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Preface


Out of the thousands of reviews I wrote for The Daily Telegraph I’ve selected only the ones that make me look good – the ones I think still read well or said something about the subject I hadn’t read before. Those pieces were also the most fun to write and the ones in which I hear my own voice most distinctly. Otherwise the selection is essentially random.


The inclusion or not of an artist does not reflect my sense of his or her stature or my feelings about their work. The absence of reviews of Tony Cragg, Richard Deacon or Anish Kapoor only means that I’ve never written well enough about them to justify reprinting a review here. Likewise, the quality of an exhibition was irrelevant in the selection. I’ve omitted my review of the Leonardo exhibition at the National Gallery because the piece didn’t add anything new, but I have included one devoted to a single heavily overpainted work by Pieter Bruegel the Elder.


The reviews are reprinted more or less as written. Inane final paragraphs telling readers not to miss a show have been dropped. Two reviews written years apart about Susan Hiller are spliced together because my earlier (and better) description of one of her most powerful works was too good to leave out. Describing the same artwork twice was always a problem for me; the second version never had the energy of the first. When I came to review Jackson Pollock’s 1998 retrospective I found I couldn’t improve on a description of his Mural written five years earlier for American Art in the 20th Century. I’ve condensed the wording in the original so you don’t have to read the same thing twice.


My first thanks go to my publisher John Nicoll who didn’t flinch when I asked him whether he’d consider bringing out a book of my old reviews. He then whittled down the 160 or so reviews I initially presented him with to the 116 we now have. Jane Havell is responsible for the snappy design and elegant layout of the book, and also for some very necessary editing and proofreading. Michael Paraskos took on the tedious job of picture researcher with patience, tact and good humour.


Sincere thanks to Richard Calvocoressi, Lily Dorment, Caroline Egremont, Andy Goldsworthy, Holly Goldsworthy, Ben Read and Marina Vaizey. I am indebted to Gavin Filler at the Telegraph’s picture archive and to the paper’s librarian, Lorraine Goodspeed.


The editor of the Arts Pages is the most important person in a critic’s professional life. They draw up our reviewing schedules and approve our pieces before publication, whether or not they personally edit the copy. This means that at some possibly unconscious level the tone of each review is pitched to the personality of the editor who would be its first reader. There were six art editors while I was at The Daily Telegraph and all were a pleasure to work with. However, 90 per cent of the reviews in this book were written under the three who served longest – and to them my gratitude is inexpressible.


As I explain in my introduction, Miriam Gross bore the brunt of the annoyance my early reviews sometimes caused. In time I learned how to say what I meant without attracting lawyers’ letters, but back then I became used to telephone calls from Miriam saying my presence was required in the legal department. These occasions terrified me, but fortunately the editor Max Hastings considered threatened lawsuits a sure sign that a journalist was doing his job.


By the time Sarah Crompton inherited me I’d mellowed a lot. Fortunately, she wasn’t mellow at all. Personal interest (her husband is an artist and she became the paper’s dance critic) made her a redoubtable defender of the visual and performing arts. Under her the arts pages expanded and became more sophisticated. Her engagement with issues raised in my reviews and her readiness to express appreciation when she thought a review worked made me a more confident critic. Paul Gent’s editing did my writing a power of good. Like all good editors he saved me from myself. By cutting out superfluities and fripperies he gave weight to my writing and accorded a degree of authority to my criticism that surprised me more than anyone.


On occasion Mark Monahan played the good cop to Paul’s bad. If you find any jokes in these pages, he let them slip in. And our revered administrative secretary on the Arts Desk, Louise Dowman, made all our lives possible.


Finally, the quality and the quantity of colour reproductions in this book were made possible by a grant from the Deborah Loeb Brice Foundation. I can’t begin to list the number of arts institutions in Britain that have had buildings repaired or extended or rebuilt from top to bottom thanks to her generous support. Everyone in this country who has seen a play at the National Theatre, visited one of the National Museums in London or smaller venues like the Courtauld or Watts galleries in the last 25 years has something to thank Deborah Loeb Brice for. I can only express my own thanks by dedicating this book to her.









Introduction


When I started at The Daily Telegraph in December 1986 exhibitions at the Tate Gallery, British Museum, Hayward Gallery and Royal Academy were every bit as ambitious as those in Paris or New York – but they were few and far between compared to what we are used to today. London galleries tended to stage one big loan exhibition at a time, several times a year. With the exception of the Royal Academy, little thought was given to exhibition design. Alone of all European capitals, London had no museum or gallery of modern art. Nor was there a dedicated space at the National Gallery big enough to stage substantial loan shows. When you talked about the art market you meant Old Master dealers within walking distance of Sotheby’s and Christie’s. Interest in contemporary art was intense – but limited to a relatively small, hidden group of curators and enthusiasts who didn’t feel connected to a mainstream culture that still regarded modern art with suspicion.


By the time I left the Telegraph in June 2015, London had displaced New York as the centre of the museum and gallery world. Spectacular building projects at the National Gallery, Royal Academy, Tate, British Museum and the Queen’s Gallery attracted millions of new visitors from this country and abroad. Smaller venues including the Courtauld Gallery, Dulwich Picture Gallery and Wallace Collection either instituted exhibition programmes or stepped up existing ones. Extensions at the Serpentine and Whitechapel galleries more than doubled the space available for loan exhibitions. From 1995 onwards, exhibition design in most national museums became routine, so that visitors to loan shows came to expect an element of spectacle or glamour in addition to the art.


International curators and collectors flew in for the annual Frieze Art Fair and to see exhibitions at Gagosian, White Cube and the Saatchi Gallery. In 1998 Christie’s held the first major auction entirely devoted to contemporary art in London, not New York. As more galleries showing art at the cutting edge opened in the East End, habitués of the older established galleries such as Anthony d’Offay off Bond Street and the Lisson Gallery in Lisson Grove became adept at navigating the streets (or more accurately back streets) of Hackney, Shoreditch, Bethnal Green and Bermondsey. Many of the most active venues for contemporary art were outside the capital – at the Bristol Arnolfini, Oxford’s MoMA and Birmingham’s Ikon. Edinburgh had the Fruitmarket, and Glasgow both the Third Eye Centre and later the Transmission Gallery.


What follows is my own partial, patchy, highly personal and, I am sure, fallible account of those years.


1


Growing up in the US, I am not sure I ever heard the term ‘art history’ until I was in my second year reading classics at Princeton University. Unhappy with a badly taught course on the Roman poet Lucretius, I sat in on a lecture by the young art historian Robert Rosenblum. When I entered the lecture hall he was holding forth in front of a 15-foot-high image of Géricault’s Raft of the Medusa – and I almost swooned with excitement. That same day I transferred to the art history department and didn’t look back (or up) until almost ten years later when, as a graduate fellow at Columbia University, I returned from Europe with a doctorate and the intention of working in a museum.


Specifically, it was the Philadelphia Museum of Art, where from 1973 to 1976 I held the job of assistant curator in the department of European painting. This was an experience that instilled a lifelong respect for the curatorial profession, even though I came to realise that my own vocation was to write about art, not to look after it.


The next ten years were spent in London living hand-to-mouth as a freelance researcher and exhibition organiser. By 1986 I’d completed a catalogue of Philadelphia’s collection of British paintings, a biography of the fin de siècle British sculptor Alfred Gilbert, and catalogues of exhibitions I’d curated either on my own or with colleagues.11 For a short period, I contributed fortnightly exhibition reviews to Country Life, but the idea of writing for a mass circulation newspaper never crossed my mind.




A retrospective of James McNeill Whistler that I co-curated with Margaret Macdonald came later. It opened at the Tate Gallery and travelled to Washington and Paris in 1994–95.





Then in 1986 Neil MacGregor stepped down as the editor of the Burlington Magazine to become director of the National Gallery of Art in Trafalgar Square. I applied for his job at the Burlington and was invited to come in for an interview. During our conversation something happened that would lead to a change of career: a member of the interviewing panel asked me a question I hadn’t seen coming. The director of the Ashmolean Museum, Christopher White, asked whether I was aware that the editor of the Burlington is expected to write a monthly leader at the front of the magazine (I wasn’t) and wondered whether there was any topic of current interest to scholars and curators I’d like to address in an editorial.


Was there ever.


A few months earlier I’d organised an exhibition at the Royal Academy on the art of the British sculptor Alfred Gilbert. In the days and weeks following the opening I’d had my first exposure to the vacuity of art journalism in Great Britain. The problem wasn’t the range or diversity of coverage – the show had been reviewed in all the mainstream papers and the notices were generally positive. But Gilbert’s was hardly a household name and at that period very few journalists who wrote about art for daily newspapers had much interest in the byways of art history. Most of those who reviewed that show did little more than rewrite the press release. They’d describe the works of art and then say something about Gilbert’s life, but otherwise brought little knowledge and less curiosity to their review. I could detect no sense of personal engagement either with the art or with the highly theatrical installation designed by the architect Piers Gough.


That’s what I told the interviewing panel – and added that without knowledgeable or at least responsible art critics in the popular press no conduit existed between artists and curators on the one hand and the gallery-going public on the other. I’d been used to reading John Russell in the New York Times, a critic who always tried to convey a sense of what the artist was trying to achieve, whether or not he thought the work successful. This is why it puzzled me that scholars who wrote for the Burlington didn’t seem to mind when journalists made so little effort to explain and evaluate the exhibitions they worked so hard to create.


