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R E T R O S P E C T I V E

“I see something that will lift
my spirits after a hard day ...”

The latest addition to Audrey’s collection

I have to confess to only having met Francis twice; the first time when he came to my house to discuss a commission,
the second when we were both on the stage receiving our respective degrees from Aberdeen University. At our first meeting
we got along famously and I realised that, while he didn’t have the flamboyance of many artists, there was a quiet intensity
to him and an inner confidence that his work could do the talking for him.
As I have added more and more of his work to my personal collection over the years I have come to appreciate that
he does indeed have plenty to say and a unique personal way of saying it.
I love colour and I love the ability of art to lift the spirit and both are abundant in Francis’ work. Visitors to my house
will always comment on my collection of ‘Boags’ but when they see his work for the first time, they see a picture that they
love or one they just don’t ‘get’; they see a wise investment, or they might even begin to question my sanity.
However, living with them every day, I have come to see a very different picture. I see something that will lift my
spirits after a hard day, something to bring a smile to my face, something new I’ve missed and something whose colours
seem to have an inner light whatever the season or time of day.
I hope that somewhere in this wonderful exhibition to mark Francis’ 60th birthday you will also discover what
I see in his work. Take the time to give these paintings the attention they deserve and I know you won’t be disappointed.
Francis is characteristically quite modest with regard to the great popularity his work has achieved during the
last few years and required to be persuaded that he did indeed merit a ‘retrospective’ at this point in his life and career.
However, I hope you will agree with me that this collection of his work across the decades is a fascinating and
well-earned tribute to a very ‘Scottish’ artist who deserves all the success his joyous, life-enhancing paintings merit.
I’m sure you don’t need me to persuade you take the plunge and purchase a work, but I have to warn you –
one is never enough!

Audrey Baxter
Chairman and CEO, Baxters Food Group

SUPERMAN and HOCKNEY

One evening
				 in late 1967

Boy scout camp, Fort William, 1960

Francis Boag, then a 3rd year art student, took a trip down memory lane. His first childhood home,

Victorian tenement housing in the heart of industrial Dundee, was finally about to be demolished and he’d
returned for a last look. As he climbed the staircase, worn by a century of family lives, something caught his eye.
Scratched confidently into the dusty brown distemper was a small drawing, Superman by Francis Boag, aged 7¾.
Even then he’d known he was a bit different. “I can’t ever remember not drawing or drawing not being a key part
of my life. At primary school you’re measured by your achievements, there are boys that can spit the furthest, or pee
the highest, or run the fastest and I was the one who drew.”
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In 2008, it is 53 years since that small, furtive cartoon
was produced but its spirit of childhood adventure and graphic
boldness have continued to work their charm and the small
boy that drew it has gone on to become one of Scotland’s
most distinctive contemporary artists. Francis Boag is a leading
figure among a band of painters often labelled the New Scottish
Colourists. In a career spanning 40 years, he has taught at schools
across Tayside, been head of art at Aberdeen Grammar School and
completed an MA at Gray’s School of Art. His vivid, expressionist
landscapes have entered public and corporate collections in
Scotland and in the last few years he has shown his work in New
York, Paris, Munich, Seattle, Michigan, Australia and Russia too.
On the eve of his 60th birthday he says with genuine modesty,
“I’ve always been lucky. It was just understood that drawing was my
thing, I realise now that I had a goal and never had to seek elsewhere.”
Francis grew up in the lee of Cox’s Stack, in the poor area
of Lochee or ‘Tip’, as it was known locally, short for Tipperary, a name
it acquired due to the large number of Irish immigrants there who
worked in the jute mills where Francis’ mother was a weaver. His
father was in the Merchant Navy during the war and worked in
various manual jobs before getting a job at ’the cash’, or the NCR,
making cash registers in one of Dundee’s post-war, light engineering
factories. What did they make of this desire to be an artist? “Mum
and dad were proud, I was going to be the first one to go to university
but they couldn’t quite understand it really. An art student was an
unusual thing to want to be, you know.” Francis acknowledges that
it was education that saved his generation, although getting into
art-school he admits was ‘by the skin of his teeth’.

“An art student was an
unusual thing to want to be...”

