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sticky

A blog about
illustration,
cancer, etc.
I’m a graphic designer in Australia.
This is for all the personal work
that would scare my clients. I’m in
remission for bladder cancer, so some
of it ain’t cheery, and there’s a fair
amount of nudity along the way. So
maybe don’t read it on the train.
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“aversion”
tinned meat #1 / posted on April 12, 2012
“Hi all,
As well as to draw more, my
other resolution is to actually
show the drawings to people.
Hence some home made junk
mail about taking risks.
Let me know what you think,
or not. Some may not be safe
for work.
Reply with UNSUBSCRIBE in
the subject line!”
I sent this out by email
to a few friends in early
January to start the ball
rolling. This is to push
it a bit further, and
have somewhere to put
the more interesting
illustrations…
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2012 resolutions
posted on April 16, 2012

After having our annus
horribilis in 2011, this was
my line in the sand. I got
a job, the tattoo is coming
and I passed my first test
on (the lucky for me)
Friday the 13th.
The addendum was to
remind me to only spend
time on my own original
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work, my two girls leaving
me very little time for
it! In this forum, the
addendum should have
an addendum about not
linking to other sites…

“pinto must die”
ground zero
It was always a bit of a
conversation stopper – I
got cancer. I was also lucky,
my bladder cancer was
low grade and they found
it early, but it was caused
by smoking. I was never
a heavy smoker, and had
given up 5 years earlier to
have kids… apart from the
occasional drunken lapse.
That was still enough.
At that stage my wife was
8 months pregnant.
I always wondered how
smoking caused bladder
cancer. The toxic chemicals
from the cigarettes bubble
away in the piss in your
bladder and start the cells
of the lining mutating. Nice.
No matter how enjoyable
that cigarette is, I guarantee
it doesn’t balance out
sitting in a doctor’s waiting
room wondering if you’re
going to die. And how to
tell your children.
One of my first reactions
was this personal antismoking poster for my cuz,
and good mate, who had
also given up but whose
taste in relapses was pinto
cigars, evil and unfiltered.
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“piss easy”
posted on April 27, 2012
I drew this Freudian case
study while recovering
from my “cystoscopy,” a
fancy word for having
a camera with a robot
scraper arm threaded
through the eye of
your needle.
I’m sure I’m supposed
to flag this as mature or
something.
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“two card drawing”
posted on April 28, 2012

Was a hell of a week.
On the Monday I got my
pathology results back,
as good as cancer can be,
low grade and not growing
into the surrounding
tissue. I was at work
before my appointment
and it was like sitting
in a bubble of reality,
like looking through a
membrane at everything

completely meaningless
and insubstantial.
Tuesday morning I had a car
accident, turning in my seat
at the last moment to see a
car slam into my 3 year old
daughter’s door. It was my
fault. We were all right, but
the car was fucked.
Wednesday morning my
wife went into labour

3 weeks early. We had
a second beautiful
baby daughter with no
complications.
So this drawing was about
3 things that could have
gone really badly, all going
as well as possible. Not
that successful a drawing
in the end, with my first
attempt at applying texture
to the flat colour.

7

“balance #13”
posted on April 29, 2012
This is when the wheels
really fell off…
Halfway through my six
weeks of chemotherapy,
my wife’s grandfather died.
Two days later I got sacked
from my job. They gave me
four weeks notice out of a
feeling of guilt. No shit.
We later laughed that if
it was the plot of a movie
or novel, this was the
point you’d say it became
unrealistic – “all that
wouldn’t happen to
one person!”
Yes, I did accidentally
draw two right hands on
the rug puller…
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“ad infinitum / ad nauseum”
tinned meat #2 / posted on May 19, 2012
“Hi again,
A drawing that started
mulling around when job
applications were feeling
futile, but got finished when
things were looking good
(actually after I got a job in
the end.) Hence you can turn
the sad picture upside down
to make it all uplifting and
stuff – aww.
For all of you missing the
frontal nature of some of my
past efforts, I’ve packed in as
much Freudian symbolism
as I can. Done using my new
favourite tool, ludicrously
expensive Japanese markers.
But like the chicken and the
egg, the conundrum is which
end of a double ended marker
do you put in your pocket?
I’ve added a few more people
to my spam list since last
time. If you’re not into it,
email me and I’ll cross you
off the list. If you are into it,
let me know, or better yet
forward it on to someone else
who will too!”
Sent via email 05/03/12. I
was trying out a reduced
palette, but the leaves just
remind me of banana peel!
Freudian bonus point.
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“balance #14”
tinned meat #3 / posted on May 27, 2012
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“Hi again,
a picture about working
bloody hard to stay in one
spot and not go backwards…
Not long after starting my
new job the other designer
left, and the next week my
boss’ wife had a baby. So 5
weeks in, I was sitting in the
office by myself with the keys
to the kingdom.
Nice to know I could swim
and not sink. It seems to
be the year of “career”
movement for everyone:
getting hired, sacked,
rehired, promoted, quitting,
investigating people to get
them sacked, or just going on
a national tour.

