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INTRODUCTION 
 
The following is a thesis statement for TCU’s MFA in Fine Arts degree with a major in 
Sculpture. It chronicles my use of ceramic sculpture to create a narrative based thesis exhibition 
that is related to memory, the Gothic style (from pious architecture to heavy metal), subculture 
and generational rift. It is both poetic and expository, in fact I use the two devices to compare 
and contrast styles of meaning and expression as a parallel to the artwork featured in the thesis 
exhibition entitled Cradle of Filth.  
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The glass appeared born dirty, forever baked with dust and condensation, as if 

its patchy spotted surface was (in its making) intentional rather than aged with time and 

weather. Dingy and fogged the glass window in the small mountain chapel was outlined 

with a reductive yet gothic style iron frame. Within the glass the outside was large, cold 

and yet just as claustrophobic, spiny ponderosas held lonely pines in front of blue 

swatches and frozen patches of white. From a splintered oak pew, I remember my eyes 

drifted from the window to my grandfather’s hands, his fluorescent Zuni rings strangled 

his dry cracked fingers as he griped his bible and stared ahead at the pulpit. Occasional 

coughs filled the air dimly lit with visible dust and low shattering beams of sunlight, 

surrounded by a damp miasma. Together we stood and sat and stood back up and sat 

back down many times every Sunday, in a small chapel high in the mountains on a 

steep embankment deep within the Rocky Mountains. I followed his lead even though 

Figure 1: Holy Rosary Interior 
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he told me nothing, his son had abandoned his faith and this troubled him, he seemed 

to know I would do the same, but he would never speak of this, of his thoughts and 

feelings, of his fears and assuagements. Before leaving we would line up to eat a 

cracker and drink wine, from the line I would recall the hypnosis of the window by the 

pew and remembered my grandfather’s hands his jewelry, the half-naked trees and the 

ghost breath on the glass, all things reflected in the window and existing in a time under 

a vaulted ceiling whose skeleton was comprised of exposed wood beams with cast iron 

braces and gothic embellishments. These things I remember but often forget, save but 

for certain moments of inebriation, a bad acid trip, an extreme high, the moment when 

you turn to your friend and say “I think this shit is laced with something man…” a 

flashback within a memory.  

 

Figure 2: Cradle of Filth install shot 1 
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Figure 3: Cradle of Filth install shot 2 

The exhibition title Cradle of Filth is taken from an English black metal band 

founded in 1991. The exhibition uses the band moniker as a metaphor for my new 

narrative driven sculptural works that represent a return to autobiography and continued 

investigation into found object sculpture as a means by which to deconstruct 

psychological fantasy. Ceramic is 

used to replicate, from memory, 

the gothic windows from my 

childhood chapel (Holy Rosary 

Catholic Chapel) in Cascade, 

Colorado. Hand made in ceramic 

and often interrupted by found 
Figure 4: I'm Broken from Cradle of Filth 
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objects, the windows do more than reflect on architecture and memory, they highlight 

trauma and familial disconnect, generational divide and a love / hate relationship with 

the Catholic Church. The windows act as membranes for the sticky place where one 

views another viewing oneself. For example, the mental space where my world and my 

grandfather’s world collided, a kind of complex psychological space where an 

individual’s gaze defines the other’s identity and psychological derivation. Parasitically I 

have positioned a large, ominous black room off a structural column in Moudy Gallery 

on TCU’s northern most fine arts building. The room is filled with carved foam 

abstractions adorned with punk rock, heavy metal and satanic ephemera. Seen here in 

contrast to the reference to the chapel, the room, is a nod to the teenage outcast’s 

bedroom, but only in the hyperbolic sense. It is a bedroom or moreover a cum stained 

cave crypt carved out by the hysteria felt and feared in the suburbs, borne out of the 

satanic panic era in 1980s and 90s America. I use contradiction to layer the work with 

enough ambiguity and esotericism to lead a viewer into my bedroom only to open 

another door leading to a complex labyrinthine world occupied by phantasms of the 

overlooked, the outcasts, the rejects, the demons that have haunted middle class 

Americans for decades.    

