Return ticket to Purgatory, and a chocolate candy please. 

or

Irresitible ambivalence. The two foundries of purgatory.

or

De Lima Nativitas– (from Mud a Birth)

or

« Ceci n’est pas du chocolat. »
Warren Laine proposes a pluralistic manner of plastically expressing chocolate’s “lightness of being”. On the one hand, he assimilates chocolate’s expressive chunkiness to primordial gestures of violence; on the other he hails the enchanting age of consumerism, living luxury vicariously like a metrosexual Epicure. 

The notion of birth is the stylistic drive to Warren Laine’s poetics. For Warren Laine it is, first of all, a core of a thousand faces and an ideal receptacle for experiencing the rupture of meanings: “The audience accepts chocolate and is asked to accept a sculpture in chocolate. To accept a new signified using the old signifier. It is an expression of lost words, of lost meaning, of the inexplicable, of the double meaning.” By this phantasm stands the delight, the playfulness that chocolate has brought to the underground history of human kind, beyond luxury cuisine stereotypes. When it plays with gourmand senses, there is the aesthetic flirt and unsettling pleasure. Chocolate is a versatile artistic medium and a cultural icon, but Laine saw it making flesh under natural demiurges like fire, humidity, mold, seism, time – as well as industrial and fashion trends. It expressed caved-in figures of piety and motherhood, then suburban distress blown with shattered glass, tainted with toxic waste, wax or barbed wire. Now it expresses the glamorous heaven of commodities production. 

The first gallery is ruthless and contorted. We find totems of mineralized childbirth and stomach cancer, godless shrines, embryos not yet differentiated from their conceiver.     
Chocolate is a very narrative medium, telling a story with each statuette. Its beginning is doubtful, just like its fate: it roots itself in slavery. By extension, it enables atrocious insights into the iconology of immemorial womanhood, into anxietis like painful birth, cancer mutilations, walled-in specters, silence and childhood traumas. The pieces can be dirty, ominous, nasty, depicting a self-destroying delivery. But the process is dialectic, thus redemptional. The climax of the story reveals grace spawned by the atrocious, the pain and ugliness inherent in the beautiful act. Significantly, the birth of white is a symbol of luminescent nativity, highlighted here in crushed pearl dust. 

The second gallery shows the imagery of unapologetic earthly delights. It turns the totemic blackened language into bright spots and the martyr postures into marketable products. We are revolving around redemption via objects and possessions. This immanent heaven brings back salvation and powders it with precious metals. What has been tragic pose before, now turns into vogue, superstar products of festivity. Calamities get contained, sweetened, docile. The matter turns from organic-mineral to plastic-recyclable. The rhythms are smooth and rounded, textures turn to sweet and ornamental white dominates over the carnage inside. Tragedy suspended, the little Oedipus giggles: chocolate to make us happy. A full circle, if we are to think in terms of Judeo-Christian dance of opposites: guilt/innocence in black and white.

Chocolate’s opulence will always be reminiscent of the reverse, the violence. It is interesting how alimentary confounds into carnal. Warren Laine treats chocolate like it was wood or bronze, but encodes it as flesh. However, the artist  draws this parallel with elegance and eccentricity, being always furtive, as it lures and retrains desire constantly. The statues exhale feelings of guilt, as well as the quest for exhilaration hidden behind the (“white Caucasian male”) personae. But the voice proves feminist in subtlety, playing with two types of geneses. One preceding and one that ending the cycle. One austere, the other beautifying. Devoid of moral judgment, like pure compulsions.  

Conversely, in their sensual minimalism, evolving like any organic entity does, the pieces seem to giggle “Ceci n’est pas du chocolat…” 

Diana Chioreanu 11/2007