personal email at work…
so I started a blog to post
everything on, and just
harass you all with a link
instead of evidence for
termination of employment!
Click on the link for bonus
content!”
Sent via email 27/05/12
Bonus working files –
woo! Now with added
inflatable modesty, and
50% less angst. Inked
using my birthday present,
a literally cool LED light
table. Now I just have to
get that A3 scanner and
I’m set.

pen rough

This edition is a little
spammier than normal.
The next picture was meant
to be a change of topic,
a well endowed tigerwarrior-pimp-chick, but I
realised the person who’d
like it most (hey Carmine!) I
could’t send it to because of
his work email.
Then I also figured people
might be checking their

pencils
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style guide
posted on June 19, 2012
Design memes to avoid, or
at least try! Unfortunately
we have clients using all
of them…
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“much to-do about nothing”
posted on June 27, 2012
As a drawing about
not being able to get
things done, it was an
exercise in persevering
through tiredness and
a cramped hand.
I keep promising more
feminine nudity but end
up like a flasher opening
my raincoat…
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“inversion”
posted on July 13, 2012

Funnily enough, after
the last two posts, one
refuting them. Sort of.
It started back in my
angsty early twenties
with some drawings to
show the “drudgery” of
life, a slump backed figure
trudging on a treadmill, or
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along a featureless maze
of flat paths. Pointless.
Repetitive. Like life was
so hard as a twentysomething artist on the
dole smoking weed.
It crystalised with some
other ideas about the
mainstream, into an image

of leaving a massive,
relentless highway going to
an empty “normal,” to follow
a meandering path to a
distant mountain of obscure
and difficult nirvana.

“untitled #38” 21/8/92

cutting off
your nose...
I know there are plenty of
gen x people who’ve gone
on to great achievements,
but there were more of us
slackers. Lots of creative
people on the dole, living

in share houses, not many
fulfilling jobs around. I’m
super jealous of the boom
time optimism and drive
of gen y graduates – no
design jobs, start your own
agency! Being the masters
of their own destiny
instead of bemoaning the
could’ve been scenarios.

In those low tech
days, we also had a
monolithic mainstream
“youth” culture and the
“independent” scene.
The received wisdom was
that it was more credible
to be an obscure indie
artist/band/musician that
to be successful. The
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kiss of death would have
been your music being
in a movie, or horror of
horrors, an ad! Success =
sellout. More like a cop out
justifying self indulgence.
Or just not trying.
In my brief time at uni
(back to that later,) I was
just starting to find myself
in that indie scene, long
haired and ragged. Then
grunge took off, jumped
the shark to be popular.
I could have stayed
exactly as I was, been
cool doing and wearing
what I actually liked, but I
changed and cut my hair,
to not be “mainstream.”
That style guide was just
for fun (mostly,) but the
truth is that the opposite
of a negative is still a
negative. Having a set of
things to avoid, is just as
limiting as trying to be just
like something.
I had an idea for a
drawing a week or so
back, of me at my desk
drawing, with the grim
reaper floating above
holding his scythe
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(just in case the idea wasn’t obvious enough, helpful Labels!)

under my chin, entitled
“carpe diem.” Not quite
as depressing as it
sounds, but about the
impossibility of sustaining
that kind of “live every
day to its fullest” drive
that you get from a brush
with terminal illness. I got
a big burst of it when my

mum had her first battle
with cancer.
But in the end, it’s still
a negative motivation,
a whip with no carrot.
You need a positive goal,
a positive inspiration, a
positive idea for a logo, to
get anywhere.