Like any generalisations based on one set of data, what I said was not entirely true. There were respected and highly readable British critics including John Golding, Lawrence Gowing and David Sylvester, but they didn’t write regularly for newspapers. Those who did (Richard Cork, Caroline Tisdall and Paul Overy) were good critics, but had not reviewed the Gilbert show. Even so, my complaint was worth making: there was no reason why the mainstream press in this country should not cover the exhibitions of art old and new in reviews that had the depth of thought routinely found in British book reviews and theatre criticism.


Precisely this was about to happen – and far sooner than anyone in that room could have anticipated. In that very year, 1986, Rupert Murdoch took on the powerful print unions when he moved his newspapers (The Times, the Sun and the News of the World) to Wapping. By putting an end to wildcat strikes, astronomical salaries, over-manning of the workforce and the refusal of printers to accept even basic new technologies, Murdoch rejuvenated the British press. In the wake of Wapping, newspapers could potentially become profitable again.


The Independent, a new quality broadsheet, was particularly important.22 It blew a blast of fresh air through the whole of British journalism, noticeably in the arts pages, which were by far the best on Fleet Street. Especially influential at the beginning was Andrew Graham-Dixon, a young art critic who started at the Independent in 1986. His reviews set a standard that rival newspapers couldn’t ignore. Writing on art became much livelier as critics reported on, and took sides for or against contemporary art, and sometimes incited the culture wars that raged in Britain in the early 1990s.




Stephen Glover, ‘The Righteous Mind’, The New Statesman, 5–11 September 2014, pp. 27–31.





Released from the stranglehold of the print unions, all British newspapers were able to increase the number of pages they printed, which in turn meant that more space was available to cover arts, features and sport. In time, the impact of all this on museums and galleries would be incalculable.


Meanwhile, Conrad Black bought The Daily Telegraph and the recently appointed arts editor Miriam Gross was looking for an art critic. As a former literary editor at the Observer Miriam didn’t know any art critics, so she telephoned her friend Kate Trevelyan who worked at the Burlington Magazine. As I was later to learn, Kate remembered the American who’d recently been into the office for an interview – and how he’d banged on about the poor quality of art reviewing in British newspapers.


So that’s how I came to write about art in the biggest-selling broadsheet in the country. In 1987 the paper sold 1,147,000 copies per day, in contrast to its nearest broadsheet rival The Times (442,000). For the next fifteen years the circulation never fell below one million and even by 2009 it stood at over 900,000. The number of copies actually read (as opposed to the number purchased at a newsstand or by subscription) was estimated to be double that. Of course, only a fraction of those readers looked at the art reviews. Even so, those figures inspired awe in someone whose own (admittedly book-length) publications might sell a few hundred copies at most.


From the start I was struck by the range of opinion you could read in the British press. On the day after its opening, an opera, play or art exhibition was covered by at least five daily broadsheets, the same again on Sunday, plus weekly magazines such as the Spectator and New Statesman and a weekly review on BBC Radio 3. Unlike in New York, everything in this country was up for discussion and culture was as much a part of the national debate as politics or sport.


Miriam was the ideal mentor for someone who had never written for a newspaper before. I couldn’t go wrong if I pitched my reviews to her – a highly intelligent person who I could not assume had any detailed knowledge of the period or school I was covering that week. From the questions she asked about my first draughts, I learned how to take readers with me by the addition of a swift definition of a style, a school, a medium or a technique without interrupting the flow of an argument.


Most valuable to me was her scepticism. When writing about new art I knew her baloney-detector would be on high alert. That made me a much more stringent critic than I would otherwise have been. The worst critics write for small-circulation periodicals or online blogs read exclusively by fellow enthusiasts. ‘To what purpose?’ became the first question I asked myself when I looked at a new work of art. If I wasn’t sure why an artist made an artwork, the chances are they weren’t either. ‘To shock’ or ‘to disturb’ are not adequate answers.


I quickly learned that the closest parallel to the arts pages in a daily newspaper is not news or features but sport. Readers who follow football or cricket usually know something (and often quite a lot) about the sport. What they are looking for in sports writing is sophisticated analysis of the play in yesterday’s match. The same is true of writing on exhibitions. As well as describing the art clearly you have to convey as vividly as possible what it was like to walk through a show and then say how you responded to it.


But again, you had to do it with a broad brush and you had to hold the reader’s interest until the last paragraph. You needed a ‘hook’ to engage the reader’s attention, and it was important to get straight to the art without a long preamble. Never ever tell your readers the show is a turkey until near the end of the review, because the moment you do is the moment they stop reading.


My reviews were usually much better if I knew nothing about the subject of the exhibition. Good critical writing entails a process of interrogation which is best done in a spirit of self-doubt. I no more knew what I was going to say about an exhibition while I was in it than a sports writer does the outcome of a match. For the same reason, I found I was able to write more effectively if I didn’t talk about a review while I was working on it. I did not go to openings and knew very few artists, critics, dealers or collectors. For about ten years I spoke to my friend David Sylvester every day on the telephone. We had a pact that we would not discuss my review for that week until after it appeared in print. Otherwise I’d have become his mouthpiece.


I tried not to pre-judge an artist or an exhibition but sometimes it couldn’t be helped. Any artwork that involved diagrams and blackboards I knew in advance I’d hate. With a few sublime exceptions (Janet Cardiff and George Bures Miller, or Susan Hiller), I approached sound installations requiring headphones with the deepest suspicion.


The speed at which each review had to be turned around was new to me and so was the vertiginous switch from writing about art made of neon tubing one week to sixteenth-century African bronzes the next. Art historians spend years researching and writing books and catalogues, then enjoy their hour in the spotlight when their exhibition opens or their book appears in print. Accustomed to that sort of pace, the weekly buzz I got in journalism quickly became addictive.


2


The change in London’s art scene is in large part the responsibility of a small group of energetic and media-savvy museum directors who hit their stride in the late 1980s and early ’90s. Neil Macgregor at the National Gallery and then British Museum; Nicholas Serota at the Tate Gallery; Norman Rosenthal at the Royal Academy – all were in their early forties when they began the long, slow process of creating new and appreciative audiences for the visual arts. Like them, Julia Peyton-Jones at the Serpentine, Maryanne Stevens at the RA and Rosalind Savill at the Wallace Collection were so young when they started that they had 25 years or more to transform their institutions into the roaring successes they became. The same was true of Tim Clifford and Richard Calvocoressi at the National Galleries of Scotland.33 My deepest respect was reserved for James Lingwood and Michael Morris who founded Artangel, the visionary charity that brought new art out of the gallery into public spaces. But to a degree that I do not believe has been fully recognised, a revitalised popular press played a crucial role in creating public interest in the individual artists these impresarios were showing and in the group exhibitions they were staging.




Some of the most significant acquisitions to UK national collections, of both British and foreign art, were made during Tim Clifford’s directorship of the National Gallery of Scotland (1984–2006).





Then, too, their careers unfolded during the period when the Heritage Lottery Fund began to pour hundreds of millions of pounds into the infrastructure of our museums and galleries. Building projects on this scale had not happened in this country since the development of the South Kensington museums sector in the mid-nineteenth century. Lottery money and the Art Fund also made possible the acquisition for the nation of individual paintings and sometimes entire collections that would otherwise have gone abroad or been dispersed.44




The expansion was nationwide – and included new galleries at Gateshead, Wakefield, Margate, Walsall, Chichester and Nottingham.





All this was happening at a time when fortunes were being made in the City. The boom made possible by Mrs Thatcher’s economic policies created a distinct new social class of collectors and potential patrons. In a way that Britain hadn’t seen before, glamorous openings and dinners became an integral part of major exhibitions. Occasions like the Serpentine Gallery’s summer party were covered by Tatler and Hello! Magazine. Princess Diana showed up. Art had not been this fashionable since the opening of the Grosvenor Gallery in 1877.


A decade after I started at the Telegraph, hardly a week went by when an important exhibition wasn’t opening somewhere in London.55 I loved being part of all that, even if only to comment on it. Though I continued to curate exhibitions and contribute to catalogues, I started to identify myself as a journalist, not as an art historian.




‘How not to prize art’, Sunday Telegraph, 7 November 1993.
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I had a lot of time for most of the broadsheet critics who arrived in the wake of Wapping. But in those days there was also a kind of critic who you don’t come across much any more: the ones who were permanently, professionally angry. When anyone wrote appreciatively about modern art (and in those days at The Daily Telegraph ‘modern’ meant after the Franco-Prussian War), it was against a background of shrill mockery and unrelenting opposition. Journalists such as Peter Fuller at the Sunday Telegraph, Giles Auty at the Spectator and Brian Sewell at the Evening Standard routinely told their readers that modern art was a con, an offence to the eye, an affront to civilised values. They were joined in their efforts to make time stand still by enraged newspaper editors and furious columnists, including the absurd Paul Johnson, author of I Hate Picasso.


At a time when most people in this country had so little interest in new art that you had to go out of your way to find it, they wrote hysterical articles about the ‘peril’ of modernity threatening the nation. I was still enough of a New Yorker to find this unbelievable.


