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23.	  So	  Goes	  For	  Waiting,	  2012-‐2013.	  This	  piece	  
is	   designed	   to	   have	   a	   physical	   and	   corporeal	  
presence:	  just	  wider	  then	  a	  viewer’s	  body	  and	  just	  
taller	   then	   her	   or	   his	   height.	   The	   tension	   in	   the	  
work	   stems	   from	   the	   idea	   that	   a	   viewer	   cannot	  
look	   either	   around	   or	   over	   the	   work.	   What	   is	  
awaiting	  the	  viewer	  on	  the	  other	  side	  is	  just	  out	  of	  
sight.	  

Cast	   entirely	   out	   of	   sugar,	   each	   sweet	  
mortar	  stone	  also	  weighs	  approximately	  10	  lbs.	  –	  identical	  to	  the	  piece	  described	  in	  
Section	  21.	  Made	  up	  of	   over	  200	   individually	   cast	   pieces,	   the	  work	   is	  deliberately	  
austere.	   The	   work	   is	   intended	   to	   be	   paired	   with	   one	   of	   the	   various	   mirrored	  
paintings.	  Looking	  away	  from	  the	  piece	  into	  an	  exhibition	  space,	  the	  viewer	  is	  forced	  
to	   engage	   her/his	   physical	   presence,	   as	   the	   large	   reflective	   glass	   piece	   envisages	  
both	   the	   viewer	   and	   the	  wall	   of	   sugar	   –	   the	  memorial	   never	   leaving	   the	   viewer’s	  
periphery.	  
	   There	  is	  an	  elusive	  power	  I	  continually	  find	  in	  the	  mythos	  of	  Cobain’s	  death	  –	  
a	   haunted	   memory	   that	   has	   inspired	   suicides	   and,	   still	   to	   this	   day,	   motivates	  
pilgrimages.	   That	   powerful	   mystique	   is	   something	   I	   anticipated	   to	   surround,	   “So	  
Goes	  For	  Waiting.”	  It	  is	  intentionally	  confounding	  in	  material	  investigation	  and	  yet,	  
upon	   closer	   inspection,	   its	   weight	   is	   almost	   palpable	   –	   its	   presence	   acting	   as	   a	  
metaphor	  for	  the	  very	  intangibility	  of	  the	  event	  itself.	  

22.	   March	   Into	   The	   Sea,	  
2012-‐2013.	   The	   final	   work	  
in	   the	   exhibition	   is	   a	   small	  
plinth,	   entirely	   fabricated	  
out	  of	  sugar,	  with	  a	  mirrored	  
piece	   of	   glass	   inlaid	   at	   the	  
top	   (see	   fig.	   10).	   Upon	   the	  
plinth	   rests	   a	   small	   glass	  
container	   holding	   an	   ornate	  
bouquet	  of	  sculptured	  sugar	  
flowers.	   Positioned	   low	   to	  
the	   ground,	   the	   bouquet	   is	  
viewable	   from	   nearly	   every	  
vantage	   point	   in	   the	  
exhibition	   space,	   as	   each	  
wall	  houses	  a	  large	  mirrored	  
painting	   –	   a	   final	   gifting	   of	  
flowers	   from	   me,	   a	  
memorial	  to	  nothing.	  “March	  
Into	  The	  Sea,”	  is	  intended	  to	  
be	   a	   kind	   of	   bi-‐polared	  
farewell:	   an	   order	   to	   leave	  
shrouded	   in	  an	  offer	   to	   stay	  
and	  reflect.	  	  
	   I	   would	   now	   like	   to	  
briefly	   explain	   four	   pieces	  
that	   were	   not	   shown	   in	   my	  
visual	   thesis	   yet	   were	  
incredibly	   important	   while	  
developing	  the	  exhibition.	  
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25.	   Canterbury	   Bells	   (The	   Bell	   Flower),	  
2013.	   As	   a	   sister	   piece	   to	   “The	   Broken	   Bell,”	  
drawing	   I	   describe	   in	   Section	   19,	   “Canterbury	  
Bells	   (The	   Bell	   Flower)"	   is	   intentionally	   hung	  
low	   in	   an	   attempt	   to	   directly	   engage	  with	   the	  

