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style and grace, while Manager of Publishing Jim Shedden and  
his publication team—including our designer, Gilbert Li—brought 
sensitivity and focus to this wonderful book. 

We thank the lenders who have generously shared the works  
that mean so much to them: the Agnes Etherington Art Centre;  
Salah Bachir and Jacob Yerex; Paul Conway and Heather Lawson; 
Judith & Norman Alix Art Gallery, Sarnia; the National Gallery  
of Canada; Christopher and Caroline Newall, Toronto; Paul Petro 
Contemporary Art; Paul Petro, Toronto; TD Bank Group; and the  
Tom Thomson Art Gallery. The commitment of these individuals  
and institutions has made this exhibition possible, and for that we 
thank them.

The fact that we have realized the largest exhibition and most 
comprehensive catalogue of Andrews’s work to date is due in  
no small part to the dedication and generosity of two of his great  
collectors, Salah Bachir and Jacob Yerex. Their belief in Andrews’s  
work has been long-lasting and deep, and we give them our heartfelt 
thanks. We are also grateful for the generous support of Cecily  
and Robert Bradshaw, whose enthusiasm for Stephen Andrews POV  
is inspiring and truly appreciated.

And, of course, we extend our warmest thanks to Stephen Andrews. 
An artist who works with an institution like ours expresses trust  
that we will care for his vision and the evidence of his labours. We do 
so with the greatest respect and deep belief in Stephen Andrews’s 
enduring contribution.

Matthew Teitelbaum
Michael and Sonja Koerner Director, and CEO 
Art Gallery of Ontario

The paintings in Stephen Andrews POV embed, layer and erase mean-
ings—a metaphor for memory in our lives. Spanning fifteen years  
of an almost forty-year career, the works create meaning in a triangle: 
it resides between the process of painting (magical and sensuous), 
the represented image (a chronicle of fragility and resilience) and the 
invitation to the viewer (to look carefully and engage). In his paintings, 
as well as in related video, photography, drawing and ceramic  
works, Stephen Andrews explores conflict, social change and identity, 
realizing these subjects with a sense of presence that heightens 
awareness and a sense of urgency that sticks. 

My own experience of Andrews’s work encourages me to consider 
the types of journeys I have taken in my life. It provokes me to reflect 
on location: on being inside an idea, or, alternatively, watching from 
the outside, on being grounded in the moment or released into flight. 
His work makes me think of where I am and what risks I am prepared 
to take. As he has said: “What constitutes our world? We move 
through it, but even as we travel, we are trying to recreate home.  
We’re trying to step outside of our comfort zone and at the same time 
protect ourselves in this vulnerable situation.”

This publication has been wonderfully realized by Kitty Scott, the 
AGO’s Curator of Modern & Contemporary Art, who also curated  
the exhibition and wrote a thoughtful essay. In these pages, you will 
also find a conversation between Andrews and Glenn Ligon, critical 
essays by Sholem Krishtalka and Alexander Nagel, and an insightful 
chronology by Kari Cwynar. The catalogue is rounded out by short, 
personal pieces on Andrews and his work by key figures in the  
Canadian art community: Chris Curreri, Pierre Dorion, April Hickox, 
Shelagh Keeley, Paul P., Cheryl Sourkes and Jacob Yerex. Their  
contributions are intimate and astute. AGO Project Manager Laura 
Comerford led the planning and presentation of the exhibition with 
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Paul P.

I first heard the name Stephen Andrews from a professor who invited me,  
an undergrad, to attend a graduate-class lecture Stephen was giving.  
It was a time when I was either feverishly painting—faces of boys from gay 
pornographic magazines, gay murderers and murdered gays—or cruising 
the parts of the campus where guys went to have sex with one another.  
It was the late ’90s and I was obsessed with the conjunction of sex and 
death, having developed my own erotic consciousness in relative lockstep 
with the ravages of AIDS. On the particular day of Stephen’s visit, I was 
delayed, not by painting, but by some new and exigent eros, and I missed  
the talk entirely. When I stopped a grad student to ask him about the lecture, 
his lilting voice (“there are only seven gay voices,” as Stephen would quip) 
overflowed with exuberance, a proxy for the artist who’d offered a sublime 
kind of permission that day: “He told us to . . .‘Just do it’!”

The more I learned about Stephen, the more he seemed to embody the 
qualities I felt an artist truly should have. And so it happened, in time,  
that gravity pulled me into his circle. It was the summer of 2001. My mind 
and body were unkempt and I was on the cusp of practically everything—
love, poverty, discipline—when, in an act of grace that quite possibly saved 
my life, he asked me to be his studio assistant. We did meticulous, repetitive, 
painstaking work together on his CMYK dot paintings while Stephen  
played easy-listening radio in the background; the music was a hilarious 
détournement, so much like the un-self-conscious joie de vivre that runs through 
the melancholy and provocation in his work. Over long hours, we gleefully 
endured “My Heart Will Go On” in heavy rotation. I remember the “on and on” 
slurring from saccharine to absurd, then into a true rallying cry. The Whistler 
adage that “work alone effaces the footsteps of work” describes Stephen’s 
indefatigable alchemy; his warp and woof of idea and skill become one inscru-
table aesthetic whole and he emerges as a tell-it-like-it-is mystic. 

I suspect Stephen knew that every artistic impulse I had vibrated under 
his auspices: that I craved to be in continuity with the past; to break with  
my generation’s staid, after-the-fact, moderately doomed condition and find 
the atavistic impulse of the gay artist for expressions of radical beauty; and  
to understand faces (portraits) and friendships as communications overriding 
time. In Stephen’s paintings, there are chromatic plans that move life  
forward: he manifests the artist’s abstract wish, which is to be, by dint of his 
art, in this world. 

Paul P. is an artist based in New York City, Paris and Toronto.
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Shelagh Keeley

I first met Stevie in Toronto in 1983. I had just returned from a year in Africa, 
travelling 23,000 kilometres overland by truck and camping every night.  
We met talking about this adventure, and became instant friends over strong 
coffee. In the fall of 1984 I moved to New York City, which became my new 
home. I lived there for the next twenty-two years. 

Stevie came to stay and live with me a lot over those years. We had a ton 
of fun and shared crazy adventures. I lived in a very small room where we 
would do large, collaborative drawings—eating, sleeping, laughing, dancing 
and drawing together for hours on end. 

Stevie has been a huge inspiration in my life: an amazing artist and a 
trusted friend. We were such young, struggling artists when we met, totally 
committed to our art, sharing experiences together in New York, Paris and 
Eindhoven. The depth and beauty of Stephen’s work never ceases to amaze 
me and I never stop learning from him. We grew up together as young  
artists and we are still growing, still learning—an ongoing life adventure. 
Deep respect, Stevie. 

Shelagh Keeley is a Toronto-based artist.
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April Hickox

I believe relationships are made up of a series of small moments lodged in 
our minds. Stephen is one of those people embedded in layers of time in  
my memory, ready to emerge to make me pause, take note, look more closely 
at life.

I met Stephen at a time when our community was slowly being devastated 
by the AIDS crisis, when nothing could be taken as possible. This is where the 
foundation of our friendship was built, a place to which we return for strength 
in shared remembrance. In our conversations, we talk about mortality, wonder 
and light . . . the colour of all things. Our respective work, although different  
in subject matter, explores ideas using layers and fractures of imagery, often 
returning to the same themes. The process is almost meditative: the observa-
tion of moments that are simple but also common to us all. 

Stephen’s work is vibrant, intricate and poignant. This is the way he lives 
his life: his layers of light, with the deep eternal blues and the shafts of white, 
are part of him. In his work, he is this ever-present eternal man behind  
the reflection (a presence in absence). But I turned a page and got ahead of 
myself—back to the beginning and the end. 

We started with small moments: a spontaneous dance on the boardwalk 
to soft music and a full moon, gliding across black ice as the city shimmers 
beside us like one of Stephen’s paintings. A swan moving ever closer—don’t 
touch her, this white bird of light, there is wisdom there in the memory.

April Hickox is an artist, teacher and curator living in Toronto.
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For many years now, I have stayed with Stephen and John every time I visit 
Toronto. The house they share is filled with books, art and objects brought 
home from their frequent travels. To get to Stephen’s studio, one walks 
through a small garden and across a little pond. My experience of staying with 
them combines the pleasure of their company and the beauty of their home. 

Their little guest room is intimate, comfortable and peaceful. For many 
years, a suite of Stephen’s drawings entitled Font hung in that room. In each 
drawing, Stephen depicts a single alphabet letter—often more than once—
in different styles of typeface and in varying sizes and positions on the page. 
The framed drawings were installed touching one another, forming a line 
that ran around three of the room’s walls. I loved waking up and gazing at 
these drawings, getting lost in associations of forms and meanings. Stephen 
once explained to me that the title of the series refers not only to typefaces 
but also to the baptismal font as an allegory for the source of language. 

For me, Stephen’s letters became characters, as he had given each its own 
personality. They also started to evoke the names of people who were, or had 
been, part of my life. Stephen often employs seriality in his work, yet this series 
remains particularly present for me, even though—or perhaps because— 
it no longer hangs in the guest room. It brings to mind a not-too-distant past: 
a time when we were both standing on shakier ground while nonetheless 
visiting each other and enjoying conversations, studio and gallery visits and 
museum shows—all of which continue to figure as important aspects of my 
life, and which, happily, I still enjoy every time I return to Toronto.

Pierre Dorion is a Montreal-based painter.

Pierre Dorion

I met Stephen in São Paulo in 1994. He was participating in the group exhibi-
tion Dark O’Clock during the biennial along with my friend Wanda Koop,  
who introduced us. I still remember his smile as we met in the lobby of the 
hotel. We connected right away. We shared many things: we had both 
recently lost our partners to AIDS, we were both HIV-positive, and we were 
both in a state of mourning, loss and fear about the future. And we were 
(and still are) interested in addressing absence in our work, and in using 
images—often photographic—in our pictorial practices. 

I was seduced by Stephen’s pieces in the show. His works revealed a wealth 
of technical invention, resulting from experiments that involved drawing, 
collage, transfer and assemblage (and, more recently, painting and ceramics). 
They fascinated me then, and continue to fascinate me today. At the time,  
I was equally impressed by the way his work was dealing with content,  
then related to his experience of loss, something I was also struggling with 
in my work. Stephen was approaching the theme very directly, imbuing  
his works with melancholy and beauty without sentimentalism. His work, and 
the art of Félix González-Torres, to which I was also exposed that year, had a 
great influence on my development as an artist. These sources of inspiration 
helped me learn how to address this aspect of my life poetically in my work, 
without falling into illustration.
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Jacob Yerex

Stephen’s work leaves me feeling that I am catching a glimpse of something 
but never standing directly in front of it: a peripheral vision. The art has an 
elusive quality. Some contemporary work requires the artist to provide the 
viewer with intellectual explanations, creating a similar elusive—or exclusive—
quality. For me, Stephen’s work is different: it is seductive, not exclusionary. 
The seduction is not in the subject matter but in the materials. There is 
something about Stephen’s relationship to his medium that is very present 
in the work. 

For example, he often leaves his drawings uncropped, so the entire sheet 
of paper (which may be larger than the image) is included in the final piece. 
The surrounding paper might be marked by smudges, fingerprints, tape 
marks and other imperfections, giving us insight into Stephen’s process and 
creating a lateral dimension to the work. I often find myself getting lost in this 
dimension while observing the subject matter out of the corner of my eye. 

Stephen and I often talk about technique and material. Things I would 
have thought to be the result of deliberate mark-making are in fact material 
accidents that Stephen has let happen. For Stephen, the play of material 
remains equal to the subject matter, instead of serving it. This equality creates 
a fuzziness or a blurring of information, which softens the (sometimes 
uncomfortable) content. Decay, lust, love, oppression and loss can be tough 
things to talk about—maybe a peripheral view of them allows us to look a  
little longer. 

He once told me that while making a piece he became fascinated by a finger 
“print,” which led him to the idea of “printing” the image he was working on. 
From here, Stephen began drawing in graphite on Mylar, activating the graphite 
with linseed oil and making a monotype of the drawing on a separate  
piece of paper. This opened up a lot of new avenues: two opposite versions of  
each drawing, one drawing a step removed, the material relationship of the 
oil and the graphite and so on. These new directions became important 
aspects of the final work. (I probably got the story wrong, but it was something 
like that.)

By including evidence of his process, I think Stephen allows us to see a bit 
of the lateral inspiration he gets from pure material. Whenever artists are 
truly engaged with their material, the audience can feel it. It is this balancing 
of material and subject matter in Stephen’s work that leaves me feeling 
seduced, as opposed to excluded.

Jacob Yerex is an artist based in Toronto.
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Cheryl Sourkes

Stephen travels extensively, so when he says, “Toronto is the world’s best 
place to live,” he knows what he’s talking about. We discuss what makes 
Toronto great, what makes it difficult and why it isn’t yet in the international 
position it should be. We figure part of an artist’s job is to create a locus 
where imagination can take root, and we agree to feature the city in our 
work. As we tour around doing things, every now and then Stephen raises 
his iPhone and snaps a photo. 

I’m a photographer, but when I take pictures, I go out alone. Stephen,  
on the other hand, identifies transcendent moments within a mayhem  
of contingencies: the worker wearing a florescent X on his vest, a lone man 
seen through revolving glass doors, a beam of light that defines an interior 
space, stars shining in the night sky like they always will. He doesn’t miss 
more than a beat in the conversation. 

He translates these iSnaps to canvas using paint made from traditional 
formulas, which he applies using a modified monoprint technique. For  
each of his series, Stephen establishes an approach, and then pushes that 
approach until the image breaks into abstraction and evokes the mysterium. 
He’s concerned with the intimate texture of things—of weather, of politics,  
of place, of plants, of skin, of encounter—and he translates his readings into 
finely textured surfaces. 

These days I’m totally obsessed with the interpenetration of the virtual 
and the real. In my images I’ve been migrating the digital demimonde into  
the real world and back out again. When I show Stephen this work, he sees 
things no one else mentions. He not only recognizes what’s cogent about the 
image, he also parses the fine tooth of the thing. 

When we ride our bicycles through the city, Stephen cuts a diagonal 
across three lanes of rush-hour traffic to position himself in the turning  
lane. Like his work, his living is gifted with elegance, timing, judgment and  
a rare grace.  

Cheryl Sourkes is a Toronto artist who uses camera and computer to interrogate surveillance  
systems in today’s wired world.

63



Butterfly Effect (fig. a)
2014–2015



Butterfly Effect (fig. b)
2014–2015



Butterfly Effect (fig. c)
2014–2015



Butterfly Effect (fig. d)
2014–2015



Entrance /Exit
2014 73



Chris Curreri

Stephen and I take ceramics classes together, a weekly ritual that usually 
involves a long, chatty dinner in which clay is always a topic of conversation. 
I can’t think of a material as responsive to the touch as clay: the will of the 
maker is always left as a trace on the objects he or she makes. On the other 
hand, what is also remarkable about clay is that it can be controlled only so 
far. It can be moulded and shaped up to a point, but once it goes into the 
kiln, the maker relinquishes control: the clay shrinks; forms tighten. The glaze 
is always somewhat of a surprise. It bleeds and cracks in the kiln, transforming 
from a dull powder into a glass-like covering. 

Stephen makes paint behave similarly. He creates an environment within 
which his materials react to one another in distinctively dynamic ways. Like 
a ceramic glaze, Stephen’s paint curdles, bubbles and pools on the canvas. 
Rather than playing the part of the self-assured creator, Stephen acts more  
as a guide, enmeshed in a field of forces in which his will to control is merely 
one agent among others.

Chris Curreri is a Toronto-based artist who works with film, photography and sculpture.
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glenn ligon: I’ve written down some questions, but I don’t know  
which one we should start with. Maybe the question someone asked 
at dinner last night: where did we meet?

stephen andrews: We met in São Paulo in ’94. We were both in an  
exhibition at the Museum of Modern Art in São Paulo. That was the 
Dark O’Clock show.

gl: Right. The curator was Wayne Baerwaldt. As I recall, you had seen 
my work in an exhibition somewhere and recommended it to him.

sa: I had been to New York and seen the Runaways show, and I had 
been talking to Wayne a few days later. He said, “Oh, what did you see?” 
I said, “Well, there’s really only one thing you need to see in New York, 
and that’s this show by Glenn.”