School cruise on SS Dunera, 1961, Francis wearing the yellow cap.
Tall gentleman at the back is Tam Dalyell who was the ship’s purser.
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Painters 1 v 0 Architects

“Today we’re ... the oldies
who run away ... and spend
our kids inheritance”
Dundee painters, Duncan of Jordanstone league champions, 1969
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Holed up in his bedroom, he’d prepared his portfolio; a watercolour of a coca-cola bottle,
a portrait of Mick Jagger in the style of Picasso’s Weeping Woman and a copy of Bob Dylan’s Freewheelin’
album. This was 1964, about the same time as Andy Warhol was redefining the cultural icon with his
screenprints of Campbell’s Soup cans and although American Pop Art was a world away, it was clear
that the wee laddie from Lochee was ‘paying attention to things’. Obviously something about his work
captured the emerging imagery of the new 1960s ‘zeitgeist’ and despite it not being technically great,
it won him a place at Duncan of Jordanstone College of Art and Design at barely 17.
Francis Boag experienced all the newfound freedom that goes with being a student, well almost.
“I got about £110 a year, but I was so young in the first year that I saved money from my grant because all my
mates were going to the pub but I looked about 14. I looked so young I had to go back home when they went
out.” If going to the pub had to wait, the freedom to explore himself and break with the rigidly defined
roles of post-war Britain didn’t. The 1960s was a revolutionary time for art schools, a period when
hierarchies were crumbling and new media were being explored. Francis enthuses, “Jordanstone was
really energetic, full of students from every corner of Scotland and every class and background. And everyone
was striving to outdo everyone else! I found the experience almost overwhelming and struggled to survive
my first year. But eventually I got my second wind and began to thrive.”
With expectations raised by their experiences in Art College, these students would go on to
transform art teaching, turning school art departments from stuffy places where you repeated patterns
endlessly, into energetic, buzzing centres at the heart of schools. “It was typical of the energy that the baby
boomers brought to their whole approach to life, and still do bring in fact. We still go on demanding that things
change to suit us. Today we’re parodied as the oldies who run away on exotic holidays and spend our kids
inheritance, but the 60s generation has a well-earned reputation for making things happen”.

Culzean Castle, 1970, with sculptor Doug Cocker

Before he ‘made it happen’ in schools, Francis had to make it happen at college and that meant
breaking with long running traditions. Soon Superman was joined by hipper heroes like Roy Lichtenstein
and Peter Blake, designer of the cover for the Beatles album Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band. Images
from the American abstract sculptor-painter Robert Rauschenberg became common currency and forays
into super-sized screen printing resulted. The students fed off each other, in areas that were, in many ways,
outwith the ken of their lecturers.
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Christmas greetings from Joe Maxwell, Head of Art Faculty, Dundee College of Education

“I enjoyed that idea of not
having to worry about the
		 paint”

Butlins waiters, Ayr, 1968
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At that time, Francis was studying under the Head
of Painting, the larger than life, Scottish-Italian painter Alberto
Morrocco and his deputy David McLure, both of whom looked
back to the great, pre-war French-based artists. For Morrocco,
Picasso was ‘God’ and for McLure it was Matisse. Not for them
the countercultural ‘combines’ of Rauschenberg, with their
fusion of disparate objects such as bed quilts and stuffed goats.
For Morrocco and McLure painting should show skill, superb
draughtsmanship and the sensuous application of paint.
Francis remembers “They had very little time for American Pop Art,
even abstract expressionist artists like Jackson Pollock, who were seen
as too much like the Damian Hirsts of today, doing things they didn’t
consider Art. They still thought of painting as being part of the
academic tradition, I mean the use of photographs as source material
was frowned upon and Morrocco made it plain he didn’t rate work
based on that. But he was fighting a losing battle, for the more
daring of the students the trend was definitely towards using and
reinterpreting commercial or ‘pop’ imagery.”
Everything about the traditional canvas was being
challenged by Francis’ generation: ideas of content, medium, the
painterly technique running to the edge, a frame that signalled
authority and prestige, it was all up for question. Francis
considered himself to be in the Anti-Painterly group. His take
on it was that if you painted to the edge you had to ‘paint well’,
like the Scottish Impressionist William McTaggart, where meaning
and value is derived from the strength of the brushwork and
where form is created by light and colour. Yet if you took a step
back he found you could be ironic, painting like a scene painter
in a flat, dead-pan, almost anti-painterly way. “That was quite new
at that time because up until then the quality of the paint always
had to come first, but you could be post-modern and work against
that. I enjoyed that idea of not having to worry about the paint,
I liked a very flat surface, no texture.”