The lightning rod towards which hostile critics hurled their thunderbolts was the Turner Prize. Their non-stop vilification unintentionally became the magic ingredient that made the prize world-famous. Carefully coordinated public protests by failed artists such as the Stuckists and the K Foundation became something of a ritual on the night the prize was awarded. The camera crews they summoned to film them picketing on the steps of the Tate Gallery ensured a mention of the prize on the Ten o’Clock News, and so added to the combustible mixture of art, money, celebrity and mass media which would turn London into the centre for seeing, showing and selling art that it is today.


There is a myth still in circulation that these critics were somehow brave to speak out against photo-based, video and installation art. In this fictional version of what happened, these few good men courageously stood up to a sinister cultural dictator, Nicholas Serota – whom they depicted as a megalomaniac bent on foisting his uniquely perverse and obscure vision of art on the British people. They, self-appointed guardians of traditional values, dared to say what everyone secretly thought: the emperor was wearing no clothes.


In fact, there was nothing secret about the British public’s dislike of modern art and nothing courageous about telling readers of the Evening Standard, Spectator, Daily Telegraph and Sunday Telegraph what most of them already thought. Week after week the same bully-boys informed the public that good art was a matter of drawing correctly and getting the perspective right. They never considered that art might have something to do with ideas, imagination, originality, insight or universality. I’m not saying they didn’t believe what they wrote, only that there was nothing audacious about saying it.


Judging by their reviews, they were unaware of the art on view at the great museums of the world – MoMA, the Pompidou, the Stedelijk and the Reina Sophia. If they had visited those collections they might have realised that Serota was an eloquent representative of Britain at the top table of international cultural activity and one who, as it happened, took every opportunity to promote painting not only at the Tate but also at the international Biennales.


Unfortunately for me, The Daily Telegraph and Sunday Telegraph were conservative, culturally as well as politically. They began to publish articles and leaders attacking new art in general and my reviews of new art in particular. I’d write about Gilbert and George; the next day a leader would appear advising readers to pay no attention to what the paper’s art critic had just said.


When the Turner Prize rolled round every year, I braced myself for another skirmish with my employers. One example, written by the editor of the Sunday Telegraph, Charles Moore, just after Rachel Whiteread won the Turner Prize in 1993, will serve to give an idea of what this entailed. It began by informing readers that J. M. W. Turner himself would not have won the Turner Prize. That was because Turner was really a conservative (my italics) painter and not, as most art historians had always believed, the most radically innovative British artist of the nineteenth century.66 When I replied to his piece in an article a few weeks later, I made a point of adding that throughout his career J. M. W. Turner encountered the same sort of hostility the editor of the Sunday Telegraph was then dishing out to young artists.




‘Turner: most radical of the lot’, Daily Telegraph, 23 November 1993.





It was fair enough that the paper should be able to state its viewpoint alongside mine, but also obvious that it didn’t lead to a sense of job security. When I was offered the job of chief art critic on the Guardian I jumped in a taxi straight from Alan Rusbridger’s office and handed in my notice. To my amazement, I was asked to stay on – and if at this point you are wondering why my resignation was not accepted with jubilation, so was I.


The explanation, as far as I could make out, was this: the paper had been haemorrhaging readers and sales were decreasing. This was not because subscribers were switching to The Times or Daily Mail but because they were dying. Consultants were hired to advise on how the paper might appeal to younger readers. As described to me by an eye-witness, the editorial team met the consultants in the editor’s office to discuss their conclusions. Spread out on a large table was a copy of that morning’s Telegraph. As the consultants turned each page they let rip with their criticisms, pointing out the old-fashioned layout and gloomy typography while wondering aloud who on earth read the hang ’em and flog ’em articles the paper was famous for – apart, that is, from choleric colonels in the Home Counties and shires.


And then they came to the arts pages.


By sheer chance, my review of the Tate Gallery’s Gerhard Richter exhibition had been published that morning. It was illustrated with one of the artist’s most haunting paintings – of a blurred black-and-white snapshot showing a young family at a beach. For the first time that morning the consultants were ecstatic. They were adamant that this was the kind of article the Telegraph needed if it wanted to change its geriatric image and appeal to a more curious, open-minded readership.77 That was the turning point. From then on I was in theory free to write whatever I wished.




This was also the moment when the Telegraph hired its first–ever rock critic, although the term they used was ‘pop’.





And so my reviews stayed on – for about two more decades. One reason is that I believed our arts pages were now the best in Fleet Street. Then, too, I knew I had a visibility on a conservative newspaper I would not have had in one on the left. At the Telegraph I looked edgy and transgressive, when in reality my taste in art was fairly cautious. Though I regularly made the rounds of the East End galleries, restrictions on space meant that I could only cover an emerging artist’s work when he or she appeared in a group show at the Saatchi Gallery or on the Turner Prize shortlist.


Yet because I wrote with sympathy about a few prominent artists I became associated with what Brian Sewell termed the ‘Serota Tendency’ – an intended insult which meant anyone who made, exhibited, countenanced or wrote about conceptual, video, performance or installation art.88 I didn’t care. Looking back, Telegraph readers who were interested enough to read my reviews were given a reasonably comprehensive overview of what was happening in contemporary art – not at the rock face of the avant-garde, but when that art entered mainstream British culture.




During the twelve years Serota was in sole charge of the Tate Gallery he used his enormous influence to promote painting at every possible opportunity. There were no major video or photographic shows at the Tate while he was there. The exhibitions of painting for which he was personally responsible included Ellsworth Kelly, Robert Ryman, Leon Kossoff, Patrick Heron, Jackson Pollock, Lovis Corinth and Ben Nicholson.





Public attitudes towards art changed over time – not because of anything art critics wrote but because of the art itself. A turning point was the exhibition in the autumn of 1993 of Rachel Whiteread’s House, a concrete cast of the empty interior of an ordinary terraced house of a sort Londoners passed every day without looking at twice. Because it stood in a public space on the edge of a park in east London, House broke through some invisible psychological barrier to touch the hearts of people who may not have taken an interest in modern art before. They could see for themselves what this extraordinary young artist had created – as opposed to reading what critics wrote about it.


Projects sponsored by Artangel, as well as the Unilever series of installations in the Turbine Hall of Tate Modern and the changing artworks on the fourth plinth in Trafalgar Square were hugely important, as was Anthony d’Offay’s inspired idea to circulate exhibitions of blue-chip modern art to museums and galleries all over the country. All these programmes allowed members of the public to make up their own minds – and that was fatal to the enemies of progressive art.


In 1997 the newly elected Labour government deliberately used modern British art as a way of branding itself as young and forward-looking. Tate Modern opened in 2000 and a year later the government introduced a policy of free admission to all national museums. That opened the floodgates. Attendance figures at the V&A and other museums doubled. Damian Hirst and Tracey Emin became media celebrities in a way that had not been seen in this country since Whistler, Wilde and Ruskin in the late nineteenth century. At the Royal Academy, exhibitions by Anish Kapoor and David Hockney attracted visitor numbers that Burlington House last experienced when protective barriers had to be erected to keep the crowds from damaging William Powell Frith’s Derby Day.
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Every critic carries a gold standard in his head against which we judge new art. For me it was the American Pop Art and Minimalism I’d seen as a young graduate student in New York of the early 1970s: Jasper Johns, Robert Rauschenberg, Cy Twombly, Frank Stella, Brice Marden, Andy Warhol, Donald Judd, Carl Andre, Dan Flavin and Richard Serra. I was lucky that when I started writing art criticism, British sculpture (but not painting) measured up to that high standard. The generation of British artists ascendant or fully established in the late ’80s included Richard Long, Anish Kapoor, Tony Cragg, Richard Deacon and Richard Wentworth.


In their work I felt the same sense I’d had in New York of artists breaking free from the traditions and conventions of their medium, rethinking everything about what sculpture was and how it could be made. In their hands it might be monumental or ephemeral and created out of anything – stone, metal, wood, photographs, powdered dyes, paper, found objects. It could be riveted, bent, stacked, carved, screwed, glued or scattered on the floor or wall.


Close on their heels came the Young British Artists. The best known – Damian Hirst, Tracey Emin, Sarah Lucas and Angus Fairhurst – were a joyless lot, obsessed with death, sex, masturbation, alcohol and drugs to the exclusion of all other human experience except greed. I could acknowledge the ferocious humour of Lucas’s early sculptures and thought that every so often Hirst could come up with an artwork of audacious brilliance, but I had no natural sympathy for what they were doing. As happens all the time in daily life, I could see the point of them, but they weren’t my type.


Contrast that to the heartfelt response I had to the pathos and nuance in films and installations by Mark Wallinger or Douglas Gordon – the two most significant artists associated with the YBAs. Gordon couldn’t make an artwork that didn’t feel intensely personal to me, whether it was unspooling in slow motion the small-town America of my childhood in the backgrounds of Hitchcock’s Psycho or filming a football match in which the mesmerised cameras only follow one astonishing player, Zinedine Zidane.


Installation and conceptual art by Francis Alÿs, Dinos and Jake Chapman, Robert Gober, Christian Marclay and Giuseppe Pennone (among others) all engaged my attention in a way that painting in the 1990s did not. The one British painter I came to like a lot was Chris Ofili, particularly his immersive series of thirteen colour-drenched canvases The Upstairs Room (though, come to think of it, that too is an installation). I saw an awful lot of video art over the years and most of it left me cold. Special mention must be made of Tacita Dean’s 63-minute film showing a herd of cows ambling from an enclosure to an open field during an eclipse of the sun. It ranks as the single worst viewing experience of my life.99




The title of my review of her retrospective was ‘Mind-numbing home movies that seem to last for an eternity.’