He went, and you and I ended up in a show together. For me,  
it was a particularly crucial time. It was 1994. My partner, Alex, had 
died a few months before. A number of friends had died in 1993,  
so I was a bit bereft. My own health was pretty compromised at that 
point in time, too.

It was interesting to show up in São Paulo and find what I call 
“keepers.” I met you, Pierre Dorion and Wanda Koop—all of whom are 
still in my life to this day. It was a really pivotal moment for me.

gl: In your exhibition at the AGO, there is a portrait of your current part-
ner, John, and I know portraiture has been a big part of your practice. 
Let’s talk about your ongoing interest in portraits and likenesses.

sa: I always thought of the portrait as a mirror, connected to the  
experience of going into a museum and looking into the pupils of the 
sitters. To imagine yourself reflected in those eyes and be transported 

In Conversation
Glenn Ligon and Stephen Andrews
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sa: Yes, what remains when someone dies are all these really intangi-
ble things. They attempt to represent what has been lost, but they  
fall short. Nonetheless, we hold on to them. You’re probably more 
likely to remember the sound of someone’s laugh than the likeness of 
their body.

The photograph arrests the subject in a particular moment and it 
has a certain stasis that isn’t part of a lived condition, so you are always 
moving away from that. It stays in the past and starts to represent  
a measure of your own forgetfulness, as you can’t really remember all 
the nuances of the moment the photograph was taken or the drawing 
was executed. Those things become lost to you.

You must feel the same way when you look at older work. The 
subtleties of that moment suddenly start to recede, like the circum-
stances of its manufacture or the dates. All of those things eventually 
turn blurry.

gl: That becomes interesting when you start to detach work from those 
moments, and it has room to operate in different ways. The viewer’s 
already detached from your internal processes, but if a work enters the 
culture in a timely way, the stuff happening in the culture influences 
the viewer’s reading of the object. It is interesting to look back at 
work ten, fifteen years later and say, “What was that about?” or, “I see 
where that was going now, but I wasn’t aware of it at the time.”

sa: It’s a re-contextualization—it’s not necessarily in step with your 
original intent. I look back at work that was made maybe ten years or 
twenty years ago, and I think: okay, this is what I thought it was about 
then. But when I see where we’ve come and the changes that have 
taken place, I reread it through a lens of today’s ideas and the under-
standing of the work shifts.

I’m thinking in particular of the series Safe I did on rubber latex back 
in ’92 and ’93. It was included in the exhibition Forecast in 2006,  
along with some of my work about war. I had thought Safe was about  
sexuality, desire, HIV and prophylaxis—and suddenly all of these ideas 
changed, and also became the charred skin of some of the imagery  
I was doing around the war.

The earlier work was taken out of the context of AIDS and safer sex, 
placed into another framework, and reread in some ways. It spoke to 
the current work across all the time that had passed. The intervening 
years had writ upon the material itself—with the passage of time, the 
rubber latex had started to break down and looked like burned flesh. 
It is a very fugitive material. When you look at the burning body in 

back in time to the actual sitting during which the portrait was made. 
Because it’s a likeness and a mirror-like surface, it’s almost like you are 
looking at your own reflection.

We always look for faces in things even when there’s not a face there. 
There’s a mechanism in the mind that wants to make sense of the 
world, and so it tries to find faces in things. The portrait is, in some ways, 
a dialogue with that idea.

For me, what came out of the portraits is an understanding of the 
figure- ground relationship and the relationship between the artist 
and the subject, and between the viewer and the artwork. Somehow, 
the portrait is where that all takes place.

When I started doing work with crowds later on, I was interested in 
having the picture look back at the viewer. Toying with that idea of 
figure-ground: the subject of those pictures is not the picture itself but 
the viewing of the picture. At that particular time, in 1996, it was a  
call to action: “You’re standing there, now do something. There’s stuff 
to be done.”

gl: I was thinking about the images you’ve shown me of John.  
They’re not portraits in any conventional sense. They’re likenesses. 
When you’re talking about images of crowds, it is the encounter that 
is important.

sa: I was thinking about a Rumi poem about loving and seeing yourself 
reflected in the jewel-like eyes of the beloved. “Falling in love again” 
[sung] was really important for me. It was a returning to life after a brush 
with death or at least a kind of . . . I don’t know quite how to describe 
it. A real grappling with one’s mortality.

John became a figure for the beloved, and his gaze made me physical 
and was part of my resurrection. Looking at the reflection of one’s  
self in the gaze of the beloved became a figure for a whole bunch of 
things. I map that idea onto the image of the crowd, so all these eyes 
in this crowd are looking at you. If you were to zoom in on any  
particular person, you’re going to see yourself reflected there, because 
you are the subject of their gaze.

I always work in a binary of the macro and the micro, so John 
becomes the one who represents the individual. Then, if you were to 
zoom out, he becomes part of a larger community. He vanishes into 
this community, if you will.

gl: There is a difference, though—or is there—in the kind of mirror ing 
you’re talking about when you’re dealing with representations of loss?
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the video and drawings The Quick and the Dead, there is this real cor-
relation between the Safe work and that animation.

gl: Which is what a good exhibition does. [Laughs.] It does that for 
the viewer, but it also does that kind of work for the artist. You, as an 
artist, see your practice differently.

sa: You really do step outside the work. Certainly one has to operate 
within a certain set of intentions to produce the work, and the work 
has to address certain concerns, but once it is finished, it’s out there in 
the world and it’s subject to . . . 

gl: . . .What people will make of it.

sa: Right. Before you let things out of the studio, you always try to 
anticipate the multiplicity of readings that are possible, but you can’t 
know what’s going to happen down the road. You can’t foresee  
how history changes things. Now we’re in a particular circumstance 
globally, and it’s producing ideologies that are troubling. Suddenly, 
when we’re looking at cultural artifacts, they are held up against  
these shifts, and the gravity of those shifts pulls on the meaning of  
the work and, in that pulling, changes its shape and our understand-
ing of it. If it’s good work, it has that sort of elasticity that can accept 
the change.

Yesterday, when we visited the Morgan Library to see the Cy 
Twombly painting Treatise on the Veil (Second Version) (1970), I had a 
revelation and fell back in love with art all over again. When we first 
caught sight of the painting, I think we were both pretty overwhelmed. 
We talked about it for a while before we even looked at the preparatory 
drawings. Then, when we looked at the painting again, we realized 
there was this oversight on our part in the initial reading of Treatise  
on the Veil. It was a real surprise. Even within that short time frame, this 
painting started to change shape [laughs], and we read it in completely 
different ways. The reading became more complex.

gl: It seems embarrassing to admit that it took us time to “see” the work.
In terms of the way you construct images, you encourage a slow-

ing down of the looking process. I’m thinking in particular about the 
hand-done four- colour-process dot-screen images and the kind of 
work we viewers have to do to put those images together. They are, in 
part, about process, time and labour, but the slowing down of the act 
of looking seems crucial to me.

sa: There’s an interesting difference between film and still-image 
work, and that is the direction of the address. Film and video both 
address us vertically: you receive; you react. With an image, there is a 
projection on the part of the viewer.

They both have a temporal aspect. Film, obviously, takes place 
over time. But you have to do all the work in the case of the still 
image. The temporal aspect of that projection on the part of the 
viewer takes time: to process it, and to accumulate the ideas that are 
going on, and to sort through them and put them together and make 
sense out of them.

gl: Your studio is fascinating to visit because there is so much research 
and development happening in it. I admire your fearlessness about 
materials, your embrace of accident and the transformation of materi-
als, your acceptance of that process of transformation. 

sa: I think about materials as words, and when you make something 
with these materials, they have to be in dialogue with the content. 
But you organize them into a syntax to do that, and that’s kind of an 
alchemical thing. You take lead and you turn it into gold, both literally 
and figuratively.

[Laughter.]
You do make a living from it, but you also want to participate in 

this economy that is art. Culture is a value. It is monetary, but it has a 
value outside of that. It’s about taking materials and trying to trans-
form them into something else, something of worth.

I guess this restlessness, if you will, or promiscuity with materials, 
is just playfulness. I want to see what happens when you try some-
thing new. I’m less promiscuous with materials now that I’ve found 
paint. It’s an old, tried-and-true thing. There’s not a real experimental 
aspect to it. 

gl: Is that because of its history? It’s sort of a stubborn medium.

sa: Yeah. It is the vampire of the arts, you know? They are forever try-
ing to kill it, but . . . 

gl: [Laughs.]

sa: . . . It will not die. Once you engage with painting, you realize why it 
won’t. It’s because it is completely and utterly open-ended. It has a form. 
It has a history, but it really doesn’t have any limitations. 
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I approach ceramics similarly. If I’m making a pot or a vase, I don’t 
have to think about that—it is a given. It is a vessel. It has certain 
meanings that are heavy-handed, but you can do anything you want 
with it. I’m not interested in the pot as a functional object. I am only 
interested in it as a form.

gl: As a scaffold on which to hang various ideas about making art or 
meaning.

sa: The pots have freed me up with the painting. Now I let the paint 
go and do what it wants to do. I just shepherd it around.

gl: Is that because the process of making a pot has so many unknowns? 
What is the glaze going to look like? Is it going to fire properly? All 
these things that one can’t really predict or control.

sa: Yes, it is subject to temperature and what else is near it in the kiln. 
Similarly, oil paint—especially when you work with oil glaze paint—
reacts in ways you can’t necessarily predict, but when that does  
happen, you can reproduce it. In that way, it is much more like a  
laboratory than a studio. You are constantly engaged in a research-and- 
development process.

Working with ceramics has freed up the approach to painting. If it 
works, it works. If it doesn’t, it doesn’t. I’m not troubled.

gl: Throw the clay back into the pile, you know.
[Laughter.]

sa: It really frees you up. 

gl: That’s so interesting, because when you first said you were doing 
pots, I had a very visceral reaction. “Pots? Why are you making pots?”

[Laughter.]
But besides the fact that you are making extraordinary objects, it is 

really interesting to hear about the process, and how it has influenced 
other areas of your practice.

sa: I don’t want to lose touch with the creative energy I had as a young 
artist. There is kind of marvel and wide-eyed-ness when I try something 
new. I love not knowing what I am doing.

As you get older, you hone things down. You have a program of 
work. Whereas I found that with pottery and ceramics, I didn’t have 

an agenda. There was nothing bearing on whatever it was I produced. 
I didn’t think I would show these things.

It was pure making. The outcome was unimportant. Some people 
would be overwhelmed by the possibilities and say, “Oh my god, 
here’s this clay and there are a million things you can do with it.” I was 
like, “Yeah, let’s start, because there are a million things we’ve got to 
do.” [Laughs.] “We’d better get a move on.” It is fun.

gl: I just didn’t get it. But when I started working with the clay, it was 
actually quite fun and liberating. Sometimes it is very hard for me  
to turn the boat in the studio. How do I turn away from the big  
project I’m engaged in and see other ways of making work as valid? 
I’m making a video piece. I don’t know anything about video but  
the video’s subject matter exists within the boundaries of what  
I think my practice is about. Ceramics wasn’t in the circumference of 
what I think I do. You give yourself permission to have all these things 
within your orbit.

sa: We have limitations and somehow I imagine whatever you are 
attracted to is going to connect to some part of you, consciously or 
otherwise. Even though it may seem as if it’s completely out of left 
field, it does connect in ways that you may not be aware of until later, 
when you have 20/20 hindsight.

When I started doing ceramics, it was a separate thing. It was a 
hobby. It wasn’t going to be subject to a public gaze. This is what  
constrains us as artists: we have careers and so there is a gaze, and it 
has a pressure associated with it.

Initially my work with ceramics existed in a gift economy. The 
only gaze was going to be that of my friends. I’d give them something 
and say, “I hope you like this. I made it myself.”

[Laughter.]

gl: The decision to have them in the AGO show is quite a brilliant 
move.

sa: This was a curatorial decision. Kitty Scott came to my work with 
an idea about what an artist is. She visited my home and she saw  
the collection of objects we live with. They are mostly things we  
have acquired while travelling the world. She saw the ceramics and 
was excited. 

gl: I am curious to see what the viewer makes of them.
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which was an exhibition of artists from the Arab world. It was mostly 
contemporary but reached back to the 1940s. I remember you saying 
it was great to see work about the world. I think of you as, through 
various series, making work about the world, too. Maybe you could 
talk a bit more about what you meant by that.

sa: I like the social aspect of work. We come out of that. I care about 
politics. They were part of my formation and I know they were for 
you, too. Politics have been missing for a while. There’s been this “art 
about art”—a formalism or even a mannerism. In Here and Elsewhere, 
meaning was coming from the world itself. There is so much informa-
tion out there. We need to editorialize. What is true and what is false? 

gl: A lot of the time, there’s a sort of bias against the notion of political 
art, as if some things are political and the rest is not. There’s a sort of 
suspicion of artists responding to the world, as if art isn’t the proper 
place to process the world around you.

sa: The world isn’t all figuration. It is abstract. Ideas are abstract. You 
can use these two different modes. I want to produce an aesthetic 
engagement, using a very sophisticated language to look at conflict, 
social change and identity. 

You need the social aspect, but also a real engagement with the 
form. You can use abstract means to convey political ideas. You can 
have an aesthetic approach to politics. That show was great because 
the work was beautifully made knowing what the stakes are. 

gl: And each artist was utterly different, too. There wasn’t this sense of 
a through line in the work: “Okay, you’re Arab: you have to talk about 
the border fence.” [Laughs.] There were lots of artists who did engage 
with the notion of the border fence, but in such diverse ways.

sa: The border was personal at times, too. I very much liked the exhi-
bition’s historical aspects. I was looking at Van Leo’s photos and 
thinking: wow, this is amazing. It reminds me of something else. Then 
you realize: this happened decades before what I thought was the ref-
erence. You’re confronted with your own speed-reading of things. You 
realize: I need to slow down and look.

gl: There is something to be said for that immediate connection to 
something, when art is visceral and connects. Then you go back and 
read the wall label and link it to other artistic practices. That happened 

sa: At home, they are a portion of our cabinet of curiosities. When you 
separate things out and put them in a museum, they take on a very 
different meaning. 

Individuals’ houses are often portraits. When you see what is on 
the walls, you gain an understanding of who somebody is, what 
catches their eye and what they collect. You are as much of a collector 
as I am.

gl: Not as wide-ranging, though. My collecting is about a glimmer of 
an idea that gets embodied in an object, such as tantric drawings, 
which I have started to collect. They hit me from left field, but I don’t 
know enough about them. It’s like my interest in Japanese ceramics  
or Song dynasty pottery. You’ve made more of that than I have, but, 
over time, that will get articulated in a better way for me, in terms of 
the relationship to my work.

sa: I don’t think these things can be teased apart. You can’t necessarily 
know what their impact is going to be. Somehow, your intuition  
or your subconscious has pulled you toward these things. They are  
in dialogue, on some level, with what you do consciously. Funda-
mentally, what we do is look at the world. That’s what artists do. 
They translate it into objects and paintings and drawings and films 
and what have you.

Not everything is important, but you do select these things that  
fit with your aesthetic. You can look at the types of ceramics you  
like or the objects you have around, and it gives you a clue about  
your aesthetic. 

gl: I guess that’s why we make pilgrimages to the artist’s studio,  
the writer’s workshop. You want to see. What chair did they sit in? 
What was the room like? What was on the wall?

sa: If you go to Francis Bacon’s studio, you think, “Oh my god.  
How did this maelstrom of images and champagne produce those 
paintings?”

gl: The paintings are actually very restrained and organized.

sa: And airless, whereas they were produced out of this utter chaos of 
alcohol and torn pages of magazines. 

gl: The other day we saw Here and Elsewhere at the New Museum, 
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intentionally trying to get the work to do something, but also allowing 
it to go its own way somewhat.

gl: The paintings are made of glazes, not blocks of colour. There is a 
kind of luminosity and layering because of the glaze, and the inter-
actions are not controllable. You don’t know what each layer is going 
to do to the one beneath it.

sa: Because of colour theory, you can predict, but it’s a blunt instrument. 
They all have a certain look, but even that is open to interpretation. The 
pockmarks on the surface speak differently to the content of the image. 
These marks can be stars, snowflakes, dust motes or the damaged  
surface of a photograph. Even though I’m reproducing similar effects 
from painting to painting, the effects change their meaning based on 
their relationship to the imagery.

gl: I know it’s very different from Josef Albers, who is taking out the 
evidence of the hand and just concentrating on the colour interactions. 
What’s curious about the Butterfly Effect paintings is that four-colour 
separation is about technology. Even though they are made by hand, 
the works refer to these mechanical processes. This is how the images 
we see in magazines are put together. 

sa: Since the late ’80s and early ’90s, I’ve been focused on the means  
of transmission, as well as on the message. This process is in dialogue 
with ideas about mechanical reproduction and technology. It is a  
filter through which we are looking at the image, and it brings meaning  
to it.

gl: How about the scale of those paintings—how are those decisions 
made?

sa: When I turned fifty, I decided I was going to do something I said I’d 
never do: painting. I thought: I’m going to do what I had always thought 
of as a patriarchal kind of work. I thought: I’m a patriarch—all is lost—
so the next step has to be to make big paintings.