It was whilst experimenting with this stripped back style, that Francis first encountered
the versatile and quick-drying acrylic paints that he prefers today. They may have been new
and of inferior quality then but they came in big, and more importantly, cheap tubes.
Although he couldn’t get a lot of the techniques such as impasto or glazing which you would
usually favour in painting, he abandoned oils in favour of this ultra-modern, budget medium.
The real power of the paints was revealed on a college visit to London. “My Damascus moment
was a trip I had at the end of third year. Like everyone else I went round the Tate and the National
and while we were waiting for the pubs to open we walked up Bond Street and Cork Street, just going
into various galleries. I went downstairs in one and there were these great, big paintings of California
with swimming pools and bright blue water. I was absolutely gobsmacked by them. I had no idea
who the artist was but when I got back to Dundee I got a great big canvas made up in my bedroom
and started painting. I had stumbled into David Hockney’s legendary exhibition in the Kasmin
gallery. Paintings like ‘The Bigger Splash’ were there. I didn’t realise at the time but this was a really
important show.” The rest of college was spent doing sub-Hockney variations.
One Hockney device that proved an instant hit, was the making of large square
paintings on an un-primed canvas. If you put masking tape round the edges, you got a square
within a square, letting the bare canvas form the frame. “That was great because framing was
always a pain and all the canvases had just this picture within a picture and it meant that you
didn’t have to be painterly. You were saying something about illusion and reality using different
styles within the same painting.” It was a technique Francis used for a college painting he still
remembers, an ironic take on the 18th century painting by Thomas Gainsborough, Mr and Mrs
Andrews. Swapping a naturalistic landscape for an artificial high-key, flat background, Francis
replaced the iconic Georgian society couple with soul singer Diana Ross and screen legend
Paul Newman. A comment on Hollywood racial stereotypes, he calls it a ‘beginners work’, yet
he’s still proud of the concept today. “What we all tried to do at college was produce something
that was a bit unusual which said ‘I’m more switched on than you are’. When its 1968 and you’re
19 years old at art school, that’s about as ‘cool’ as you are ever likely to get”.
Coolness wasn’t to last though, and when the time came to choose his specialisation,
Francis chose painting, which meant only one thing for a young anti-painter in 1960s Dundee
– becoming a teacher.

‘Mr and Mrs Gainsboro’, (top) and
‘Magritte’s Chair’, Degree Show, 1969

BRUSH for HIRE

For the next
						 20 years
Francis’ professional career

was dictated by the rhythm of school life.
Weekdays were punctuated by the call of the school bell: a nine o’clock start, 11am tea break, staff room
chat for 15 minutes, lunch until 2.15, classes in the afternoon, then home. It’s a routine he’s since found
difficult to break. At first, teaching left little time to concentrate on his own painting. “It’s pretty difficult,
you’re really struggling to learn your new job, learning to handle classes. It‘s only later on that you can go back
to your own work, by which time you’ve lost that hipness you once had and you’re an old fuddy duddy teacher”
he chuckles. In the interim, he kept up with developments in painting through the students and took
on an eclectic range of graphics projects as a jobbing artist.
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The famous Dundee publishing house DC Thompson gave him his first commission;
comic strips for teen magazines Jackie and Blue Jeans. Other cartoons followed, notably for
George Galloway’s Dundee Standard, the left wing alternative to The Courier and then also for the
Communist paper, The Morning Star. It was at that time that he started doing political drawings
for the miners’ strike. “It was Mick McGahey one day and DC Thomson the next, if either of them had
known! For Blue Jeans and Jackie I was doing a Norman Rockwell-esque type of whimsy. The images
were dictated by the editors, pictures of young girls falling in love and pinning up posters of David Essex,
daft stuff like that which didn’t work at all visually. But I really enjoyed the work for the Scottish miners.
Actually I wish I’d kept the cheques, McGahey paid a bit more that DC Thompson, but eventually I didn’t
take any money from the miners at all, I felt it was unfair, there was so much hardship.”
Time on the comics wasn’t wasted. Cartoons helped him fine tune drawing skills and
Francis maintains he learnt a lot about how lines move and how to achieve images with economy
and simplicity. You work with many different pens and sorts of paper, finding out which ones
move quickly, constantly varying the thickness of your line and the rhythm of your stroke.
Like everything, he threw himself into it, covering acres of paper with doodles, working to find
something distinctive.
Other distinguished jobs such as painting pub signs, guides to golf courses, a manual
on CPR and a cover (not used) for the illustrious history of Dundee FC followed. A memorable
commission, copying and colouring Victorian prints for a fishmonger, was paid in salmon! At that
time in the early 1980s, there weren’t any paintings to sell and there certainly wasn’t the art market
in Scotland to buy them. But this didn’t stop Francis from digging deep and painting hard.