viewer’s	  physical	  presence.	  Trisected	  into	  equal	  segments,	  the	  top	  piece	  rests	  just	  at	  
eye	  level.	  Upon	  confronting	  the	  work,	  the	  viewer’s	  reflection	  is	  clutched	  between	  the	  
three	  panels:	  reflecting	  a	  ghostly	  specter	  of	  one’s	  own	  body,	  broken	  in	  three	  by	  the	  
frame’s	  edge.	  	  
	  
26.	  Empty	  Bottles,	  Broken	  Hearts	  /	  Broken	  Bottles,	  Empty	  Hearts,	  2013.	  One	  of	  
a	  number	  of	  drawings	  I	  made	  as	  a	  response	  to	  the	  Bloom	   theme	  developing	   in	  my	  
exhibition,	   the	  work	  plays	  off	   the	  veiled	  orifice	  metaphor	  described	   in	  Section	  19.	  
The	  title	  refers	  to	  a	  popular	  punk	  anthem,	  ubiquitous	  among	  the	  West	  Coast	  scene	  
before	  and	  after	  Nirvana,	  and	  is	  meant	  to	  alternate,	  back-‐and-‐forth,	  in	  a	  similar	  way	  
to	   the	   drawing	   itself.	   Initiated	   from	   a	   single	   perspectival	   point,	   this	   62	   x	   40	   in.	  
drawing	  alternates	  between	  blooming	  to	  life	  and	  receding	  to	  the	  center,	  continually	  
imploding	  and	  exploding,	  over-‐and-‐over	  (see	  fig.	  11).	  
	  

24.	  Dead	  Men	  Run,	  2013.	  While	  
the	   obvious	   reference	   in	   this	  
drawing	   (the	   Suicide	   King	   in	   a	  
deck	   of	   playing	   cards)	   runs	   the	  
risk	  of	  being	  thudding	  and	  heavy-‐
handed,	  I	  want	  a	  kind	  of	  poetry	  in	  
this	   piece	   to	   emanate	   from	   the	  
work’s	   softness:	   a	   quiet	   and	  
meditative	   work	   one	   can	   closely	  
engage.	  	  
	   My	   initial	  attraction	  to	  the	  
lore	   surrounding	   Kurt	   Cobain’s	  
death	   was	   a	   rash	   of	   copycat	  
suicides	   committed	   by	   devotees	  
of	   Nirvana	   in	   mid-‐1990’s.	   A	  
teenager	  committing	  the	  ultimate	  
act	   of	   worship	   was	   and	   is	  
horrifying	   in	   its	   simplicity.	   In	   a	  
sense,	   I	   suppose	   I	   saw	   it	   as	  
fashionable	   in	   some	   perverted	  
way.	   “The	   King,”	   in	   this	   work,	   is	  
meant	   to	   contemplate	   that	  
macabre	   celebration	   while	   also	  
drawing	   a	   relation	   between	  
Cobain	   and	   Jesus	   Christ.	   As	  
stigmatics	   would	   brutally	   beat	  
themselves	   to	   near	   death	   in	  
passion	   plays	   so	   too	   are	   these	  
teens	   worshiping	   at	   the	   altar	   of	  
their	  Christ.	  



27.	  Of	  Such	  A	  Utopia	  Narcotic.	  	  
	  
RICHMOND	  
BOBBY	  SCOTT	  WHIPKEY	  
Anderson	  Gallery	  (Virginia	  Commonwealth	  University)	  
	  