I was reminded of what somebody had said to me in school. I was 
at Ryerson, studying photography. There was a hard-core group that 
was all about black-and-white silver prints—that was what photogra-
phy was. I remember a prof saying, “Well, if you can’t do it right, then 
do it big and do it in colour.” It was like saying, “You need all the bells 
and whistles because the work is actually crap.” As a kind of a joke,  

when we saw the Twombly exhibition. There was this thirty-three- 
foot-long painting. It was amazing—not because of its size, but 
because the simplicity and complexity of that canvas was somehow 
instantly apparent.

sa: It’s a relationship, one’s engagement with the art. 

gl: There is an interview you did with art historian Alexander Nagel,  
where you talked about your transition to painting. You come  
out of a generation that was against painting and had to negotiate 
that. Alex discussed images in colour versus images about colour  
in relation to the Butterfly Effect paintings, which are so much about 
colour.

sa: Those paintings appear to be abstract, but they’re coming out  
of something very concrete. The butterfly effect, as you know, is an  
idea to illustrate chaos theory. The idea that one very small thing  
can happen and affect these greater changes. If that hadn’t happened, 
would this outcome have occurred?

I recently broke my ankle. I stepped an inch this way instead of 
that way. If I had done the opposite, would I have broken my ankle? 
Probably not. By being in the wrong place at the wrong time, John 
ended up in an Egyptian prison. If he had left a day earlier, would he 
have gotten caught in history’s sway? 

The Butterfly Effect paintings are in dialogue with the multiplicity 
of possible outcomes. They are done using the process I use to make 
the figurative paintings. The difference is that I monotype “the image” 
using a blank “plate.” I repeat the same thing over and over, but  
with different colours and placed in slightly different arrangements.  
I am mimicking the way CMYK printing is done. An infinite number 
of paintings could be produced by doing this.

gl: That’s a good illustration of how abstraction is really about the 
world. The viewer can see how these paintings are made. You can see 
the different layers of colour, but how they interact is alchemical. 
How do two overlaid colours produce a range of other colours? They 
don’t just produce the colour that yellow and blue should produce. 

sa: It goes back to this idea of shepherding. For the figurative paintings, 
I have a skeletal drawing that these glazes hang on, but they  
interrupt it. They add to the drawing. They subtract from the drawing. 
They’re in some kind of scientific relationship with the drawing. It’s me 
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If the paint is the skin, the drawing is the skeleton. So, that’s the 
relationship between drawing and painting vis-à-vis these particular 
works. There is a qualitative difference between the two. I think 
drawing is much more immediate. It’s like thinking live, in some 
ways. There’s a velocity to it. It happens a lot quicker than a painting. 
There’s an economy to it that allows you to do things without fear of 
wasting materials. There is that aspect to it that’s free.

When you make a painting, you get to a certain point where it is 
more glacial, and you can see things coming, and you can steer them 
in particular directions and you can manipulate things. Some artists 
work with erasure, but I think of drawings as one-way streets. If you 
make a mistake at the end, the whole thing is wrecked. Likewise with 
painting, but you can scumble on things and go back into them. 

When you think of Matisse’s paintings and you look at their manu-
facture, the paint has been scraped down, repainted or painted over. 
The labour of their making is writ large on those paintings. I want to 
hide those things. Hiding the brush stroke, hiding the gesture. I am 
suspicious of gesture.

gl: So, there’s an ethics in the choices of how you make a painting.  
If a painting is referencing a four-colour process, even if it’s handmade, 
the way it looks to us viewers is very different from the way it would 
look if you had drawn the image.

sa: The nuance of the line, the pressure. Those things are in my draw-
ings even though I try to regulate them. I want to remove the nuanced 
gesture and line from an interpretation of my work.

It’s born out of the Facsimile series, which was the AIDS portraits, 
where the emotional content was so freighted that I really did not 
want to anticipate viewers’ emotions. I needed mechanical means by 
which to draw the portraits. These are portraits of people for people, 
and I wanted viewers to bring their memories to them, to fill the 
space that was occupied by their loved one in the framework of this 
memorial.

I will start doing gestural drawings again. I don’t want to close 
myself out to the possibilities of the future. I keep coming back  
to Twombly’s painting Treatise on the Veil (Second Version) because it 
foregrounds gesture and the ruled line. I have explored that in my 
paintings. It was quite an exercise to put the two together: this very 
organic, liquid paint with a hard-edge representation. They embel-
lish each other. The rigid, ruled line collides with the gestural one to 
create a tension. 

I thought: Okay, let’s do it big and let’s do it in colour—if I’m going to do 
this, do it. Don’t mess around, and never say never.

I had also been at a residency in Trinidad. We were hanging out 
with all the big-boy painters and I’m making these tiny little drawings 
and I’m looking around the studios and thinking, “Oh my god . . .”

gl: Sixteen-foot ceilings do make you want to work a little bigger 
[laughs].

sa: You do grow to the size of your tank.
[Laughter.]
When I came home, I knew I had to do some big paintings. I did 

the one, six by eight, and I was thrilled by what happened. I used  
all the lessons of colour and layering. I treat oil paint like watercolour. 
I use the reverse of opaque, relying on all the colours to mix in ways 
that transparent colours mix. It brings luminosity, because the light 
goes through the paint emulsion and comes back out again.

A painting that size is describing a particular space. It fills up your 
entire peripheral vision and creates an illusion of space, a window 
into another space.

gl: And a body reference, too.

sa: Yes, there is more of a one-to-one relationship to the work. I like 
the idea of making smaller paintings. Vermeer shoehorned the  
whole world into a room and then the whole room was shoehorned 
into a painting. You look at his paintings, and even though they have 
a modest scale, they open onto this marvellous world.

gl: I was shocked the first time I saw a Vermeer painting. I had seen 
them in reproduction and assumed exactly what you’re saying: 
because the world was in the paintings, they must be big. But actually 
they are very intimate.

Is there a difference between drawing and painting for you?

sa: I put them both together rather than doing a grisaille, which is a 
fully articulated painting in greys. Underneath a glaze painting, I draw 
in grey. Because I paint flat, I need a structure to do that with. 

The first paintings I did were without any drawing. If you are leaning 
over three feet and painting something from a real angle, it’s hard to 
see. As the paintings have become much more detailed, I’ve needed the 
drawing there to provide structure, to know where to put the paint.
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You can see the gesture more clearly when it is against a ruled line. 
Conversely, the ruled line seems more mechanical, even though both 
lines are produced by hand. In Twombly’s painting, these precise 
lines speak to temporality, musical notation and sound waves, or to 
mathematics and science.

How do you think about drawing? 

gl: Paintings often precede the drawings. Drawing is a way to explore 
the next steps in the paintings. You can throw them away if they don’t 
work [laughs]. I don’t feel I can throw a painting away.

sa: Drawing has an immediacy. You try things that you wouldn’t try  
in paint, because of the time it takes. I make drawings to test out  
compositions and to get a better understanding of how I am going  
to use colour, so that when I am painting, I know how to combine 
the yellows and blues and pinks. I understand the colour separations 
and density.

I tend to put things down in a particular order based on mechanical 
reproduction, like blues and magentas and reds, then yellows, and 
then the key colour, black, which is never black, but the darks go  
in then. If the painting starts to go sideways as the colours accumulate, 
it has this momentum. When you talk about trying to turn a boat 
around [laughs]—it becomes harder and harder to do that in mid- 
painting, so you have to be careful at every stage.

gl: Because once the mark is there, there’s no going back?

sa: You can wipe it away when it’s wet, but when you do wipe it away, 
it produces a different look. I use different means to apply the paint.  
I use sheets of plastic, paper towels, fan spreaders, brushes, credit cards 
and rubber stamps.

You have to be able to see three weeks down the line to know the 
kinds of moves you’re going to make in terms of colour, because you 
have to wait between each coat for things to dry. I don’t work wet into 
wet, at least not now. 

gl: This can be worked out in drawings?

sa: No. It is worked out in sketch drawings. I use these to understand 
the densities of colour that have to go down. I work from colour sep-
arations or have black-and-white versions, so I can see the densities. 
Again, you’re working flat or leaning over things. You have to know 

exactly where you are. And it is a translation, because oil paint mixed 
to a particular density or opacity or transparency is going to be  
very different from the inks used in photo mechanical reproduction. 
They’re not the same thing at all.

gl: You’re also dealing with the physical space: the humidity in the 
room, the temperature.

sa: Yes, the paintings can take a long time to dry in cooler weather. 
These variables determine how long a painting takes to make.

gl: What role does discipline play? As you said, the process is long 
and one has to keep one’s head in the game. It is not mechanical: you 
don’t just put a dot in each box of a grid you’ve drawn.

sa: I think about the game of the painting all the time. I am always 
thinking about the next moves. By the time I get out of bed, I know 
what I’m going to do. Usually, I work until there are no more moves 
to make. 

I have to wait for things to dry so I can go back in. I am thinking 
about the painting all the time as I am working on it. You have to be, 
otherwise you lose momentum. Because they are challenges, you  
stay interested in them. If some of them fail, you lose interest in them: 
Oh, it’s not working. It’s going off the rails. I should try a little bit longer 
to have it work, but I doubt it’s going to . . .

gl: Is that the moment when you do something you wouldn’t nor-
mally do?

sa: Oftentimes, that’s when the happy accidents happen. It makes you 
think . . .

gl: “. . . It’s already fucked up, so it can’t get any worse. Why don’t I try 
this or that?”

sa: Exactly.

gl: Often, I find those are the most productive moments in the studio. 
Something happens that I didn’t know was going to happen, and I 
run with that because it turns out to be more interesting or to suggest 
a direction I haven’t anticipated.
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sa: It creates a problem you have to respond to. When everything is 
going along swimmingly, you rely on your old tricks. If you’re  
thrown a curve, suddenly you have to change the strategy. It creates  
a moment in the studio that isn’t task-oriented. There is a task aspect 
to the paintings. They’re very physically demanding to paint.

gl: You paint without shortcuts.

sa: God knows I would if I could. I am a lazy Künstler. I often take  
the long way around. It is because the work is so process-oriented. 
The making of the painting is the discovery and articulation of ideas. 
You are learning at the same time as you are making, and you stay 
engaged with it even though it is a task. Every single layer that goes 
down has to be addressed in its own terms. You think, “What are 
those terms and how will I respond to them?”

gl: Do you bring that same sense of process to other mediums? You 
have worked in photography and video.

sa: I have appropriated images. When coming out of school, I thought 
there were enough images in the world that we haven’t dealt with. 
Why make more? I started taking photographs again just recently, while 
travelling. I always took photographs, but I took these specifically to 
be photographs, not to be source material.

gl: What was that desire about?

sa: I fell into it. I went across the surface of the planet to the other side, 
thinking I was going to draw along the way. The itinerancy wasn’t 
conducive to the kind of drawing I had planned. The iPad, in this case, 
was a great way to sketch.

I wanted to get back to this idea of seeing the world. Here, the 
world was the subject.

My work has always been in dialogue with the photograph, and it 
seemed to be the right time to bring that back. All of my composi-
tional skills are based on my schooling in photography. My classes in 
materials and process certainly informed what I do now with paint, 
understanding the materials on a molecular level.

The photograph is an index, and I am focused on how painting 
articulates that. What does it look like when the surface of the photo-
graph is scratched, dirty, faded or worn? Similarly, I think about  
the look of corroded emulsion, a light leak from a camera. I paint the 
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light leaks because one of the subjects of the paintings is light itself. 
This is the history of painting.

gl: Your painting has a deep relationship to your training as a photo-
grapher. 

sa: What is outside the frame? How does a photograph function as an 
editorial of a particular scene? What is selected out of that appropriated 
scene? What is included? What is excluded? 

This is not a problem for painting. There isn’t an “outside” of the 
painting. It’s its own world, whereas a photograph is selected out of the 
world. You never really know what is happening outside the frame.

gl: It makes me wonder what a painting’s contact sheets might look like.

sa: What came before or after a painting? They exist in self-contained 
worlds. They are so considered. It’s also interesting that the photo-
graph mostly takes place in an instant, while the painting usually takes 
place over the course of a month. It has a different kind of temporality. 
You might describe an instant, but you can’t look at it without thinking 
of the time of its manufacture. I like the dialogic aspect.

My paintings can mimic photographs, but they don’t try to be  
photographs. I am not a photorealist. I use the camera to sketch, then 
I translate the photograph into an actual sketch. Next, I make a painting 
based on the sketch, not on the original photograph.

gl: Because the sketch has added in all those things the photograph 
could not capture?

sa: Yes, the level of my craftsmanship is corrupting the image. As a 
result, I’ve already added a perspective to the image that isn’t in the 
photograph. There is a reselecting of the photograph.

I only work from my own photographs now. It happened when  
I started taking photographs again. My photographs are iPad-sized.  
I don’t crop them. All the cropping is done in the camera. 

gl: This brings me to the idea of the grand tour and artists making 
sketches of ruins in Naples or other Italian locations. Your drawings, 
paintings and photographs stand as a record of your movement 
across the globe. This is an updating of that tradition via technology, 
but is also in sync with the democratization of photography— 
everyone takes photos. 

sa: We’ve established that we’re looking at the world, right? What  
constitutes our world? We move through it, but even as we travel,  
we are trying to recreate home. We’re trying to step outside our  
comfort zone and at the same time protect ourselves in this vulnerable 
situation.

As you move and language changes, the opacity starts to become 
apparent. You can’t see things because you can’t understand what 
people are saying.

gl: You speak Mandarin. Have you noticed that the photographs you 
take in China are different from those taken in other countries, because 
language gives you more access to the cultural context?

sa: I am still an outsider there. I don’t speak Mandarin well, but I speak 
it well enough to get around. This is different from the first few times  
I went: then, even the simplest negotiation was this incredible ordeal.

gl: If you’re bewildered, the kinds of images you produce are different 
from the kinds of images you produce if you have a sense of your 
bearing.

sa: You’re already one step closer to that culture. You’re not at a com-
plete remove from it. So much about seeing is based in language.  
You come up with metaphors and allegories to describe what you’re 
seeing—you process it through description. 

gl: If you don’t have a working knowledge of a language, you can’t have 
a naturalized relationship with the culture. But you also see things  
in the culture that other people, who are deep in it, may not see. The 
first time I went to Japan in connection with an exhibition, the gallery 
director acted as a tour guide. At a certain point, I said to her, “Do you 
know you always present things to me as if they are on a tray? If you’re 
handing me a book or a cup of coffee, it’s as if it’s on a tray, even though 
the tray is not literally there.” There is a deep respect for packaging 
and presentation in Japan that seems to permeate the culture. She didn’t 
see it at all. 

sa: When you travel, you see things in a way you don’t at home. 
Because your eyes are wide open. It’s like a grocery store you’ve never 
been in. You see absolutely everything, simultaneously. As you  
spend time there, you start to close down and notice things less. It takes 
a couple of weeks to start selecting out things that are interesting.
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When you travel, you shed light on yourself. You become more 
aware of where you come from and the contradictions of your own 
culture. As you return back into the fold of your culture, you forget 
again. It’s nice to step out and have moments of self-consciousness, 
about the ideology you operate in, the culture you exist in, the  
inadequacies of the languages you use.

gl: I always have this moment when I’m going to a foreign country for 
the first time. The first couple of days, I think, “This is what it’s like to 
be alive.” Because you can’t take anything for granted. You have to think 
about how to buy a piece of gum.

You have to think about the direction of the traffic.

sa: You are there, but you don’t belong. You are an outsider. I think a 
lot of people who aren’t artists like to travel because it brings this 
awareness. I think even when artists are at home, they try to look at 
its weirdness. Artists want to see the cracks in things.

gl: Artists always have their antennas up. They feel their way through 
life, with an awareness that is the outsider’s perspective.

sa: These things can be very hard to see from inside. We have to take 
ourselves out of it from time to time. I don’t like travelling alone.  
I need someone around to look at and ask, “Did you see that? Was that 
weird, or was that just me?” Or, “Was that amazing? Did that happen? 
Is that what really happened?”

