ROSS SINCLAIR

20 YEARS OF REAL LIFE

APPENDIX

PUBLISHED TEXTS:
REAL LIFE WRITING

DOCTOR OF PHILOSOPHY BY PUBLISHED WORK
THE GLASGOW SCHOOL OF ART, 2016






Ross Sinclair
20 Years of Real Life

Doctor of Philosophy by Published Work at
The Glasgow School of Art, 2016

Appendix A
Published Texts by Ross Sinclair

Collected texts originally published in books,
catalogues, artist monographs, art journals,
magazines and informal publications 1991-2014







WAVE-CUT
PLATFORM

Dave Allen
Andrew Miller
John Shankie

MARCH 5 - MARCH 19 2011




Appendix A;
= Published Texts
by Ross Sinclair

Pages 418 - 421

Real Life Magazine

A note of thanks to Tom Lawson & Susan Morgan

006



Introduction

These essays, reviews, articles and other

informal texts written over the past
couple of decades are brought together
here for the first time. They support the
main critical overview of this PhD by
published work at Glasgow School of Art
and constitute part of the significant and
original contribution to existing knowledge

proposed in this submission.

This Fanzine contains a series of published
texts concerning art and artists, written
by an artist. They do not constitute art
criticism per se, lacking the requisite levels
of objectivity and distance. Their value lies
somewhere else, a view from the bottom-up
versus the top-down, perhaps? A voice from
the studio? They broadcast the clamour of
new ideas explored in situations expanding
and multiplying, understood and reported
from the inside out. Considering these
texts reproduced side by side for the first
time, they appear as despatches from the
front line, fieldwork notes from a practice
led research project. The texts interrogate
and celebrate a particular geographic,
political and cultural context that has been
at the core of the development of my Real
Life Project over the past twenty years.

The texts began to be commissioned and
published in magazines and books just
before my Real Life Project officially comes
into being with the permanent marking of
the tattoo in 1994. However these early
texts, published as the project comes
into focus, such as Bad Smells But No

Sign of The Corpse, Windfall ’91, Glasgow,

(subsequently republished in Generation, 25
Years of Contemporary Art in Scotland, Reader,
Ed. Moira Jeffrey, 2014, pages 22-29) and
even the very first magazine text published
here, (reworked from my undergraduate
dissertation), ‘Capital of Culture/Culture
of Capital, Representing Representation’,
Alba Magazine, Vol. | no. | Jan 1991, offer
some insight into the context into which
my Real Life Project was born. They set out
the stall of its multiple dialogues exploring
the construction of realities in a specific
geographic and historical context. These
early essays often reflect on institutional
strategies and the tactics explored by artists
to engage and outflank them at a particular
moment in time (perhaps in the manner of
the tactical consumer identified in ‘Making
Do: Uses and Tactics’ in Michel de Certeau’s
The Practice of Everyday Life (University of
1988). The arguments
explored in these texts articulate how an

California Press,

idiosyncratic milieu of artists and the works
they are producing might be self-defined
and self-valorised in a local, national and
international context set against (to start
with) an inhospitable backdrop of early
‘90’s metro-centric culture. Developing the
thinking around these early texts suggested
to me the need for an umbrella project to
hold over my own particular practice, giving
it’s diverse forms and multiple approaches
some shape and structure, a clearer
pathway into an uncertain future. Enquiries
into a collective experience of the multiple
incarnations of Real Life and the joys of
exploring these in the world of art are

subsequently explored in many of the texts.
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Introduction

A key research question infused throughout
these texts building on the foundations of
the Real Life Project could be characterised
as, ‘How can a nascent cultural milieu
engage with its indigenous context in a self-
determined manner while simultaneously
articulating itself in relation to an indifferent
metropolitan centre, consistently underlining
its idiosyncratic internationalism, while at the
same time avoiding any sense of parochialism’?
| think that just about covers it. Through
the publication of these texts | insistently
and repeatedly demand that these artists in
this place, this context: Glasgow, Scotland,
be discussed, understood and mobilised
in the construction of a contemporary
art scene in a particular place that at
the start of the project was considered
a very minor and far flung outpost of a
fading cultural empire. Subsequently this
logic would be applied to explore other
artist-led situations in Reykjavik and
Amsterdam, Berlin and Bregenz. Viewed
as a developing series of related texts
published in Scotland and London, Europe
and beyond, the contents of this ‘Fanzine’
becomes a valuable aid to understanding
the contemporaneous visual art milieu
and the context out of which my Real Life

Project begins to grow.

| have reproduced the texts here in the
format in which they were originally
published. It is useful to see them set in
this context and to observe the flow from
publication to publication, the design and
texture on the page. Each text here was

formally commissioned in one way or

another and was published in the regular
formats of the art world, usually exhibition
catalogues, books and magazines, all still the
main modes of dissemination. The timings
and spread of the published work here is
somewhat uneven, years go by between
some of the texts, it’s an occasional series.
Inevitably there is a degree of repetition
and re-articulation of the same ideas in
different ways throughout the texts. |
would shape each text specifically for the
context and moment of the particular
publication and if | felt a reiteration of
certain ‘manifesto points’ was required |
would simply crowbar them in. At certain
moments in time | made rather petulant
decisions to stop writing for a period, when
| found | was being invited to contribute
texts to exhibitions where | would have
preferred to be included ‘as an artist’. In
hindsight it is clear that not every text is
completely successful, a youthful hubris
sometimes overtaking the task at hand. |
simply felt | was doing what was required
at the time. A continuing and urgent
obligation.

This volume is included as an appendix to
the main ‘artist monograph’ publications
under consideration in the PhD submission
as the texts here weave in and out of
the Real Life Project touching on it in a
number of different ways, sometime head
on, sometimes in more elliptical ways.
They assist in the fleshing out its context
and background, seeking to illuminate
the broad constituency that has informed

and shaped many of my Real Life works.



Introduction

Although all the texts here have been
published in a traditional manner with
reputable art institutions and publications
this compilation is not a formally edited
publication or ‘ReallifeReader’ in its own
right, outside the boundaries of my own
informal collation of the texts. A few
of the texts are also reproduced more
than once, mainly in different languages
in diverse international publications. |
include all these as | think it is interesting
to observe how the texts might pop up
in different context, years apart, as they
come back into focus re-entering the
consciousness of editors and readers. A
couple of the texts are missing, presumed
lost. The last two essays in the first
section are re-produced from a bona fide
reader published alongside the Generation
Exhibition, National Galleries of Scotland,
celebrating 25 Years of Contemporary
Art in Scotland in 2014. These two
essays, (one originally commissioned for
the unpublished Transmission Gallery
10/12/15% anniversary Book, ‘95/96, the
other from the Windfall 91 Project) both
contribute to a paradigm shift in Scottish
contemporary visual art seen over the
last 20 years. One text is self-determined,
politicised and sloganeering; a cultural call
to arms, while the other is more poetic and
fantastical, a window on to another place,
Not as it is, but as it could be (P2 Real Life
and How to Live it; Ross Sinclair, pages 48-
49). This dynamic proposes novel ways to
consider the distance between everyday life
and this other place and how the two might
be reconciled, at least in an imaginative

sense. | believe somewhere between
these two paradigms can be witnessed the
conversations of the Real Life Project itself,
repeatedly tested and explored through
hundreds of exhibitions and dialogues with

diverse and varied ‘publics’.