Every so often I wished I could re-write a review. It wasn’t until after I’d already written about Doris Salcedo’s Shibboleth in Tate Modern’s Turbine Hall that I realised it had two parts – visual and written – and that I’d only written about the first. The part you saw consisted of a deep, ominous crack in the flooring that ran down the length of that vast hall. A few days later it struck me that there was another aspect to the work: the press release and the wall label, both written by the artist. Most conceptual artists allow viewers to project their own thoughts and feelings on to an artwork. They leave the interpretation up to us. Salcedo didn’t do that. She told us in words exactly what the crack symbolised: racism. That transformed the meaning of the work from vague and arty to precise and political. Racism – and only racism – was undermining the foundations of society.


Most of the time, my background in traditional art history is an advantage when looking at new art. But it can also be an impediment when I am confronted with an artwork that I can’t place in my mental rolodex of styles, schools, traditions, influences and artistic pedigrees. Inconveniently (if you are an art critic), that is most likely to happen when I come across truly original work. For example, on my encounter with the first of Matthew Barney’s Cremaster series of films I found the imagery so strange and the subject so unclassifiable that I made the mistake of dismissing it. Then I saw more of the films, read other critics, and in my next review wrote a grovelling apology. (That doesn’t mean I’ve become an uncritical fan.)


5


When it came time to step down from the Telegraph, of course I asked myself whether anything I wrote was in any way important. Apart from their possible educational value, did my reviews make the slightest difference to anyone other than a handful of rich artists, manipulative museum directors or spoiled art collectors? The answer is no. Critics mostly perform a simple service. We direct readers to exhibitions worth seeing and explain why. Whenever I commented on what I considered reprehensible behaviour (the sacking of good curators to save money or the government’s appointment of an unqualified individual to head a cultural body) it was energy wasted.


The pieces in this book collected under the heading ‘Art Politics’ provide some idea of the kinds of issues that concerned me enough to devote my weekly allotment of 1,200 words to writing. Still, the most effective commentaries in that section are basically reviews. The best way for critics to put our ideas across is not to tackle abuses or cockups directly but to do our jobs well and let readers draw their own conclusions. You have to trust museum directors to take note when criticism is serious and hope that arts ministers can tell the difference between a knee-jerk whinge and justified censure.


I felt I was doing something actively worthwhile when I sat on boards and committees including the Wallace Collection, Watts Gallery, British Council and Government Art Collection. I loved the sense that for once my input might be having some practical effect – whether it was acquiring pictures for a British embassy or a government building, helping to choose the British representative at the Venice Biennale or raising money to make an institution stronger or to extend its life into the next century. But of course the only reason I was asked to help in each of those cases was because my day job at the Telegraph allowed me to see so much and meet so many of those responsible for doing so much so right for so long.


It was a privilege.
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1. A retrospective of James McNeill Whistler that I co-curated with Margaret Macdonald came later. It opened at the Tate Gallery and travelled to Washington and Paris in 1994–95.


2. Stephen Glover, ‘The Righteous Mind’, The New Statesman, 5–11 September 2014, pp. 27–31.


3. Some of the most significant acquisitions to UK national collections, of both British and foreign art, were made during Tim Clifford’s directorship of the National Gallery of Scotland (1984–2006).


4. The expansion was nationwide – and included new galleries at Gateshead, Wakefield, Margate, Walsall, Chichester and Nottingham.


5. ‘How not to prize art’, Sunday Telegraph, 7 November 1993.


6. ‘Turner: most radical of the lot’, Daily Telegraph, 23 November 1993.


7. This was also the moment when the Telegraph hired its first–ever rock critic, although the term they used was ‘pop’.


8. During the twelve years Serota was in sole charge of the Tate Gallery he used his enormous influence to promote painting at every possible opportunity. There were no major video or photographic shows at the Tate while he was there. The exhibitions of painting for which he was personally responsible included Ellsworth Kelly, Robert Ryman, Leon Kossoff, Patrick Heron, Jackson Pollock, Lovis Corinth and Ben Nicholson.


9. The title of my review of her retrospective was ‘Mind-numbing home movies that seem to last for an eternity.’
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ANCIENT AND NON-EUROPEAN ART






[image: Dolni Vestonice Female Figure (also called The Venus...]








Dolni Vestonice Female Figure (also called The Venus of Dolni Vestonice), 29,000–20,000 BC Moravske Zemske Museum, Brno









Ice Age Art


How many exhibitions have you been to that can claim to show the oldest known figurative art? Have you ever read an exhibition label that described an object as the ‘oldest known portrait of a woman’ or the ‘oldest known ceramic figure’? When the curator of the British Museum’s Ice Age Art uses the term ‘deep history’ to characterise the show, she really means it. Most of the material in it was made in Europe and Central Asia between 40,000 and 12,000 years ago.


The measurements of time we encounter in the catalogue and labels are almost impossible for those of us accustomed to think in terms of years and centuries to grasp. Delicate carvings in bone, stone, antler or ivory are dated to within the closest couple of thousand years. That in turn means that the questions you ask are different from the usual ones. Since no individual ‘hands’ or schools associated with particular times or places can be identified, the whole concept of artistic style is problematic. The presence of a carved puppet and a wooden flute speak of a civilisation that included story-telling and music as well as visual art, but in general we can only speculate as to why most of these objects and images were made or how they were used.


Until well into the twentieth century, the carvings and drawings we see at the British Museum were normally exhibited in natural history and ethnographic museums where they were dehumanised by labels identifying them as artefacts made by primitive people. That is why it was important for the British Museum to make it crystal clear that what visitors see is art. Most of the objects on display had no practical use or else are embellished in ways that go far beyond utilitarian necessity.


Take for example the tiny ceramic figure of an obese woman with pendulous breasts, wide hips and a roll of fat around her middle which was made of baked clay between 31,000 and 27,000 years ago. Whoever created it made decisions that can have had no other purpose than to enhance its beauty or add to its aesthetic perfection.
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5 February 2013


Ice Age Art: The Arrival of the Modern Mind


British Museum, London
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We will never know whether it was made as a fetish or talisman or as a representation of a supernatural being. What we do know is what we can see: that the head is as perfect an oval as anything by Brancusì, that the stylised shoulders and breasts are symmetrically balanced and that the line of body fat below the navel is shaped to ‘rhyme’ with the inverted arc of the shoulder blades.


What is less obvious, at least to me, is the significance of the figure’s nudity. Because we grow up with the idea that art began with the Greeks, we take the nude figure for granted. But the Ice Age got its name for a reason.


People went around wrapped in skins and furs, which means that the representation of nudity, like the exaggeration and stylisation of the body parts, was either an artistic convention or had some symbolic meaning. But this degree of abstraction is confined to the representation of the human figure. Animals are depicted naturalistically by artists who were careful to show just how a hairy wolverine lifts one big padded paw as it moves through snow, or what it looks like when a bison lifts its head to bellow.


The sophistication of the artistic techniques used in the great majority of works on view is self-evident. In an incised drawing on bone showing two female deer estimated to date between 14,000 and 12,000 years ago, the artist first drew the contours of the bodies in outline, and then used finely shaded lines to create volume and the texture of fur. The mouth, eyes, gills and fins in an incised drawing of a fish are so precisely described that it can be identified as a sole. And an incised drawing on a fragment of rib found in the La Vache cave in France depicts three lions in motion, necks and tails extended as if closing in on their prey. Several of these sculptures are pierced, either to be worn as decoration or suspended in space. At the British Museum they are lit to show how their shadows would have danced over the fire-lit surfaces of caves or tents.


I can’t remember the last time I saw a show with so many rare and beautiful objects on loan from museums in Germany, France, the Czech Republic and Siberia. My one hesitation about it is summed up by the subtitle, ‘The Arrival of the Modern Mind’. It seems to me that the modern mind, like the middle class, is always arriving, in every century since time began. And in this case I’m not sure what it means. As my earlier reference to Brancusì reveals, it is by seeing this art through the prism of twentieth-century art that we came to appreciate its aesthetic dimensions. But that doesn’t make it ‘modern’. In fact what I like most about it is that it is mysterious and strange and like nothing else in our experience. Any idea that the people who made these objects are just like us is contradicted by the complete absence of representations of love or affection between men and women or mothers and children.


In terms of the syntax of art, the depiction of movement is highly selective since animals are shown in motion, but not humans. One of the show’s highlights is the superbly carved ivory figure with the head of a lion and the torso of a man made about 40,000 years ago. It certainly proves that the imaginative faculty existed, and one of the surprises of the show is the absence of representations of imaginary and mythical creatures such as the dragons you find in some aboriginal cave paintings from 40,000 years ago.


While it is inevitable that we bring our knowledge of twentieth-century art to our perception of this work, that is very different from projecting modern ideas about art on to the distant past. The star object you’ll see reproduced in every review of the show is the female figure carved from mammoth ivory found in the Lespugue Cave in 1922. Picasso was fascinated by its faceted breasts, hips and buttocks, which resemble the pre-Cubist and Cubist pictures of female figures he made from 1906 onwards. But Cubism is about taking the human figure apart and then putting it back together again. The planes and facets in the Lespugue figure have nothing to do with that kind of abstraction.