I need a foil to play off of. It is a way of seeing. 

Glenn Ligon is an artist based in New York City.

Opposite: 
Study for View from Above, 
2010

Following pages: 
Ceramics
2012–2015
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The work of Toronto-based artist Stephen Andrews has long mediated 
the successive crises of the contemporary world—crises that have often 
touched him directly. For more than a decade, Andrews struggled to 
survive the great devastation of the AIDS epidemic. From his first HIV 
infection in 1985 at age twenty-eight until 1996, when an antiretroviral 
drug therapy saved his life, he lived every day as if it were his last. 
Despite his own luck, Andrews lost his partner, the writer, teacher and 
landscape designer Alexander Wilson, to the disease, as well as many 
other friends and peers in his immediate Toronto community.1 In the 
years since Andrews has regained his health, his work has registered 
the impact of the attacks of September 11, 2001, and the subsequent 
“War on Terror” and Iraq War, which ended in 2003 with continued 
conflict; the financial crash of 2008; and a new wave of global protests, 
from those surrounding the 2010 G20 summit in Toronto to those 
associated with the Occupy movement and the Arab Spring. In 2013, 
Andrews’s current partner, the filmmaker John Greyson, was caught 
up in protests in Cairo and detained for almost two months. In his 
personal life, as in his artwork, Andrews cannot escape the pull of our 
history in the making.

These crises, personal and sociopolitical alike, cannot explain the 
entirety of Andrews’s post-’90s work, but they act as markers to help  
us understand the themes that dominate it. As an artist, he has always 
been in sync with contemporary narratives and has never shied away 
from topical matters. As he explains:

I feel very much a man of my time, so my subjectivity has some 
correlation to larger narratives, like the AIDS narrative or any 
number of things. So it is about trying to recontextualize those 
ideas, coupling them with those ur-ideas that you find in Titian 
or Picasso or Richter. They grapple with the primal ideas of what 
it is to be human. They are the great themes, and it’s interesting 

Stephen Andrews  
Painter, Potter, Photographer . . .

Kitty Scott

Opposite: 
Auditorium (detail)
2009–2015
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returned to Toronto in 1979 and started to exhibit. In 1984, he had his 
first solo exhibition, Fish Stories from the Crypt, at Garnet Press Gallery 
in Toronto, where he exhibited drawings of monsters. During these 
years, Colin Campbell, a pioneering artist whose camp narrative videos 
explore identity and sexuality, was an early mentor and supporter.  
At this time, too, Andrews became politicized and involved in queer 
activism. He began to investigate the theoretical positions offered  
by ’80s feminism, queer theory, identity politics, critiques of represen-
tation and strategies of appropriation. Desire was the subject of  
this early work, explored through depictions of beautiful young men 
rendered in black and white.

During the mid-’90s, Andrews rose to prominence nationally and 
began to receive international exposure with the four-part Facsimile 
series (1990–1993), comprising 147 portraits of men who had died of 
HIV-related illnesses. These likenesses—based on fax transmissions 
of photographs of men found in “Proud Lives,” the obituary column of 
the weekly queer-culture magazine Xtra!—were etched, using a jeweller’s 
screwdriver, in graphite and oil on beeswax. Each modestly scaled 
portrait, an object of love, looks handmade, yet recalls its origin in  
the photograph and its transmission. Collectively, the Facsimile works 
constitute an emotional memorial that speaks to the nature of love, 
memory, intimacy and representation in a time of great loss. 

During his brief study of photography, Andrews became aware of 
the profusion of images in the world and decided he did not wish  
to add any more to the mix. This impulse was very much the product 
of a theoretical discourse developed around the artists of the Pictures 
Generation that questions authorial identity, artistic originality and 
expressive immediacy, and mobilizes techniques of reproducibility, 
indexicality and anonymity. Yet despite Andrews’s profound  
ambivalence toward the medium, it would seem that notions of the 
photographic and reproduction persist in the work. He extends  
the logic of photography in many of his series, including Facsimile,  
Safe (1992–1993), Fingerprints (1994), Personals (1994), Apostles (1997) 
and—by way of film frames—The 1st part of the 2nd half (2000–2001).  
And while he is well versed in the concerns that made photography a 
crucial medium of critique for many artists in the ’80s and early ’90s, 
Andrews remains deeply committed to the handmade: to materiality 
and to beauty. This contradiction is at the heart of his practice. 

Photographs continue to animate Andrews’s paintings and drawings, 
which almost all begin with source images. These pictures come from 
any number of places. The artist takes his own photos using a digital 
camera, mobile phone (beginning in 2008) or iPad (from 2012 onward). 

to look at history to see how those iterations have changed 
because of their shifting context. In running similar sets of  
ideas through my own subjective filter, I’m trying to connect my  
subjectivity to a larger contemporary narrative.2 

The exhibition Stephen Andrews POV provides a comprehensive over-
view of the last fifteen years of Andrews’s practice, a time when painting 
has emerged as his primary area of inquiry alongside a multi-faceted 
approach to production that has resulted in drawings, photographs, 
animations, videos, installations, ceramics and ephemera. It tracks 
the development of Andrews’s work through his simultaneous inves-
tigations in abstraction and representation; the work ranges from 
rubbed drawings on Mylar he produced using window-screen matrixes 
to animations made from those drawings to paintings created with 
handmade dot-matrix systems and monotype processes. What formally 
underpins, unites and distinguishes this body of work is Andrews’s 
exploration of light through a systematically based application of 
colour: using paint or crayon, he draws on the CMYK palette—cyan, 
magenta, yellow and black—commonly used in colour printing. 
Along with this attention to colour, Andrews places a significant 
emphasis on using the hand to translate normally mechanical proce-
dures; as he notes, 

The various “looks” of mechanical reproduction—digital, the  
dot matrix in print reproduction, and film or television technol-
ogies—are rendered by hand in an attempt to represent both  
the message and the means by which it is delivered. Picturing 
these filters articulates the distance from which we view the 
world. The handmade lends a certain trustworthiness that  
cannot be assumed with the technologically produced image.3

While Andrews has had a long and prolific career, his recent large-
scale abstract and figurative paintings have brought him a new level 
of recognition; this exhibition serves to unfold, make visible and  
contextualize what we can call his post-painting approach to the 
image, which is at once conceptual and personal, with a characteristic 
openness to a diversity of materials and subject matters.

Andrews was born in 1956 in Sarnia, Ontario, and has been making 
work consistently for the last thirty years. In 1974, he began studying 
photography at Toronto’s Ryerson Polytechnical Institute, but dropped 
out after two years; he might be best described paradoxically as a well- 
educated autodidact. After extensive travels through Europe, Andrews 
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In interviews, Andrews often discusses the simple act of stamping 
one mark after another as therapeutic, if not cathartic: the process has 
allowed him to deal with grief in all its complexity. John (2001) is the 
most significant figurative work he made during his early forays into 
painting. The dark, lovingly rendered three-quarter profile is a definite 
but disguised likeness of Greyson, Andrews’s partner and muse.  
The work is almost flat, but lighter dots delineate the sitter’s nose, the 
white of one of his eyes and the top of his forehead, lending dimension. 
They also provide a saintly, radiant ground for Greyson’s head. 

At this time, Andrews also began working on the diptych After After 
and After Before (2001). Using a four-colour dot-matrix system, he 
reproduced two luminous late landscape paintings by J.M.W. Turner  
he had found in an art history book. After After corresponds to Turner’s 
Shade and Darkness—the Evening of the Deluge, while After Before is  
a reflection on Light and Colour (Goethe’s Theory)—the Morning after 
the Deluge—Moses Writing the Book of Genesis (both exhibited 1843). 
Fascinated by Turner’s romantic approach to light and colour and his 
own research on the biblical flood, Andrews entered a world of  
alternative imagery and expression that included full figures, barely  
perceptible landscapes and melancholic moods. Moreover, Turner’s 
works, which focus on a cataclysmic event, mirrored the sea change 
wrought by the terrorist attacks of 2001. Taking a cue from Turner’s 
application of colour, Andrews created CMYK “pixels” with the same 
stamp and screen he had used to paint prior canvases, laying down 
each colour individually and in layers—first yellow, followed by 
magenta, then cyan, then black.8 When these paintings are exhibited, 
they are presented in an installation format with the original source 
of the reproduction open to the appropriate page. 

So-called collateral damage incurred during the Iraq War is the  
subject of Andrews’s The Quick and the Dead (2004), an installation 
comprising hundreds of drawings and a short film that animates them, 
as well as a number of individual drawings dating from 2003 to 2005. 
When the war broke out, Andrews looked to the Internet for imagery:

In early 2003, I started searching the Internet for photographic 
evidence of the war that was not being reported in the main-
stream press. Web-based news sites offered a rather different  
picture. Photos of “collateral damage” captured the obscenity of 
war in all its pornographic detail.9

Andrews eventually found the source material he would use for  
The Quick and the Dead on a website featuring posts by members of 

He has also found photographs in newspapers, used stills originating 
in films and videos, and taken screen grabs from the Internet. In  
2012, with an iPad in hand, Andrews made his first photographic print 
series, adotwentforawalk. He thinks the iPad has transformed the  
photographer’s relationship to his subjects: “When taking photos with 
the iPad, you cannot be distanced from your subject; you have to be 
with your subject. This consensual relationship undid my discomfort 
with photography.”4 Andrews originally shared the images over email 
and through his website travelogue of the same name. The series  
includes images from a trip he and Greyson made, travelling around 
the world in order “to understand the scope of the earth and to see the 
gradual transitions between cultures that can’t be understood with  
air travel.”5 Reproduced at a small scale, the pictures mirror the iPad’s 
screen size and document the pair’s departure from Toronto’s Billy 
Bishop Airport, tracing a route that includes the Caribbean, Spain, 
North Africa, Russia, Mongolia, China and Turkey and comes to a close 
with a return to the airport and a ferry ride back into downtown 
Toronto. Andrews’s documentary gaze captures the transmutations of 
the everyday, including the colours of textured walls, the shadows cast 
by crossing lights, Greyson working in a hotel room, Jean Genet’s 
house in Tangier, an engineer on the Trans-Siberian Railway and dishes 
of paint in Beijing. In returning to the photographic medium, Andrews 
seems to demonstrate an affection for its ability to represent fleeting 
moments, its truth-telling capacity and the ease with which the digital 
technology allows the user to share images with friends. 

For most of his artistic life, Andrews ardently avoided painting. 
Like many artists who came of age in the later ’70s and ’80s, he rejected 
the medium and its exhausted, expressionist modalities, and—as an 
avowed “son of feminists”6—dismissed its patriarchal baggage and 
everything the phallic paintbrush signified. But as Andrews approached 
fifty, he changed his mind; as he jokingly describes it, he thought to 
himself, “I’m a patriarch—all is lost—so the next step has to be to make 
big paintings.”7 On September 10, 2001, he began to make a “brushless” 
painting using a laborious dot-matrix system. 10 IX 01 (2001) is a 
mostly black-looking abstract field of 75,000 cyan, magenta, yellow and 
black dots, each applied with a stamp, with mis-registering “zips” of 
red and yellow on the left, and blue and green on the right. While this 
abstract painting presages more recent work, it is primarily a vessel  
of trauma that simultaneously marks the death of Colin Campbell, 
who passed away during the time of its making, and the catastrophic 
events of September 11, 2001, which unfolded the day after the painting 
was started. 
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burning orange orb in Yesterday’s news remembered today (2005) is  
a detail of Andrews’s drawing Friendly Fire (2003), derived from a still 
of a newscast from the Iraq War in which a BBC cameraman, having 
been hit by friendly fire, continued to film the scene with blood on his 
lens. Andrews’s detail focuses on one of the drops of blood, blowing 
it up to huge proportions. When experienced side by side, these  
large drawings are memorials to and meditations on the violence that 
permeates our current circumstances. 

Baghdad (2007–2008) is Andrews’s first large-scale painting.12 The 
cityscape suggested by its title remains illegible, but we recognize its 
imagery from photographs or video footage we have seen depicting 
the eerie green glow of night vision during raids and bombings of 
this city under siege. Like his Turner esque studies of the light before 
and after the Deluge, Baghdad is indecipherable. From the artist’s  
perspective, Sarnia (2007–2015) is an equally important painting and 
a companion picture to Baghdad. Andrews grew up in Sarnia, an 
industrial, working- class southwestern Ontario town located on the 
border with Michigan along Lake Huron. He used a digital camera to 
take the source photo through the windshield of his car while parked 
outside Sarnia’s Imperial Oil refinery on a rainy evening. The brightly 
shining lights of the plant are also reflected on the hood of the car; they 
overwhelm the picture plane and frame a tree that was planted by the 
artist’s father, who had worked as a horticulturist for the company.

Andrews built up the surface by painting transparent layers of CMYK 
colour onto strips of Mylar and then pressing these into the gessoed 
canvas. Air bubbles would form between that surface and the Mylar, 
leaving white spots or imperfections. Andrews further manipulated the 
layers of paint with rulers, porcupine quills and credit cards, and with 
each surface application increased the ratio of medium to pigment. 
This process lends Andrews’s paintings their hard, deteriorated-looking 
surfaces and highly reflective, glossy sheens. While working on Sarnia, 
the artist was in a somewhat bleak mood, thinking deeply about the 
war for oil and his hometown’s direct involvement in oil refining and 
the petrochemical industry. Sarnia visually connects and implicates 
Canada, Andrews’s family and his birthplace in the global trade in oil 
and energy. 

From here, Andrews decided to leave behind more worldly subject 
matter to focus on his adopted hometown, Toronto. The View from 
Here (2009), a large triptych, is the painted study for his mosaic in the 
city’s Trump International Hotel & Tower. We see an audience that has 
assembled for a basketball game at the Air Canada Centre. Andrews 
was drawn to this imagery because, as he notes, the sports arena is one 

the armed forces. In the original video footage, an American soldier  
fires a rocket grenade into tall grass before walking through a field  
of debris that includes a semi-clad corpse on fire. The soldier extin-
guishes the flames as he moves along. Using soft, pastel-like coloured 
pencils, a mesh window screen and a rubbing process and following 
the dictates of the mechanical CMYK palette, Andrews made more 
than 700 drawings that retouch and remake this brief, violent and 
strangely erotic scene. By drawing frame after frame with thin layers 
of colour, mimicking—albeit by hand—the dot-matrix system used to 
print newspaper photographs and ultimately producing a volumi-
nous number of drawings, Andrews attempts to slow viewers down. 
This prompt opens up the durational aspect of both space and time, 
providing a place for reflection on this single, yet horrific, death. 

As the war continued, many more such troubling images surfaced. 
The artist selected some of them and made a series of drawings  
documenting private moments from the war that are now public due 
to digital media circulation. In The arrival of the Americans, Kurdistan 
(2003), two wisps of smoke, shaped like Mickey Mouse ears, rise up 
off the landscape, in what is ostensibly the first American strike in Iraq. 
We see stripped Iraqi prisoners forced to walk naked through a city 
and an inmate in profile with underwear on his head. Andrews has 
noted: “In the wake of Abu Ghraib, these images are now ubiquitous. 
Like all pornographic and violent pictures, they tap into something 
instinctual, eliciting some gesture in response.”10

After making The Quick and the Dead, a highly laborious and 
time-consuming installation, Andrews made a series of large rubbed 
drawings based on photographs he found on the Internet depicting 
current global conflicts. He recast these scenes using his slow, deliber-
ate dot-matrix system, breaking down the colours and remaking each 
image by rubbing crayons through a screen. In these reproductions  
of mass-media images, he shows an ease with his method, rejecting 
“the rules” of the CMYK system. For example, he repeatedly overwrites 
pixels of differentiated colour with large blocks of a single colour, or 
rubs against the established grain of the drawing. Untitled (London 
Bombing) (2005) depicts the double-decker bus blown up at Tavistock 
Square in London on July 7, 2005. Its bright-red roof is missing and its 
upper-level seats are open to the sky; all this is viewed through a veil of 
green foliage. By using slightly different tonalities of colour, Andrews 
creates a halo of light at the centre of the image. It disrupts the surface 
and calls our attention to the visibly damaged vehicle and more  
generally to the horrific carnage of that day, when dozens were killed 
and hundreds injured in coordinated suicide attacks.11 The giant, 
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Even as Andrews focuses on figurative images close to home, he 
has become increasingly drawn to the sublime, to worlds that do  
not exist and to the unrepresentable. The celestial sky appears to part 
in Heaven (2012), a stunning canvas loosely rendered in translucent, 
effervescent, cloud-like layers of blue, pink and yellow over a ground 
of white. More existential, more a personal memorial to a relative and 
less involved with our current moment, this rather abstract painting 
is evidence of the artist’s increasingly fluid handling of form and colour. 