...to spite
your face

I needed to be told to
transfer to graphic design
and focus on illustration.

skip to the
punchline

Starting to sound too
whingey? To come back
around to this idea, that I
could have got, if not to my
current destination, at least
to my current direction,
if I had pulled my head in
and listened to some good
advice. I can try to justify it
that I was never given that
good advice. Rather than
being told after six months
of visual arts that I had
an attitude problem and
a borderline assessment,

But I was the one who
proved them right by
quitting! It only took me ten
years to realise it… I don’t
regret my journey (or all
those illicit weekdays sitting
in the sun, drinking coffee
and reading a book while
everyone else worked,) but
I regret spending so much
time reinventing the wheel.
And damn sure I’d swap a
few of those carefree days
for some financial security
for my two little girls.

No this still isn’t a seminaked warrior woman! Just
to reaffirm to myself the
positive things I need to do
now: draw stuff; show it to
people; connect with my
creative peers; and make
something of my talents.
There endeth the sermon.
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stop, scanner time!
posted on July 22, 2012
Just to celebrate my
new toy – a honkin’ big
Brother A3 multifunction
centre! After lusting after
expensive A3 scanners
(with doubtful Mac
support) for a while, I
discovered that there are
way cheaper options. It
can also fax, copy, blah
blah blah and is the size of
a small satellite, but dirt
cheap second hand.

This golden oldie from
1999 is one of my
favourite pieces, probably
at the height of my pencil
skills (in the last of the
sequential sketchbooks I’d
been filling since my mid
teens) before I detoured
into bigger, mostly painted
pieces for a few years.

“reunion of old friends”
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Only a “small” amount of
male nudity, and some
bonus cheesecake. It could
have been worse, there
was a lot of grim cock in
sketchbook #26!

hindsight

posted on July 25, 2012

Planning isn’t sexy. As
a control freak loverof-lists, sometimes you
take your own powers of
organisation for granted.
Wing it.
A list in your head is just
another thing you’ve
forgotten.
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“Trixen Noir 2”
tinned meat #4 / posted on November 30, 2012
Finally!
There was a gap of a
month or two in the
middle, and some of the
planned embellishments
got abandoned along the
way… it was a first project
using my light table/box,
but the Copic marker
rendering and then the
Photoshop rendering went
by the wayside.
But then again, the original
more tribal-colonial version
of this started back in
2008! And my first doodle
for this blaxploitation
revision was in 2010…
Trixen started as a parody
of all those late 90′s bad
girl comics, and ended up
more of a homage – oops.
Finding a pair of magical
breast implants (I was quite
young at the time!) granted
our mild-mannered heroine
some demonic horns, tail,
an extra pair of arms, and a
little armour.
Then some variations
on a theme over the
years. Like junk food, or
z-grade movies, not much
redeeming value but a
fun diversion. After most
of this blog, probably
sorely needed!
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Trixen original vanilla (2004)

Trixen Noir first version (2008)

Trixen Indigo (2006)
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synchronicity
posted on December 12, 2012

I’ve always loved when the
numbers align, like looking
at the clock in the middle
of the night…
Only nine more days till
the Mayan long count
calendar ticks over a
bak’tun. Luckily my work
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is knocking off for the
apocalypse the night
before. (Sorry boss, proof
of literal clock watching
on the job!)
The first post on the “beta”
blog after shifting address.