Many of the publications where these texts
originally appeared are now unavailable, out
of print and are generally invisible online.
The preservation and collation of this body
of artist writing represents an important
contribution to the available knowledge.
This informal collection should prove a
useful tool for researchers exploring the
rise of post conceptual art in Scotland
in the late 20%/early 2Ist centuries
promoting a deeper understanding of the
broader aspirations of my Real Life Project.
Understood in the context of an on-going
re-assessment of what is discussed as
the regional in the visual arts, these texts
offer a vibrant evocation of the geography,
history, culture and politics of a particular
place, at a particular time and how its
indigenous artists are shaped by this
unreliable identity. The texts illuminate a
route through the last twenty years of an
important contemporary Scottish cultural
landscape. They reflect half a lifetime in art,
as it happened, straight from the horses
mouth, unvarnished and shooting from the
hip.

R.S. 2016
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largely undefinable grouping ‘the public’ seems to have been persuaded
that those individuals who choose to spend their time producing what is
sometimes referred to as “high culture™, are unable or unwilling to
operate reciprocally in a world outside that which cocoons the realm of
aesthetics. This situation can be conveniently illustrated by the time
honoured and persistent cliché of (male) artists toiling in garret studios
(often by candlelight because they are too poor to pay the bill but in this
cquation; poverty = integrity). They are of course necessarily divorced
Srom the world as it is. How else could they honestly promulgate their

personal vision with the adequate degree of integrity, intensity and above
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bedroom/studio for 10 vears piling up the canvases while vou ‘wait to be
discovered’. Even if you manage to plough through most of what you
imagine might be on the Whitney Independent Study Programme
reading list it doesn’t mean that when the selectors for the British Art
Show 1998 (or whenever) come a calling at your studio (which they are
unlikely to do anyway) they are going to be bowled over by vour work.
Why wait for your work to be approved/validated/confirmed by some ex
public schoolboy in a sharp suit/jeans’n sneakers? (but maybe vou knew
him already from prep school). You get out there, do some fucking hot

shows and invite them over on your own terms.

Art schools have become ever more intensive and frenetie, and
increasingly close to the market. They have also however witnessed a

retrs

tion of sixties radicality and have become increasingly conservative

and apolitical. (if in fi

t they were ever anything else). Generally
speaking, many of the teaching staff reflect this shift and now consist of
artists who couldn’t cut it on their own terms and mistakenly believe that
their personal failure and spectacular mediocrity 1s a valuable foundation
for their ‘teaching’ methods. Moulded by draconian changes in public
cducation funding, art schools will now become a new kind of finishing
school for upper middle class children of the successful 70s/80s
generation. This highly pressurised situation means that students come
carcering out like a fast train, fuelled up in a speed frenzy where vou've
Juckin® had it if vou're not famous by the time vou're 25. The
production and turnover of ideas is deemed all important. New ideas
must be churned out at the rate of 3 or 4 a term, say a round dozen a
year. And if you are any good maybe just one of these ideas could

warrant thorough investigation and development for a vear.

So what do you do? You get together with other artists and set up some
shows. Starting modestly and getting more ambitious. Then before you
know it you're getting public funding, putting on important shows of

new work in (con)temporary galleries which are often much better and

more representative than fake survey shows like New Contemporaries or
the New Scottish/Irish/Welsh/Northern/Fastern/ Polish/ Czecho-
Slovakian etc. ete. season held at your local Arts Council Far
gallery. In London this might mean the chance of selling

work to collectors, or if you're lucky becoming involved fresher
with a decent gallery. In Scotland it often means

than

wrangling with public funding bodies and meagre
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RS

DG

RS

DG

RS

082

DG

RS

DG

So why the keys as opposed to anything else ?

Out of all the museum accessories that | could have

chosen to work with, | chose the keys because they
have this metaphorical and allegorical currency

| hope that people who read the work will recognise
the significance of ‘the keys to a museum’. In
recognising this it can trigger off all the other ideas we
might have about keys.

Yes..the key has a strong metaphorical value. Like in
films and stories keys represent access, privilege,
success, power, fulfilment, and so on.

But the main implication seems to be a reconsideration
of the status of The Museum. | mean, here we are
being offered a set of keys to a repository of cultural
and economic value. That's going to appear to some
people like an odd thing to do.

The main focus of the work may appear to be this
reconsideration that you're talking about. But the work
needn’t be limited to a pure critique on-museology. The
motives are more pragmatic, less specific, than that. |
reckon that whilst I'm working in this museum | should
try and do something here that might not be possible
elsewhere.

DG | don't know.
The work is a mechanism for pushing that kind of
responsibility onto the viewer. They have the
responsibility to construct a meaning for the work.
Decisions related to the construction of meaning have

outside of, and as well as, the critique on the museum. to be made by asking questions and weighing up

It means that the keys can operate alongside all our

ideas to do with relics.
Like what ?

| could see the work operating along the lines

of..well...imagine that someone came up to you in the

street and offered you some old nails “from the
crucifixion' or a bit of shroud or something. You
probably wouldn't believe it, but you might enjoy
thinking about it. And if it was cheap enough you
might even buy it.

| think we like the idea of relics.

But these keys don't have the same retrospective
aspect as those nails or whatever.

the answers. Those answers are not to be found in
gazing at the object; they are based on an individuals
thinking around moral and ethical issues.

RS So what we've got is this dilemma as to whether the
keys are genuine or not. And then all the metaphorical
stuff, with some moral and ethical questions thrown on
too. It’s a bit of a crisis.

DG Well, you know how these things work. The
relationship that a viewer has with a work can be
much the same as any other kind of relationship. If
you're in a relationship with someone, and you start to
doubt some aspects of the other person, then you
might dwell on that doubt until the whole thing
snowballs towards a serious crisis. Maybe a crisis in
belief.
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This is Something for the Blunted, 1992

Item Three

1. Los Angeles 12 April 1992

What the fuck’s going on here? — I've only been
in this goddam country of yours for five minutes
and already it’s driving me out of my fucking
mind — this situation of yours is fucked up man
and I mean out-of-control. Just what the hell are
these primary elections all about? it’s fucking
insane.

— I can’t fucking believe these guys are supposed
to be on the same stupid team — why they seem
to spend all their time trying to prove that the
other guy i1s secretely fucking Satan right up his
big fat ungodly arse — you know from where I'm
standing this whole sorry election campaign looks
like one holier than thou pub crawl round the
fifty states of this crazy fucked up nation — same
old guys fucking things up again - like a bad
joke gone very wrong where the guy who killed
the most stinking fucking commie gooks in 'nam
and didn’t get caught fucking his secretary at
home is the winner — and this is the greart
democratic model everyone wants to be like —
Jesus fucking Christ.

Well excuse me I hear you say but who in their
right mind really gives a fuck anyway — I mean
you might as well be deciding whether you'd
prefer Groucho — Harpo or whatever the fuck
the other one’s called in the Whitehouse — but
without the jokes — anyway — I’'m glad I won’t be
voting — I'll be long gone by then - in fact about
five fucking thousand miles long gone — I even
missed my own stupid election this year which
was one fucking gigantic stroke of luck as I'm
sure you'll agree — but you guys are still dealing
with it — and I don’t envy you one little bit.

— I mean who can you vote for when there’s no
one worth voting for and you know that’s exactly
the whole fucking point — and problem for that
matter — the thing is though all of this election
stuff is kind relative to where you live isn’t it -
and for your information the country I come
from makes you feel like you're living in the

fucking middle ages or something which is badly
fucked up - but look — let’s not get started on
that one.