In 2011, searching for ways to free up his thinking and working 
methods, Andrews began making ceramic vessels. The materiality of 
clay was ideally suited to such a purpose, providing him a medium  
with which to experiment with processes he could then bring back to 
his paintings. In his conversation with artist Glenn Ligon (pp. 78–111), 
Andrews remarks: “I found that with pottery and ceramics, I didn’t have 
any agenda. There was nothing bearing on whatever it was I produced. 
I didn’t think I would show these things. It was pure making.”14 From 
this initial, hobby-like impulse, Andrews has mostly made modestly 
scaled vases and bowls. Some have an improvisatory, organic aesthetic 
with a strong relationship to the lace-like mace found inside the nutmeg 
fruit, as if the inside of this organic object has been pushed out and 
externalized. Others play with strips of clay woven into off-register 
grids. He likes to describe these forms in relation to the musical nota-
tion of minimalist composers such as Steve Reich. For Andrews,  
these composers’ musical experiments have opened up new avenues 
of creation: the combination tones of Reich’s compositions rhyme 
with the irregular grids of his pots,15 and even echo the patterns he 
finds in the recent works of his colleague Ligon: “Glenn’s new works 
use moiré patterning created from out-of-phase dot-screen matrices.  
I applied the idea to ceramics by laying out latticework in clay and 
rolling it around moulds so that the overlapping layers would create  
a similar phasing.”16

Translated into paint, such phasing characterizes two exuberant 
and confident series. The Butterfly Effect and Mirror series are new, 
abstract bodies of work. For the Butterfly Effect paintings, Andrews lays 
down large fields of transparent colour, one over the other, each  
generated from the CMYK palette. Each rectangular layer of solid colour 
is applied using a large Mylar sheet, which Andrews imprints on  
the canvas. As each colour registers, it retains its trans parency and picks 
up the patterns of the brush strokes used to apply the underlying 
gesso, giving the overall painting the appearance of having been made 
with individual brush strokes. With each application of a single colour, 
the artist increases the amount of medium—the resinous material that 

of the few places where you can actually see “Toronto performing the 
myth of itself as a multicultural city”:

I found it at a Raptors game. Everyone is there. Kids from Jane 
and Finch, older Rosedale couples, families from Scarborough 
are all shoulder to shoulder. In reality Torontonians live  
within their communities and don’t interact as much as we like 
to imagine. You see this mix at Yonge/Dundas Square, on the 
subway or on the downtown streets, but as an environment it  
is too diluted by advertising to make an image of.13

Sourced from more than fifty photos taken at halftime, this monumen-
tal painting takes its colour cues from the audience. Each individual  
is composed of dots of light and dark and rendered in varying degrees 
of detail. The work might be understood as akin to television snow: 
an allover abstraction in which no one part of the composition is more 
important than another.

In a large, high-ceilinged room, an orator-like figure is seen from 
behind, presumably speaking to the audience amassed in the back-
ground of Auditorium (2009–2015). The figure’s exact identity is hidden. 
Paradoxically, Andrews has always been fascinated by portraiture and 
its ability to depict likeness: Self-portrait as an after-image 2 (2009)  
and You and I (2008), in which the shadow of Andrews’s head is visible 
in the upper torso of a full-figure painting of Greyson, emphasize his 
preoccupation with these ideas. Yet the two paintings read as refusals 
of the problem of likeness. Greyson’s face is all light and Andrews’s 
face is full of colour; both representations refuse to offer up any locat-
able identity.

View from Above (2010), whose title suggests its relation to the  
public commission The View from Here, was painted at the height of 
the 2008 financial crisis. It is based on a selfie Andrews took with  
his iPhone while at a party on one of the top floors of First Canadian 
Place in downtown Toronto. The eye is pulled to the radiating  
light of the camera’s flash, which reflects in the glass and dissolves 
Andrews’s face. Our gaze is then drawn downward and out to the night 
lights of the city beyond. Ludwig Mies van der Rohe’s iconic Toronto- 
Dominion Centre dominates this view and squarely locates the  
painting in Toronto’s Financial District. The darkness, contrasting light 
effects and reflections produce a discombobulating space, but in  
this confusion Andrews manages to see himself reflected in the glass 
against a city undergoing major architectural, economic and social 
transformations. 
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gives these works their characteristic sheen—so that each new layer is 
glossier, thicker and shinier, more amplified than the one before. During 
the process, each painting develops a central black “mirror” that reflects 
whatever appears before its surface plane. Andrews has remarked 
that these paintings seem “spatial, almost architectural, and open up  
a window-like space within the canvas.”17 The related Mirror series  
is made in a similar fashion, except a white centre is masked out before 
the paint is applied. These act as counterpoints to the Butterfly Effect 
works: in them, Andrews creates a series of layered, coloured frames 
around a seemingly empty white void that is at once the light and a 
portrait of an absent subject. 

In chaos theory, the law of sensitive dependence on initial condi-
tions—more commonly known as the “butterfly effect”—proposes 
that a butterfly flapping its wings on one side of the world can cause 
a hurricane on the other. Put more simply, it is the idea that any  
action can have myriad outcomes. Perhaps both the Butterfly Effect and 
Mirror series can be understood in relation to this law. Literally, each 
painting is made using a controlled but random set of actions whose 
consequences are the paintings themselves. Moreover, though, these 
paintings can be understood as direct responses to Greyson’s incar-
ceration in Egypt. This time was devastating for Andrews, but he had 
been in a similar space during the AIDS crisis, and that past experience 
gave him the strength to carry on. Still, Andrews kept asking what 
would have happened if John had done things differently.

What is made visible here, across paintings, drawings, ceramics and 
photographs, is the particular vision of Stephen Andrews. He is an 
artist who, throughout his career, has been concerned with translating 
some of the most urgent issues of our day into the mediums of his art. 
What has distinguished these past fifteen years of his work has been 
Andrews’s remarkable ability to immerse himself in the images that 
address us each day with the greatest urgency, even as his interpretation 
manages to pull them out of the stream of information and into a  
new affective circuit. Whether they are figurative or abstract, Andrews’s 
paintings work to realign our understanding of the image world  
we inhabit, and ask us to live, however ephemerally, in another space.

Kitty Scott is the Art Gallery of Ontario’s Curator of Modern & Contemporary Art.
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1. Before After After.

A series of four grids: three rows, sixteen, then two sets of eight,  
then seventeen columns, all of faces; faces that, in and of themselves, 
are constructed via grids; grids that are constructed by alternating  
full and empty (I can’t responsibly write “black and white” because 
the ground is beeswax and, thus, not at all white—black and yellow?); 
grids that have been sourced from fax-machine images, which are 
themselves distortions of black-and-white newspaper photographs 
(again, not strictly black and white—black and newsprint paper?).

In one sense, the Facsimile grids represent a sequence of forgettings: 
the original newspaper images forget the indexical detail of the  
original photographs, forget the colour information of the original 
photograph. The registration of light on film becomes a spray of  
Ben-Day dots. The 1992-era fax machine then forgets any interstitial 
tones. It flattens a tonal scale into ones and zeros, into blacks and  
not-blacks, into full and empty.

In another sense, the grid represents a crucial, and crucially honest, 
remembering. These men all have AIDS, and these men are all dead. 
Stephen has built these faces by hand (let us never forget: all drawing 
and painting is a building, a laborious, embodied process of con-
struction, line by line, stroke by stroke). He has remembered them;  
he has re-membered them. He has, with his body, built their bodies 
(or at least, fractions of their bodies), made their likenesses into 
objects. The act is crucial because all acts of remembering are crucial, 
because they remind us what it is to be alive ourselves. The act of  
living is not simple and alone; in living, we inexorably draw ourselves 
to other people. We exist in a web of nostalgia and desire and hope; 
of past, present and future; of befores, durings and afters.

Befores, Durings and Afters
Sholem Krishtalka

Opposite: 
After Before (detail)
2001
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so invulnerable, is now brittle and fragile; the only reason he is still  
in one piece is because his latex was encased in wood and glass. Even 
super-skin decays.

·
One work in Stephen Andrews POV is titled After After. Another is titled 
After Before. We begin, not just with after, but after the after, and then 
we backtrack, to after the before. A timeline is declared, a timeline of 
post-, which, of course, implies pre-. After After is dated 2001; Stephen 
had been working as an artist for seventeen years before making the 
earliest work in this show. Stephen had been alive for forty-five years 
before making the earliest work in this show. Stephen had known, 
urgently, intimately, the imminence of death five years before making 
the earliest work in this show. 

I’m of two minds about the role of biography in understanding an 
artist’s work. On one hand, no: the work should have its own life, 
should engage you on its own terms, is animated by your reaction to it, 
which should ideally be unmediated. (Do you expect to have a new 
acquaintance’s entire family history explained to you before shaking 
her hand?)

On the other hand, I am almost exclusively drawn to art (painting, 
drawing, video, film, print, speech, text, dance, clothing) in which I can 
read and situate the artist’s personal obsessions and desires. Artistic 
and critical disinterestedness is, to me, a failure. Why are you cluttering 
this world of glut with yet another object if it’s not an emanation of a 
burning fixation—an immanation, if you will? If I can’t see what drives 
the artist in the work, why the artist cares, then why should I care?

Stephen is sly, and his work, even at its most propagandistic, speaks 
in tangents and echoes, and is dressed in layer upon layer of metaphor. 
I mean this almost literally; Stephen is one of the most materially  
precise and careful artists I know. The habit of the work—the material 
through which it presents itself to the world—habitually speaks just 
as loudly (and for that matter, just as slyly) as its subject. And yet, despite 
the whirl of conceptual and material references that clothes the art, 
we can see Stephen through it all, skin and blood and tissue and desire. 
Or perhaps I’m getting this the wrong way around: perhaps the skin 
and blood and tissue and desire are the clothes themselves, and the 
whole marvel of Stephen’s work is how he arranges himself anew with 
each series, so that each step—from beeswax to latex to crayon rubbing 
to animation to oil paint—looks to us like a leap.

·

The act is crucially honest because it pays due homage to the 
mechanism of nostalgia/past/before. Details are lost in the remember-
ing (and thus, the re-membering) of before; memories have gaps.  
The past is never truly whole: nostalgia is a tool of partial obliteration, 
and nuances are lost as the flashbulb of memory casts its light over 
what was.

What is the material signifier of death in this image? Is it the velvety 
graphite blackness, deep and engulfing? Some of the men are just 
black fields, scored by an odd line here and there. Or is it the non-
blacks, the empty spaces whose contrast (in some, but certainly  
not all, cases) provides legibility, but are, in and of themselves, gaps, 
non-presences?

·
Sheets of latex, with portraits of boys on them: some of them cute, 
some of them gorgeous, all of them sexy. There is a commonality to 
their features that signifies participation in an industry whose success 
is premised on a median of fantasy and sexual desire: square jaws, 
symmetrical features, pillowy lips. Their eyes are wanton and lustful, 
and they look at you knowingly. They can see your id. They carry  
not only the weight of your projected desires, but also the humid 
underbelly of your desires. (It doesn’t matter if you’re gay or straight, 
man or woman, if you’ve ever masturbated to porn or not—Stephen 
is making you look at them, and thus making you implicit in their  
circuit of desire; such is the power of the artistic gaze.) These boys 
embodied, for their entire professional careers, other people’s sexual 
fantasies. Their lives, much more than anyone else’s, were skin  
and sweat and saliva and lube and cum, inside and outside, muscled 
surfaces and moist holes. They too are all dead.

When I saw the Safe drawings in the flesh—let me pause mid- 
sentence to underscore the fact that, in these drawings, Stephen ensures 
that the phrase “in the flesh” is more than mere metaphor. Latex is  
a skin. It has the appearance of skin, and when I (or you, or we) have 
sex, latex serves as a proxy skin, an extra skin, a better-than-skin 
because latex isn’t porous: it resists the absorption of sweat and saliva 
and lube and cum and germs and microbes and viruses. When I saw 
these drawings in the flesh, one of them had fallen loose inside its 
frame; a corner was propped at an uncomfortable angle against the 
bottom edge of the mount. The latex had aged, and was no longer 
buoyant and elastic. It had hardened and was curling at the corners, 
its edges chipping and crackling. This lustful boy with his narrowed 
eyes, wet, tousled hair and goat smirk, who was once so supple,  
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After, the drawing turns into painting (marvellously, miraculously). 
After, the focus of Stephen’s attention widens: industrial landscapes, 
crowd scenes (what can legitimately be called, I think, “people- scapes”). 
His political outrage turns toward the Iraq War and how the records 
of its brutalities echo back to us across the vastness of the globe. After, 
there are no faces. Or rather, there are faces, but no likenesses. The 
largest portrait in the show, The 1st part of the 2nd half, is a silhouette, 
totally flat save for a glance of light on the edge of the tip of the nose 
and a sliver of upper forehead. Most of the figures in the show have  
the obliterating spotlight of a camera flash for a head. Even the iPad 
photographs in this show are devoid of faces. The most straightforward 
portrait (a self-portrait, no less) is inverted: instead of shadow, we 
having blazing whiteness or, more accurately, emptiness, blank canvas. 
And there are backs, rows and rows of backs, most of which have big 
Xs emblazoned across them.

What remains consistent is the whites or, more accurately, the 
non-colours or, more accurately, the spaces between the colours: the 
blanknesses, the interstices.

·
Much is made of Stephen’s jump into painting. I wasn’t terribly surprised, 
as it didn’t necessarily seem to me a jump: he was always painterly, 
and in his paintings, he hasn’t left behind the things that drive his 
drawing. The painter’s essential tool is light (and, by implication, dark), 
and luminosity has always been at the core of his work. This is the 
foundational premise of his paintings, which are all about capturing 
light: the soft light of a distant constellation, the harsh bath of an 
industrial floodlight, the psychedelic lens flare of a camera flash, the 
glare of reflective neon. By the same token, he remains, despite his 
translation from a linear medium to a liquid medium, a draughtsman. 
The luminosity of the blank surface is the building block of drawing, 
and just as it peeks through the scattershot spray of coloured specks 
in his crayon rubbings, it is there in his paintings as well. The depth 
and richness of Stephen’s painterly colour depends on the transpar-
ency of his medium, on the interplay between pigment, medium and 
support surface.

Stephen’s material process, in drawing and in painting, has always 
been laborious. Actually, let’s not say “laborious”; let’s say “stylish.” 
“Sprezzatura” is a term that comes to us from Italian Mannerism, a 
period from which we have inherited our definition (and therefore 
our notion) of style. Sprezzatura roughly translates to “seeming effort-
lessness.” For the Italian Mannerists, style meant simply appearing, 

And so, here we are, in the after. What do you need to know about 
before the after the after? (Mind you, one of the works in this show is 
called After Before, so I should say before the after the before). The 
trouble with biographical context is that it is invariably incomplete.  
I could do all the research in the world, I could prod and pry and 
interview, assemble reams of notes and bullet-pointed facts and dates 
and quotes, and as informed as I might be, I would still not know. 
Like a fax of a newspaper reproduction of a photograph, all I can do is 
relate information. I cannot feel what Stephen felt. I cannot feel what 
any of those men who are carved into beeswax felt. I have never almost 
died. I have never lived through my body failing—strangely, randomly, 
traitorously—to the disinterest (and even tacit approval) of society  
at large. I have lost friends, but I have never lived through losing my 
friends on a weekly, on a daily basis. I have never seen Death running 
at me, felling my friends and lovers as it approaches.

There are things I do know. As an artist, I know the urgency of 
needing to work, of the compulsion to take an obscure notion living 
inside me and give it a physical form. I know deadlines. But when my 
deadlines pass, I am still alive. I do not have the systemic failure of  
my body accompanying each gesture. I cannot see Death waiting for 
me in the chair next to my drawing table. My compulsion to create  
is not underscored by the legitimate question of whether or not I will 
be around to create next week. I do not know that urgency.

