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Attention is a prelude for action. It’s scarce, both as currency and commodity.
We consume at a pace as frenetic as that at which we forget, like that thought
you started and then failed to write down. It comes out like a chant instead:

The more | make, the more | have, the better | am, the more | am...

R.D. Laing’s words rattle on repeat, casting a mantra across each disrupted
panel, the woman-made and machine-made colliding to the point where each
forfeits their origin story. Overlaid, disjointed, and distracted. Dennison takes
the “blank canvas” and turns it into “blank screen”, the digital footprint and e-
comm grid offering structure and order. In a world where everything unfurls
without consequences, constraint can be comforting. Under the weight of a
steel-toed boot, the one you haven’t purchased yet, you can click away
infinitely, but there’s only so many options. Touchscreens rendered computer
mouses mostly obsolete, though the target of our longing remains un-evolved,
still evading any tactile grip.

In this realm of binds, vibrant, saturated chroma and sweeping gestural strokes
proclaim the paintings into being. Squeegee strokes erase and pool paint, while
other surfaces emerge as an aftermath: the damning evidence that a painting
happened somewhere, elsewhere. The silhouettes of models emerge,
repeated, rendered in a blue not quite Yves-Klein. There has been no body
contact here. The sensuality isn’t what is touched, it’s the frantic chase, the
next big buy.

Flowers, the emblem of natural beauty, are a perineal symbol—within
Dennison’s works and within history of humans, timeless tokens of admiration,
a codified language of fondness and yearning. Some theorize the attraction to
flowers sparked long ago with our ancestors, the blooms offering a prediction
of which plant would turn into food during the season to follow. Desire and
consumption form a series of endless knots all their own.

Dennison’s petals of choice belong to Jacob’s Ladder flowers, named for a
Biblical verse:

And he dreamed,

And behold, a

ladder set up

on the Earth

and its top reached
heaven

and behold, messengers
of God ascending and
descending on it.

Ascend and descend, up and down, down and up. The infinite scroll. The
blossoms vibrate sensually in pinks and purples, occasionally a tinge of earthy
brown, a little groundedness, scattered with cutouts like peepholes. If we look
through them, we end up looking at ourselves. Behold: squinting with one eye
shut, another knot by Laing comes to mind:

I never get what | want
I never want what I get

| get what | deserve

- Sabrina Tamar
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