— So you see the upshot of it all is that I think
I'll definitely be coming back here soon which is
funny isn’t it — after all the shit I just said — I
guess the thing is that even in this whole crazy
unfair fucked up world vou’ve just got to make
the best of it haven’t you — and let’s face it -
you have to laugh — I mean how can you take
any of it seriously — after all the shit that’s gone
under the bridge theres really nothing left to
believe in — is there — all that’s left are a bunch
of souvenirs from better times long since fucking
gone — piles and piles of meaningless signs and
stupid fucking symbols you have to climb on top
of just to catch a glimpse of exactly what the
fuck is happening today —

- And as for universal suffrage — remember all
the shit folks went through and are still going
through to make that happen —

Well look around vou and check it out -

— These days it doesn’t mean a fucking thing.

2. New York City 1 September 1992

I like it here, I really do. Let’s face it — where
clse on this excuse for a fucking planet can you
get a case (24!) of drinkable beer and a bottle of
whisky 20 out of 24 hours of the day — and all
for 20 bucks! I guess this must be what freedom
of choice is all about — and the people in the
stores — check them out — you just don’t know
you're born lucky around here — these store
people — they’re genuinely happy and friendly —
you know what they say to me — “Gee honey
where are you from — Ireland?” — and I politely
reply — “No, Scotland actually” — and they say, —
“Wow that’s neat” — and vou know — it is neat —
you must admit — and the service is great

too — for example they might say something like,
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“Can I help you Sir” and really mean it — not
like at home here where it’s — “Can I help you
Sir” (by shoving this till right down your
fucking throat) How’s that for service eh? — Piss
poor huh? — Yep vou’d better believe it, I like it
here alot.

— And then there’s the weather which is usually
much better but I suppose you'd expect that
wouldn’t you? — In fact I think that unless you
lived in Iceland or Greenland or fucking
Snowland or something it really couldn’t be any
fucking worse than chez nous. But you know the
thing I really go for in a big way here is folks’
attitude. It’s kind of different — you know sort
of more positive, more optimistic or something -
it’s not really something I can put my finger on
but you know what? — I like it a hell of a fucking
lot = maybe its got something to do with the
weather, hell I don’t know — anyway I'm just
inspired by this feeling you guys seecm to have a
fucking monopoly on here which is that anything
can happen — anything is possible — which I
guess could be good or very very bad depending
on what happened ha ha ha know what I mean
but hey you fucking dudes I guess that’s all just
part of this go for broke — take a risk — kind of
attitude.

Yeah — every time I come back here I just feel
like I'm coming home because guess what — you
made me
of where I come from, you know like where I
belong — I think much more about pop songs
and Tv shows and lovers and not histories and
wars and constitutions and all that shit — in fact
when I do think about those things I just feel
fucking nauseous and angry — you know the
feeling? — yeah, vou see I just couldn’t give one
tiny fuck about general whasisname or king
fucking so-and-so I mean that’s all finished now
and half of them were probably just a bunch of
useless upper class wankers anyway — no — when
you get right down to the fucking nub of the

it’s weird you know — when I think

ever saw you are so alone and not from
anywhere in particular vou just couldn’t even
fucking imagine it or believe your luck or
anything and then you can just forget about
America and Europe and Justice and Freedom
and Choice and Laws and God and Jesus and
Evil and Heaven and Hell and Love and Hate
and North and South and First World and
Fourth World and Faith and Hope and Good
and Bad and You and Me baby because this

is it now and then it'll be all over and finished
and gone and lost and that will be it and then
you'll find out at that precise moment in time
out of all the other fucking billions of exact
moments there’s ever been from the very start
of time to the very end of time including when
the first shitty little fish crawled out of the first
stinking prehistoric swamp and when Pontious
Pilate decided Jesus Christ was going to die
and when the industrial revolution suddenly
happened and the night when Elvis’ father
came and onc of his millions of sperm happencd
to fuse with his mothers cgg to make a star
and when I first pressed the keys of a grey
Toshiba computer 31000¢ /40 to write this
senseless story you're now reading that you've
been kidding vourself for all these thousands
of millions of years and you’ll see and know
then there’s just absolutely fucking nothing
forever and ever and ever and ever and ever
and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever
and ever and ever and ever and ever and ever
amen — stop — end of story.

Fuck this you must be bored stiff but before it’s
all finished one last try because it seems that the
thing I was really trying to get round to saying
probably not very well you might very well think
is really very simple in fact only three words
long and everyone knows it already if only we’d
be honest for once and suddenly give everything
away and just get on out there and give it a shot
and kick its fucking ass right out there and touch
it hard with vour soft hands while there’s still a
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you get right down to the fucking nub of the it hard with your soft hands while there’s still a

whole shitty question of countries and belonging tiny bit of time left but now it’s running out fast

and being from somewhere I just end up feeling like sand between your fingers but its only

sick and thinking that you're really just on your threelittlewordsanditgoesalotlikethis... —_—

fucking own wherever you are on this big dirty

planet — aren’t you? — and I won’t hear anyone o
tell me different — so let’s you and me just be

honest about it for once and admit that if you're 0 I now
really lucky maybe there’s a couple of people out

there who actually give a fuck whether you live

or die — and that’s what coming home is all

about — but even that doesn’t last forever and

I bet you fucking anything when you’ve finally

given up the fucking ghost and snuffed it and

you're standing up there at the edge looking at

the biggest black hole of fucking nothing you
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Ross Sinclair
SCHNELLER ALS EINE PISSPFUTZE AUF EINEM HEISSEN BURGERSTEIG IM SOMMER.... l

Ist das nicht einfach schrecklich? Diese verdammte Rezession, sie hat es allen verdorben — links, rechts und
in der Mitte. Von ganz oben pifit sie auf absolut alles herunter. Als ob Gott fiir die Exzesse der achtziger
Jahre Rache liben wiirde, in dem er (iber die gesamten neunziger Johre uriniert. Jeder hat seinen Regen-
schirm aufgespannt, um trocken zu bleiben, und verdammt nach mal deshalb kann keiner mehr etwas
sehen. Keiner kauft, keiner riskiert etwas. Jeder setzt auf Nummer sicher. Sicher und solide — gelangweilt
und langweilig — Und so ist es, auch wenn du es gerade geschafft hast, deine Tiiren offen zu halten.
Keiner weifs, was als nichstes passiert. Also wartet jeder herum, tritt Wasser, kommt irgendwie durch und
hofft, daf3 das niichste grofie Ding auf der eigenen Tiirschwelle landet. Im Vertrauen kann ich Euch sagen —
verehrteste Leser — seit Monaten habe ich nichts mehr verkauft.

Machen wir uns doch nichts vor — der Kunstmarkt ist schneller ausgetrocknet als eine Pifipfiitze auf
einem heifien Biirgersteig im Sommer.

Habt Ihr es eigentlich nicht langsam satt, immer das Gleiche zu héren?

Versetzen wir uns einen Moment lang in eine Situation, in der der Kunstmarkt {iberhaupt nicht exi-
stiert. Was denkt ihr jetzt? Wo kdnnte er stattdessen sein? Im Fegefeuer, Nirvana, Himmel, in der Holle?
Das héingt wahrscheinlich davon ab, wie man damit klar kommt. Aber eigentlich ist es nur eine leichte
Verschiebung der Vorstellung. Ein Kiinstler zu sein ist heute gar nicht so anders als vor fiinf Jahren in den
florierenden Achtzigern.