And I do not know what it is to be suddenly spared that urgency.  
I do not know what it is to weather the psychic and emotional trauma 
of adjusting to having no time at all, only then to have all the time there 
is for a human being to have. I do not know what it is to experience 
the threshold of mortality, to have that threshold be years, and then 
months, and then days away from my face; to prepare myself as best  
I can to have that threshold meet me; and then, all of a sudden, to 
have the threshold begin to recede, and to then have to keep living in 
the space of that recession.

This is what happened before the after the after. This is what hap-
pened before the after the before. 

2. Before and After.

After After marks the crossing of a threshold or, more accurately, a 
series of thresholds. Before, Stephen was concerned with drawing. 
Before, Stephen was concerned with faces. Before, Stephen was  
concerned (urgently) with AIDS, and thus, the focus of his concern 
was, in large part, gay men.
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Where does death (and slaughter, and trauma) reside in these 
drawings? In the fire; in the posthumous sexual humiliation of meet-
ing the end with one’s pants down, literally; in the ejaculatory plume 
of smoke that emanates from the faceless soldier, obfuscating the 
charred details of this atrocity; in the white spaces—although, again,  
I can’t responsibly write “white,” as these drawings are on parchment 
paper, which is not white at all, so—in the empty spaces; in the gaps 
in our understanding as an indexical image is translated from one 
medium to another and thus forgotten, finally reaching us at some stage 
of vaguely discernible dis-integrity.

·
Where are the white spaces in Stephen’s paintings? Where is there no 
paint? In the flash flares; in the pits of reversed shadow; in the glaring 
lights and their reflections in windows; in the Xs strapped across  
the backs of construction workers and emblazoned on traffic barriers; 
in the constellations of stars in the night sky. Across this diversity of 
subjects, there is a uniform commonality: we are looking at prepared 
blank canvas, whether we are looking at a quasar or a piece of reflective 
tape or a phone camera’s flash or the inverted shadows on a face  
or sun on concrete. In the material vocabulary of Stephen’s painting, 
there has been no painterly alteration of the individuality of these 
surfaces. They are all the same surface treated in the same way: gessoed 
blank canvas.

This material commonality forces a conceptual commonality;  
in the illusionistic worlds of the discrete paintings, we may read these 
various white spaces in different ways, but in each painting, they  
all mean the same thing. These white spaces signify physical limits: 
the Xs on barriers and the turned backs of construction workers, the 
flash flares and echoes of lights reflected in windowpanes. These white 
spaces are limits of legibility: the face-obliterating areolas of lens flares, 
the blinding bleach of harsh industrial floods and overexposing  
sunlight. They are also in and of themselves light: immaterial, ineffable, 
unreachable and ungraspable. And they are passageways: these are, 
after all, gaps in the painting, interruptions in an illusion, holes in a sur-
face. In short, they are all thresholds.

3. After After.

I keep asking where death is in a given image. Perhaps that’s too limit-
ing a question. Or perhaps we need to elucidate what death means for 
Stephen, in his work. There are spaces of emptiness—perhaps I should 

and the concomitant belying of the Herculean effort that goes into 
simply appearing. This was paramount: the labour of production,  
the aggregation of thought and gesture and application was hidden 
behind the dazzling apparition of the final product. The gesture,  
the mark of the hand, the evidence of manual labour, was obfuscated 
under layers of fine, thin glazes. The image was built, but seemed 
merely to spontaneously be.

In the Iraq War drawings—including the animation The Quick and 
the Dead and Yesterday’s news remembered today—the artist’s hand 
reproduces the Ben-Day dot four-colour printing technique, which is, 
after all, a glazing of a kind: a careful layering of four basic colours to 
achieve a rich (if not full) colour spectrum.

Stephen’s paintings are almost anachronistically true to the Old 
Manner of painting, of layering thin glaze upon thin glaze of colour to 
slowly build depth and contrast and colour and richness. Stephen 
obliterates his gesture entirely. As with his crayon drawings, his glazes 
are rubbed, rather than brushed, on. They are literal oil slicks: accretions 
of tones and colours pool together, and the painstaking, methodical, 
intense work of covering a vast surface in stamped screens and smears 
and splotches of carefully placed diluted pigment disappears, leaving 
only the dazzling surface, liquid and sumptuous and enveloping. 

Except for the whites: in his paintings, Stephen never uses white 
paint. In his drawings, he never uses white crayon. The whites in  
his paintings and in his drawings are spaces-between. The highest 
register of light, the ultimate degree of illumination, for Stephen,  
is emptiness.

·
Where are the white spaces in the Iraq War drawings, in The Quick and 
the Dead? In the centre of the fire, in the alarming nudity of the corpse, 
in the jet of the fire extinguisher and the resultant smoke, in the tiny, 
tiny spaces between the layers of the dots of applied crayon. The white 
spaces are the gaps, the things that prevent us, in our mediated dis-
tance, from seeing this one-minute-and-thirteen-second procession of 
more than 700 individual drawings as a contiguous, indexical whole. 
We do not see wholes; we see holes. Our eyes discern shape and 
colour via the spaces between the coloured dots. From video stills to 
pixels to Ben-Day dot drawings—a series of translations from the 
charred battlefields of Iraq that echo across the globe to us as we try 
to bear witness in front of our computer screens, or in the gallery. We 
do not see this atrocity as a whole; we do not know. What we perceive, 
we perceive through a mesh of colour, and an absence of colour.
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use the word “unknowingness,” which can be a synonym for death. 
Death is certainly an unknown, and a ceasing of knowing—that you’re 
alive, and also a ceasing of what you as a physical being are able to 
learn. And so it is not death that is everywhere in Stephen’s work. His 
work, despite its ambition, its scale, its bravura execution—in short, 
despite its sprezzatura—is, if not too humble, then certainly too aware 
to be that hubristic.

What is omnipresent in Stephen’s work—in drawings, in paintings, 
in photographs, of gay men, of construction workers, of arena crowds, 
of soldiers—is unknowingness. Stephen has seen the threshold of 
death, but hasn’t crossed it, and therefore doesn’t know it. And his 
work admits to not knowing the whole picture (of which death is the 
last piece of the puzzle), to putting it together conceptually, materially, 
layer by layer, stroke by stroke, gesture by gesture, and stopping at  
crucial points—the most crucial points. Light, in all its brilliance and 
illumination, promises clarity, legibility, comprehension, understand-
ing, knowing. And the brightest, most illuminated aspects of this 
work—all this work—are negative spaces. Here, in all this work, light 
is an empty space, obfuscating rather than elucidating. It is, across a 
lifetime of bodies of work, a material, and therefore literal, and there-
fore a conceptual blank. It is an admission of crucial unknowing.  
Stephen’s work finds its power in not knowing: because he doesn’t 
know, his work is profoundly curious and probing and alive. Because, 
as Stephen said to me on a recent afternoon over pizza, death is 
knowing everything.

Sholem Krishtalka is an artist and writer currently living in Berlin.

Opposite: 
After After (detail)
2001
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On my last visit to Toronto, Stephen Andrews gave me one of his recent 
ceramic productions, a tall quadrangle formed of interlacing, tracery- 
like strips. It was less a vessel than the memory of one, suggested by 
the vine-like growths that had once clung to it. I was thinking I would 
use it for flowers that are beyond needing water, as if the water had 
drained out some time ago. Or, I thought, I could just leave it empty— 
a vase only for remembered or potential contents. I bubble-wrapped 
it and put it in my tote bag, which I carried through security, onto  
the plane, off the plane, into a New York taxi, out of the taxi, into the 
elevator, out of the elevator, into my apartment, and there, as I stepped 
in and set my things down, around swung the shoulder bag, all the 
way around, until it collided squarely with the wall by the door.  
The sound was beautiful, a democratic and cheerful chorus of voices 
suddenly released into the air, clamorous but not merely discordant, 
heard only once and then never again.

Only now, recalling that moment, do I remember that according to 
the influential kabbalistic teachings of the sixteenth-century rabbi 
Isaac Luria, this is how we began, with the accidental breaking of the 
vessels that contained the divine light. Tiny shards of light scattered 
throughout the universe, falling silent and dark in what would 
become material reality. That is the world we inhabit, a broken world 
filled with scattered sparks hidden inside material klippot, opaque 
husks. The best part of this view of creation is that the restoration of 
the light needs to be crowd-sourced. Since we are instinct with intelli-
gence, every human being has a role to play in liberating the sparks  
of light and releasing them back into their original unity. That is what 
we do with our time. If some of us forget to do it, it just takes longer 
to happen.

You are not looking at an object when you look at one of Stephen’s 
works. As soon as you look, you are involved in a set of shifting relations 

Stephen Andrews in Effect
Alexander Nagel

Opposite: 
Selfie taken in a Butterfly 
Effect painting, by Alexander 
Nagel
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the kinds of moves you’re going to make in terms of colour, 
because you have to wait between each coat for things to dry.  
I don’t work wet into wet, at least not now. 

The sixteenth-century kabbalist and technician of memory Giulio 
Camillo subscribed to a then-dominant understanding of vision, 
according to which objects send out from all their surfaces images of 
themselves that are reconstituted in different media. He explained 
that the “figure” of his body can take up residence in a mirror, in water 
or in a painting (he mentions the portrait made of him by Titian).  
The air between all these surfaces is alive with images too subtle for 
us to see. If the ether, as he calls it, were a somewhat more substantial 
medium, the figure or image of his body would be visible there,  
too. It is more easily grasped in a painting, and even more easily in a  
sculpture, where one can see the image from all sides, as if it were  
a body. Camillo extrapolates from this to imagine how the soul that  
is imprinted in us by divinity can make itself manifest in various 
media, some more ethereal than others. (Apparently Camillo was a 
corpulent man, a rather opaque medium.) In Camillo’s view, the  
ethereal, volatile phases of the object—the image in a painting or a 
mirror, or its invisibly subtle form as it travels through the air—are not 
the inferior versions, but rather the privileged ones, the purer ones. 
For Camillo, the two-dimensional image is not less than the real thing; 
it is an instance of a body having moved into a different phase. 

Stephen’s Butterfly Effect paintings layer the four colours used in most 
print media but do so using oil-paint glazes. After one layer has dried, 
Stephen tacks a new Mylar sheet covered in the next colour of oil paint 
onto the canvas, then lifts it off. The new film of paint interacts with 
the lower layers, and the jostling registration of the layers allows us  
to see the various colours in simpler and more complex interactions: 
along the edges, you distinguish layers of single colours or layerings  
of just two colours, which produce a third colour. Toward the centre, 
the layers gather, converging into black. But we never get there, 
because the oil medium sustaining the colours is always active in and 
through the glazes. There is the promise of all colours collapsing into 
black, but it is continually suspended.

Unlike many other works by the artist, these paintings contain no 
figures. That is, the matrix used to apply the colour has no previously 
made or captured figure built into it. Instead, each Butterfly Effect 
painting receives all its viewers as figures, since it is impossible to look 
at it and not see a wobbly image of yourself (and whoever is next to 
you) reflected back. On page 136, my partner, Amelia, and I are captured 

in which your own viewing is entangled. You look through a world 
of semi- translucent screens, glazes and diaphanes, or an array of 
colours that mingle even as they remain somewhat separate. The 
experience serves to highlight the fact that this is what we are doing 
all the time, though we usually forget that we are. In that sense, this is 
a realist art. It reflects the world we inhabit, filled with images that 
have been filtered: filtered by technical screens of various kinds, by 
memory, by our frames for seeing. Stephen’s art recalls to us that 
everything important in our lives—our memories, our relations to 
one another, our sexualities, our politics, our imaginations—depends 
on these mediations, is made up by them. His art brings us into 
awareness of these processes. It returns us to a form of lucid viewing, 
even though it so often presents to us blurry images. 

Stephen expends a good deal of effort to remove mere individual 
expression from his process, even as he addresses issues concerning 
our bodies, our perceptions, our vulnerabilities. He has repeatedly 
drawn on the impersonal receptivity of photography and film for his 
image sequences. He has most often used already-existing source 
material, because why should one introduce new images into a world 
that is overcrowded with them already? And yet, though personal 
expression is all but eliminated, the working through of an artistic 
process is indispensable. A triage of materials must occur and then be 
put through the alembic of art. 

About ten years ago, he took the fateful step of doing it in painting, 
a medium that had been untouchable for many artists of his generation 
due to its associations with the wrong kind of personal expression-
ism and the wrong kind of art fetishism. In his maturity, Stephen had 
come to see that painting is much more than that, as the long view  
of its pre-Romantic history attests. Minerals ground up in a binding 
agent, paint has a peculiar inner activity that artists can conjure  
with but never fully control—Stephen calls it painting’s “alchemy.”  
He has used paint to make monotypes (unique impressions caused 
by pressing a marked surface against a receiving surface), and he  
has been both fascinated and repelled by all of the slippage that occurs. 
He conjures with the movement, and the ongoing activity of the 
paint as it dries. The glazes that make up his large canvases take months 
to lay down. It is not just that history is built into them; it is that they 
intersect with imagined futures, and so with the mesh of time that 
makes up our lives. As he puts it in his conversation with Glenn Ligon 
published in this catalogue (pp. 78–111): 

You have to be able to see three weeks down the line to know 
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in the lens of a phone camera as we were reflected out of a Butterfly 
Effect painting recently shown in New York.

The word “reflection” makes it sound simple, automatic, recogniz-
able, but there is delay and defamiliarization in the process. Our 
image has travelled through the layers and back out again; it is literally 
tainted by them. We come back to ourselves transformed, not really 
recognizable. It is me, but no longer me. We’ve become generalized,  
or rather we have loaned our particular ways of standing and leaning 
to the making of these figures, which are now released from individual 
identity. The effect is reciprocal, as the painting changes every time  
a new viewer steps in front of it, sending a new figure into it and back 
out again. A sort of anatomy of the artwork—nothing but translucent 
sheets of colour, the building blocks of visual experience—results  
in an epitome of what art does: a transformation of the particular into 
the universal. 

Alexander Nagel is a Professor of Fine Arts at New York University.

Opposite: 
Stephen Andrews in his 
Toronto studio, fall 2014
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Chronology
Kari Cwynar

1956–1973 

Stephen Andrews is born in 1956 in Sarnia, Ontario. While his 
upbringing is not particularly artistic, his parents encourage his grow-
ing interest in art. As a teenager, Andrews fuels his curiosity about 
contemporary art by reading art books and magazines; in particular, 
he encounters Michael Snow’s work for the 1970 Venice Biennale  
in an issue of artscanada. Snow’s use of the self-portrait—of pointing 
the camera at himself—is seminal for Andrews. Around the same 
time, Andrews is similarly inspired by Gill Furoy, a local Sarnia artist 
who makes prints with his own body. In the early 1970s, Andrews 
experiences what he will later deem his “first death,” when he is run 
over by a boat and miraculously survives. 

1974–1978

In 1974, Andrews enters the photography program at Ryerson Poly-
technical Institute. He is eager to make art but assumes photography 
will be a more viable career path. Andrews realizes he is not interested 
in commercial photography; fortunately, contemporary photography 
is now beginning to be taken more seriously as an art form. Andrews 
receives encouragement from numerous professors at Ryerson, 
including Rob Gooblar, David Heath and Roger Schip. 

In 1975, Andrews experiences his second death, this time more 
profound.

I OD’d on drugs. I had gone home to Sarnia for the weekend and my friend 
Perry and I took drugs. I came to, and my father was weeping. I had a 
sheet over my head, I had my name written on my chest in permanent 
marker and I had a toe tag. They thought I was dead. I was on a gurney 

Opposite:
Stephen Andrews (left) and 
his brother, David Andrews,  
c. 1961
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out in the hallway. At that moment, I had a real epiphany about the  
universe, and a lot of my world view and sense of what is spiritual comes 
from that experience. 

I remember—and it’s very similar to what you’ll hear from a lot of 
people who have near-death experiences—that I felt like I was going farther 
and farther away in space. And when I say “I” I don’t really mean me;  
I mean something that was still identifiable as separate. There was this 
kind of transferring of knowledge as I was getting farther and farther away 
from earth. And then you kind of go through this star-gate corridor like in 
2001, except mine was pure black and white. It was so bright you couldn’t 
look at it or so dark you couldn’t see anything, and it was just streaming 
by me. And this radio-signal knowledge was going in that I understood. 
Then it all switched into this rain over the ocean and I understood myself 
as a raindrop. I was getting closer and closer to the ocean and it was all 
slowed down, and I understood myself as a raindrop but also as part  
of the ocean. And just as I was about to dissolve into the ocean, I regained 
some sense of self. And I thought: no. There was this refusal to go there. 
Time sped up again and I woke up suddenly. And I felt dead—my skin was 
all rubbery. And my father’s crying and freaking out at the same time.1

Consequently, Andrews’s world view changes; he becomes interested 
in Sufism and the poetry of Rumi. He spends the next year and a  
half recovering and attending Ryerson. In 1976, Andrews decides to 
go to Europe. After two years at Ryerson, he drops out and boards a 
boat to France. 

