


































































Non-compulsory Afterword

‘Your making workshop’

Martin Holman

The same world; the same moment of the world. David Mackintosh’s 
Lindo Coplo might be the book for our times. Those times are the 
days, weeks and months of the ‘coronacoaster’ year 2020. The year of 
staying home, staying safe and keeping a distance, when only mortgage 
payments could expect a holiday. Of washing hands, covering faces and 
chasing the sanitising gel. Happy birthday! Of being let out to eat out and 
help out, then directed back indoors to tame the second wave. It’s work-
at-home, if work at all, then back-to-work, and rushing home, back from 
stolen moments in the Balearics to beat the quarantine deadline. These 
are times of national lockdown and tiered-up cities, of relaxations and 
restrictions, self-isolation and the R rate, of test and trace, and waiting for 
the vaccine. 

Language has taken a hit. Furlough, elbow-bump, monoclonal antibodies, 
Dexamethosone: they have gone viral in the epidemiology of our socially-
distanced dialogue. They get exchanged within limited support bubbles. 
Rule of six, anyone? The title of this book alone injects the muted reality 
of prevailing strangeness into its own parallel world – the same world as 
our world but shielded from the ‘C’ word. Our world where spontaneity, 
even touch, have been squeezed out of everyday relationships. This is 
life behind a Perspex screen where an outstretched palm means: ‘Woah, 
please. Stand back.’ How do you feel?

Temperatures are rising. ‘Laboured breath’ are words sky-written above a 
route into unnamed countryside. A change is as good as a rest, we used 
to say. So why not inhabit the Lindo Coplo world? It’s more of the same 
– but different. Add that phrase to the current verbal mix. By turning the 
pages of this book, the ‘syndrome known as Lindo Coplo’ will establish 
itself as speedily as Covid-19 fastened itself to the human species. At 
least Lindo Coplo lacks the lethal edge. We are all looking for the game-
changer, the silver bullet to bring us back our lives. Lindo Coplo lets it out, 



barrelling past the shut-up shops and closed-down high streets. This book 
might soon appear on the self-assembly side-tables in doctors’ waiting 
rooms. Multiple copies will cling close together in the intimacy of clear 
plastic holders, there for the plucking, one at a time – or even as a brace if 
carelessly snatched by preying fingers. 

Ones, twos. Who is counting? We are afloat in a sea of numbers, clutching 
at statistics in the way the shipwrecked desperately reach for passing 
flotsam. The scientist in his cardigan points with his finger at a board. 
Is that an object, the ‘Attribute stick’? Attribution sticks to experts. And 
who is not an expert now? Do we see ourselves reflected in the faceless 
head, motionless but mentally radiant with ‘the indiscriminate imbibing 
of High Culture’? Lindo Coplo only needs one language between its 
covers: its own language. Drawings and random phrases seem tannoyed 
from the pages in even shades of grey, into the muffled surroundings of 
a fever-induced, hot dream. Situations intersect with temple-throbbing 
announcements that slink or slide to miscegenate across the fold, to burst 
from the frame or trumpet and tinker their way around images. ‘Soul.’ 
‘Stealth.’ ‘Endless golden sand’, indeed. ‘The Cod God’.

Should we protect the vulnerable? Drawings, like words, are all lines; 
they are only lines. Let’s take the temperature a little of this relationship 
between word and image. Between the empty spaces are symbols made 
by lines that we call ‘words’. Words are staccato rhythms – signs encoded 
with learned associations. They carry ideas. Ideas like Lindo Coplo. And the 
lines that curve and dance? That gesture is called drawing. It makes other 
pictures, fluid pictures; they are signs that represent reality. What a mix! 
The lindo, perhaps, and the coplo? 

Lines twist into shape and space with the magic of a semiotic rope trick, 
that is, when every line is wielded by a practised hand – a mechanic of 
visual expression channelled through the imagination. ‘Lindo Coplo 
spanner,’ exclaims the first page, ‘… in the words’ explains the next. 
Are image and word combined in that hangar-like, featureless holding 
facility covered by a high-rising pitch? Ah, yes, pitch like the degrees of 
vibration by which a voice rapidly rises. In front of the building’s gaping 
entrance stand two figures and over everything sweep breezy diagonals 



– downward, one assumes, like rain or sunlight. Not upwards, like glacier-
thawing emissions of CO2. 

Is Lindo Coplo the intellectual sibling of physical coronavirus? Is it the 
‘monkey brother locked in the cellar’? Mackintosh portrays him about 
to bust the limits of his allotted page, to spread. The face behind the 
lines ‘of the dying needle arm’ has the look of the portraits of rational 
philosophers, the lines that painters of the Enlightenment whip-cracked 
into likenesses. It’s Fragonard’s Diderot or Ramsay’s Rousseau. The face 
on this page is an amalgam of the Romantic era: a little dishevelled in 
appearance but electric with thought. Or it’s David’s Marat, the blue-sky 
thinker doomed to die for his beliefs – by the blade, in his case, in a sea-
green bath. But isn’t it romantic to overdo the happy stuff? Jimi? His lines 
were electric: they screamed with meaning and pain. Oh, who can tell? 
One image shouts a false Eureka! –at a halfway point like a fake revelation 
– by blatantly ‘nailing it’. You can’t nail this shapeless mass dumped on the 
paper. That white dough dropped to the floor or thrown, stickily, to the 
walls, only leaves an impression. It doesn’t make one.