Immer noch wachst Du auf, gehst in dein Atelier und arbeitest. Natiirlich lduft das Geschdft schlecht,
wirklich verdammt schrecklich, aber bis jetzt scheint sich, was die Kunst an sich in diesem Jahrzehnt
betrifft, nichts radikal verdndert zu haben. So ungefiihr stehen die Dinge hier in Schottland. Schottland ist
Teil des Vereinigten Kdnigreichs, es ist an der Oberkante von England befestigt, hat eine Bevilkerung von
ungefihr 6 Millionen und annéhernd die Gréfe des Staates New York. So weit, so gut. Es gab hier eigentlich
nie so etwas wie einen kommeiziellen Markt fiir ‘ernsthafte’ zeitgendssische Kunst. Aber trotzdem hat
Schottland, und Glasgow im besonderen, in den vergangenen Jahren eine Vielzahl interessanter Ausstel-
lungen und eine aufstrebende Generation von Kiinstlern hervorgebracht, die im konzeptuellen Bereich
arbeiten. Und so wurde ein internationales Interesse in einem Ausmafi geweckt, das sonst nur fiir figurati-
ve expressionistische Aufgiisse oder Schattenkaro—Kitsch (eine Kombination von dem, was die schottische
Kunstszene durch die achtziger Jahre hindurch préigte) vorbehalten war. Und diesem jungen Milieu gelingt
es allmdhlich, den Markt oder was davon iibrig geblieben ist, nach Schottland zu ziehen, und nicht das
Werk hin zum Markt, der sich — jedenfalls fiir das Vereinigte Kénigreich — in London befindet.

Vielleicht ist es so, weil jeder einmal eine Chance bekommt. Oder ist es vielleicht deshalb, weil die
Kunstwelt sa verzweifelt nach einem absetzbaren Produkt sucht, dafs sie ihren Stolz vergifit und die
Umstdnde in Schottland (iberpriift? Wahrscheinlich ist es von beidem etwas.

Viele der Ausstellungen in Schottland, die Interesse auf sich gezogen haben, wurden von Kiinstlern
ins Leben gerufen und durchgefiifirt. In viele dieser Ausstellungen waren Kiinstler verwickelt, die etwas mit
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Ross Sinclair
FASTER THAN A POQL OF PISS ON A HOT SUMMER SIDEWALK...

Oh, this is just terrible isn‘t it? It's messed things up for everyone — left, right and centre. This bloody
recession. Pissing down from on high into absolutely everything. It's as if God was taking out his revenge
for the excesses of the eighties by URINATING all over the nineties. Everyone’s got their umbrellas up to
keep dry, so you can't see a fucking thing. No one’s buying, no one’s taking any risks. Everyone's playing
things safe. Safe and sound — bored and boring — And that’s if you've actually managed to keep your
doors open! No one knows what's going to happen next. So everyone is waiting around, treading water,
Jjust getting by, hoping that the next big thing arrives on their doorstep. And I'll tell you something else
in confidence dearest readers — I havent sold a thing for months.

Let’s face it — the art market dried up faster than a pool of piss on a hot summer sidewalk.

And don’t you just get sick of hearing about it?

Okay now, lets imagine for a moment in a situation where the Art Market never existed in the first
place. Whaddya think of that? Where is it? — Purgatory? Nirvana? Heaven? Hell? T quess that really
depends on how you manage to deal with it. Butit’s really only a slight shift of mind set. Being an artist
isn“t so different now than five years ago during the booming eighties. You still get up, go to your studio
and work. Okay so business is bad, absolutely fucking terrible in fact, but nothing so far seems to be
radically different about the art of this decade per se. That's pretty much how things stand here in Scot-
land. Scotland is part of the United Kingdom — It’s attached to the top of England — It has a population of
around six million and is approximately the size of New York State. Okay. So there’s never really been much
of a commercial market for “serious’ contemporary art. But in the past few years Scotland, and Glasgow
particularly, has generated numerous interesting exhibitions and a thriving generation of conceptually
based artists. This has attracted interational interest on a scale usually reserved for figurative expressio-
nist re=runs or parochial tartan kitch (a combination of which dominated the Scottish art scene through-
out the eighties). This milieu is gradually succeeding in attracting the market or what’s left ofit, towards
Scotland, rather than taking the work to the market —i. e. in the U. K. — London. Maybe it's true that
every dog has his day. Or maybe it’s just that the artworld is so desperate for some marketable product right
now that it’s swallowing its pride and checking out what all the fuss is about in Scotland. It's probably a bit
of both. Many of the shows in Scotland which have generated this interest have been initiated and orga-
nized by artists. Many have involved in some way by artists associated with Transmission Gallery in
Glasgow. Transmission is at this time, probably the most significant artist run space in the U. K. Artist run
projects like those seen recently in Scotland have been born out of a simple desire to get out there and do
something. To create a context for initiating and exhibiting work, to show with people whose work you
happen to respect and admire — on your own terms. And now that these type of shows are generating
interest and excitement younger artists are slowly realizing that it might be worth staying in Scotland, at
least for a while, instead of running off to London or wherever, at the first invitation. When there are
not many opportunities available via the market you either sit at home feeling sorry for yourself or get on
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Ross Sinclair, Schwarzes Europa, 1von 12: Griechenland, 1993 1von 12: Deutschland, 1993

der Transmission Galerie in Glasgow zu tun haben. Transmission ist zur Zeit wahrscheinlich der wichtigste
von Kiinstlern gefiihrte Ausstellungsraum im Vereinigten Kénigreich.

Kiinstler-Projekte wie die, die man kiirzlich in Schottland sehen konnte, sind aus dem einfachen
Bediirfnis heraus entstanden, herauszukommen und etwas zu tun. Einen Kontext schaffen, in dem man
Arbeiten maglich macht und zeigt, zusammen mit Leuten ausstellen, deren Arbeit man respektiert und
bewundert — und zwar zu den eigenen Bedingungen. Jetzt, wo diese Ausstellungen Interesse und Aujre-
gung wecken, merken die jingeren Kiinstler langsam, daf es sich vielleicht, zumindest fiir die néichste Zeit
lohnt, in Schottland zu bleiben, anstatt bei der ersten Gelegenheit nach London oder wo auch immer hin
zu laufen. Wenn es nicht viele Gelegenheiten gibt, iiber den Markt vorwértszukommen, sitzt man entweder
zu Hause und bemitleidet sich selbst oder man geht weiter, wird damit fertig — und tut selbst etwas. Die
Projekte, die sich daraus entwickeln, widerspiegeln das Potential an individueller und kollektiver Selbst-
bestimmung. Die Grundlage dieser Strategie, diein Glasgow und anderswo offenkundig wird, ist eine
aggressive Ablehnung der herkémmlichen Meinung, daf Kiinstler passiv und unpolitisch seien. Das heifit
nicht, daf ihr Werk trocken und dogmatisch ist.
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with it and make your own. The resulting projects reflect the potential of self/co-determination. The
subtext of this strategy revealed here in Glasgow and elsewhere, is an aggressive rejection of the accepted
view af artists as passive and apolitical. That's not to say the work being produced is deadpan and
dogmatic. Far from it. It's just the artists I'm talking about are working from a premise which demands
acute awareness of the complex relationships between a Metropolitan centre and its peripheries. This has
been the case in public and private art spaces alike. In short, there is much evidence here of a gently
politicised atmosphere.