Given	   the	   deluge	   of	   images	  we	   are	   confronted	  with	   daily,	   it	   seems	  more	   difficult	  
than	   ever	   for	   a	   photograph	   to	   develop	   a	   point	   of	   view	   that	   is	   fresh	   and	   startling	  
enough	  to	  stand	  out.	  Yet	  Bobby	  Scott	  Whipkey,	  a	  Midwestern	  native	  who	  moved	  to	  
Richmond,	  VA	  by	  way	  of	  New	  York	  in	  2011,	  has	  managed	  to	  make	  just	  that	  –	  not	  in	  
any	   kind	   of	   radical	   fashion	   but	   in	   a	   quietly	  mysterious,	   subtly	   subversive	  way.	   In	  
fact,	  the	  works	  in	  reference	  are	  difficult	  to	  be	  labeled	  photographs	  at	  all.	  
	   Entering	   the	  exhibition	   space,	   one	   is	   immediately	   confronted	  by	   something	  
the	  white	  cube	  of	  the	  gallery	  does	  not	  often	  provide	  so	  dramatically:	  a	  reflection	  of	  
one’s	   own	   image.	   Four	   of	   the	   six	   “paintings”	   in	   the	   show	   are	   executed	   with	   an	  
industrial	   grade	   enamel	   on	   the	   reverse	   of	   recycled	   automotive	   glass.	   The	   effect	   is	  
blackened	  mirror	   –	   crystal	   clear	   in	   its	   reflection,	   yet	   as	   if	   dramatically	   darkened	  
using	   a	   contrast	   filter.	   Its	   difficult	   to	   name	   exactly	   what	   it	   is	   one’s	   looking	   into:	  
painting?	  Photograph?	  Sculpture?	  Whipkey	  himself	  talks	  about	  the	  works	  drawing	  a	  
quietly	  colored	  shadow	  around	  the	  blackness	  where	  the	  lacquered	  aluminum	  frame	  
meets	  the	  cool	  white	  gallery	  wall.	  
	   Flanking	  the	  viewer	  as	  they	  enter,	  two	  tall	  crumbling	  white	  columns	  cast	  of	  
household	   sugar	   flanked	   the	   entrance,	   forming	   a	   picturesque	   stage	   set	   to	   stare	   at	  
oneself	   in	   the	   black	   mirrors.	   Referring	   to	   the	   picturesque,	   two	   of	   the	   paintings,	  
Sweet	  William	  and	  Peony,	  both	  from	  2013,	  appropriate	  specific	  Hudson	  River	  School	  
painting’s	  dimensions.	  All	  these	  form	  a	  backdrop	  to	  centerpiece	  of	  the	  exhibition,	  an	  
overflowing	   bouquet	   sculpted,	   too,	   of	   sugar	   that	   seemed	   to	   leap	   out	   of	   a	   Jan	  
Brueghel	  the	  Elder	  still	  life.	  	  
	   Differences	   to	   some	   of	   the	   artist’s	   earlier	  work	  were	   immediately	   present.	  
While	  the	  palette	  remains	  the	  same	  –	  Whipkey	  has	  continually	  worked	  in	  black	  and	  
white	  since	  earning	  a	  BFA	  in	  2007	  –	  the	  references	  that	  generate	  the	  artist’s	  images	  
are	  far	  more	  subdued.	  Perhaps	  this	  is	  why	  the	  slightest	  haze	  of	  purple	  or	  blue	  that	  I	  
described	   delicately	   dancing	   around	   the	   frames	   of	   the	   mirrors	   has	   become	   so	  
important	  in	  this	  exhibition.	  
	   Despite	   the	   strength	   of	   many	   individual	   works,	   the	   show	   did	   have	   its	  
weaknesses.	  A	  number	  of	  the	  works	  seem	  to	  suggest	  a	  larger	  narrative	  but	  without	  
context	   those	   motivations	   are	   lost.	   Whipkey	   has	   stated	   outright	   that	   he	   is	   not	  
concerned	  with	  the	  audience	  having	  excess	  to	  his	  motivations.	  However	  sincere	  that	  
may	  be	  it	  does	  sometimes	  appear	  as	  a	  not	  so	  veiled	  copout.	  Those	  concerns	  aside	  it’s	  
hard	  to	  deny	  the	  oddly	  compelling	  desire	  of	  any	  viewer	  to	  continually	  gaze,	  literally,	  
into	  this	  luscious	  and	  seductive	  installation.	  
	   –	  R.	  Scott	  


