MANIFESTO

#ANewActOfRebellion
‘I can accept anything, except what seems to be the easiest for most people:
the halfway, the almost, the just-about, the in-between’
- Dominique Francon to Howard Roark in Ayn Rand’s Fountainhead

I am amassing an army.
A rebel army, defiantly marching into their future with reckless abandon.
This collection is a call to arms. It is battle dress. It is about a way of being. A way of living. It is a love letter to
unsanitised liberation.
Sometimes I feel a rising, uncontrollable panic – I am clutching onto what is real, but it feels as if it is slipping
through my fingers.
I look around me and see the world being cleaned up, dumbed down, sanitised, made safe - all the while
getting shallower and shallower until all that is left is a thin veneer. Information, both analogue and digital, is
posted and reposted, regurgitated again and again until it is but a faint echo of its own truth. There is so much
noise, yet no meaning.
This is a fight against mediocrity, a rage against the mundane.
My warriors are gloriously feral. They have signed a pact against normality.
My last collection, Somebody’s Sins, was designed during a period in my life when I was fighting to break free.
It is about power and control.
This New Act of Rebellion is exactly that. An uncompromising celebration of what it means to be wild.
Ask yourself this question – what does it take to make you completely lose your shit?
With these pieces I am trying to capture that moment when it is just you, your body, your undiluted feeling.
That split second of pure abandon when you could explode with sensation.
Perhaps it’s in a mosh pit, dripping in yours and others sweat, eardrums bombarded, floating in the density
of a pummelling crowd. Perhaps it’s in bed, or otherwise, with a lover. Perhaps it is with your foot on the
accelerator and an empty road ahead of you. Whenever it hits, it is euphoric. It is the vital essence of being
alive.
A moment of purity is an act of rebellion.
To truly feel is heroic.
Lets start kicking against the pricks.

NB. In the crucial stages of developing this body of work I lost a beautiful friend.
He embodied the spirit of this work, and the essence of what I am trying to say. I dedicate to this collection to
Maitland Woodall-Mason, one of the freest spirits I have ever had the honour of knowing.