There's an interesting situation here, working away from the market but not entirely divorced from it.
It’s only an hour on the plane to London, or five to New York, or two hours to Cologne. You can keep in
touch with developments in the Metropolis while having the space to develop projects and ideas where the
market need only intrude if desired. In fact far from increasing feelings of isolation, this situation has
fostered a passionate internationalism. This recognizes its peer group on a global scale be itin L. A.,
Glasgow or Moscow, through the universal language of ideas. Generally these artists from Glasgow are now
showing more often in Europe and the States than in the U. K. What is significant is that they are still
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Weit gefehlt. Eher gehen die Kiinstler, (iber die ich spreche, von einer Voraussetzung aus, die ein
scharfes BewufStsein von den komplexen Beziehungen zwischen einem grofistéidtischen Zentrum und
seinen Randzonen erfordert. Dies gilt fiir dffentliche wie fiir private Ausstellungsrdume. Kurz gesagt, es
gibt Anzeichen fiir eine sanft politisierte Atmosphdre.

Die Ausgangssituation hierist interessant, man arbeitet abseits vom Markt, aber doch nicht géinzlich
von ihm getrennt. Nur eine Flugstunde nach London, fiinf Stunden nach New York, oder zwei nach Kéln.
Man kann mit der Entwicklung in der Grofistadt in Verbindung bleiben, wihrend man den Raum hat, um
Projekte und Ideen zu entwickeln; der Markt braucht sich nur einzumischen, wenn es gewtinscht wird. Wert
davon entfernt, das Gefiihl der Isolation zu vergrifern, hat diese Situation einen leidenschaftlichen
Internationalismus erzeugt. Man erkennt seine peer group auf globaler Ebene, in L. A., in Glasgow oder in
Moskau, tiber die universelle Sprache der Ideen. Im allgemeinen stellen die Kiinstler aus Glasgow dfter
in Europa und den Staaten aus als im Vereinigten Kdnigreich. Bemerkenswert ist, dafs sie alle wieder nach
Schottland zuriickkehren, um hier zu leben und zu arbeiten.

Die wichtigsten Orte, um in Schottland zeitgendssische Kunst auszustellen, sind Galerien und
Museen, die vom Arts Council und von den City Councils unterstiitzt werden. Dies kdnnte anderen lobens-
werten europdischen Institutionen wie dem Netzwerk von Kunsthallen und Kunstvereinen in Deutschland
entsprechen, aber ungliicklicherweise gibt es nicht genug Geld oder Engagement auf der Seite der Regre-
rung im Vereinigten Kénigreich, um beide Systeme annéhernd vergleichbar zu machen. Die Vorstellung,
daf eine Galerie in Sehottland liberleben kénnte, in dem sie zeitgendssische Kunst verkauft, ist ungliickti-
cherweise unméglich, in der niichsten Zukunft sowieso.

Dies ist ziemlich liicherlich, da es mehr als genug wertvolle neue Arbeiten gibt, die von hier kommen
und dies rechtfertigen wiirden. Aber Geographie kann man nun mal nicht dndern. Also akzeptiert man sie
und arbeitet mit ihr oder man geht verdammt noch mal hier weg und woanders hin.

Die Arbeit an von Kiinstlern initierten Projekten ist ein vielversprechender Weg, das Geschift der
Kunst zu demystifizieren. Solche Ereignisse fordern den Austausch von Information, Fihigkeiten und
Erfahrung, wahrend gleichzeitig die Beziehungen zwischen den Kiinstlern geniihrt werden. Das kann oft
zu einer breiteren und sich organisch entwickelnden Infrastruktur kultureller Aktivitdt fiihren. Oft stellen
diese Erefgnisse Resourcen auferhalb der Reichweite eines Einzelnen bereit. Grundsdtzlich machen sie
einen stdrker. Ungliicklicherweise scheint es so zu sein, dafl es nie genug Zeit gibt, um die gleiche Art von
Beziehungen in einem streng kommerziellen Raum zu entwickeln.

Was geschieht, wenn man in Schottland die Kunsthochschule verldfit? Da steht man auf der obersten
Stufe, mit der Auszeichnung in der Hand, die Ausbildung hinter sich, Schulden vor sich. Man schaut
{iber die gottverlassene Stadt (Bevdlkerung weniger als 1 Million — nicht grofistddtisch, kein Kunstmarkt,
tut mir leid) und man denkt: “ScheifSe, hier wirst Du es nie schaffen.” Stell dir vor, du dort oben auf den
Stufen, auf der Spitze des Berges, zwanzig Jahre Erziehung auf deinem Riicken. Geht der einzige Weg
abwdrts? Wahrscheinlich ja, wenn man sich in sein Schlafzimmer/Atelier zuriickzieht und zehn Jahre lang
Leinwédnde aufstapelt und darauf wartet, ENTDECKT ZU WERDEN. Sich nachts in den Schlaf heulen, weil man
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returning to live and work in Scotland. The main venues for exhibiting contemporary works in Scotland are
galleries and Museums funded by the Arts Council and City councils. This would appear to mirror other
laudable European institutions such as the Kunsthalle/Kunstvereine network in Germany but unfortunately
there just isn't enough money or commitment from the Central Government in the U. K. to make the two
systems even vaguely comparable. The idea that a gallery could survive by selling contemporary work in
Scotland is unfortunately impossible for the foreseeable future at any rate. This is quite ridiculous as there
is more than enough valuable new work coming out of here to warrant it. Butyou can't change geography.
So you accept it and work with it or you get the fuck out of there and go somewhere else.

The production of artist initiated projects is a valuable way of demystifying the business of art. Such
events promote a sharing of information, skills and experience while simultaneously nurturing relation-
ships between artists. This can often lead to a more horizontal and organically developing infrastructure of
cultural activity. Often they provide resources which are outside the reach of individuals. Basically
speaking, they are empowering. It unfortunately seems that there’s never much time to develop these kind
of relationships when you 're working in a strictly commercial space.

So, what happens when you leave Art School here in Scotland? There you are, standing at the top of
the steps, degree in hand, education behind you, debts in front of you. You look out over your godforsaken
city (population of less than 1 million — non Metropolitan, no art—-market, sorry) and you think, “shit, I'm
never going to make it here”. Picture yourself up there, top of the heap, 20 years of education under your
belt standing at the top of those stairs. Is the only way really down? Well I guess it is if youre going to re-
treat to your bedroom/studio for 10 years piling up the canvases while you ‘re WAITING TO BE DISCOVERED.
Crying yourself to sleep at night because you've never sold so much as a shitty watercolour sketch. Even if
vou keep working away, reading away, ploughing through most of what you imagine is on the Whitney
Independent Studies Program reading list, it doesn’t mean that when the selectors for the Documenta X
come a calling at your studio (which they are unlikely to do anyway) they will be knocked out by your work.
Jeezus it'll probably have been in and out of fashion 2 or 3 times by then. Why wait for your work to be
approved/validated/confirmed by some ex *public* schoolboy in a sharp suit/jeans ‘n sneakers. You may
as well learn on the job. So you get out there, put together some fucking hot shows and invite them over on
your ovn terms. You get together with other artists and set up some shows. Starting modestly and getting
more ambitous. Slowly you start to gain respect from (public) funding bodies.

But it doesn 't just happen on its own. You have to get out there, get your hands dirty, play around in
the mud a bit. Get up peoples noses. You're only young once, and you'll probably never get away with it
later on. So do it now. You can’t be on the outside for ever but you can afford to make mistakes now — so
get out there and make them!