But that’s a small point, and I can well understand why the British Museum needs to put a period that is so unfamiliar to most visitors into a context we can recognise. Both in the show and in the first-rate catalogue, Jill Cook has achieved the difficult feat of making art made in the mists of time feel almost familiar.









The Painted Tomb-Chapel of Nebamun


It is only January, but I don’t expect to see an exhibition in the next twelve months more moving than what is on view in the British Museum’s new gallery of ancient Egyptian art. Beautifully designed, lit and labelled, it is devoted to one of the best-loved works of art in the museum – the wall paintings from the tomb-chapel of Nebamun, an obscure accountant attached to the Temple of Amun in Thebes (present-day Karnak) who died around 1350 BC.


Relatively little painting of any kind survives from the ancient world, so it is hard to overestimate the historical importance of these famous fragments showing scenes from the life of an ordinary man who lived for a flickering moment at the dawn of history.


But, equally, recent conservation confirms that these are works of art of the highest aesthetic quality. They were painted not by jobbing artisans but by true artists who made conscious aesthetic decisions, and were sometimes willing to break with the pictorial conventions of Egyptian art to achieve a surprising degree of naturalism.


One explanation for their appeal, I think, is that, unlike a lot of Egyptian art, they were intended to be seen by the living, not the dead. They come not from a sealed burial chamber (like the treasures of Tutankhamun) but from a chapel with an entrance at ground level which was accessible to the public.


Visitors who came to pray or to make offerings would have admired the murals for qualities that would make any work of art from any historical period exceptional – the confident draughtsmanship, the wonderful sense of colour, the intensity of the observation, the ability to convey human foibles and, not least, the sense of fun. These scenes of everyday life in ancient Egypt show us how rich and poor dressed, moved, spoke, dined, made music, hunted, planted and gardened.


They were executed by a team of no more than six anonymous painters belonging to the workshop overseen by a master. Scholars don’t know why Nebamun, who occupied a relatively modest place in the social hierarchy, rated so splendid a memorial, but their best guess is that the artist in charge of the project was a friend, relative or neighbour who knew the deceased personally and – you’d like to think – remembered him with affection.
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The Painted Tomb-Chapel of Nebamun


British Museum, London
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Nebamun Hunting in the Marshes, c. 1350 BC British Museum, London


And so, in the scene where Nebamun is shown hunting wildfowl from a skiff in marshland along the Nile, the artist adheres to the conventions of Egyptian art by showing the accountant in profile and making him much bigger than the figures of his wife and young daughter who accompany him. But this artist goes further – he makes sure that Nebamun stands out by painting his flesh using impastoed white under paint covered with a layer of red. Seen within the dark interior of the chapel, the figure would have appeared to glow.


The same artist (or another artist from the workshop, assuming that one specialised in figures, another in still life, a third in birds and animals) didn’t actually need to show the marshes as alive with birds, butterflies, flowers and fish. One or two schematically drawn examples of each species would have served to symbolise the hunt. But the air is loud with the beating of wings as a havoc of startled birds rises up from the clump of papyrus at the hunter’s approach, each so carefully delineated that a lepidopterist could identify the species of butterfly fluttering in front of Nebamun, and you don’t need to be an ornithologist to spot the geese, wagtails, shrikes, ducks, egrets and herons.


Among the fish in the rippling blue water under the skiff you find a poisonous puffer fish, and a mullet delicately dappled using a stippling technique to suggest the shimmering, silvery quality of its scales. The point is that this level of detail is unnecessary, which is precisely why it belongs in the realm of art, not craft or decoration.


Likewise, in the scenes where Nebamun’s servants and scribes herd cattle and geese for the annual inventory of his possessions, the artist is careful to differentiate between each creature’s appearance and even personality. He takes enormous pleasure in showing big fat geese next to tiny goslings, and delights in the way a few geese have turned in the opposite direction from the gaggle, or flap their wings, or seem to look up curiously as one of their number is placed in a straw basket. Above these scenes, the hieroglyphic speech bubbles tell us that the herdsmen argue among themselves and remind each other to conduct themselves with decorum in front of their master.


The draughtsmanship, too, is of a high order. Look at how the long sinuous line of one steer’s back is ‘rhymed’ with the extended arm of the drover behind it, or how the head of the bald cowman at the front of the herd adds to the strong leftward flow of the composition.


And, finally, it is the attention to detail that makes these scenes so accessible to us today. Look at the way three female musicians clap in time to the music of a flute played by a fourth musician, with the words of their song spelled out in a hieroglyphic speech bubble above their heads. Surprisingly, two of the seated musicians are shown not in profile, as we expect in Egyptian art, but full face. The artist felt able to break the rules because the women he was depicting were foreign and of low status, but in doing so this anonymous artist gives us a glimpse of his artistic personality. For an instant, time has stood still, and across three millennia he gives us a little wink.
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Dancing Girls, c. 1350 BC British Museum, London


Though the captions and wall labels give you just the right amount of information to enhance your understanding of each scene, it’s a measure of the greatness of the Nebamun paintings that they aren’t really needed. Even young children will enjoy the wonderfully whiskery hares, and will appreciate the scene where the tawny cat catches a plump bird in its mouth. In floor-to-ceiling cases facing the paintings, the curator Richard Parkinson has placed ancient Egyptian chairs, cosmetics jars, jewellery and implements for hunting and fishing similar to those that appear in the pictures.


The whole gallery brings ancient Egypt to life in a peculiarly intimate and touching way, and, because it is a permanent gallery, its opening is an infinitely more important event than any temporary exhibition. What a gift!









Egypt’s Dazzling Sun


It finally happened. The thing I dreaded. Walking through an exhibition at the Grand Palais in Paris last week, I was seized with an irresistible desire to kiss a work of art. Or at least to press my lips passionately against a glass exhibition case. The work in question was the fragmentary face of Queen Tiy, a sensual sliver of exquisitely carved yellow jasper showing the lusciously full lips of the consort of Pharaoh Amenhotep III. And although I restrained myself, I was not alone in my osculatory urge. Queen Tiy’s lips, infinitesimally upturned at one corner as though about to curve into a mocking smile, also mesmerised a knot of French journalists who seemed unable to tear themselves away from les lèvres.


That the sense of intimacy we all felt for a woman who lived for a brief moment at the dawn of history was so tactile is the achievement of Egypt’s Dazzling Sun: Amenhotep III and his World. This unforgettable show is that rare thing, an exhibition built on a daringly original premise: that by studying the statues and objects known to have been made during one pharaoh’s 38-year reign (about 1391–1353 BC) we can approach the art of ancient Egypt exactly as we would that of any cultural period – the reign of Louis XIV, let us say, or the Second Empire.


Why is this so innovative? Because from the day of our first school outing to the British Museum we are taught to look at Egyptian art in terms of its function in daily life and religious ritual – as though aesthetic considerations were of secondary interest to the craftsmen who made it. The organisers of this show are art historians, not archaeologists. Concerned with stylistic analysis and aesthetic discrimination, they have identified different sculptural ateliers associated with identifiable stone quarries and even recognised the ‘hands’ of separate (though of course anonymous) artistic personalities.
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Egypt’s Dazzling Sun: Amenhotep III and his World


Grand Palais, Paris
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Fragment of an Egyptian Queen’s Face, c. 1353–1336 BC Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York


Everything has been chosen solely for its artistic quality. We become aware not only of a statue’s status as a votive offering but also of the way the artist has suggested a torso’s sagging flesh through parallel rows of lightly incised undulating lines, or of how one portraitist makes us conscious of the king’s humanity, while another deliberately suppresses it. At the end, subtle differences in carving, or variations in accepted proportions, betray the hand of the fine artist as opposed to the mere artisan.


The dramatic entrance to the exhibition is guarded by a recumbent lioness made of red granite, symbol of the pharaoh himself, from the Temple of Soleb in the Sudan. As we draw close to examine the severely stylised curves of head and haunch, we realise that the animal’s ears are pricked back, alert to our footstep. A lion only holds its ears in this way for an instant before it attacks. The statue’s meaning is therefore clear: as guardian of the temple and protector of the deity, the pharaoh is vigilant – we approach at our peril.


And beyond, looming up out of the darkness, we glimpse a series of colossal heads of Amenhotep III. This long face and its distinctive features soon become instantly recognisable, with those almond-shaped eyes outlined with kohl, and that fleshy, slightly overhung upper lip. One of the most spectacular examples, from the British Museum, must have belonged to a statue 25 or 30 feet high. It is made of polished brown quartzite, a dark stone embedded with yellow and brown sand which makes the statue glisten as though moist. The sculptors who made this head carefully contrasted the softly modelled face with the rougher texture of lips, eyebrows, crown, beard strap and head band.


The mood of the show changes from room to room, as we move from temple and tomb to marshland and desert. In one darkened gallery a divine baboon squats on its haunches, a ferocious funeral deity whose wild cries the Egyptians interpreted as a secret language known only to the pharaoh. This superbly carved statue seems to sit watch over the rounded Canopic jars with their distinctive human-headed stoppers, which would have contained the perishable entrails of the deceased.


Nearby we become aware of the sinister presence of three black granodiorite effigies showing the lion-headed goddess Sekhmet seated on their thrones, a merciless jury of grim widows. Erected in their hundreds by Amenhotep III, such statues guaranteed divine protection against floods and pestilence.