It was fall. I was nineteen and I got on a boat to France and turned twenty. 
I met a bunch of people on the boat. I had no idea where I was going. I went 
with a friend, Verne. Everyone was going to Paris, so I said, “Let’s go to 
Paris, then.” And I stayed there until Christmas. And I went to Morocco 
by myself for a month. And then I went back to Paris and got into this crazy 
sex scene. Just out of control. The guy that I met on the boat that I fell in 
love with—Steve, who was straight—he and I went to see [Derek] Jarman’s 
Sebastian and he thought it was shot in Greece. I said, “Let’s go there,” 
and he said, “Okay,” and we left the movie theatre and bought tickets on 
the Orient Express and went to Athens the next day. We stopped in Venice 
and had a very romantic time, and then spent maybe a month or two in 
Greece. Then I went back to the south of France to hang out with my crazy 
friends, then back to Paris, and then flew to New York.

Andrews’s travels are a new kind of education. Returning from Europe 
after a year, he spends time travelling the Eastern Seaboard from  

Opposite: 
French ID card, 1976–1977

1. All sections in italics  
are Stephen Andrews,  
in conversation with  
the author, July 29, 2014, 
unless otherwise noted.
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New York to Florida, where he relies on the kindness of strangers. 
While nomadic, Andrews is always drawing and taking photographs.

1979–1985

Andrews returns to Toronto in 1979. On his first day back, he attends  
a screening of Pier Paolo Pasolini’s Teorema (1968). There, he meets 
and falls in love with Alexander Wilson, a writer, who becomes his 
partner until 1993. 

In Toronto, Andrews begins defining himself as an artist. He has one 
small exhibition supported by Polaroid, and continues to experiment 
with drawing. Wilson is involved in the Toronto-based gay-liberation 
magazine The Body Politic; through Wilson, Andrews becomes 
increasingly political and is introduced to a new community of activists, 
including the filmmaker John Greyson. Around this time, Andrews 
also meets the pioneering queer video artist Colin Campbell, who 
becomes his mentor and an early supporter of his work. Andrews 
shares a studio with the artist- turned-gallerist Carla Garnet in the old 
General Idea studio in the Art Metropole building on Yonge Street; 
Campbell and David Buchan live on the second floor.

In 1982, Andrews receives his first break from a friend, the artist Andy 
Fabo, who puts Andrews’s work in a group exhibition at ChromaZone. 
The small exhibition space on Spadina is run by a collective of artists, 
including Fabo, Rae Johnson, Tony Wilson, Oliver Girling, Tim Jocelyn, 
H.P. Marti and Sybil Goldstein. Andrews is ancillary to the group, whose 
members are reacting to Minimalism and the cerebral, and effecting a 
return to figurative painting. Inspired at the time by the painter Shirley 
Wiitasalo, Andrews exhibits drawings in red crayon on pink vinyl. 
With these scratchy works, Andrews begins to demonstrate some of his 
hallmarks as an artist: his interest in skin-like materials, repetitive 
action and alternative methods of marking a surface. He makes these 
drawings—featuring images of God and of Jackie Kennedy Onassis’s 
roses in the back of the limo after John F. Kennedy’s assassination— 
by removing lines from earlier drawings, looking for a new threshold 
through repetitive mark-making. 

In 1982, Andrews also unofficially seroconverts to HIV-positive while 
on a trip to Haiti with Wilson, although his official diagnosis comes 
much later.

The reason I didn’t get tested was because of the AIDS phobia. There was a 
real stigma attached to the disease. Alex and I bought a house, and it wasn’t 
guaranteed that there would be no access to information by insurance 

Opposite: 
The Body Politic, no. 50,  
February 1979. Alex Wilson 
(left) appeared on the cover of 
the issue, which was published 
a few months before he met 
Stephen Andrews. The image 
accompanied an article by 
Paul Trollope, “Busting up the 
Baths: Toronto Cops Raid Gay 
Bath, Charge 28 Men.”

146 147



companies, and we needed to get the house insured to get a mortgage,  
et cetera. There was absolutely no way I was going to be tested, so I just acted 
as if I was positive. You couldn’t cross borders if you were HIV-positive at 
that time. You couldn’t go to the States, India, Japan—there were all these 
places you couldn’t go. If there is a diagnosis attached to your name in 
some registry that governments have access to . . . I didn’t want to have that 
information out there. 

So I didn’t get tested until after Alex died and my doctor said, “You have 
to get tested because we have to start monitoring your health.” 

In 1984, Andrews has his first solo exhibition at Garnet Press Gallery, 
recently opened on Richmond Street by Carla Garnet. Garnet’s is  
the first gallery in Toronto to exhibit the work of a number of queer 
artists, including Andrews, Fabo and Rob Flack. 

In 1985, Andrews gets his first opportunistic infection and enters 
the period of his “third death”—a prolonged engagement with the 
mortality of the AIDS crisis. Andrews realizes he could die any day, 
and remains in this state of not-knowing until 1996, through the cru-
cial years from 1989 to 1995, when many members of Toronto’s gay 
community died. 

Exhibitions: 
O Kromazone, Institut Unzeit, Berlin, 1982
Chromaliving, The Colonnade, Toronto, 1983
Fish Stories from the Crypt, Garnet Press Gallery, Toronto, 1984
Fire and Ice, Galerie Walcheturm, Zurich, 1985

1986–1989

Throughout the 1980s, Andrews’s drawings engage with his subjectiv-
ity as a gay man, as well as with his interest in looking at the self in 
relation to others. 

I was drawing naked men and that was not considered art. There was  
a kind of disregard for what I did because it was male nudes. The mere 
act of doing that was kind of incomprehensible as a radical statement.  
I was just playing with the idea of subject and object, thinking of the artist 
as the subject and the female model as the object and turning that on its 
head. I was thinking about gender, and showing these drawings in spaces 
where you’re not supposed to be desiring. So I was playing with the idea  
of being caught looking at something erotic and that someone might see 
you desiring. And there is a kind of uptightness around that. 

Opposite: 
Exhibition invitation, 1989
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In the late 1980s and into the 1990s, Andrews creates encaustic draw-
ings. He is also inspired by his collaborations with Shelagh Keeley and 
her book works, and begins to work in that form. In 1989, he makes 
what he considers his first mature work, The Adam Suite. 

That’s when there’s a kind of looseness—the facility starts to kick in. It’s also 
when I start to engage with AIDS. The Adam Suite is a series of drawings 
I did in New York. And it’s the first time I really start to play with materials, 
different types of materials. They’re wax. I paint wax on sheets of paper 
and then I was drawing with compasses and scribes and rubbing oil into 
the scratches. I had seen a bunch of scrimshaws, so I was trying to imitate 
scrimshaws, creating these surfaces to scratch into. There were about 
twenty or thirty of them.

That same year, Andrews executes a group of drawings, The Sins of the 
Fathers, which recasts the story of Cain and Abel as a queer narrative. 
Andrews and Wilson take a four-month trip to India. Artist Glenn 
Lewis writes a letter introducing Andrews to the publisher of Seagull 
Books in Calcutta; Andrews works with the publisher to produce a 
book featuring The Sins of the Fathers.

Exhibitions: 
New Drawings, Garnet Press Gallery, Toronto, 1986
Drum Suite, Garnet Press Gallery, Toronto, 1987
Drawings, grunt gallery, Vancouver; Garnet Press Gallery, Toronto, 1988
X.87–VIII.89, London Regional Art Gallery, London, Ontario, 1989
Homogenius 1, Mercer Union, Toronto, 1989
Drawn from Drawn Upon, Art Gallery of York University, Toronto, 1989

1990–1993

Around 1990, Wilson’s health worsens.

I was kind of up and down. I’d have weird things the matter with me. I 
think I was so focused on taking care of Alex that I didn’t give a shit about 
myself. I was so deeply in love with that man. I would have died for  
him. I was like, “Take me; spare him.” It didn’t work out that way. But it 
reinforced my ideas about love, too.

Andrews’s work during the early 1990s explores the HIV/AIDS epidemic 
through, at first, the monochromatic reproduction of obituary portraits 
in the 1990–1993 series Facsimile. The series is a work in four parts 

Opposite: 
Stephen Andrews and  
Alex Wilson, 1993. This  
photograph was taken the 
summer before Alex died. 
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comprising 147 portraits, etched in graphite and oil on beeswax, of 
people lost to HIV-related illnesses. The work is a memorial. Andrews 
is living in Paris, and Wilson frequently sends him faxes of “Proud 
Lives,” an obituary column in Xtra!, Toronto’s queer community 
newspaper. The process of faxing the documents reduces the images 
to black and white; as Andrews remarks, the technology “forgets”  
the people. With Facsimile, Andrews mimics technology’s “failure to 
remember.”

Facsimile is a major turning point for Andrews—the moment at 
which he begins to remove the hand and gesture. Given the work’s 
deeply personal and moving subject matter, Andrews leaves it up to 
the viewer to project its emotional content. 

Fascimile is the first work Andrews tours internationally; different 
sections of the series are exhibited at Oakville Galleries, White Columns 
in New York, and the Canadian Cultural Services in Paris. All four  
parts are later exhibited in their entirety at the Morris and Helen Belkin 
Art Gallery in Vancouver and the University of Windsor in 2001. 

Around the same time, Andrews is struck by reports in the news-
paper of the “Fruit Machine,” a Canadian test from the 1950s and 1960s 
that became public knowledge in the early 1990s as a result of the 
Access to Information Act. The tests were done on gay men in the civil 
service to determine whether or not they were homosexual; if they 
were found to be gay, they would be susceptible to blackmail and 
would be denied security clearance. At this time, Andrews makes a new 
series, Safe, for which he transfers pornographic images onto latex, 
imagining the images that would have been used in these tests to evoke 
physiological responses. He exhibits this series at W139 in Amsterdam.

October 26, 1993

Alex just died. He’d had toxoplasmosis, he’d had pneumonia, but I think 
he got over it. He just died. I was there prior to his death and after. 
He wouldn’t die. About six months before, he was contemplating suicide, 
and I put the kibosh on that. I said, “Absolutely not. I don’t give a shit 
what you feel; I am not ready.” He went on for another six months, but he 
had dementia and that was super weird because I was sharing a studio 
with Rob Flack and Rob also had dementia. My life toward the end  
of both of their lives was just fucking nuts. Alex had such a tenuous grip 
on reality and would keep the curtains rolled down. He thought the  
nuns were coming for him. And then I would leave him with a babysitter, 
or if I couldn’t get one, take him to the studio, and Rob’s brother would 
drop Rob off at the studio. And Rob had gotten an inheritance from his 

Opposite: 
The “grief kit” Stephen 
Andrews has kept since  
Alex Wilson’s death in 1993
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grandmother and thought he was rich and now he was a famous art  
collector. It was just lunacy. 

Rewind to January of that year. Chrysanne [Stathacos] read my tarot 
cards and said, “Beware the last week of October: your life is going to 
change.” Alex died on October 26 and Rob died four days before that.  
So I no longer had a studio-mate or a partner, along with everyone else 
who was kicking the bucket.

The shows are markers of when the work was shown, but these narra-
tives are what drive the work. It’s not like art as therapy—I really don’t  
buy that, but I believe in subjectivity. I think with every chapter, there’s  
a body of work that’s associated with it. It’s what I think, and I’m not  
particularly special. I’m just living in this time where the things that are  
happening to me personally are happening to a lot of other people at  
the same time. Whether that’s gay liberation, identity stuff, AIDS—those 
kinds of things are larger narratives of which I have a certain subjectivity 
from which I can speak. That is a place of authority because it’s a lived 
experience. It’s the small, lived moments of the headlines in the paper. So 
even though it’s about the self, it’s also about the social. 

Exhibitions: 
The Sins of the Fathers, Garnet Press Gallery, Toronto, 1990
Corporeal Knowledge, with Shelagh Keeley, Charles H. Scott Gallery, 

Vancouver, 1992
Singing the Body Ephemeral, with Andy Fabo, Canadian Cultural  

Services, Paris, 1992
Facsimile, Oakville Galleries; Macdonald Stewart Art Centre, Guelph, 

Ontario, 1992
Rethinking History, Mercer Union, Toronto, 1992
Facsimile, White Room Project, White Columns, New York, 1993
The Fruit Machine, University of Winnipeg, 1993
SAFE, Garnet Press Gallery, Toronto; Open Studio, Toronto, 1993

1994–1995

After Wilson dies, Andrews and his friend John Greyson go to Nepal, 
where Andrews begins a series of small-scale works called Fingerprints. 
The idea for the series comes by chance: while Andrews is drawing 
into oil grounds, the phone rings; he trips and puts his hand in the 
image, and it transfers to his palm. He then monotypes the transferred 
drawing on his palm to another piece of paper, and finds that the 
lines of his hand and the image have merged. As is paramount for 
Andrews, this work is not merely personal or memorial. At the time, 

Opposite: 
Travel notebook from Nepal, 
1994
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he is interested in new forensic technology and new methods of  
identification, and makes images of others using his own fingerprints 
and, as Andrews says, his own subjectivity.

Also in 1994, Andrews begins a new series of origami collages,  
Personals, which become his contribution to Dark O’Clock, a group 
exhibition curated by Wayne Baerwaldt for the Museu de Arte Moderna 
de São Paulo in 1994 and Plug In ICA in Winnipeg in 1995. For Personals, 
Andrews finds pictures of people in glossy magazines and makes 
them three-dimensional, folding the images into hundreds of small 
origami paper boxes. Faces and body parts are cropped, framed, 
folded and labelled with appropriated personal ads. Andrews also 
completes the Sonnets series, in memory of Wilson. It is exhibited 
alongside Personals in Dark O’Clock. 

In 1995, Andrews is invited by Arcus Projects for an exhibition  
and three-month residency in Ibaraki Prefecture, Japan. He exhibits 
Personals and Fingerprints. 

Exhibitions: 
SAFE, W139, Amsterdam, 1994
Dark O’Clock, Museu de Arte Moderna de São Paulo, 1994;  

Plug In ICA, Winnipeg, 1995
Autobiography, North Dakota Museum of Art, Grand Forks, 1995
Saving Face, Art Gallery of Mississauga, 1995
On the Surface of Things, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 1995
Fagosites, Gallery 400, University of Illinois, Chicago, 1995

1996–2000

Andrews is seriously ill when antiretroviral therapy is introduced in 
1996; after many years of believing he will die young, he is given a new 
lease on life. Andrews experiences what he will later call a “mid-life 
crisis”: from this moment onward, he has a future to consider. For a 
short period of time, he is blocked artistically. He becomes interested 
in ideas of prediction, as nothing he has forecasted up to this point 
has come to pass. He begins to contemplate common forms of  
prediction, including meteorology and the readings of animal entrails; 
this leads to a series of weather images silkscreened onto pigs’ intes-
tines. Notably, he begins to incorporate colour for the first time in  
his career, employing rigorous systems in an attempt to understand it. 
In the series The Weather, Andrews introduces what will become  
an extended investigation into the processes of colour generation and 
the four-colour-separation printing process, CMYK. Throughout this 
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Travel notebook from Nepal, 
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period, he works with a variety of fragile and organic materials, trans-
ferring images onto parchment, beeswax and pigs’ entrails. 

From 1996 through 2000, Andrews moves toward pictures of crowds 
with the hoi polloi series; to him, crowds reflect the use of authority 
and the relationship of the individual to the collective. His work 
shifts “from the self to the social, from the body to the body politic.”2 
He is reading texts by Elias Canetti and Elaine Scarry, and becoming 
interested in figure-ground relationships and the agency of the viewer. 
Andrews has said he wanted to reproduce the ground—the expectation 
of what was going to happen. 

The series hoi polloi (Greek for “the masses”) pictures crowds watching, 
being watched, demonstrating and waiting. Here, figure-ground relation-
ships are askew: the viewer has become the subject of the pictures, and 
the expectant crowd eagerly awaits his or her next move. It is this antici-
pation that reflects the current “fin de siècle” uneasiness summed up in 
the sentiment “What next?” This holds true for any number of concerns, 
be they identity politics, AIDS activism or social justice.3 

At the same time, Andrews works on a series called Apostles, in which 
he pulls people out of the crowd.