And don’t worry, if you're making interesting work the critics and curators will come crawling out of
the woodwork as soon as they think they’re missing out on something. That's exactly what happened here
in Scotland. Windfall is a concrete example of what I've been theorizing about above. The Windfall project
came to fruition in the summer 1991 and was one of the most ambitious artist run projects exhibited to
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date here in Glasgow. Windfall ‘91 was housed in the old Seamen’s Mission on the riverfront — a reclaimed
office building dating from the 50's which was negotiated rent free from its owners. Windfall ‘91 presented
25 artists from 6 different European countries and was organised and curated by the Glasgow based artists.
This was achieved by sending representatives scouting over Europe to look at work and spread the word
about the show, then applying for public and private funding, sponsorship etc. This produced a unique
blend of artists selected by artists working as curators. The first Windfall was held in London’s Hyde Park in
1988, the second in the docklands of Bremen in 1990. It is a flexible and open concept. A kind of attitude
more than anything else. No one owns the copyright for the idea of Windfall, it’s like public domain
software.

Windfall *91 was successful in a number of different ways. Sure, it attracted critics and curators from
Metropolitan museums and galleries in Europe and the U, S. A. It was favourably reviewed in several repu-
table magazines and newspapers. But just as important was the 3 or 4 weeks spent building and installing
Windfall which created the potential for a genuine synthesis of ideas and opinions. Like a big sand pit
where everyone just played around, bouncing ideas off each other, trying stuff out, until some kind of con-
clusion was reached. It brought together 25 artists of vastly different backgrounds, cancerns and personali-
ties, and managed, through a process of debate and dialogue, to produce a coherent and engaging
exhibition. And all this without having to resort to artificial and banal concepts relating to fictional thema-
tic or geographical concerns like “New Eastern/Western/Northern season, “ or whatever. Pretty good value
for a little public money, I think. '

Okay, there are problems. No one gets paid properly, all money is going to travel, materials,
catalogue etc. Things can get a bit chaotic when everyone’s working on good will. So make a success of this
one and next time you make sure there’s enough money in the budget for everyone to get paid.

So anyway, that’s a brief introduction to the kind of activity that's been happening here in Scotland.
I personally believe that it is particular to a specific group of people at a specific point in time. But it can
happen anywhere. The idea of artist-run Galleries and projects is not new of course. I just think there
happens to be a whole bunch of exciting and important young artists coming through here. Maybe now that
the atmosphere of the Market is very different we’ll see a return to smaller, more intimate projects initiated

Jfrom a more grassroots level. Or, hell, wha knows?, maybe the big no—risk blockbuster museum shows with
their convenient packages of easily digestible and marketable work will destroy all competition.

Some folk would have you believe that this decade will be spent treading water waiting for the
recession to end. Certainly so far things don’t seem to have changed much. That fact is plain from the kinds
of work proposed as “Art of the Nineties” (be it L. A., Europe or anywhere else) in shows like “Helter
Skelter” or Jan Hoet's Documenta IX. Contriving “Art of the Nineties” at this stage seems as fictional and
fraudulent a proposal as organizing a show in hell. But the collection of odds and ends (good and bad) in a
show like “Helter Skelter” has already become history, even in Europe through the insatiable appetite of
the channels of mediated — trans—national communication.

But Artisn‘t over just because the market is fucked.

047



Item Four Book Chapters / Essays / Artists Monographs

Na gut, da gibt es auch Probleme. Keiner wird ansténdig bezahlt, das ganze Geld wird in Reisen,
Material und in den Katalog etc. gesteckt. Es kann etwas chaotisch werden, wenn jeder freiwillig arbeitet.
Also mach einen Erfolg daraus und das ndchste Mal sorgst du dafiir, daf§ genug Geld im Budget ist,
damit jeder bezahlt wird.

Egal, dies ist eine kurze Einfithrung zu dem, was gerade in Schottland passiert. Ich personlich glaube,
das liegt vor allem an einer bestimmten Gruppe von Leuten zu einem bestimmten Zeitpunkt. Aber es kann
tiberall passieren. Die Idee von Kiinstlergalerien und —projekten ist natiirlich nicht neu. Ich glaube, dafi
gerade im Moment eine Reihe von aufregenden und wichtigen jungen Kiinstlern hier iiberleben. Vielleicht,
weil die Atmosphdre des Marktes jetzt so anders ist, gibt es eine Riickkehr zu kleineren, intimeren Projek-
ten, die an der Basis entstehen. Oder, zum Teufel, wer weif3? Vielleicht werden die riesigen risikolosen
blockbuster Museumsausstellungen mit ihren bequemen Paketen leichtverdaulicher und markifihiger
Kunst jeden Wettbewerb kaputt machen.

Einige Leute wollen dir Glauben machen, dafs dieses Jahrzehnt weiterhin mit Wassertreten verbracht
wird, bis die Rezession zu Ende ist. Sicherlich hat sich bis jetzt nicht so viel gedndert. Dies wird deutlich an
den Arbeiten, die als “Kunst der neunziger Jahre” ausgegeben werden (sei esin L. A., Europa oder
anderswo) in Ausstellungen wie “Helter Skelter” oder Jan Hoets Documenta 9. Die Kunst der neunziger
Jahre zu fabrizieren scheint in diesem Moment ein genauso fiktiver und betriigerischer Vorschlag zu sein
wie der, eine Ausstellung in der Hélle zu organisieren. Aber eine Zusammenstellung von diesem und
jenem (gut und schlecht) in einer Ausstellung wie “Helter Skelter” ist schon Geschichte geworden, sogar
in Europa durch den unersdttlichen Appetit der medial vermittelten transnationalen Kommunikation.

Aber die Kunst ist nicht zu Ende, nur weil der Markt versaut ist.

Kiinstler tun es immer noch, reden immer noch dariber. Denken immer noch dariiber nach — IDEEN
werden immer noch geboren. Sie werden nicht aus Geldmangel aufhdren, geboren zu werden. In einem
ungastlichen Klima mufs man das Terrain kennen und lernen, wie man Camouflage anwendet. Wenigstens
eine oberflichige Kenntnis von Guenilla—Taktiken ist in Krisenzeiten gar nicht so schlecht. Es ist schwer,
mit Gewohnheiten zu brechen, besonders wenn man als Abhdngiger geboren ist. Aber hier stehen wir nun
mal. Die achtziger Jahre sind zu Ende. Der Markt ist verschwunden — die Party ist vorbei. Aber das Leben
geht weiter. Also laf3t uns auch weitermachen. Wir werden noch unsere Rente verdienen, wenn wir herum-
sitzen und auf den ndchsten Aufschwung warten. Also hdren wir auf zu jammern, wie beschissen die Dinge
jetzt sind und holen uns ein verdammtes Leben. Also — kommen wir dariiber hinweg. Oder besser,
besuch uns in Schottland. Spiir die frische Luft, probiere die griinen Wiesen, und wir geben dir einige Tips,
wie man wieder anfingt ohne den Markt. Und wenn das sich anhdrt, als wenn es harte Arbeit wiire, solltest
Du verdammt hierher kommen und einen WIRKLICHEN Job suchen. Vielleicht suchst Du ja etwas Sicheres
wie eine Versicherung oder noch besser, warum gehst Du nicht in die verdammte Armee. Da hast du eine
zuverldssige Lebensstellung.