School trip to Germany, 1974

“It was Mick McGahey one day
and DC Thomson the next...”
13
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‘Turning Japanese’, 1978-1998

“I would sit when I was bored and just draw
a couple of daffodils or irises.”
Lesson downtime provided valuable space and resources to begin experimenting with portraiture,
mainly of pupils and staff. Canvases from this period are stacked away at the back of his studio these days,
reminders of a former self and an emerging style. Based loosely on grainy Polaroids, these figurative images
focus on people placed against simple bright horizons and show little of the fascination with scenery that
his paintings do today. Nevertheless the chromatic counterpoint and intensity of the paint hint at the colour
ideas, which would become his trademark in later years.
At this time Francis still hadn’t caught the landscape bug, but that was about to change. “At school
there was this wee science technician who looked after the school garden and he used to leave a little jar with
two or three cut flowers on my desk, not a big bunch, just 2 or 3 and I would sit when I was bored and just draw
a couple of daffodils or irises.” Francis used these ‘nature doodles’ as ‘thank you’ cards following weekends
spent with family friends. After a few years, his friend Rajni had built up quite a collection and had them
framed in her new house. Seeing them en masse, displayed on her wall, Francis had an inkling – maybe
he could make ‘proper’ art to sell.

‘Irene & Amanda 3’, 1978-98

‘Teen dream’, St Johns High School, Dundee, 1980
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Over the next few years this notion took
hold. Teaching pupils on an outdoor sketching
week during the summer term helped to extend his
landscape vocabulary. Then, when a talented but
laid-back class were slow to produce work, he set
them a challenge that led to an exciting discovery.
Both he and the class were to compete to see how
much art they could produce in a month. Francis,
who was teaching through the day, painted at home
at weekends, the pupils during their class time.
By the light of a small window in his utility room,
propped up between the washing machine and
the sink, he began to re-work the images from his
sketch book. Absorbed in the meditative process
of painting, he didn’t realise what an impact the
confines of this makeshift studio were having on
his work. What follows should be a trademark secret
but he’s one of the open kind of artists. “I was sitting
right right beside the sink, instead of having a tub of
water to clean your brush, I just turned round and
washed it under the tap, with the result that the brush
was always very clean and the colours really bright. If
you’re sitting with a tub of water you never change it as
often as you should, so the vibrant, clear, colour people
know me for today, was due to an accident really.”
Watercolour painted at St Columbas High School, Perth, 1987
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‘Aileen and the Geese’ 1982-1998

‘Louise, age 21’ 1987

‘George twice, Jim & Mrs Gauguin’, North Sands, St Andrews’, 1979 - 98
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‘John Travolta’, 1981.

‘Aileen and the Airmail’, 1979.

