Ab Ex/Ab Text

Her recent work refers more specifically to the work of female revolutionaries and the speculative
practices of female artists and theorists who have championed the individual nature of being, rejecting
simplistic, mainstream political idealism, and seeing the foundational need for the revolution within the
self and without to happen simultaneously, as the crux of truly politically empowered thinking.

Using dialectical pairings that oppose the formal with the female is not a straightforward feminist act, but
one that acknowledges something ‘upside down’ about forms of speculation that lack the complexity of a
more holistic societal deconstruction/dissection. This relates to the work of the late theorist, Marina
Vishmidt, as well as other speculative economists and social theorists.

The aim is to contribute something abstract to thinking society. The formal meeting the female. How do
people come into this world and how do they begin to model it in their image? Ways of working and being,
in the home, as an artist, perhaps begin to destabilise the oedipal contrivance of the fixed, whole self, in a
way that is not as frightening as repressing that reality, in ways that are all too familiar.

Within the dissections of painting and photography of the female body, the idea of the world modelled in
Cameron’s own image is both made up of fairly simple juxtapositions, as well as personal material.
Cameron’s own body appears in the work with materials she has found alongside the studio practice.
Findings, materials and anecdotes often appear too spurious or bizarre to be true.

Autobiographical post-masquerade response text
A short dissection of readings of my work made by two theorists

I don’t think | perform imposture or masquerade. | neither make paintings to deceive others about my
identity, nor to mask up superficially, although at times | do perform. When | perform, | think about other
larping people and performance artists who make meaningful intuitive responses to the world | find
myself experiencing now. But | tend to perform on the spur of the moment. | perform for myself as a way
of thinking. | perform when | skin a roadkill deer for dinner, or strut about a gallery with my child, or when |
care for him in public or take any other element of my private domestic space out into the world. Yes, it’s

girl pop!

The persistent, smouldering suspicion that the autobiography must be wrong or fictive, is something |
encounter, | suppose because the things | pick out of my life to show you are not conventional. But |
select them not for that reason really; they are there because they formulate another present — one where
life oozes and seeps between the structures of the now, that might be the fallen scaffold of another
warzone in years to come.

What matters to me is that life is life; that crows really did enter from my dead father’s attic and shit all
over my work; that | decided to show these unclean ornithological residues alongside the photo of my
wanking hand, with its canula bruising. ‘Life is life’ a student told me and that is true. Semen is true as
well, and it is straitening, especially for women. The upside-down heads | have made here, make me
reminisce about the past | am part of, where young women receive hard expressions, high hair and
foreboding vapours, before plummeting into a world of female sacrifice. I’'m not finished on this, and it
fascinates me, though it’s not my life. | live in the zest and zeal and never consider a minute of one thing
as giving up another. Though also wonder if that’s true. But it’s a choice to decide that | made my
choices, which is a rare state of mind and nothing to do with a labour of love, or a zone of the idyll. It’s
everything to do with being part of something socially motivated. Channelling discontent.

| am cutting more and more work in half. Sublimation; | don’t really understand that either, only the
sublimity of a life that happens elsewhere, is now unfolded here, neatly laid out. The process of cutting
fascinates me. Cutting painting, but not (like Fontana) cutting it to see the formal depth extend beyond
the surface; instead cutting it to see where the edge of it lies. And to see the particular way that a painted
surface curves away from its taut plane.