Originalfassung zuerst publiziert in: Real Life Magazine (New York, Los Angeles) Nr. 23, 1993
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Artists are still doing it, still talking about it. Still thinking about it — IDEAS are still being bom. Not
being still born, as some people would have you imagine, just because of a lack of cash, In an inhospitable
climate you have to know the terrain, learn to use camouflage. Having at least a cursory knowledge of
guerilla tactics is no bad thing in a time of crisis.

It's hard to break any habit, particularly if you were born dependant. But here we are. The eighties
are finished. The market's gone — the party’s over. But life goes on. So let’s get on with it. We’ll all be
collecting our old-age pensions if we sit around waiting until the next boom decade. So let's quit whining
about how shitty things are now and get a fucking life. I mean — get over it. Or better still, come visit us
in Scotland. Taste that clean air, check out the greenery, and we'll give you some tips on how to get started
again without the Market. And if that all sounds too much like hard work maybe you should just get the
fuck outta here and get yourself a REAL job. Maybe you'd prefer something safe and secure like insurance
or better still, why not join the fucking army. Now there’s a reliable job for life.

First published in: Real Life Magazine (New York, Los Angeles) No. 23, 1993
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It doesn't matter who | am.

I just want fo talk to you.

The quote above is taken from a telephone conversation
which was Douglas Gordon's contribution to an exhibition, “The
Speaker Project” at Multiplici Culture in Rome and the |.C.A. in
London last year. Formally, the work consisted of nothing more
than the play-back of an unsolicited telephone call to the pro-
ject curator, Liam Gillick. During this telephone exchange, an
individual unknown to Gillick calls him up and attempts to initi-
ate an intimate conversation. The caller ignores all social con-
vention and immediately asks embarrassing and personal
questions. This interlocutor refuses to reveal his identity, but
wants to know all about the unsuspecting curator; is Liam
happy? - is he in Love? — where exactly is he living? — what exactly
is it that he does? The response to these questions is guarded
but eventually the curator agrees to meet the caller sometime.
He hangs up and puts on his answering machine to defend
himself, while the unknown caller repeatedly tries to get
through again. The caller pleads with Gillick to lift up the phone
but to no avail — “Liam,...I'm really surprised. Why? Why don't
you answer? — Please. Gillick thinks, “Well, what the hell was that
all about?” Or maybe he doesn't. Maybe he realises the pre-
ceding few minutes had been part of some kind of art game.
He realised the call was being recorded. Wouldn't that make
the whole experience seem even more unsettling?

This work is part of a series of phone call pieces Douglas
Gordon has been contributing to various group shows over the
past year or so. Some of the others use as their context the
social situation of late evening in 2 crowded bar. The project
organiser (never Gordon himself) calls a specific cafe or bar
every night for the duration of the show. The particular bar is
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chosen carefully and the barkeeper is in on the plan. When
the curator calls, the barman randomly selects someone in the
bar he knows by name and calls them to the phone, indicating
that someone wishes to speak to them. When the unsuspect-
ing individual picks up the receiver he is greeted not by a
friend but by the curator who, unannounced, relays a specific
message which Gordon has supplied, then disconnects the
call. On different occasions these mysterious messages have
included, “You can't hide your love forever”, “Everything is going
to be alright” or “I won't breathe a word (to anyone)”. Sometimes
the original instructions for these phone calls (usually relayed
by fax) are displayed in the gallery concerned and contextu-
alise the project in a physical way. Sometimes there are only
the words themselves. On one occasion an assistant made the
call whilst the curator sat in the bar to gauge any reaction.
Responses vary. | don't know about you, but | think | would be
at the bar ordering the first of many double whiskies if some-
one had just phoned me at my local and told me mysteriously,
“From the moment that you hear these words, until you kiss some-
one with brown eyes” | mean, this could be seriously strange.
Even more, a statement like “/ won't breathe a word (to anyone)”
could easily induce a sense of paranoia in someone who feels
they have something to hide, On the other hand, | guess, “you
can’t hide your love forever” could sound pretty good, taken as
imploring the listener to think again about some unrequited
love. Like the playground tradition of getting your best friend
to tell the girl/boy of your dreams that, “my pal fancies you.”
Gordon himself draws an analogy to the narratives of the clas-
sic Hollywood thriller. In a recent interview he cites the old
Jimmy Cagney movie, Angels with Dirty Faces as a referent.
Cagney has just been released from prison and his old mob
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are out to get him. The hit man follows him to a bar and waits
outside. He doesn’t know what Cagney looks like so he makes
a call to the bar phone, with the intention of shooting whoever
steps up to take the call. Cagney suddenly realises what's
about to happen, and as Gordon says, “He shouts some other
mug over who gets wasted while Cagney gets away”.

Whatever the response, one of the aims appears to be to get
the individuals who receive the call talking about it. Why them,
and not someone else; what do they have in common? Why
this disruption of the normal channels of communication?

In one sense these are contingency works, and they reflect
and thrive on the social genesis of much art production. Say
you meet someone in a bar, after an exhibition opening; you
get talking with them, they're organising a show somewhere in
Europe or America. Later on they phone you, and ask if you
would like to cantribute something to the show. But it's in two
weeks time, 3000 miles away.There's no time or money to
ship anything over.This is a situation familiar to many young
artists and it provides a context well suited to an art practice
like Gordon's. It reflects his ability to make the maximum
impact with the most minimal of interventions. In other words,
with an apparently modest effort he is usually able to prise
open some aspect of the closed social, geographic or political
agenda in a given situation. Whether it is with the phone call
works, or one of the other strategies he employs, it seems he
is able to make it Jook easy, in fact sometimes it doesn't Jook
like art at all.

These telephone works grew out of another of Gordons
strategies, his series of letters; this project involves sending
unsolicited texts to friends, acquaintances and a variety of
names culled from numerous art mail-out lists.
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The genesis of these letters was a show called, “The Archive
Project” at Nevers, in France in ‘91, He was sent a list of the
participants, who were mostly London based, some of whom
were already quite well known. As he thought few of the artists
involved would have heard of him, he decided that his contri-
bution would be a letter sent to each of the participants. This
letter was dated, and read simply “/ am aware of who you are &
what you do.” It was signed, Douglas Gordon. This letters pro-
ject has been running steadily since, and there are now about
a dozen in circulation. While there are many similarities
between the letters and phone-calls, maybe the postal works
appear more threatening, possibly because they betray a
knowledge of where the recipient lives. The declamatory state-
ments contained in the letters seem tinged with a more unset-
tling flavour. Messages such as, “Life or death”, “ remember
more than you know", or “Nothing can be hidden forever” could
certainly be attributed with a malicious premise. On the other
hand they do flatter the recipient with recognition. A certain
parallel can be drawn here to the postcards and telegrams of
On Kawara. A telegram of 5 Dec 1969, sent by Kawara reads,
“I am not going to commit suicide — Don't worry”, Gordon's
communications lack the internalisation of Kawara and
instead focus on the reader to decide exactly how this commu-
nication refers to him/her. In contrast to Kawara, he has little
interest in imparting the mundanities of his daily schedule to
the world. | mean who cares when Douglas Gordon got up out
of bed? However, he has no wish to terrorise with these letters
and will carefully select new names from a mailing list with a
curator to ensure people don't get too freaked out. Some indi-
viduals receive more than one letter and this build up of rela-
tionships is an important part of the process. There have been
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replies, and these communications range from witty acknowl-
edgement to an infuriated response to what was seen as an
unacceptable breach of privacy. | always enjoy these letters.
Let's face it, who could resist a smile on receipt of a letter stat-
ing boldly “I have discovered the truth” — | mean , it's really
quite amusing - | guess some people just can't take a joke.

