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EXHIBITION Scribing the Soul where _
‘What are you? You reading this? A mere 1.4kg or so of folded, grey stodge, isolated in a box Transistion Galle:ry, Unit
of bone? Yet you think, therefore you are..As artist Susan Aldworth told me, “you can look ﬁrmtﬂc:&:
inta my brain but you will never find me." Mevertheless, she's had a bash tadkling the 07941 208586

ageless, philosophical brain/mind guestion. A mind s memaries and dreams, and here, old

family photos and dancing girls meet magnetic resonance brain scans on vides. Ina painting, when

a brain tumouwr shines like a nebaula in space. Bright abstract colowr washes over sketches of 12 - &pm
bone and newrons (made as she actually witnessed brain operations in the Royal London), how much
suggesting the soul itself. Rather than raise obtuse conceptual guestions as artists do, Fres
Susan addresses the profoundest issue of all- finding the self. Her images are intriguwing, and
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