‘King Kenny’, 1983
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That happy accident came in the early
1990s and the work he produced in that month
went on to sell in a mixed Summer exhibition;
a career as a selling artist was now a distinctly
real prospect.
Over the next few years, work that had
previously seemed disposable to him became
collectable and in 1993 the sale of a large scale
painting meant he had turned a corner, suddenly
Francis Boag ‘had a price’. This put a different
perspective on things. “It was a seminal moment
because I realised that I couldn’t give work away or not
sell them anymore because the person who bought
those paintings paid good money.” From now on,
he would have to think carefully about his choice
of materials and his price range and he keep up a
steady stream of work. Fortunately he knew what
he was looking for. Touring former agricultural
hamlets in the Aberdeenshire countryside such as
Cookney, Cammachmore and Newtonhill, he sought
out those picturesque groups of cottages that are
so much part of his iconography today. As he filled
his sketchbook in preparation for scores of canvases,
it was clear that Francis Boag was now working to
the demands of the commercial art market.
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‘Seven’, 1984.

FRANCIS BOAG ‘Artist’

In the decade
						 since

becoming a full-time professional artist, Francis

has become known for his unique vision of North East Scotland: coastal bays
peppered with sailing boats, the silhouette of trees on a high horizon, the
chequered rhythm of man-made fields turning with the seasons. But success
didn’t come overnight. This weathered artist has been over 40 years in the
making and pinned to a noticeboard in his studio is a plastic badge that’s
testament to all the effort that’s gone into sticking it out. It was given to him
at a conference in 2001, the year he took the bold decision to quit teaching
and turn to art full-time. Underneath the Scottish Arts Council logo, it says
simply ‘Francis Boag – Artist’. A public affirmation? Something to live up to?
Most probably just a wee prompt to get him to the easel on time.
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“You’ve got to try and find ways
of fooling yourself...”
Despite the pressure of making a living from something as elusive
as creativity and the temptation to turn the same tricks that does seduce
some commercial artists, the journey of self-discovery begun at Duncan of
Jordanstone still continues today, although it’s a process that gets tougher
with time. “When you’re beginning you’ve got more freedom, when you’ve done
as many paintings as I have, or anyone in my position has and you put down
a red for example you almost know the colour which is going to go best next,
so, you’ve got to try and find ways of fooling yourself and making a different,
new discovery”. But how does he go about this process of self-deception?
How do Boag canvases remain fresh? A visit to his studio on the outskirts
of Stonehaven in Kincardineshire begins to reveal the answers.
Francis paints to the hum of talking books or radio football
commentaries, he finds it distracts one part of the mind. If his conscious
is focusing on one thing, his sub-conscious is left to its own inventive
devices and the pieces flow from him spontaneously. “There’s always a
conflict you see – your brain will naturally try and close everything off all the time,
it’s wanting to get finished as quickly as possible, so you’ve got to try and cheat it,
to invite yourself to be distracted. Sometimes you’ll have to deliberately put the
wrong thing on too, make it much darker for instance, before trying to get it much
lighter or paint over it completely in white.”
Never having a pre-conceived notion of what a painting will turn out like,
Francis prefers to let this unconscious conversation work its magic and let the
mark making come intuitively. Layer by layer, he tries to unearth something
buried and precious within a subject. His goal is to liberate a feeling of
pleasure within the viewer, unlocking a dim and distant memory, maybe
evoking the pleasure of a lost day in childhood.
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His paintings are not about copying a scene, but rather creating a representation
of it, a representation which has to be on the one hand a recognisable place or space but
also a world where the imagination is unleashed. Within every composition is a balance of
references the viewer can hold on to and other avenues they can explore with their mind’s
eye; a careful weave of both the intellectual and the emotional. He describes the intellectual
elements of his painting as the instantly graspable components of an image, for instance the
outline of a clump of beech trees visible from his studio window on the Ury Estate, or the
unmistakeable silhouette of Dunnotar Castle nestling against the North Sea. Immediately
comforting, these landmarks give the viewer a sense of scale and perspective, engage the
brain and allow them to understand the composition. But where his paintings really take
off is not in the realm of comprehension but where they engage with feelings, through
their emotional triggers; for Francis that is foremostly in their exploration of colour.
There’s an important feature of colour that Francis stumbled across quite early on,
when he bought an Australian brand of acrylic paints for his pupils. He remembers opening
the first box to find that instead of traditional names such as Crimson Red and Vermillion,
each box contained black and white and six colours called simply cool red, warm red, cool
yellow, warm yellow, cool blue, warm blue. It immediately got him thinking about colour
in terms of temperature, a concept that is now central to his work. “Getting the temperature
right means you can almost do anything you like with the colour”. He elaborates, “Each colour
will range from the very cool end of the spectrum to the very warm end and it’s working within
that which is the key. A lot of people don‘t put green next to red but I do that quite often but it’s
a cool red next to a cool green and I’m always conscious of that in the way I lay my palette out.”
Francis doesn’t mix colour on the palette like many artists do, he applies it more
thinly like watercolour, in stages. The density and complexion of a hue is built up coat by
coat, like elemental washes of organic sediment. When the varnish is added a translucent
quality shines through.

