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1 Portrait of Athena, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

NFS  

 

2 Portrait of Ming, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

3 Portrait of Trudy, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

4 Portrait of Bruce, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

5 Portrait of Gary, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

6 Portrait of Mark, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

7 Portrait of Yinyee, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

8 Portrait of Arthur, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

9 Portrait of Gareth, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

10 Portrait of Berwyn, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

11 Portrait of Kin, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

12 Portrait of Michael, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

 

 

 

 

 

13 Portrait of Gus, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

14 Portrait of Ron, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

15 Portrait of Jenny, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

16 Portrait of Ly, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

17 Portrait of Russell, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

18 Portrait of Brendan, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

19 Portrait of Tim, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

20 Portrait of Mike, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

21 Portrait of Lyn, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

22 Portrait of Jacques, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

23 Portrait of Darren, 2017  

Acrylic on board 

$380 

 

24 One Hundred and Three of Me, 2017  

Acrylic, aluminium, wire 

POA  

 

  

 

 

 



A Hundred and Three of Me 

 

Who am I, exactly? 

 

Am I my name? The rose that by any other name would smell as sweet (to quote a 

fellow called, thank goodness, not Sidebottom but Shakespeare)? 

 

I have at various times loved, loathed and been indifferent to my name. At school in 

England my Scottish name was unusual, at an age when you don’t want to be 

unusual. I longed to be a John or Dave or Steve and blend in with all the other 

John’s, Dave’s and Steve’s. At other times my Gaelic name seemed a bit cool - 

though probably not to anyone but me. 

 

I have only ever met one other Alastair Taylor, but it doesn’t count as a coincidence. 

He was my uncle, or rather wasn’t, just a friend of my father, and I was named after 

him. As an adult I barely knew him and he is long dead. 

 

And since Uncle Al - nothing, not in person. As an illustrator in England I would 

occasionally receive a cheque in the post duly made out to me but intended for a 

journalist on the Sun newspaper, whose owner I worked for too. Such a thing might 

be common for John Smiths and Mary Browns, but for me it was odd, as though 

there was another me out there somewhere. 

 

I’m pretty sure I painted him. He’s still scribbling away. 

 

I always sent his cheques back. 

 

And then there was Facebook. And Linkedin and Twitter and Google. 

 

I am adept at losing things. Documents; keys; track. One day my own Facebook 

page - a thing I never particularly wanted, but which my younger, savvier friends 

told me was a thing no artist could be without - eluded me. So of course I searched 

for myself. And there I was. And so were all these others. All these other blokes 

running around using the name that I had thought, however irrationally, was more or 

less just mine; oblivious of me and probably each other, living their unique lives, 

owning their name, writing it on forms, giving it over the phone, maybe to be asked, 

as I frequently and bizarrely am, how to spell Taylor. 

 

And as they had so obligingly put their faces out there on the wobbly web, I thought 

I would paint them. Celebrate all my conyms. It might seem like 

self-aggrandisement, but it’s the reverse. In search of uniqueness, first filter out all the 

Taylors - there are shedloads of those - then all the other Alastairs, Alistairs, Alasdairs, 

Allisters - fewer, but no great rarity - then combine the two and we should be getting 

somewhere. But no - I am still an insignificant speck, and it has brought home my 

sense of smallness more than being one of 7 billion specks ever could. 

 

So here we are, all of us Alastair Taylors, on our very own wobbly web. I found 103 

without even resorting to the Alistairs and Alasdairs as I thought I might have to, and I 

could have gone on - when I checked a few days ago there were several I didn’t 

recognise. But 103 will do for now. 

 