In fact, Amenhotep III (father of the more famous Akhenaten and the presumed grandfather of Tutankhamun) seems to have done an excellent job as a living intermediary between the gods and his people. His reign saw a golden age of peace and incredible plenty for the Egyptian people. Amenhotep used his army for vast building projects and kept a second army of glassmakers, potters, jewellers, ceramicists, carvers and painters in full-time occupation, like Louis XIV with his factories at Sèvres and tapestry works at Gobelin.


The second half of this classic exhibition focuses on the pharaoh’s family. Through their portraits we come to know the king and his royal consort, his one surviving son and four daughters, his in-laws and the prominent members of his court. From museums all over the world the organisers have borrowed objects these people might have owned and used – bronzes and jewels, brightly painted limestone reliefs and terracotta jars, bowls made of faience (a glazed earthenware), intricately carved combs and spoons in wood and ivory.


This is a courtly art, an art made for refined and sophisticated palates. Two objects stand out: a tiny glass bottle in the shape of a goggle-eyed fish striped in swirls of blue, yellow and white, which must be one of the finest pieces of ancient glass in existence, and a jewel-like faience sphinx in turquoise blue, only a few inches high, which might bear comparison with the finest Chinese porcelain.


Perhaps best of all, the exhibition brings Egyptian art to life in a peculiarly touching way. We learn, for example, that the king’s favourite colour was a fierce cobalt blue with turquoise trim, but that his wife preferred white or yellow. We watch the royal family change and grow old in front of our eyes – not in the great public monuments, of course, but in the intimate, private works of sculpture such as the exquisite Head of the Aged Queen Tiy, a masterpiece showing the ravaged beauty a few years after the death of her husband.









Kingdom of Ife: Sculptures from West Africa


About half-way through the British Museum’s astounding Kingdom of Ife: Sculptures from West Africa we come across two small freestanding terracotta heads, each representing a victim of human sacrifice. Made near the Atlantic coast of what is today Nigeria between 1100 and about 1400 AD, they are only around six inches in length and by no means the most sophisticated or refined works on view.


But look at them up close. The scarification marks on one head indicate that it represents a stranger, presumably a warrior captured in battle. Yet the artist has gone to great lengths to show the victim’s physical suffering and mental anguish. Both victims are gagged with a rope pulled so tightly through their mouth that their eyes bulge. On each face the artist conveys the terror and violent struggle of a human being fully conscious that he is about to face ritual execution. These West African sculptors reveal an empathy with the ‘other’ that you only find in the art of highly advanced cultures. It is a quality unknown (as far as I know) in the art of Mesoamerica or Central Africa, where captives are represented not as human beings but as generic types.


The Yoruba-speaking city state of Ife flourished as a cosmopolitan centre of trade and industry in the three centuries after 1100, its situation on the banks of the River Niger providing access to the busy trade routes that made it wealthy. Three hundred years before the arrival of Europeans at the end of the fifteenth century, Ife was importing the copper and brass that enabled its artisans to cast bronze using the lost wax process.


The artist who in the early fourteenth century created the naturalistic bronze seated figure found in the village of Tada had an understanding of the musculature of the human body that would not be seen in European sculpture until Donatello and Lorenzo Ghiberti more than a century later. With a patterned sarong wrapped around his waist and tied with a tasselled sash, the plump figure is shown sitting with his left leg tucked under his raised right thigh. The complex pose presents the sculptor with the challenge of representing a heavy man who has shifted most of his weight on to his left hip, throwing his body slightly off balance. When the sculptor had finished modelling the figure, it was then cast in pure copper. The result is a technical tour de force in which the smooth surface of the soft and sagging flesh is contrasted with the intricate detail of the textured cloth.
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Kingdom of Ife: Sculptures from West Africa


British Museum, London
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Seated Figure from Tada, Ife, late 13th–early 14th centuries Nigerian National Commission for Museums and Monuments


In the absence of written records, scholars can only guess why such works were made or what purpose they served. Many of the life-size copper alloy heads in this show represent the oomi (king) wearing a crown or diadem covered with beads. All date from the end of the fourteenth or early fifteenth century and each one is so different from the others in bone structure and features that they must be portraits. Most appear to be male, but others, like a crowned head in which striations from forehead to chin follow the contours of the face, look like either women or boys. Some were once polychromed, others retain traces of gold. Those without crowns have holes at the forehead to attach real crowns of fibre and feathers to the head; in others the holes are at the mouth and jawline to attach beaded veils that symbolised the ruler’s power to bless or curse.


In the early fifteenth century metal workers from Ife taught artisans working for the king of their country’s vassal state, Benin, the secrets of lost wax bronze casting. A few late bronzes in this show remind us that Benin bronze sculpture was primarily associated with the court and royal palace. Benin figures tend to be highly stylised and are limited in subject matter to representations of the king, his warriors, messengers, and the animals sacred to them. One of the most spectacular objects in the show, a full-length standing figure of a bowman, feels to me closer in spirit to Benin than to Ife, for the pose is stiff and hieratic and the artist has made no attempt to animate or individualise the crudely scarified face. But the crisply cast details of his costume – the knife buried in his quilted tunic, the quiver on his back, the heavy anklets and amazing braided headdress – give the figure a precious, jewel-like quality I associate with courtly art, whether of Benin or Fabergé. By contrast, Ife sculpture tends to be more naturalistic and to show people from every level of society, including the old and the sick.


Several terracotta fragments clearly represent limbs of those suffering from rickets or elephantiasis. Many of the female heads are so regal in bearing and serene in expression they must represent either queens or goddesses. Even the scarification marks produced by chasing the surface of the bronze faces with a sharp tool enhances their mysterious beauty.


This is the first show ever devoted to the sculpture of Ife anywhere in the world. The quality of the full-length statues, portrait heads, ritual objects and vessels loaned by Nigeria’s National Commission for Museums and Monuments is flabbergasting.









Aztecs


It has been many years since London has seen a show as powerful as Aztecs, the Royal Academy’s autumn blockbuster. But the exhibition is not for the chicken-hearted or the lily-livered. If in the Aztec mentality there was any concept of love, tenderness, mercy or pity, it is not reflected in their art. Alone among world cultures, Aztec art contains no representation of a mother with her child, no depiction of one human being extending kindness or affection towards another, no recognition of the erotic or sexual side of human nature. What is more, as far as I can see, no Aztec artist tried to suggest the idea of man’s interior or spiritual life.


What the Aztecs did possess was an imaginative genius for giving form to man’s deepest terrors. Aztec gods were not loved but feared, terrifying beings to be propitiated with rivers of blood. Deities like the dreadful Huehueteotl, the old, old god with an evil wrinkled face, glare out at us in gallery after gallery, until, by the time we reach the end of the show, we feel oppressed, weighed down by their glowering presence. Though the religion brought to Mexico by the Spanish conquerors at the beginning of the sixteenth century was in its effects even crueller than that practised by the Aztecs, the few Christian symbols from the colonial period at the very end of this exhibition at least represent ideals utterly absent from the Aztec world view: forgiveness, humility and hope.


For eyes accustomed to twentieth-century art, there is nothing remarkable about the depiction of brutality. How much grace or sweetness do we find, for example, in Picasso’s Demoiselles d’Avignon? The difference is that there were other sides to Picasso’s work, whereas, from first to last, Aztec stone carving has only one purpose, to scare the wits out of the viewer. Even a god such as Xochipilli, lord of flowers, dance and poetry, who wears elaborate bracelets, headdress and arm bands, has a face as cruel as the blade of an axe.
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Aztecs
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Mictlantecuhtli (Lord of Death), c. 1480 Templo Mayor Museum, Mexico City


After walking through this exhibition, you may well conclude that Aztec culture basically consisted of an elaborate cult of death. For, as we all know, Aztec religion involved human sacrifice on an unimaginable scale. Their priests ritually offered to the gods the blood and hearts not only of warriors captured in battle, but of their own people. Nothing dreamed up by the set designers for Indiana Jones and the Temple of Doom begins to match the fearful reality of the great full-length statues actually found in the Templo Mayor in the heart of modern Mexico City.


The truly terrifying Mictlantecuhtli (Lord of Death) is shown in an over-life-size statue made of fired clay and stucco as a creature half-flayed, with his rib cage exposed and his liver hanging out. Dramatically installed on a high plinth at the Royal Academy, the god’s great, clawed hands seem to reach out greedily as he bends over a new victim. We can easily imagine the terror of the person laid before his altar, his back arched so that a flint knife can easily pierce the living flesh to tear out his still beating heart. And since the Aztecs were also cannibals, the victim knew that after his death his flesh would be eaten, accompanied by a delicious chocolate sauce.


Certainly, there are moments of light relief, as in the wonderful representations of animals, birds, fish and insects (actually gods who have taken animal form), including a monumental coiled rattlesnake in granite, and an adorable stone dog that sits up begging on its hind legs. A truly low-down, plug-ugly toad shows that the Aztecs at least had a sense of humour. But, almost as soon as you have decided the Aztecs really weren’t so bad, in the very next gallery you come across what must be the single nastiest object ever displayed in the Royal Academy.


This is a clay container made for the flayed skin of sacrificial victims. It is perfectly preserved, complete with a tight-fitting lid to prevent the stench from escaping. According to the label, the knobbly pustules on the surface of this repulsive vessel are intended to replicate the bobbles of fat found inside human skin. And that’s another thing: as you contemplate the objects in this show, try to remember that the temples they were found in must have smelled like abattoirs.


