Sheana Eccles appraises the work of this up and
coming artist...

Frank Paul was born in London in 1984 and his

parents are the very renowned artists Celia Paul

and Lucien Freud. Frank knew he wanted to be an

artist from an early age; he doodled in his exercise

books at school like most of us, only Frank has
never really stopped.

hem [ First encountered one of his

drawings, it shopped me In my tracks and

1 knew that 1 wanted to own ik That

Taaling of paing transported to amaother place &=

something vou can readily experience, aspecially in

Franks work. His flqures are wvary intimate,

provacative, I.'.IIZII'TF-E'!'"'I!] people at thelr most

ravaaling, depicting the fragility of the indiwidual.

TT‘IE";' arg alsa, on cleser inspaction, sinister amd

EhillEI’lﬂlﬂﬂj they draw vou in, Inviting vou o make

24 ot el

up stories about them. Somewhara in there vou fieel
yau shouldn't be intruding, but you cannot resist.
Frank's drawings also depict enigmatic fgures
traversing deselate environments. Both the people
and the places seem familiar, vet are eddly out of
place - refugess, pllgrims, and wanderars trying to
get to somewherathat = forever out of reach. [
think they ara answering a call that s consciously
understandable, but resonates somewhera inside
us all. [t draws us to a place forgottan that we once



kfew aboul. They are campelling and revolting at
the same bme and velk they are capbivating.

To rmest Frank is to mest somesne from an entiraly
differant world, time and place to the one mest of
us imhebit. He is gentle, shy, elmast gewkily
unearmfortable in unfamiliar campany but incradibly
angaping. He has a stealy datarmination Lo conguer
this and is willing te put himsalf “put there' b
axperience where this might lazd. To discover that
he and a fellaw Cambridge University studsnt
perfarmead their own materal at the Edinburgh
Festival lzst year comes as & complete shock. To
discovar that he ls a non-smoking, non=drinking
vepgatarian is not. 1 suspect there are many mare
things to leam about this young man, but for now
he remains an anigma.

Ea teil ua aboul you. Background where you graw
L Ehat king of thing, Education and influsnoes 43 a
i,

I wad borm in London in 1984, the child of bwa
artists. Both of them were oo busy painting o
dadicate themsalves fully ta raising me (and [ never
remarmber baing hurt by this) sa [ was breught up
by my gran in Cambridga, which ig where [ went o
schaal wnbil T was thirteen, AL that age [ was sant
o & boarding schasl in Canterbury which 1 intensaly
digliked. Tha schoal rulas were extremaly sirict

fbeys and girls, fer inst@nce, were nat allowead o ga
within six Inchas of sach other and, rumour had IL,
a by once got Into trouble for catching a gifl whao
had fainted) and the uniform comprised a black suik
with pinstnped trousers and a starched dip-on
oalar which made us argets of mockery among the



