia of the everyday.

This double level of reflection, pursued with rigorous humour and poetic invention, is a common denominator of the various works, linked to one another as in a play with mirrors.  The mise-en-scene of an EYE TEST where the letters of the alphabet on a card are replaced by the artist’s initials - A W - creates the pretext for an investigation into the relationship between the eye - I - sight - representation; the author tells us with certainty that the visual act does not consist solely in seeing what is visible, but equally in not seeing what is visible in the suppression of what might be seen: as Orpheus says, “we look with splendor but with our eyes we see nothing.”

‘OP’ means to gaze and ‘OPE’, a hole, or, in vulgar poetic terms, the anus is the ‘nether eye’ - the eye of the behind.  This suggests then the gaze is ungendered, seeing is always a process of coupling, of fecundation which occurs inside the chamber of the opthalmos - sight and ‘occhio’ - Eye - are both bisexual.  Miopia - mystery - the human, the divine are perceived as bisexual for the human soul; thus the individual is doubled - the I/Ego is also bisexual.  Webb shows that anything could become linguistic.  Because his work is centered around the double,the uniting of what seems separate;  impurity;  falsity;  repetition as infinite mutation, together these furnish the only reality capable of freeing the image, providing for an infinity of roles and interpretations, to trigger seduction.  Once again the artist shows how reflection on art, like reflection on language, never leads to a full stop, but to an infinite play of references from alpha to omega to art.
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