2013 resolution

l(a)uncheon meat / posted on January 7, 2013

After a couple of hiccups
(getting hacked and
reinstalling,) here is the
new and improved blog.
It was a pretty good year
in the end, and hopefully
the lucky 13’s will keep
rolling over.
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“pestilence”
posted on January 20, 2013
Just in case anyone
thought the blog was
getting soft.
In honour of tomorrow’s
colonoscopy, a flashback
from nearly four years
ago, and my first one.
To paraphrase the old
Bali tshirt – my brother
went to Mexico and all he
brought me back was this
lousy gastro-intestinal
parasite. Blastocystis
hominis has similar
symptoms to bowel
cancer, so off I went.
The scans don’t bother
me until a couple of days
before. At the most blase
end of the spectrum,
they’re a formality. At
the most melodramatic,
you find out if you’re
going to die.
At least a cystoscopy
doesn’t require three
shots of industrial
strength laxative!
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rolling the dice
posted on February 14, 2013
I’m a latecomer to the
works of Ursula K Le Guin,
finally getting around to
the Earthsea books.
It’s been interesting
to read “classic high
fantasy”
, written before
the Dungeons &
Dragons tipping point
into genre: where the
antecedents are folk
tales not Tolkien; where
the magic is ambiguous
not formularised and
disposable; and most of all
where the prose is formal,
poetic and epic.
Don’t get me wrong, I love
Tolkien, and realistically
it is the benchmark, but
it cast a long elf/dwarf/
dragon shadow over
fantasy writing. Some of
those cliches are easing
off, but the return-of-theancient-bad-guy-in-theeast remains!
Funny how at a time when
reading and publishing
are meant to be waning,
that there seem to be
more books and authors.
I have no theory for why
franchise style series
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have taken off, whether
the change is driven by
risk averse publishing or
readers seeking familiarity.
It has certainly been
entertaining to see the
proliferation of vampire
romance novels in the
wake of the Twilight series,
and now the sub-genre of
bondage books inspired
by the Fifty Shades series!
Black covers and shiny
details replacing the
bodice ripping hunks of
last century…
Even stranger how is how
much “Robert Ludlum”
titled work is being
published despite him
being dead. Surely you
read a work because you
like the author’s style,
not because it’s a brand
on the cover, but that
probably seems a little
quaint as a concept!
(One for the subscribers!)

real and fake

posted on February 27, 2013

This was going to be an
article about my secret
love of Windows 8.
Playing around with a
touch screen PC in a
shop, tooling back and
forth through the Metro
interface, I fell in love.
I loved that it had no
bevels, drop shadows,
textures or other
skeuomorphism. I loved
that it had been burnt to
the ground then rebuilt
for touch and screen
(yes I know the old poxy
interface is underneath
and undermines my
whole premise!)

I was struck by the
tale of two tech
companies with
visionary founders
underpinning them.
Apple gets all the cred
for simplicity and design,
and had a founder who
held the company that he
personified till the utter
last minute possible, and
left a gaping hole when
he let go.
Yet somehow, the further
the company and its
products went, the more
ornament was laid over
the top of the function,
till some of the Appleisms became standard

– product reflection
anyone? I’ve disliked each
version of OS X more
than the last.
Windows was the evil
empire, with a string of
awful unusable versions,
but with a founder who
left and allowed his
company to be renewed.
The new Microsoft
logo epitomises their
new thinking: clean,
uncluttered and looking
forward. There are no
bouncing, glassy, beveled
and reflecting icons in
Windows 8. No leather
and torn paper. Apple’s
old turf.
(continued overleaf)
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But then it tied
into a lot of other
things in my head.
A while back I had been
holding on to a Ruskin
inspired philosophy of
truth to your materials:
a website is digital,
there should be no
drop shadows.
(Rumour has it that
his marriage was
unconsummated because
after viewing so many
classical statues of
women, he freaked out to
see a real woman’s pubic
hair, so perhaps his idea
of real is a little wonky.)
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I realised that looking at a
white screen is like staring
at snow in the sun, blank
and harsh, and that some
subtle depth trickery
actually aids readability.
It started with a little
texture here and there,
until I was planning my
“serious” folio site with
faux painted backgrounds
and push pins. Then
Windows 8 showed me
those simple blue boxes
with an X in the corner.
Do “real” and “fake”
have any more value as
labels than “authentic”
or “hand-made?” Things

sometimes become default
because they’re the most
workable solution. When I
design a brochure, I don’t
agonise over making it
DL. Everyone instantly
recognises a web button
by its emboss/gradient/
drop shadow.
Get over it.

