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'Defend the collective imagination,' was the message sprayed across brick walls in Paris in 1968… the enemy easily identifiable.  Who can we trust today?  In the here & now, 'they' click and whirr and slide, the paradoxical effervescence of robotic primitivism that is the mass media.  They have hung, drawn and quartered the pissaladiere and roguish ideas of the avant-garde since it's inception.  Where are we? In the pursuit of product and beauty, we fight with limp wrists and dull minds (who will wake us or even shake us, except ourselves?).  Who decided it would be cool to live in a room full of mirrors?  Can our emotional and intellectual reasoning be intensified by a physical and more subjective experience of art?  Or are we jaded to the point of historical overload?  Scared of involvement lest we make a mistake.  Can the collective imagination be resurrected, challenged and defended once again?  Who will build our new Tower of Babel?

Mike Dawson, a multi-disciplinary artist from Manchester presents ‘AT THE END OF THE DAY…’ a site considered installation for The Cornerhouse Manchester to coincide with ‘artranspennine’03’.  Dawson exists artistically as a maker, exhibitor, writer, curator, visual arts editor and critic (a little multifarious for his own good).  The concerns of his practice are with the established art world and the mass media.  He states that his "preferred mode of practice involves the utilisation of alter egos, generally as an artist-cum-director or artist-cum-actor."  Through the dramatis personae of his alter egos The Gallery Guard (an ardent Modernist), Robin Nature-Bold (a true 'Post-Modern' brainchild and phenomena who has jumped off the YBA gravy train ten years too late) and, The Someone (an elusive curatorial collective, based in Norway), he has utilised The Cornerhouse as a theatre of collocation.  Dawson says that these alter egos "are like characters in Contemporary portraits with the idiosyncrasies of each character revealed and laid bare."

Barthes claimed that, "through art, we can be intensely moved by something that does not exist, never existed, and never could exist."  Unfortunately that euphoria has become quite rare and a visit to the colour therapist to be treated for depression seems to have become the norm.  Dawson takes this non-existence and entwines it in the human weave of his own sensibility as a conceptually orientated artist: a return to aura, a melding of selves, a triumvirate of alter egos hell bent on honesty.

"And Samson took hold of the two middle pillars upon which the house stood, and on which it was borne up, of the one with his right hand, and of the other with his left.  And he bowed himself with all his might; and the house fell upon the lords, and upon all the people that were therein." (Judges 13-16)

As the art goer skips towards the entrance of The Cornerhouse, Dawson proffers an immediate confrontation in the shape of two brick wallpaper patterned sheathed columns to the site.  Then on the two respective columns are two text sound bites in vinyl lettering - ‘WAKE ME’ and ‘SHAKE ME’.  A virtual boundary is established, not by any physical object blocking the path, but by the observation of choice.  We have a post-modern simulacrum of the grand entrance to the new 'Tower of Babel.'  We know the passwords, we speak one language and we're ready to make a name for ourselves.  Can it be this easy?  Are we being offered the chance to reinvent ourselves collectively (like Vernor Vinge’s Post-human domain) or repent for our sins individually?

Clayton Normanski in his article on the post-modern loop said, "If the meaning of language is constantly in flux, as it should be, then the extraction of signification should be mercuric.  Nothing is concrete, everything is concrete."  On the ground floor there is a display of photographic vinyl banners illustrating the application of text/brick wallpaper on the columns outside by the various alter egos.  Through the banners we are presented with the documentation of implication, a sanitised display of authenticity and a comment on the mass media imposed distance between sensory reality and chimerical observation.  Derrida stated that there is no final authority for deciding the meaning of text, just as there is no final meaning attached to a sign.  With this idea in mind we can see that as The Someone, Robin Nature-Bold, The Gallery Guard and their puppet-master-cum-ventriloquists, Mike Dawson builds this hypermetropic system for the new creative guild.  We can, by the employment of individual thought and gut reaction, circumnavigate the control imposed by the art establishment and the mass media.  With an alter ego, one is never up shit creek without a paddle.
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