Often I would see purple and black both translucent and opaque, accompanied 

by waves of dim light and shadows traced down a long prismatic hallway. Smoking 

weed out of a plastic Gatorade bottle in your bedroom while the family was downstairs 

was fun, a real fun time, the kinda time that made you feel bright and alive, your insides 

ugly, complicated and spiraling, thoughts racing and so visceral you could feel it in your 

bones and read it on your friends’ blurred faces as you laughed too hard and closed 
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your eyes for way too long, seeing purples and blacks and other assorted phantoms 

and delights. The smoke would linger as Bobby and Joey would fan the flames of our 

delinquency out a small window like drunken firefighters saving kittens from trees with 

broad sweaty smiles and clumsy limbs. I can sense it still, not just the weed, not just the 

burning plastic, not just the crusty gym socks and adolescent body odor but the stupidity 

and the fear, I remember them the most. The fear, an internal trembling caused by the 

compartmentalized foresight that if we were to be caught, especially by grandpa, the 

shit would really hit the fan. But when Frank Bargers Jr. knocked on my door and was 

let into my room, his most observed offense was Metallica’s Ride the Lighting blasting 

from the CD player, with a quickness he unplugged it and ranted something about 

Figure 5: Cover for Metallica,  Ride the Lightning 
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human decency and Satan. After deriding us he wanted no explanation and demanded 

we come with him downstairs to socialize, a prospect that made me sweat visibly from 

the brow and arm pits.  

As the celebrated author and humorist John Hodgman states “Nostalgia is, at 

best, unproductive and at worst, poisonous.”1 However, let me be clear, I am not 

involved in a nostalgic project, in fact Cradle of Filth is a show about the deficit of 

understanding between generations. I see the work as both expressive and conceptual, 

everything in the show is invested in material exploration as much as it is symbolic 

and/or psychological excavation. Controversial child psychologist Bruno Bettleheim 

elucidates some of my intention, “What cannot be talked about cannot be put to rest. 

And if it is not, the wounds 

will fester from generation 

to generation.”2 The first 

two paragraphs contrast 

this generational rift, the 

difference between me and 

my grandfather, the 

language barrier if you will. 

I see the ceramic windows 

and foam sculptures as unspoken metaphors for the psychological gaze, directed both 

 
1 https://medium.com/@pk.patrick.kelly/how-nostalgia-is-tarnishing-the-millennial-generation-41a8c4df133d 

2 Bettelheim, Bruno. 1982 On Learning to Read: The Child's Fascination with Meaning (with Karen Zelan), 
Knopf, New York 
 

Figure 6: Deceased from Cradle of Filth 
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inward and outward. Many of the works in Cradle of Filth are in fact repressed 

expressions, ID-like outbursts stuck 

somewhere between the un and 

sub-conscious. They, in fact, linger 

there in that psychic state of 

paralysis, forever bound in symbolic 

ambiguity and primitive violence that 

can only be understood through the 

blood curdling howls of a flesh hungry werewolf trapped in a deep ocean like darkness.  

Justin sat cross legged opposite of me in grandpa’s office, a small sequestered 

room in an even smaller cabin on a steep slope within an even steeper valley almost 

centered in Cascade, Colorado. We had marbles grandpa had given us, mostly we just 

threw them around and admired them, not knowing how to play jax. I mostly sat gazing 

at the clear slightly purple almost glasslike marble, I could see myself in it, upside down 

and dark without a face. I only broke gaze when Justin opened a drawer in grandpa’s 

desk, I quickly jumped to my feet and ran to rummage, a forever forensic investigator. 

Despite Justin’s warning I found a pack of playing cards, man how they almost glowed 

upon opening, like how I imagined daylight would look to the blind. In the other room 

thunderous steps reverberated like elephant sonar as grandpa did an in-place jig, a kind 

of convulsive, orgasmic dance he put on when Notre Dame scored a touchdown. The 

cards revealed naked women, of the 1980s variety, in various poses for all suits, my 

favorite was the ace of spades, Justin’s the 2 of hearts.  

Figure 7: Holy Ghost from Cradle of Filth 
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  “To construct taller, more delicate buildings with thinner walls, Gothic 

architects employed flying buttresses for support. These stone structures allowed 

architects to create 

sky-high cathedrals 

and churches that 

evoked ethereality 

and reached toward 

the heavens.”3 What I 

find to be fascinating 

about the gothic, as 

an aesthetic and 

even architectural style, is that it exists almost as a double entendre or has a double life. 

