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There’s something inherently nostalgic in Bill Saylor’s work. I don’t know if it’s the characters—a 
skeleton with a surfboard, a globe wearing a hat—who could’ve been lifted directly from a 
sweatshirt from some forgotten ‘90s clothing brand like World Industries or No Fear, or if it’s the 
loose strokes he makes, whether with a paint brush or a pen, that look like a mix between stream-
of-consciousness and intentional abstraction. But I think it’s something more emotional. The thing 
about nostalgia is that it exists in a vacuum of your lived experience, straddling some limitless 
place between joy and despair, that space in your brain where your memories seem shiny and 
fresh, but dark and dull at the exact same time. It’s feelings, and images, and sounds, and smells 
that remind you of the innocence you felt when you were at an earlier age, and the anxiety that 
comes with knowing you don’t have it anymore.

For Saylor, the art is primarily about his practice, a process that sees him assembling previously 
drawn images from his sketchbooks onto a canvas, adding abstract elements, then weaving 
together the figures until they begin to form their own narrative. “It’s definitely not so structured,” 
he says about his style, “but it’s also very deliberate. I’m riding the line between abstraction and 
figuration so often, it’s almost neither one.” Inspired by artists like Julian Schnabel and Cy Twombly, 
Saylor develops his works depending on their medium, allowing the materials he chooses to 
inform the depiction of his subjects as much as their naturally occurring appearance. (Nature, as 
it happens, is also his most prominent influence.) But aside from his approach, it’s no wonder the 
Philadelphia native feels a certain affinity for an artist like Twombly, who over the course of his 
career, used painting, sculpture and photography to engage with the idea of cultural memory. In 
a lot of ways, that’s exactly what nostalgia is: a wide-eyed awareness of how things used to be, 
and the acknowledgement that they are no longer. It’s why Saylor’s work reminds me of a grinning 
cartoon holding up a peace sign on the back of a faded hoodie, and the wistful last days of a 
California summer, and why someone else might—and probably does—see something different.

Saylor, for his part, has no illusions about the state of the art world and what they, or other audiences, 
might take from his work. “I just want to be happy in what I’m making and ultimately what I leave 
behind,” he says about his practice. “It’s tough, I can’t guess how people will respond to my work, 
and I don’t even know what to think of the art world anymore—especially at my age. I’m not a kid 
anymore. I’ve found you just have to work with what makes you want to keep working.”

Untitled, 2019, Mixed media 
on paper, 24 x 18 inches
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Can’t Put Your Arms 

     Around A Memory 

Text Alexandra Weiss
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Untitled, 2019, Mixed media 
on paper, 17 x 14 inches

Pounding Flatties On The Packets, 2019, 
Oil and collage on canvas, 72 x 64 inches
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Untitled, 2019, Mixed media 
on paper, 12 x 8.75 inches

Untitled, 2019, Mixed media  
on paper, 24 x 18 inches
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Untitled, 2019, Oil on canvas 
drop cloth, 48 x 37 inches

Untitled, 2019, Mixed media 
on paper, 12 x 9 inches
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Untitled, 2019, Mixed media 
on paper, 24 x 18 inches

Untitled, 2019, Oil flashe spray paint 
on canvas, 48 x 36 inches 
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Untitled, 2020, Oil, charcoal, 
pastel on paper 24 x 18 inches

Untitled, 2020, Charcoal , crayon, 
conte, marker on paper 24 x18 
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Untitled, 2020, Claystick, 
oil on paper, 24 x 18 inches

Untitled, 2020, Flashe, conte, pastel, 
oil on paper 24 x 18
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Claw Machine, 2018, Oil, oil 
stick, spray paint, charcoal on 
canvas on panel, 36 x 48 inches


