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ACT 1

In which our players introduce themselves and discuss drawing
vs. painting.

Lo, but Mark Allen’s works art weird and funny— and sad. His
grotesque imagery, his quasi-human creatures. Why! they display
to us their pathetic torments and beg our empathy. Loveth I the
delicacy of line; this artist doth capture the nuances of his characters
emotions in a few deft strokes. Verily it is the economy of the
drawing which giveth to these charachters personality, and enables

us to empathize with them in their silliness and shame.

- k.

Mr. Allen’s paintings and drawings are
expressive, unlike many of the cartoon-based
works to which they might be compared. the

scratchy, tortured line and distorted
phisiognomy of the charachters recalls the
German expressionists, particularly Egon
Schiele. Like these earlier expressionists, Allen
uses a vocabulary of crudities to express feelings The Connoisseur
of dirtiness, pain and anxiety.

Each character is a specimen, a part of my personality
that I want to examine. I've been making the same
drawing for years; a single character stands in for me,
expressing anxiety by doing nothing.

The Critic

The Artist




I see it thus: each character exists alone in a slightly tinged atmosphere of empty paper.
The easy unforced relationship betwixt paper surface and drawing doth become an
antagonistic conflict in the paintings where glossy, colored paint surfaces struggle beneach
superimposed heavy black lines. Ye gods! It's as if an abstract painting were scrawled on
by a naughty child

This is making me nervous. I enlarge my drawings by
projecting them onto the canvas, then painting them 1n.
they don't look projected, do they?

D

Why bother to make them big ar all?
I like the small drawings better. And
they're a lot less expensive.

/Thc experience of looking at the paintings is entirely
different from peeking through the safe and priveleged
window frames of the drawings, where the characrers
exist behind a one way mirror; there, we are
unobserved voyeurs into their private torments,
getting a guiley thrill from spying on them. By
allowing ourselves this priveleged view, we become
complicit in the degradation of the characters we
observe. The amusement we feel at their predicaments
is spiced with the knowledge that our intrusive gaze
The Simpleton is part of the problem. This is one reason for the
pornographic subject matter. Allen’s drawings are a
peep show. By making the paintings big, Allen is
attempting to force a confrontation between the
viewer and the character. There, characters are roughly
the same size as the viewer, forcing a more visceral,
unmediated communication berween the two. The
one-way mirror is broken, and we must confront the
objects of our former condescending amusement face

to face. //

This visceral experience of which you speak moveth
me greatly. It amazes me the way Mark translates his
delicate pen lines into stilted, gloppy brushwork; He

draws actention thereby to the physicality of the
painted surface, and giveth to the painted characters
substance and weight. Raw they are, and angry. He
uses an entirely different technique to capture the
same awkward flavor on a larger scale.




ACT 2

In which our players discuss video and shrink art, and perform

amateur psychoanalysis on the artist

Why does he have video and shrink-art pieces in the show? I thought

the Doxghnut Theory video was funny, but I couldn't tell exactly what
was going on, it was so fast. Also it's not like any cartoon I've ever
seen— nothing happens; it just repeats itself over and over again.

The videos are just like the
drawings. you can look at them
for as long or little time as you

want; the depth of your experience
matches your level of interest.

/ Allen’s video pieces posit themselves between ﬁm

and still images; they move and exist in time, but
like running in place they are going somewhere
without actually getting anywhere. Allen projects
his frustration and annoyance through the fucility
of the action in his video pieces. The triviality of
the action and its frenetic speed vividly expresses
the pessimisim of cthe late 20th century. It is
existentalism on methamphetamines. Likewise, the
shrink art drawings desire not to exist; literally
shrinking in shame to escape notice and possible
criticism. Allen flirts with self-revelation, deeply
embarrassed to show us his works, but strongly
desirous of looking good. If he could, one gets the
impression that Allen would continue the shrinking
process until the charachters would resemble the
Whos from Dr. Seuss’s Horton Hears a Who— so

\ small that they are unseeable. /




This stuff reminds me of being a kid. As a matter of

fact this looks like it was done by a kid. I remember

making some shrink art when I was seven or eight.

My mom had to help me bake it. and I remember

the Whos! they were also part people, part animals;

you couldn't really tell what they were supposed to
be.

Yes! though simple, thou speakest true: Mark createth a
universality for his characters by refusing to limit them to
a specific gender, social status, or even species. Like Seuss's

Whos, or Bugs Bunny, they representeth a certain part of

all of us. It's some of the only video work I've seen which
doth acknowledge the short attention span of gallery viewers.




ACT 3

In which Allen’s works are compared to underground comix and
Degas, with an embarassing mention of the artist's old zine
Scam

Allen draws some of his influence from underground comix, especially
Chester Brown’s Yummy Fur and Jim Woodring's Jim. Allen shares
with these artists a pessimistic image of the body as a site of discomfort
and embarassment and a confessional tone. I recall how these isolated

characters appeared in several issues of the artist's own zine, Scam,
making the transition from fine art to zine illustration as effortlessly
as if it were their natural environment; just as they form the actors
: for this very dialog.

They're really more complex than that. Cartoons function in
a story— comic characters can rely on dialog, setting and
action to display their personalities; my work puts all the
meaning into a single still portrait. I see myself as Degas,

rather than Crumb. I think my work comes from the tradition

of fine drawing.

/Hmmmm, Degas did use drawing to cxplore\

the erotic potential of adolescent girls...you
may be onto something there. But your use
of fantastic imagery sets you apart from the
academic tradition of observed drawing.
Furthermore, not only isn’t there any narrative
in your works, there couldn’t be: each of your
characters is frozen in an iconic pose. A specific
expression is linked to a certain gesture;
substituting a different pose would destroy
this relastionship. Even animated video
characters like the Burger Boys substitute
aimless sweating and twitching for narrative

\ action.




They'te awfully clumsy looking. How can you say
that he draws like Degas!

It is the characters that are clumsy, not the drawings.
It takes as much skill to convey a vivid feeling of
anxiety and awkwardness as any other feeling. Degas'
pleasant subjects demand pleasant line; Allen's
characters are always in unpleasant situations; the
clunky line work he uses to depict them is very
appropriate to the feeling he's trying to convey.

A(/ hether they are videos, chips of that
miraculous plastic that shrinketh when
it is baked, senuous painting (whose
surfaces I would liken to the frosting of
inexpensive cakes), Xeroxes in obscure
zines, or the wondetfully subtle original
drawings themselves, it is the tension
between delicate, classical draftranship
and fantastic, neurotic subject matter

that energizeth all of Mark's works./

The End.