Blood-soaked as Aztec culture was, theirs was an art of enormous formal sophistication and refinement. It takes some time in front of a massive brazier of fired clay to realise the complexity of its construction in the form of a dead warrior held in the open mouth of a giant eagle, still holding his shield and a quiver full of arrows. Easier for the eye to grasp is the semi-abstract simplicity of a triangular face mask of green stone, with oval eyes made of shell and obsidian, and round ear plugs of jade.


Two great votive vessels in the form of two relatively benign deities in the Aztec pantheon, Chicomecoatl and Xilonen, show the goddesses wearing heavy beads and enormous headdresses, and holding up delicately carved ears of maize and corn. A round shield made of feathers and embroidered with gold is an incredible survival that gives us a glimpse of the luxury and colour that were also part of this civilisation. It reminds us, too, that the stone and clay figures we have just seen were originally cloaked with feathers and adorned with fabrics. A group of rare codices, hand-written and illustrated manuscripts showing Aztec customs (and, from the Hispanic period, episodes in the conquest of Mexico) close the exhibition.


This huge show, with more than 350 objects in it, is held together by Ivor Heal’s dramatic design. Though the show covers two centuries, it was difficult for me to see any formal development or change in Aztec art until the arrival of the Spaniards. I have to come clean and say that Mesoamerican art as a whole leaves me cold. But I recognise that thanks to the ambition and scale of this show, as well as the knock-down quality of the loans the Royal Academy has wangled from Mexico’s National Institute of Anthropology and History and the Museum of the Templo Mayor, this is one of the best of the year.









The Padshahnama


When I tell you that an imperial Mogul manuscript from the Royal Library at Windsor Castle is on view in London, you might or might not sit up and take notice. So let me put it another way. The Padshahnama, or ‘Chronicle of the king of the world’, is to Mogul painting what the Taj Mahal is to Mogul architecture – one of the most sublime works of art in existence. But unlike the Taj Mahal, few people have seen the Padshahnama, for it has been in the Royal Library since 1797, when the Nawab of Oudh presented it to King George III. Over the past hundred years the bound volume has been exhibited on four occasions. Even then, only one or two pages were visible at a time.


Recently the volume was unbound for conservation. This has enabled the Queen to put all 44 of its sumptuous illustrations on view to the public for the first time. Framed, lit and hung in an appropriately theatrical setting, they are on show in the Queen’s Gallery at Buckingham Palace. In May the manuscript will tour America, before being re-bound and returned to Windsor. So drop everything, cancel appointments, rearrange schedules, book a day off. You know what you have to do, and you have only six weeks in which to do it.


Shah-Jahan was the fifth and most powerful of the Mogul emperors, and is best known for having built the Taj Mahal. His reign, from 1628 to 1658, overlapped with that of Charles I of England. It is easy to see similarities between these two supremely cultivated monarchs, both of whom lived to see their thrones usurped by a fanatical religious zealot who brought an end to the visual culture that had flourished under their patronage.


In the late 1630s Shah-Jahan commissioned an illustrated chronicle of his reign. Writing in the court language, Persian, the scribe left blank spaces to be filled in with paintings illustrating the darbars (audiences or receptions), weddings, hunts, elephant fights and battles described in the narrative. The text in the Royal Collection, which covers the first ten years of the reign, was finished in about 1657.
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19 March 1997


The Padshahnama


The Queen’s Gallery, Buckingham Palace, London
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It is important to realise, however, that the paintings illustrating it were made about twenty years earlier, probably as part of a visual archive of the emperor’s reign. The explanation for the marvellous intensity of observation is that they were painted more or less on the spot. In the celebrated scene showing the accession ceremonies, for example, the architectural setting is recognisable as the hall of public audiences in the Agra fort. We even know the names of the nobles and court officials assembled before the throne in rigidly hierarchical order.


Sometimes a tiny detail can be explained not because it is mentioned in the text but because it depicts something an independent witness – an ambassador or a missionary – noted elsewhere. In the scene showing Shah-Jahan honouring his eldest son at his wedding, we would be hard-pressed to identify the purpose of a row of tiny gold-painted figures in the distance had not an English traveller described the spectacular display of fireworks in the shape of monsters erected by the banks of the river that night.


The wealth and splendour of Shah-Jahan’s court is so incredible that no storyteller could have made it up. Page after page, our eyes are dazzled by delicately rendered ropes of pearls, jewelled turbans, Agra carpets and silken canopies, elephants with golden trappings carrying ladies of the harem in elaborate covered howdahs, and horses richly caparisoned with bridles of silver and saddle rugs of embroidered silk and velvet. No detail is too small to escape the painter’s attention. In one scene, showing the decapitation of a rebel, a haze of microscopic flies swarm over the severed head. Look closely at minutely rendered medallions worn by some of the courtiers in the darbar scenes and you see the distinctive profile of Shah-Jahan.


All fourteen painters who worked on the illustrations had joined the imperial workshops during the reigns of Shah-Jahan’s grandfather Akbar, and father Jahangir. We are looking at the work of the most celebrated Mogul artists at the height of their powers. Their method of working was slow, but to understand it is to understand the jewel-like clarity and brilliance that characterises Mogul art. First, the artist made a preliminary sketch. This he traced on to another sheet of paper to produce an outline drawing, which was then covered with white translucent gouache.






[image: Abd al-Hamid Lahawri Illustration...]








Abd al-Hamid Lahawri Illustration from the Padshahnama, 1656–57 The Royal Collection


Working with tiny brushes, he added colour – clear lemon yellows, lilacs, apple greens, mauves and scarlets made from vegetable and mineral pigments. Finally – and this is the real secret of the dazzling effect on the eye – the sheet was turned over and burnished with an agate implement to create an enamel-smooth surface which bore no trace of the artist’s touch.


This working method left very little room for improvisation, and at first glance it looks as though one artist painted all the pictures. But gradually you detect different hands at work, as different styles and distinct artistic personalities begin to emerge, some influenced by European art, others not. In the depictions of court scenes, the stylised, flattened figures are rendered in profile and placed one behind the other with no attempt to represent spatial recession. Men wearing striped silk tunics stand against carpets with geometric designs and floral wall paintings in a riot of colour and pattern. But in several of the battle and hunting scenes, space opens up, and in distant vistas the artists allow themselves a sketchiness and freedom you rarely find in the scenes that show the assembled court. Because the manuscript has been preserved bound in a royal library since it was made, light has not faded the vivid, piercingly intense colours.









2


EUROPEAN ART BEFORE 1800
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Pieter Bruegel the Elder Massacre of the Innocents, c. 1565–67 The Royal Collection









Pieter Bruegel the Elder


When is a painting finished? Is it the moment when the artist lays down his or her brush? Or when the canvas is signed? Or do great pictures, as I believe, have a life of their own, continuing to evolve even after they leave the studio?


Of course, colours can fade or darken over the years, but meaning can change, too, depending on who owns a work of art, where it is displayed and how it is treated. Time itself can impinge on the reading of an image when a later generation interprets it through the prism of its own experience, often in ways that the artist may never have intended.


There could be no better example of this phenomenon than Pieter Bruegel the Elder’s Massacre of the Innocents in the Royal Collection. Painted in 1565–67 and acquired more than a century later by Charles II, it shows a Flemish village in the dead of winter, with new-fallen snow covering pitched roofs, icicles hanging from eaves, bare branches, a frozen pond and patches of hard earth visible under trampled snow.


This bleak landscape makes a suitable backdrop for a scene of pure horror – the murder by King Herod’s soldiers of all male children in Palestine under the age of two. But, instead of setting the Biblical story in a faraway land in the distant past, Bruegel shows men and women of his own time, dressed in contemporary clothing and living in a prosperous village with two-storey brick houses and a substantial church of stone.


A master of narrative invention, he steps back to give us a bird’s-eye view of the carnage so that our eye must move slowly across the picture surface to examine each heart-rending episode in turn: a father falls to his knees to beg a mounted soldier to spare his child; a couple implore a killer to take their daughter instead of their son; troops use pikes, axes and a battering ram to break down doors; mounted knights in armour guard the approach to the village to block the only means of escape. So beautifully painted is every detail that we can almost hear the cries of anguish carried in the cold air, the grunts of the soldiers and the methodical clink of cold steel.
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4 November 2008


Bruegel to Rubens: Masters of Flemish Painting


The Queen’s Gallery, Buckingham Palace, London
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If you’ve been looking at the reproduction of the picture as you read these words, by now you may be wondering about my eyesight. Instead of slitting the throats of infants, the soldiers are killing turkeys, a goose and a doe. Distraught mothers weep not over bloody corpses, but over hams, a cheese or nondescript bundles spread out in the snow. This is because the picture we see today looks very different from the one Bruegel painted.


OEBPS/images/f0002-01.jpg
7jew from a moving trall

e

ard Dorment

urred vis jomn

pman painter »

richter, subject r i
ent exhibition d -

Tate Gallery

allery’s mager atumms

atil January 12, 1982)

he work of the avant:

n paister Gerhard Rb

i the rae areasions in
the galle

, when ry has
spective 10 2 nrekgn art-
odd 516“(:.

