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Kauage — a self-taught draughtsman
who was introduced to the jovs of acrylic
by a European dnthmpnluust - 1S a
storyteller. Mostly the images do little
more than iHLlS[]]ﬁ'Z;l'[t:" the stories, but he’s
great at painting helicopters, aero-
planes, pop stars in flares, disco dancers
and drinking (leaf through the folio lying
on the floor). The paintings are remark-
able largely because of the legacy of colo-
nialism which they chart and seek to
come to terms with. Quite a lot of the
work relates to I\dtlclgeh move to Ger-
many, where he seems to have found an
audience and collectors. As Terry Smith
noted in the Sydney Morning Herald, his
1sanart that only looks naive.
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