memento mori

posted on March 19, 2013

Today we were taking my
eldest daughter out for a
treat, her very first movie
at the cinema, Cinderella.
Not far from it, I pointed
out a landmark from my
childhood, a kindergarten
with crazy sculptures of a
copyright infringing Yogi
Bear and Huckleberry
Hound. I told her we used
to look out for it when we
were visiting my grandma,
her grandma’s mummy,
it meant we were nearly
there. Just around the
corner is a hospital, and
my daughter asked me if I
had any memories of that.
I didn’t know it as a boy,
but a couple of years
later my grandma would
die of bowel cancer
at that hospital. I also
didn’t know that 35 or so
years later, I would have
chemotherapy there.
The other night I was
looking around to find
other blogs about
illustration and cancer.
Reading one about
a woman fighting
aggressive breast cancer,

I felt guilty and a growing
sense of unreality. I never
felt sick, never really had
any symptoms, and had
a very low level cancer.
I feel like a bit of a fake
when I tell people.
I do have memories of
that hospital. I remember
listening to the same
depressing album as I
drove to treatment each
weak, and hitting a certain
song at the same point of
each journey. I remember
driving through lunchtime
city traffic, yelling the
lyrics as I cried. All the fear
I was hiding from my wife,
and from myself, came out
that once a week.
There was another
landmark on the drive
back from my grandma’s
house. At night, craning
round to look out the
back window of our car,
at the top of a certain
hill the streetlights
made the shape of a
kangaroo. There used to
be a huge neon bottle
cap on the roof of the
Gepps Cross Hotel, and
that was its eye.
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sketchbook #23
posted on April 3, 2013
To celebrate a small chunk
of the goal of scanning my
old sketchbooks.
One chosen at random, full
of the pleasure and pain of
my first real relationship,
and stumbling out of a
long dole-bludging, dopesmoking rut. (Some nice
thematic symmetry… check
out that hand lettering!)
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desktop publishing

posted on April 10, 2013

After a couple of months
of html and css I was
desperate for some
typesetting.
In my late teens I
began work on an
autobiographical fantasy
comic, as you do, and part
of that involved writing a
full mythic history of the
world it was set in.

When studying design
much later, I had been
inspired to set it up as
a small booklet, and
laboriously created a
stylistically confused
layout, complete with
distressed textures, handdrawn rune titles and
the body text set in an
“antique” serif.

The self-imposed
challenge was to create a
new version using all the
layout concepts of an old
manuscript (drop caps, etc)
but without any of the faux
styling, purely typographic.
With the borrowing of
toner and wire-binding
from my boss, it was
reborn in the flesh!
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“caffeinated planet”
tinned meat #6 / posted on April 15, 2013
An ode to caffeine… and
Robby the Robot.
This was always a project
I looked back on as one
that got away. About six
years ago, after laboriously
painting to a point I didn’t
like, I gave up on it and
paint as a medium. I
recently found a photo of
just the pencil work, and it
was back on the hook!
(Couldn’t find a credit
anywhere for who painted
the original “Forbidden
Planet” movie poster.)

caffeinated pencils
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monochrome vs monotone

posted on April 21, 2013

My wife laughed when I
said I’d bought some grey
paper and grey pencils to
go with my grey markers…
The glass half empty / half
full question can depend
on your cultural tradition. I
can appreciate the beauty
of a Zen garden, but not

the meditative value of
repetitively raking gravel.
In Greek mythology, a
punishment in hell is
pushing a boulder up a hill
every day, only to see it
roll down again.
I’m more with Sisyphus
than the monks.
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“sequence”
posted on May 14, 2013

This was going to be
about death.

up 25 odd years ago, and
two of them were dead.

A few weeks back, I was
listening to a Pink Floyd
album, one of the seminal
bands of my late teens
and early twenties. I
looked at the date of the
album, and realised that
they’d essentially broken

It rolled into a few other
things, like needing
to piss more often (a
symptom of my original
diagnosis,) and lying
awake through a patch of
hard insomnia, reading a
couple of grim books.
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I’m not scared of being
dead, nothingness. I’m
scared of not having
enough time to finish all
the projects in my head.
I’m scared of not seeing
my beautiful daughters
grow into women. And I’m
most scared of finding out
a short prognosis. I don’t
want to see it coming.

greener grass

posted on May 20, 2013
My neighbour has too
much spare time.
She’s spent the last two
days in her garden. All
day. She sits out on her
front porch reading. For
hours at a time.
We have two girls under
five years old. We’re lucky
to get an hour of spare
time after they’ve gone to
bed. I treasure my bus ride
to work as time to read.
I feel like a starving man
watching a glutton leave
dishes half eaten…
She works from home,
with no partner or children.
She can hear our children’s
tantrums while she’s
working in her garden.