My Apostles are portraits of hustlers from ’50s porn magazines, elevated 
for more “noble” purposes, like the sinners cast as saints by Caravaggio. 
In the Bible stories, the apostles were chosen from the crowds. They were 
considered at the time to be outlaws, and I wanted to draw a parallel 
between the apostles and the alleged perpetrators isolated by the lens of a 
police surveillance camera. As the camera zooms in, from wide to 
medium to close-up, the individual lost in the crowd becomes framed, as 
if in a mug shot.4

With hoi polloi and Apostles, Andrews begins making monotype prints: 
pulling images off of his drawings in oil. Again, he is led by his distrust 
of gesture and his interest in twinning, mirroring and repetition. 

In 1995 and 1996 I was drawing crowds for the first time. The newspapers 
were full of pictures of crowds—the Days of Action were going on in Toronto. 
The provincial Conservative government actually did what they said they 
were going to do: “We’re going to cut education and we’re going to cut health. 
What was it about our platform that you didn’t understand?” Nobody 
believes that politicians are going to do what they say they are going to do, 
so when the Conservatives did, it was a shock. Everyone freaked out. The 

Opposite: 
Travel notebook from Nepal, 
1994

2. Andrews, artist statement 
for Apostles (Toronto: Paul 
Petro Contemporary Art, 
1998), http://www.paulpetro.
com/exhibitions/ 
139-Apostles-(1998).

3. Ibid.

4. Ibid.
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newspapers were full of these pictures and I started doing drawings loosely 
based on them. On a personal level, I was thinking: Okay, where are we 
now? It’s 1996, we’ve got drugs in bodies, the political wind has gone out 
of our sails, and so I asked, “How do I represent this moment?” When  
we stand in front of these crowd pictures, even though they are small, the 
audience is looking at us, the picture is looking at us, and it’s expectant.  
It wants us to do something. That was the conceit from my point of view.5

Andrews continues working from photographs and found imagery. 
His works in this period mimic the structure of cinematography with 
sequential, film-like images. As Scott Watson has said, the works in 
this period also demonstrate “a logical extension of his long-standing 
interest in portraiture and the problem of likeness.”6

Through the later 1990s, Andrews deals with his “resurrection”—
what he calls the “Lazarus effect.” By the year 2000, Andrews is truly 
reanimated, in love once again, with his long-time friend John Greyson. 
Andrews reads Anne Carson’s poetry on Lazarus in Men in the Off 
Hours. This influences his 2000–2001 work The 1st part of the 2nd half, 
a series of drawings and photocopies on Mylar, arranged to resemble 
filmstrips in a trim bin. The work recreates the Lazarus story while 
retaining Andrews’s interest in the figure-ground relationship and the 
viewer’s agency. Here, he casts the viewer as an editor who is left to 
determine the narrative from the filmstrips. 

Exhibitions: 
Three Hundred and Sixty Five Pictures, curated by Cheryl Sourkes,  

Gallery TPW, Toronto, 1996
The Weather, Lombard Freid Fine Art, New York, 1997
Love, Love, Love, Gallery TPW, Toronto, 1997
Rococo Tattoo, The Power Plant, Toronto, 1997
hoi polloi, Lombard Freid Fine Art, New York, 1998
Three Hundred and Sixty Five Pictures, curated by Cheryl Sourkes, 

Mount Saint Vincent University Art Gallery, Halifax, 1998
hoi polloi, Justina M. Barnicke Gallery, Toronto, 1999
Excerpts from Sonnets, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 1999
Skinjobs, Mount Saint Vincent University Art Gallery, Halifax, 1999

2001–2006

In 2001, Andrews begins working with the dot-matrix system,  
painstakingly approximating the 2-D printing technology by hand. 
Each dot, or pixel, is manually applied with a cylindrical stamp. 

Opposite: 
Travel notebook from Nepal, 
1994

5. Andrews, in Robert Enright, 
“The Story So Far: An Interview 
with Stephen Andrews,” Border 
Crossings, issue 120, 2011.

6. Scott Watson, Likeness 
(Vancouver: Helen and Morris 
Belkin Gallery, University  
of British Columbia, 2001).
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I started them on the tenth of September. Colin Campbell was a very  
dear friend of mine and he was diagnosed with cancer, and then the next 
day 9 /11 happened. And it was the perfect work to be doing during that 
disaster. It was keep-busy work. [Artist] Paul P. helped me with the  
paintings. We would sit around like we were at a quilting bee. He helped 
me with the John portrait and a crowd one [A small part of something 
larger #1 (John) and Crowd].

In order to shorten the lengthy process of a handmade dot-matrix 
system, Andrews begins to employ a frottage technique using window 
screens to achieve the effect.

I was in New York and I had this epiphany around dot matrix and photo 
screens and why can’t they be window screens and why can’t it be rub-
bings, using screens to create the matrix? I had some screens in my studio 
because I was working on some ideas around watermarks. This was at 
the very beginning of 2002.

At this time, during and in the aftermath of the invasion of Iraq in 2003, 
Andrews’s source materials are trophy images from soldiers’ blogs 
and conspiracy-theory websites. He rubs crayon onto paper placed on 
top of window screens, layering four different colours. 

In early 2003, I started searching the Internet for photographic evidence 
of the war that was not being reported in the mainstream press. Web-
based news sites offered a rather different picture. Photos of “collateral 
damage” captured the obscenity of war in all its pornographic detail.  
In the wake of Abu Ghraib, these images are now ubiquitous. Like all 
pornographic and violent pictures, they tap into something instinctual, 
eliciting some gesture in response.7

In 2004, Andrews completes a new work, The Quick and the Dead: an 
animation of 700 drawings and rubbings based on Iraq War video 
footage. He exhibits the drawings and film at the CUE Art Foundation 
in New York, in an exhibition curated by the filmmaker Atom Egoyan, 
and again in an exhibition at the Justina M. Barnicke Gallery at the 
University of Toronto in 2006. 

Andrews continues to experiment with variations of this frottage 
process through wire mesh, producing large-scale drawings such  
as Untitled (London Bombing). In 2006, having turned fifty, Andrews 
decides to finally embrace painting—a medium he has resisted  
for his entire life. He attends a residency in Trinidad, where he is 

Opposite: 
John Greyson and Stephen 
Andrews, Plaza Garibaldi, 2001

7. Andrews, artist statement 
for Stephen Andrews, curated 
by Atom Egoyan (New York: 
CUE Art Foundation, 2004).
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inspired by the working processes of artists such as Peter Doig; 
Andrews is compelled to work more intuitively and freely, and on a 
larger scale. 

Exhibitions: 
Likeness, Morris and Helen Belkin Art Gallery, Vancouver;  

Art Gallery of Windsor, 2001
Drawings, Gallery Stratford, Stratford, Ontario, 2001
Crowds, Hunter College, New York, 2001
CMYK and more work from Album, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, 

Toronto, 2001
Team, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 2002
The 1st part of the 2nd half, Dazibao, Montreal, 2002
JPEG, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 2003
Sign and Sound, Seoul Museum of Art, 2003
The 1st part of the 2nd half, Nuova Icona, Venice; Canadian Cultural 

Centre, Paris, 2003 
Stephen Andrews, curated by Atom Egoyan, CUE Art Foundation,  

New York, 2004
The 1st Part of the 2nd half, Participant Inc., New York, 2004
Forecast, Justina M. Barnicke Gallery, Toronto, 2006
A small part of something larger, Dunlop Art Gallery, Regina;  

Levine Gallery, Los Angeles, 2006

2007–2015

In 2007, Andrews debuts a new animation, Cartoon, at the Biennale 
de Montréal, and later shows the work in a solo exhibition at The 
Power Plant, Toronto. In Cartoon, on a forty-five-second loop, a car 
races across the desert toward the camera before driving directly  
over the viewer. The film demonstrates Andrews’s desire to turn his 
artistic gaze back on his home—to the fact of a war fuelled by oil,  
and North America’s implication in it. 

Alongside Cartoon, Andrews experiments with painting; rejecting 
the restriction of his earlier, painstaking handmade dot-matrix  
paintings, he now explores the malleability of the medium. His  
first paintings, Baghdad and Sarnia, are done without under- drawings. 
In the years that follow, Andrews hones his approach to painting:  
he begins with detailed under-drawings before applying paint with 
“anything but a brush,” including stamps, credit cards, rulers and por-
cupine quills. Over time, his use of paint becomes fluid; he embraces 
inconsistencies and air bubbles.

Opposite: 
Conejo, attack rabbit  
and studio mascot
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Untitled (Abu Ghraib)
2003

Iraqis Stripped 2
2003 167



Exhibitions: 
Biennale de Montréal, 2007
Cartoon, The Power Plant, Toronto, 2007
War at a Distance, Gallery TPW, Toronto, 2009
It Is What It Is, National Gallery of Canada, Ottawa, 2010
Fax, Plug In ICA, Winnipeg, 2010
Stephen Andrews: subject, Illingworth Kerr Gallery, Calgary, 2011
adotwentforawalk, 798 Art Zone, Beijing, 2012
Archival Dialogues, Ryerson Image Centre, Toronto, 2012
X, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 2012
adotwentforawalk, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 2013
Possible Outcomes, Paul Petro Contemporary Art, Toronto, 2014
Stephen Andrews POV, Art Gallery of Ontario, Toronto, 2015

Kari Cwynar is a Toronto-based curator and writer.

He continues to work from photographs, exploring the relationship 
between painting and photography. These photographs range from 
images of construction workers in Toronto to views of railway crossings, 
crowds and the urban landscape. His own image is often reflected in 
the photographs—in the window of the Toronto- Dominion Centre in 
downtown Toronto, or as a shadow on the torso of his partner, Greyson. 

As a hobby, Andrews begins working with ceramics. In 2011, he 
enters community pottery classes with artist Chris Curreri, a friend. 
Working with clay gives Andrews a sense of freedom and facility in his 
handling of material, which extends to his paintings. 

In 2013, Andrews and Greyson embark on a trip around the world. 
Over the course of the journey, Andrews adds to a series of photo-
graphs titled adotwentforawalk. Taken with an iPad, these travel  
photos document small, unassuming moments: Greyson at work in 
their hotel room, a reflected self-portrait at the Louvre, scenes from 
the window aboard the Trans-Siberian Railway and so on. Quick 
impressions, they focus—as is Andrews’s interest—on the journey rather 
than the destinations. For the first time since studying photography 
at Ryerson, Andrews exhibits his photographs. The series is meant  
to be viewed on his blog. Through it, one sees Andrews’s continued 
self-education.

The premise was to travel over the surface of the planet to the other side. 
I was hoping to understand the scope of the earth and to see the gradual 
transitions between cultures that can't be understood with air travel. It was 
all of the above.

Throughout 2014, Andrews works on his most abstract paintings to 
date, finally laying bare his long-held process of layering colours based 
on the CMYK palette. The title of the series, Butterfly Effect, comes 
from the artist’s increasing acknowledgement of chance in both art and 
life. Each painting is made using the same method: Andrews employs 
a monotype printing process in which a sheet of acetate coated  
in paint is applied to the canvas. The permutations and variations in 
colour, pattern and effect are endless. These paintings speak to 
Andrews’s new-found identity as a painter: he is responding more 
freely to the medium and the moment. 

The Butterfly Effect paintings are among the new works presented 
in Stephen Andrews’s survey exhibition at the Art Gallery of Ontario in 
2015. The most comprehensive exhibition of his work to date, the  
survey focuses on Andrews’s artistic production since 2007—the year 
he started to make paintings. 
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Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
Page 19
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Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
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After After
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Collection of Tom Thomson  
Art Gallery, Owen Sound;  
purchased with the support  
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the Arts Acquisition Grants 
program/Oeuvre achetée  
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de Subventions d’acquisition 
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Canada, 2004 
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Auditorium
2009–2015
Oil on canvas
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Collection of the National  
Gallery of Canada
Photo by Toni Hafkenscheid
Pages 30–31
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2014–2015
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Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
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Butterfly Effect (fig. b)
2014–2015
Oil on canvas
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Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
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Butterfly Effect (fig. c)
2014–2015
Oil on canvas
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Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
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Butterfly Effect (fig. d)
2014–2015
Oil on canvas
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Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
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Ceramics
2012–2015
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Crossing
2011 
Oil on canvas
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Collection of Salah J. Bachir 
and Jacob Yerex
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2014
Oil on canvas
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Courtesy of TD Bank Group
Photo by Toni Hafkenscheid
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Heaven
2012
Oil on canvas
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Collection of the Art Gallery 
of Ontario, purchased  
with the assistance of the 
Janet and Michael Scott 
Endowment Fund for  
Acquisitions of Contemporary 
Art, 2013
2013/85
Page 39

Iraqis Stripped 2
2003
Crayon on parchment paper
48.3 × 61 cm
Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art 
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Mirror 2
2014
Oil on canvas
60.96 × 45.72 cm
Collection of Atom Egoyan 
and Arsinée Khanjian
Photo by Toni Hafkenscheid
Back cover

Mirror 3
2014
Oil on canvas
60.96 × 45.72 cm
Collection of York Lethbridge 
and Robert Mitchell
Photo by Toni Hafkenscheid
Front cover

Nocturne
2012
Oil on canvas
243.84 × 185.42 cm
Collection of the Art Gallery 
of Ontario, purchased with 
the assistance of Art Toronto 
2012 Opening Night Preview 
and the Dr. Michael Braudo 
Canadian Contemporary Art 
Fund, 2012
2012/26
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The Quick and the Dead
2004
200 framed crayon rubbings 
on parchment (from a total  
of 900) and video animation 
(silent, colour, 1 min., 13 secs.)
Crayon rubbings  
27.94 × 35.56 cm each
Collection of the Art Gallery 
of Ontario, gift of Salah J. 
Bachir and Jacob Yerex
Video distributed by Vtape
2014/410.1–.201 
12 selections: pages 60 and 61 

Sarnia
2007–2015
Oil on canvas
182.88 × 243.84 cm
Collection of the Judith & 
Norman Alix Art Gallery,  
Sarnia
Photo by Toni Hafkenscheid
Pages 24–25

Self-portrait as an  
after-image 2
2009
Oil on canvas
40.64 × 30.48 cm
Collection of Paul Conway 
and Heather Lawson
Page 27

A small part of something 
larger #1
2001
Oil on wood panel
182.88 × 152.4 cm
Collection of Salah J. Bachir 
and Jacob Yerex
Page 21

Untitled (Abu Ghraib)
2003
Crayon on parchment paper
48.3 × 61 cm
Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
Page 166

Untitled (Koreas)
2006
Crayon on Mylar
243.8 × 335.28 cm
Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
Pages 56–57

Untitled (London Bombing)
2005 
Crayon on Mylar
243.8 × 365.8 cm
Courtesy of Paul Petro  
Contemporary Art
Pages 50–51

View from Above
2010
Oil on canvas
244 × 183 cm
Collection of Christopher  
and Caroline Newall
Page 47

The View from Here #1
2009
Oil on canvas
182.88 × 243.84 cm
Collection of the Agnes  
Etherington Art Centre,  
purchase, Canada Council 
Acquisition Assistance  
Program and Chancellor  
Richardson Memorial  
Fund, 2011
54-013
Photo courtesy of the  
Agnes Etherington Art Centre
Page 32

The View from Here #2
2009
Oil on canvas
182.88 × 243.84 cm
Collection of the Agnes  
Etherington Art Centre,  
gift of the artist, 2011
54-014
Photo courtesy of the  
Agnes Etherington Art Centre
Pages 32–33

The View from Here #3
2009
Oil on canvas
182.9 × 243.8 cm
Collection of the Agnes  
Etherington Art Centre,  
gift of Paul Petro, 2011
54-015
Photo courtesy of the  
Agnes Etherington Art Centre
Page 33

X-men at Union
2013
Oil on canvas
182.88 × 243.84 cm
Collection of Salah J. Bachir 
and Jacob Yerex
Photo by April Hickox
Page 42–43

Yesterday’s news  
remembered today
2005
Crayon on Mylar
175.26 × 172.72 cm
Collection of Paul Petro, 
Toronto 
Page 53

You and I
2008
Oil on canvas
96.5 × 40.6 cm 
Collection of Cecil Ryan  
and Andy Pimpinella
Photo courtesy of Paul Petro 
Contemporary Art
Page 49
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