“Getting the temperature right means you can
almost do anything you like with the colour”.
‘Ury House’
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One artist who has had a large impact on
Francis’ ideas on colour is the Russian Symbolist Wassily
Kandinsky. Kandinsky wrote that ‘yellow compares to
the shrill sound of a trumpet and blue the mellow sound
of a cello’. The implication that there is a spiritual value
attributable to a colour confirmed what Francis had
felt for years. He says “I’ve always maintained if you
asked anyone to pick out the colour ‘yellow’ on a piano
they would almost certainly go the top of the register and
whereas for ‘deep blue’ they would normally go the bass
notes.” Attributing this kind of scale to his palette, a
whole new system of harmony and rhythm emerges
within the canvas. Francis’ low notes of Prussian Blue
sustain the melody of a signature plum which is in turn
decorated with a harmony of vivid pink; in relation to
one another his colour choices form a complex round
of question and answer. The overall effect is that each
canvas transcends a time and a place, leaving the ear
and eye the space to imagine, whilst the mind and
emotions are free to dance.
But it’s not just the choice of colour and the
application of the paint that releases this polyphonic
experience, music finds another route into his work
too in the form of collage. This is not surprising when
you find out that Francis is married to Teresa, a music
teacher, and that his studio is at the centre of the house,
where the buzz of family life permeates its walls. Music
is all around him, on paper and in the air, repeated lines
of piano practice often drifting into his creative space.
Given this influence it seems natural that old music
scores are torn up and applied to his canvases forming
a kind of musical base layer, as if the painting has
a melodic geology underpinning its surface.
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The possibilities of how far you could take collage and
develop the surface of a composition didn’t get fully explored
until Francis took the unprecedented step of asking for an unpaid
sabbatical year from his post as Principal teacher in order to
undertake the MA course at Grays School of Art in Aberdeen.
Obviously at ease using bold colour, he was encouraged to push
himself in a new direction which, as he says, was frustrating for
someone who’d spent 20 years teaching and was dying to paint
what he wanted. “They picked on the fact that since I was happy with
colour as a form of expression, that I should try and do work that didn’t
have any colour in it. I don’t like to fail at things, so I decided that if
I introduced texture into the work, this probably offered a substitute.”
Using polyfilla paste, bits of canvas and spray-on stone effects,
he bleached his palette and experimented with the language of
mixed media. Three canvases from this period hang in his living
room today, 4ft by 2ft essays in flashgun painting. Painted on
return from a holiday in California they show the white heat
of the desert sun burning into the Mojave landscape, scraps
of landmarks just visible in the glaring brightness.

MA Degree Show, Grays School of Art, 1999
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‘Surfs Up’, California 1999

But light pastel tones and sun-bleached pigments are not the
natural language of an artist living on the East Coast of Scotland, where
North Sea skies blanket the landscape with saturated violet and peach,
where patchwork fields are carved by the cadmium yellow of oilseed
rape. Those artists who live and work here know that colour is full-bodied
and, on leaving Gray’s, Francis returned to the vibrant palette his clients
knew him for. However, excited by the possibilities of collage, he took
a gamble. “Colour is what people expect of the work, so I went back to it but
I thought I’d have a try at keeping the texture in. I thought folk would have
been resistant to it, that it would have ruined the illusion of the landscape
scene but funnily enough that didn’t happen. I found you could be quite
outrageous and I took it further than I dared do before.”

“Colour is what people expect ...”