Here a thought takes me by surprise: Mackintosh evokes the elevated 
genre of the Book of Hours. At first the link seems wholly incongruous. 
In the Middle Ages, these books were devotional manuscripts bound 
as exquisite volumes. Inside were texts, prayers and psalms collected 
together and decorated by hand with sumptuous illustrations in colours 
that still gleam. They were lavish productions created for lay people: 
wealthy lay people. Each book was unique, often made for carrying 
around, intended for spiritual self-improvement. Dipping in could top-up 
the bearer’s tank of piety. 

Likewise Lindo Coplo. No, not the piety but the portability. This book 
has anger in it; it is fiercely secular. It has felt too much about today. But 
it stays in the head; memory carries it around. Around its succession of 
miniature events text happens; the viewer can get spiritually immersed 
in the pages. The pages invite private reflection – on what, exactly? The 
state of the world? A state of mind? The motto is ‘Rest safely’, words that sit 
beneath a craggy peak – maybe a northern heap and, anyway, a perilous-
looking ascent. Perhaps it has a hidden message: ‘stay at base camp’. Avoid 



the high points because the way down is bumpy. 

Mackintosh is a strange fit as a contemporary Limbourg, the name of 
the Flemish brothers behind the most sumptuous and celebrated of the 
medieval Books of Hours. For one thing, Mackintosh is sparing with colour. 
For another, he has taken account of the succeeding five or six centuries 
since the brothers’ time. He acknowledges the rise of mechanical 
reproduction: bespoke luxury is not his chosen setting. 

Above all, Mackintosh works in the shadow of Nietzsche’s celebrated 
dictum on the outcome of history. ‘God is dead,’ the German polymath 
observed, and went on: ‘God remains dead. And we have killed him. 
How shall we comfort ourselves, the murderers of all murderers?’ Well, 
that’s ‘The Jesus takedown’ if ever there was one. The scientists, in their 
cardigans, and the tousle-haired rationalists were among the assassins. 
Their experiments rendered God incredible. Science kicked away the 
ladder on which two millennia of applied morality had teetered. 

So, nothing now means anything? Far from it. Looking again at the empty 
head that Mackintosh draws as indiscriminately imbibing high culture, 
I can sense the artist appealing for a new way of conceiving value. It’s a 
tough call to answer. Each page is loaded with a question. If we flip to the 
inside back cover for a list of solutions, printed upside down and in little 
letters as in quiz books, we are met with disappointment: there is nothing. 

No book ever really ends. And at what point should we start reading it? 
Why not from the back? Good art is the same: the questions it asks keep 
multiplying and they are different with every encounter. One reason is 
that art registers the same puzzlement with the world that fills the mind 
of its consumer. The artist is no shaman, summoning up a picture of order 
from the chaos. Nor is that person the modern oracle. To borrow one of 
Mackintosh’s phrases in explanation, the artist is as ‘owl splayed’ as the rest 
of us. 

Art can, however, stir the mind into recognition of our collective 
predicament. That is, once seen, art leaves its after-image to interrogate 
our imaginations. It invites a second look, a third and more. If it’s strong, 



the after-image changes and grows. Art of that calibre rejects values 
that render us submissive. Art is political, engaging our intelligence 
collegiately, to enable us who view it to see momentarily through other 
eyes, maybe to revise our opinions. The way forward lies through us. So 
Mackintosh’s vision is human in focus. It recommends ‘well being’. It is 
trained, perhaps, on the ‘social groups’ that he depicts: the silhouetted 
couples merged into individual partnerships. On the workshop, too, and 
on the ‘dinner party’ that rounds off this journey in Lindo Coplo. Or have 
we returned to the beginning?

The strength of David Mackintosh’s work is its stealth. The materials are 
basic: a brush, some pigment, paper, a line. His motivation is the survival 
of discourse: he perceives the power of the painted mark, the weighted 
gesture, the fluent expression. His terms are straightforward: graphic 
and amenable to interpretation, his statements possess a democratic 
classlessness in their avoidance of gallery art foibles (although these 
pages belong equally in the gallery and the bookstand, the café counter, 
the doctor’s surgery). But his values are sincere, heartfelt and evocative. 
They prioritise life over style and content over theory. Mackintosh offers a 
living alternative to the static narrative of contemporary art. No wonder, 
then, that at root he is an animator and a flipbook observer with the 
hypodermic potential vested in a vigilant mind.
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