5 me 4% an

dfcult. naghly intellec
ap artist 10 respect F
ot omve L perwuam mech

ccident that the st il
ay inhe exhipition cat

istorian but v & p-nlmul
Neal Asch i meeds U
T’ wark nlo ihve pers
upit Grerman istury Decause
Joeys o andersiandicg that
i Ve s10TY of Richtes' 1ife.
East Germany, m 1
- craft of 0il painting in the
Art Acatemy, From a techni
of view Faing

gt 10 drav,

, Rbchter was ik
pe A CADVAS, o AP
e glazes by melh

hee

pcn’-rﬂ(i qf Terese Andezha ar

nan's hatf-fas- = -
i Seving the purid through ol

5 Lestthe peault
an ag!u:! phiote-

L crertard Richner's
this vases L] en;phusi«

1t was but & sburl 1Lrjl from

p!mln~bam:d work 1o T oy ahstract what he yalmis.

slight pamtings, Tut, oWC® praln, with & ndeed. i ever o

wist. Insiead of pelying on sxunwnz- an aesieLic of e
did the bstract art that apts out

aﬁh Richter coftivated 1
hotograph. 0% geature, a8 L
Bichier again Richter ¥

hack to h
Analky r%ﬁl es of ooy V pm';eruan
o in Dissel i and enl argement the P
with 10 years eyen going over Yy weh canvas witha EApre ssionisls.
dry hrosh emphasise e DhUTTINE attempt in miniinise suhjective
The eliect s n-m\uiﬂcm of objects feeling, expr:»;s.inn sedf, by accent- the Tal® shaw
Ing tht canscinUB and detiberate role  EreY, he

can he have
Ay ol the af the and landscapes woen from fhe TAE-
s Erosp, or al sy S streaked winio¥® of a meaving praap:  the Arist plays = making a wer o
ulphares made of fal and Belt, both fhese early pictures ape all aboul begys  ATE He therelors praject o slides of with 1he
which were then t!mmshmp,ml.riu- jng things pehand, ahout ordinary his own 3k racl wWalerr phoars oo o A'awmeoﬂmm
RordT How can e have coped with things thal pass through nar fives ard Large-scale capvases. 1en |.a'umu\-- . It s 1ne o
@ sheer [«nb’u:rl ju which the are pever suen AgAN, such 45 news- ifmstrating nad
sant-garde et ol painting i those pape’ \hntn:gn(\hs or imaRes e is mure or jess *
enra Richier fad just eacaped from gklmpwg on @ 1V soreci. Docasinn- desperately tr
Hictatorship wht Yold him schat 12 Sy, a subject like 2 fighter bomber 2t Al his life Richier paint all Wis Yife
int; now be di¥ ered @ diferent aeclal wiews ol vulnerable cities has been WM 1 bave seldar
sranmy, this 0Be pmmerciol. which remiid us that Richter st have in which the vE
e the act of painting at all, Tived tnrough the bambing of Dres hyill‘,andhuh&h farced 1o SEOP
o this Bind Hichler continued T den, bt he timseld presents s ﬂlﬂ'm‘ y eVEry p,..nnug
yurn ol I-edulllu“- Jint-  subjects deadpan, with &l omment, ook i1 15 pain
ings, but e DTy sed hi ardinary srill-difes a& Bbanal and un has [mim(dir.
wradernhc techuan inflectol a8 anythiog painted by Andy wialising aba
imgly paifed the reswits with the pre- i 2
son of @ 1St cnntury academic

Warhol
‘to distance himseld from cla
. *9 it

1 coeking
] aswnciationd SLET. .
o prauucd ]

P about

1 Realls®






OEBPS/text/Nav.xhtml


Table of Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Copyright



		Dedication



		Contents



		Preface



		Introduction



		1. Ancient and Non-European Art



		Ice Age Art



		The Painted Tomb-Chapel of Nebamun



		Egypt’s Dazzling Sun



		Kingdom of Ife: Sculptures from West Africa



		Aztecs



		The Padshahnama











		2. European Art before 1800



		Pieter Bruegel the Elder



		Caravaggio: the Final Years



		Johannes Vermeer



		Jean-Baptiste Siméon Chardin



		Goya’s Portrait of the Condesa de Chinchón



		Citizens and Kings: Portraits in the Age of Revolution











		3. British Art before 1800



		Alexander Pope, François Roubiliac and the Portrait Bust



		William Hogarth



		Thomas Gainsborough: The Harvest Wagon



		Vases and Volcanoes



		Thomas Jones



		Art On the Line



		Swagger Portraits











		4. Nineteenth-Century Europe and America



		Fierce Friends: Artists and Animals



		Light!



		Jean-Baptiste Camille Corot



		Christen Købke



		American Sublime



		Manet and the Sea



		Manet’s Luncheon in the Studio



		Winslow Homer



		Cézanne: The Card Players



		Renoir at the Theatre



		Henri Rousseau



		Thomas Eakins



		Gustave Caillebotte



		Vincent Van Gogh



		John Singer Sargent



		Georges Seurat



		Impressionism: Painting Quickly in France



		Henri de Toulouse-Lautrec



		Vilhelm Hammershøi



		Symbolist Landscape



		1900: Art at the Crossroads











		5. Nineteenth-Century Britain



		Thomas Lawrence



		Turner and the Sea



		Turner’s Fighting Temeraire



		Late Turner



		John Constable



		Edwin Landseer



		William Bell Scott



		Edward Burne-Jones



		Frank Holl



		Fairy Paintings



		Walter Sickert



		Aubrey Beardsley



		The Aesthetic Movement



		The Age of Enchantment











		6. Photography



		La Divine Comtesse



		Eadweard Muybridge



		Julia Margaret Cameron











		7. Twentieth-Century Europe



		Matisse



		Matisse Picasso



		Matisse: the Cut-Outs



		Mondrian: Nature to Abstraction



		The Stein Family



		Picasso: The Early Years



		Georges Braque



		Joan Miró



		René Magritte











		8. Twentieth-Century America



		American Art in the Twentieth Century



		Alexander Calder



		George Bellows



		Arshile Gorky



		Jackson Pollock











		9. Post-War America



		Roy Lichtenstein



		Cy Twombly



		The Warhol Look: Glamour, Style, Fashion



		Andy Warhol: Outer and Inner Space



		Jasper Johns



		Brice Marden



		Richard Serra



		Susan Hiller



		Bruce Naumann



		Fluxus











		10. Twentieth-Century Britain



		Algernon Newton



		The Sitwells



		Stanley Spencer



		Herbert Read



		Douglas Cooper



		Robin Ironside and Keith Vaughan



		Picasso and Modern British Art



		Neo-Romantics











		11. Post-War and Contemporary International



		Modern Art



		On Kawara



		Eva Hesse



		Bas Jan Ader



		Jeff Wall



		Gary Hill



		Francesco Clemente



		Felix Gonzales-Torres



		Matthew Barney (Il Tempo del Postino)



		Olafur Eliasson



		Francis Alÿs











		12. Post-War and Contemporary Britain



		David Hockney



		Gilbert and George



		Andy Goldsworthy



		Mark Wallinger



		Tracey Emin



		Marcus Coates











		13. Art Politics



		Tate Modern



		William Hogarth’s Sigismunda



		The Lure of the East



		Thomas Gainsborough



		British Iconoclasm



		Renaissance



		The Elgin Marbles



		Closer Examination: Fakes, Mistakes and Discoveries



		I Look Back with Amazement











		Picture credits











Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		Title Page













		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349



		350



		351



		352



		353



		354



		355



		356



		357



		358



		359



		360



		361



		362



		363



		364



		365



		366



		367



		368



		369



		370



		371



		372



		373



		374



		375



		376



		377



		378



		379



		380



		381



		382



		383



		384



		385



		386



		387



		388



		389



		390



		391



		392



		393



		394



		395



		396



		397



		398



		399



		400



		401



		402



		403



		404



		405



		406



		407



		408



		409



		410



		411



		412



		413



		414



		415



		416



		417



		418



		419



		420



		421



		422



		423



		424



		425



		426



		427



		428



		429



		430



		431



		432



		433



		434



		435



		436



		437



		438



		439



		440



		441



		442



		443



		444



		445



		446



		447



		448



		449



		450



		451



		452



		453



		454



		455



		456



		457



		458



		459



		460



		461



		462



		463



		464



		465



		466



		467



		468



		469



		470



		471



		472



		473



		474



		475



		476



		477



		478



		479



		480



		481



		482



		483



		484



		485



		486



		487



		488



		489



		490



		491



		492



		493



		494



		495



		496



		497



		498



		499



		500



		501



		502



		503



		504



		505



		506



		507



		508



		509



		510



		511



		512



		513



		514



		515



		516



		517



		518



		519



		520



		521



		522



		523



		524



		525



		526



		527



		528











OEBPS/images/f0052-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0029-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
EXHIBITIONIST

Writing about Art
in a Daily Newspaper

RICHARD DORMENT

WILMINGTON SQUARE BOOKS
AN IMPRINT OF BITTER LEMON PRESS






OEBPS/images/linef.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0035-01.jpg
WP: to be






OEBPS/images/f0039-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0037-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0031-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0047-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0055-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0043-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9781908524683.jpg
-’

EX BITIONI TE

T
hiﬁo |

CHo7 AND Lt

a8 Mo 1%

LAUGH AND LIVE
TOUCH AND LIVE





OEBPS/images/f0057-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0057-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/halftitle.jpg





