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FOREWORD


MARY MOORE





Though my father wrote in The Listener that it is a ‘mistake for a sculptor or painter to speak or write very often about his job. It releases tension needed for his work’, as Alan Wilkinson’s edited collection of HM writing and conversations points out, contradictorily the Henry Moore bibliography lists 598 entries including books, letters, exhibition catalogues, newspaper articles, periodical articles, interviews, sound recordings, films, and videos.


Certainly, from a very early age I was keenly aware that communication was a vitally important part of my father’s life, and therefore everyday family life. He took the most enormous time and care over writing anything, be it an article or just a letter. He even loved to scan the spelling and punctuation in my primary school essays. And we often played word games at lunch with the OED as referee. People came to our house all the time, from TV crews to architects, writers, world famous musicians, or just art students turning up, unannounced, on a bicycle. Our house was an open house. Astonishingly, the balance between the public and the private, the internal and the external, seemed to flow naturally and dynamically.


Without question, my father was a great communicator. It is often given that, of course he’d been a teacher, born into a family of teachers. But it also helped that he just loved people. He said that he could teach anyone to draw, but what he was really teaching was how to see. And how to see in a sculptural and three-dimensional way. In talking about ‘form-blindness’ in The Listener in 1937, he explains the difference between two-dimensional and three-dimensional appreciation:




Many more people are ‘form-blind’ than colour-blind. The child learning to see, first distinguishes only two-dimensional shape … it has to develop (partly by means of touch) the ability to judge roughly three-dimensional distances. But having satisfied the requirements of practical necessity, most people go no farther. Though they may attain considerable accuracy in the perception of flat form, they do not make the further intellectual and emotional effort needed to comprehend form in its full spatial existence.
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Illustration for a Poem by Herbert Read 1946


Pencil, wax crayon, charcoal, watercolour wash, pen and ink on paper


31.7 x 25.1 cm








Certainly, my childhood was a constant exposure to, ‘the intellectual and emotional effort needed to comprehend form in its full spatial existence’. It pervaded every part of daily life, in and outside the studio. In the domestic arena, most strikingly in the form of games.


These games expanded and confirmed the three-dimensional experience: eccentric games of guessing the weight of my friends at my seventh birthday party, with the help of the bathroom scales; finding the centre of a piece of paper, drawing games with eyes tight shut (teaching me to internalise and draw from visual memory); having to visualise the back of something while you looked at the front.


We used to go to Broadstairs in Kent every summer, and stayed in a boarding house on the seafront, for two weeks. I suppose these holidays were a continuation of the way my parents had spent summers all their lives, but my father could only bear to take two weeks of holiday, as he couldn’t tolerate being out of the studio for any longer. On these holidays, on rainy afternoons, and indeed frequently throughout the year, we’d play these familiar drawing games. The rock-pools on the beach were a source of discovery and we’d come back on the Tilbury Ferry with the car boot loaded with pebbles.


From a very early age I was aware of the importance of visual images. My father constantly photographed his own work. I also realised later, just how accessible this visual information was to me in the 1960s, compared with its availability to my father in his youth. In ‘A View of Sculpture’ he remarks on this development of modern communication and what an enormous impact it has had on the world view of sculpture. I was aware of how my father garnered images, for example his postcard collection. He bought postcards from every museum he visited and kept those sent by friends. His book collection and his visits to Zwemmer’s bookshop, where, because he could not afford to buy, he almost memorised the contents of the books, and his sketchbooks filled with drawings, done in the British Museum or Musée de L’homme – these images were notes for an internalised vocabulary of form.


His collection of natural objects and pebbles too, had much the same function as his collection of books, postcards and sketchbooks. The idea that he took inspiration from these pebbles is misleading, rather they confirmed his own inner vocabulary (see ‘The Sculptor Speaks’):




Sometimes for several years running I have been to the same part of the sea-shore – but each year a new shape of pebble has caught my eye, which the year before, though it was there in hundreds, I never saw. Out of the millions of pebbles passed in walking along the shore, I choose out to see with excitement only those, which fit in with my existing form-interest at the time.
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