‘Forter Castle, Glen Isla’
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As he practised the sounds and words
of this new medium, its meaning fell into place.
Brittle bits of paper ripped into unconscious shapes
suggested a march fence or summer haystack, old
recipes for egg mornay formed the foundation
stones of cottages, stopping gallery visitors in
their tracks. The patterned surface still brings
unexpected results as Francis explains, “MDF has
a lot of good qualities but it doesn’t take paint very
well, so if you stick on a variety of paper, when you
put a big brushstroke of red liquid ink or watercolour,
it adheres to the different surfaces in different ways.
One brushstroke has four different effects. That’s
what I was looking for – I had no more control than
manipulating the medium.”

“... do it with your eyes shut
as quickly as you can and
hope for the best.”
So, after 40 years of developing confidence with colour and a language that
could so easily trip off the tongue, it is back to perhaps the fundamental way this artist
keeps it original, it’s all about ‘manipulating the medium’ and having the assuredness to
relinquish control. Pointing to one of the dozen or so canvases he’s currently working
on, a hillscape, he explains how the best bits paint themselves. “That was going to be to
be a still life but it wasn’t until I painted the skyline that suddenly ‘red’ becomes a mountain,
red with nothing done to it. I had an image in my mind based on a smaller one I’d done,
and I thought that flowers were going to be there” he says, gesturing to the middle of the
square, “I hadn’t fully resolved it but then, all of a sudden, it tells you it wants to be something
else, you use a bigger brush and do it with your eyes shut as quickly as you can and hope for
the best. I’ve got an article that I read a while ago that says it’s the accidental bits that are
the key bits, not the bits you’re in charge of. It’s what happens when you’re not fully in charge
or not apparently paying attention that make the painting special.” This is the same article
that suggested painting with both hands at the same time. Could we be seeing this
in the future? “How do you know I haven’t done it already?”
Francis Boag in conversation with Arlene Searle, Summer 2008.

‘Winter Trees’

‘Big Green Barns, Bervie’
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FRASER GALLERY
S T. A N D R E W S

Previous page: ‘Long San Polo’ 60 x 150cm
Left: ‘Duart Castle’ 90 x 90cm

‘Durris Greens’ 15 x 15cm
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‘Devenick Orange’ 15 x 15cm
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‘Catterline’ 90 x 90cm

‘San Croce’ 60 x 120cm

42

‘Cowton Squall’ 20 x 20cm
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‘Cammach Cottages’ 15 x 15cm
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‘Edinburgh Castle, July Evening’ 90 x 90cm
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‘Bolly for two’ 80 x 80cm

46

‘Tea & oranges (that come all the way
from China)’ 40 x 40cm

‘Cookney Church’ 15 x 15cm

48

‘Positano Blooms’ 60 x 60cm

‘Riverbank trees’ 100 x 100cm

‘Sangria and sunflowers’ 50 x 50cm
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‘Moonlight Sails’ 30 x 30 cm
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‘Lily pond, Ury’ 80 x 80cm

‘Dark Angus Hills 1’ 15 x 15cm

‘Cookney Church’ 15 x 15cm
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‘Ury Beech’ 50 x 50cm
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‘Green Barn, Lintrathen’ 15 x 15cm
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‘Anniversary table’ 100 x 100cm

‘Flowers and Fruit’ 30 x 30cm
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‘Gloaming Windyedge’ 20 x 25cm

‘Afternoon Sunlight, Glen Isla’ 30 x 30cm

60

‘Deeside Reds’ 50 x 50cm

61

‘Glithno Sunshine’ 60 x 60cm

‘Dorsoduro Vista 2’ 20 x 75cm

63

‘Poppies and charentais melon’ 50 x 50cm

64

‘Flowers and Quail Eggs’ 30 x 30cm

65

‘Dorsoduro Vista 1’ 20 x 75cm

66

‘Pueblo Blanco Sierra 1’ 28 x 40cm

67

‘Pueblo Blanco Sierra 2’ 28 x 40cm

68

‘Rain in Spain (Grazalema)’ 60 x 60cm

69

‘Olive Trees, Istan’ 40 x 40cm

70

‘La Blanchie Table’ 30 x 30cm

‘Self portrait’, 1976

Graphic design by Chic Harper

www.chicharper.com
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