The last book was the
third of the Earthsea
series. No overblown
demonic villain with
thuggish henchmen,
but an elusive enemy
luring people with their
fear of death. A quiet
book about decline, but
also about the need
to embrace death to

embrace life, with a
colourless stasis as
the alternative.

I’m certain she’s not jealous
of our life. But somehow I
don’t envy her either…

I’d hoped this would
have a more inspirational
ending. Oops.

(Something a bit brighter
to break the monotony!
Funny how children’s
drawings are always way
more interesting than
adult’s fake ones.)

(Drawing this did help
burst the boil!)
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camera shy
posted on July 19, 2013
There was a newly
discovered tribe who
thought photographs
would steal their souls. Am
I being any more logical in
my distrust of Google?
I’m not paranoid enough
to think they’re going to
spy on me, I just resent
my browsing habits being
tracked and sold on as
data. And find it a bit
spooky to see my recent
visits coming back as ads.
Rational.
But now Firefox is a
bloated old dog, and
Chrome is so shiny and
fast. And I want to use
Edge Code (or Brackets.
Ha, an unintended
typographic pun.) Plus my
soul is already floating in
the iClouds.

YOUR
DATA
IS HERE
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I might not sign in
though…

“frazzle”
posted on August 28, 2013

One of life’s eternal
conundrums: when do
you have the energy
to draw about being
excessively tired?
The bones underneath
should have been vertebrae

to symbolise a bloody sore
neck, but they wouldn’t
have made such a neat
campfire, and I get some
artistic license. Finally got
to use my other new toy, a
Posca white “paint” marker,
to draw them too…
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#5
posted on September 11, 2013
Strictly speaking, this
is wristband #6 in my
collection, but the fifth
check up.
All clear.
I got some value for
money, had a vasectomy
thrown in – now with 50%
less calories! Hence the
“cryptic” previous post.
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genre cheesecake
posted on September 14, 2013
To “celebrate” the snip
I went out at lunch to
get myself a treat. I was
aiming for a $4 marker
and ended up detouring
through a new bookshop
with an impulse buy on
the way. A big hardcover
collection of work from
the king of the 50s pinup
artists, Gil Elvgren.
To celebrate the book,
something from the
archives, character designs
from my dormant magnum
opus fantasy comic.
Back in the day, they used
to say that too much
action (especially self
inflicted) would make you
weak through dissipating
the vitamins in your
sperm. Much better to
join the scouts and save it
up to be a healthy young
man. Expect me to be
much more energetic.
I did get the marker too.
Glivyann, the Queen of the Imps, one night stand
of the main character, and mother of his heir
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Gladiator and scarred-beefcake, something for the ladies
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maneuvers
posted on September 23, 2013

If having children is like
joining a masonic style club,
buying an SUV is like gaining
access to the VIP area.
Ours drives like a tank,
and the blind spot is
so far away you need a

camera to see it, but it’s
so roomy I can only just
rest my elbow on the
door! So don’t curse that
bus blocking your view or
taking three tries to park,
it may well be me…
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“muse#4”
posted on October 27, 2013

This picture started out a
little whiny…

“it’s so hard to
get motivated”
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Then I tracked down the
first in the sequence that
I’d forgotten about, all
youthful exuberance…

“I love being
an artist!”
The second was a rebellion
against all the “serious”
art I was doing to get into
visual arts at VCA…

“you can’t hide
your influences”
…I didn’t get in.
The third was once I
was settled into my first
design job, and found
those illustration juices
leaking out the edges.
Inspiration has never
been my problem. Yes,
I know there’s no muse
of painting, there’s a
couple for prose and one
for astronomy even, so I
made it up.

“get on with it!”
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For my commenters:
Dan, cuz Mike &
Melbourne Mike.
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