Meaning that the gothic has existed as once transcendent and ethereal, pious and of 

the church and in later years adopted by horror and heavy metal fans as dark and 

satanic. This symbolic ambiguity is taken to theatrical limits by British extreme black 

metal musicians Cradle of Filth. Their first album, The principle of Evil Made Flesh set a 

precedent for black metal, it pushed the genre to a theatrical place, shows were lavish 

and used pyrotechnics and custom sets, while the album covers were elaborate gothic 

scenes staged and photographed professionally. The band itself wore nothing but black, 

leather and corpse paint but in a Victorian aesthetic, something slightly contrary to 

 
3 Richman-Abdou, Kelly. What We Can Learn from the Exquisite History and Ornate Aesthetic of Gothic 
Architecture. November 14th, 2017. https://mymodernmet.com/gothic-architecture-characteristics/ 

Figure 8: 3 Windows and At the Gates... from Cradle of Filth 
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traditional 1st and 2nd wave black metal movements, Cradle of Filth was, and is to the 

heavy metal community the Phantom of the Opera. 

 

Mark and I would hotbox his 1998 black civic in the parking lot of the skatepark 

and blast Midian (the fourth album by Cradle of filth) so loud the car paneling would 

rattle and shake, im sure loosening many important structural connections. Although we 

never dressed goth and we both implicitly understood the ridiculousness of Cradle of 

Filth, what resonated between us both was that we were children of divorce, poor trailer 

trash looking for something that could release an anxiety that had been brewing from 

Figure 9: Cover for Cradle of Filth, Midian 
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deep within us since forever, an ancestral antagonism. There was something wrong 

with us only we didn’t know it yet (a distorted internal gear deep inside us squeaking 

loudly but incessantly). The name 

speaks for itself, Cradle of Filth, perhaps 

me and Mark felt as though we came 

from something filthy, wrong or 

despised, in part church had taught us 

some of that, but maybe it was a 

working class guilt we were feeling, we 

felt dirty and cast out. Whatever it was, 

Cradle of Filth represented a subculture 

unafraid of criticism and ridicule, and 

that felt real and honest, as if the gothic 

aesthetic they expressed was now 

somehow a safe space, rather than the 

space of the church that had taught us 

nothing but shame and guilt over who we were and how we choose to deal with those 

growing pains that I have to imagine so many young boys feel deeply and with great 

intensity.  

For years I have watched myself be an artist trying to turn a new leaf, to find the 

next big thing, to be paramount or truly “new”. But lately I have grown to appreciate the 

realization that I am part of a conversation in contemporary American art. I embrace the 

parallels and similarities in my work to other like-minded artists. But the real ones, the 

Figure 10: Cradle of Filth install shot 3 
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“big 3” as I call them, are definitely Matthew Barney, Kiki Smith and Banks Violette. I am 

very much indebted to the work of all three of these artists as I feel I carry the torch they 

all similarly helped to light. Post-minimal, conceptual yet expressive and highly 

mythological all three artists blend making and finding together to create a visual 

language that traverses all media. I often talk about how I didn’t even know I liked art 

until I saw Bruce Nauman’s work, but really it was these three that motivated me to 

continue making art. As a younger artist Bruce Nauman was punk rock, he had an anti-

art sensibility that I admired and yet it was still art for art’s sake. Today I would argue 

that if Nauman is punk, the Big 3 are heavy metal, as they all riff off the same post-

minimal attitude but with a larger narrative, a cohesive vision that ties all the disparate 

materials and media together. Afterall punk was anti-music it was intentionally bad, fast 

and hard on the ears, loud and obnoxious to disrupt the status quo and frighten the 

Queen. Heavy Metal, arguably a short descendant of punk, carries the same attitude 

but with a return to musicality and thematic composition. And that is the transition, the 

return to making art after we have argued extensively and exhaustively about what it is 

and what it should do and how it should be seen and its responsibilities to politics and 

society. Perhaps that is my response, to return to autobiography in order to explore 

darker caverns of the psyche I feel have not necessarily been explored (or at least not 

from my class and my story). It’s my opinion that in contrast to the starkly monetized, 

market dwelling paintings and the social practice mafiosos, or the conceptual 

academics, narrative and fantasy driven art actually reveal more about our plights and 

oppressions in society, just in nuanced and metaphorical ways. That in affect is Cradle 

of Filth for me, a return to my story through world building and fantasy that merely 

allows for the presence of the sociopolitical, exploring the conflict between individualism 
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and groupthink. Cradle of Filth is the visual representation of the social and 

psychosexual, a show that is as a whole an artwork itself addressing the rift between 

the exposed and repressed parts of myself. It explores a return to art, asserting that 

art’s true power is in reassessing our inner psychic worlds, to vacillate between the 

clear and esoteric in order to expose something not yet psychologically accepted in 

mainstream culture, to establish new narratives that help us to collectively un-repress.   
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Figure 11 Appointments, from Cradle of Filth 
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The following thesis statement is an addendum to the March 2021 thesis exhibition by Clint 
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