One of the games Gordon plays involves throwing down the
gauntlet, challenging his viewer to look deeper and longer into
what appear to be simple and in some cases insolent or banal
communications. He floats these messages out into the world,
much like the mythical castaway and his message in a bottle.
Gordon's messages employ the same brevity, but if one reads
between the lines, it quickly becomes clear there is something
less straightforward going on. This attitude displays a certain
knowledge of what lies between the cracks in the art world and
exploits any relevant opportunities. One tiny crack is all that is
needed, an entry, to enable one to prise something apart.
Insider dealing, if you like.

Looking at his work you sense a kind of joy, a celebration of
the complex lines of communication which condition the social
intercourse at life's foundation. As a viewer you may be reluc-
tant to pursue a particular line of inquiry for fear of finding out
something you might not want to know. But Gordon is not cyn-
ical, just playful.

“Much art is now transported by the artist, or in the artist him-
self... or by existing information networks such as mail, books,
telex, video,radio, etc. The artist is travelling a lot more, not to
sightsee, but to get his work out.” Lucy Lippard, Six Years, 1973

The first of Gordon's works to indicate this knowledge were
his wall based text works, which preceded the phone calls and
letters, and have punctuated his work since 1988.
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Most of these works have in some way or another included
an acknowledgement of site specificity. Many have been in the
public arena. The texts began life as a part of drawings Gor-
don would make to sort out ideas for his early collaborative
performance work with Craig Richardson while he was still a
student at Glasgow School of Art. These works were fairly
generic installation/performances which took the pair to festi-
vals around the U.K. and Europe : sorting old clothes, folding
them, peeling eggs, walking very slowly for hours surrounded
by piles of old newspapers, possibly an invalid car, or some old
hospital paraphernalia. When that work ceased, the text which
had been used in the working drawings came to the fore, but
other residues also remained. Notions of perception, and its
relationship to memory, and the construction of memory, con-
tinue to be preoccupations and are evident in a current work,
24 Hour Psycho.

One of the earliest text works Gordon made was for a small
exhibition in Reading, held at a studio complex of a couple of
friends. The building in which the studios were located had
originally been an army barracks and the M.0O.D. still owned
the land to the rear of the building. While the second and third
floors of the building housed the artists studios, the ground
floor which had previously been the barracks prison was now a
halfway house for homeless people. On the perimeter wall
which separated the yard outside the shelter from the M.QO.D.
property Gordon applied his text, a quote from Naum Gabo,
which read, “A BUILDING IS MORE THAN a dwelling place...
AND HAS INFLUENCE on the emotions OF HUMAN BEINGS.”
The work remains there today so | guess the residents must
have liked it.

In 1989 Gordon was invited to participate in the second
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Windfall project which was housed in a disused electricity gen-
erating plant in Bremen, Germany. He worked there for a
month researching and painting two large text works, entitled,
“Forget Facts and Figures”. One text was painted directly on to
the windows which span one side of the building and read
simply, Vergessen (this single word describing the process of
forgetting). The other was applied to the wall of a small
bunker-like room and read 1946 - jetzizeit (this translates
with difficulty but means approximately still time, or now time).
Gordon then sealed off the bunker and made holes in one of
its walls so that only a fragmented view could be seen. Implicit
in the work was a strong metaphorical association with the
Berlin Wall which at that time was on the verge of demoalition.
The bleak post-industrial setting of the piece focussed on an
obsession with German history and its relationship to contem-
porary events. The title, “Forget Facts and Figures” seems to be
imploring the viewer to dig a little deeper into history, reflect-
ing on parallel but often unwritten events.

“Rotting from the inside out” was the title of a work made for
the Smith Biennial in Stirling later that year. The Smith Muse-
um is a piece of rather grandiose 19th century architecture
which was more used to the annual watercolour club than dif-
ficult and aggressive work by young artists. The barely read-
able text “Rotting from the inside out” was flankzd on the per-
pendicular walls by two elements facing each other across the
gallery. On the left was a large photograph, behind glass,
which showed an anonymous looking apartment block with a
dotted trajectory leading from one window to the ground. On
the other wall a hole of identical size to the photograph had
been cut and covered with glass, leaving the bare brickwork
and supports of the gallery visible. His removal of a section of
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the museum wall literally strips away the surface veneer of the
institution — an idea which has become a popular part of new
museology. Into the naked brickwork, holes had been drilled
which resembled either the after effects of a search for dry rot
or maybe even the bullet holes from a Hollywood gangster
shootout; deconstruction with a sense of humour.

Simultaneously he is proposing to the viewer a sepia toned
reconstruction of a murder mystery.The large photograph was
in fact culled from a french Police manual and showed the
path of a body ejected from an upper story of the apartment
block. Here Gordon offers a number of divergent, potentially
contradictory, narratives. He leads the viewer only so far down
a certain path and then challenges the foundation of the whole
scenario. As ever, the responsibility rests with his audience for
the final cut.

More recently Gordon completed a work for the Natural
History Museum in Bergen, Norway. This is a municipal Muse-
um, largely unchanged and unchallenged over the past hun-
dred years. It is a macabre Noahs Ark; a poorly maintained
selection of odds and ends from the natural world. Its speci-
mens are displayed with the intention of recreating their last
dynamic action, in mid flight, or at the kill. No amount of
foliage and backdrop can suspend disbelief in what lies before
the audience — a depressing display of turn of the century
taxidermy. Gordon's text is applied on a wall where dozens of
reindeer sculls had been removed to make room. It reads,
Stille | Museet. This translates as Sifence in the Museum. The
only group the museum is still capable of exciting are kinder-
garten kids, and they run riot through the echoing hallways.
This dynamism, combined with the grotesque freeze frame of
the stuffed animals makes the contradictory idea of the Still-
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ness, or standstill in the Museum all the more ironic.

In 1990 Gordon participated in a public art project,“Sites/
Positions” with a simple text entitled, “Proof”. For the site of
his work Gordon selected the derelict Glasgow Green railway
station. All that now remains of the building is its elaborately
decorated facade and one supporting wall. On the reverse of
these Gordon painted the word, mute, and the dates 1787, 1812,
1820,1916,1922 and 1932 — this can only be seen when trav-
elling into the city from the East End.

Glasgow Green in many ways has a similar history to a cul-
tural institution like Speakers’ Corner in London where public
meetings were held and important issues of the day dissected
and debated. The dates listed in this work represent impor-
tant moments in the history of this place, from the industrial
revolution to the freedom of speech acts in the thirties. As this
place is no:longer a forum for debate, the work which remains
generates a feeling of quiet melancholy, a kind of resignation.

A year or so later Gordon presented his postgraduate show
at the Slade. With a display of his sometimes irreverent self
confidence, one piece of his show presents the artist in collab-
oration with Marino Marini and Andre Minaux. In an effort to
secure a reasonable exhibition space in the cramped Universi-
ty College, Gordon unearthed a store room which happened to
contain a small wall drawing by each of the artists. These had
remained in place but had been generally ignored and forgot-
ten as successive redecoration occurred. Gordon’s ‘collabora-
tion" was to refurbish this room, stripping back, repainting,
cleaning the red carpet, and reverently placing a glass panel
over what were actually very insignificant doodles. Most art
colleges have some scribble or other bequeathed by a promi-
nent member of its alumni, but usually they stay in their right-
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ful place — hidden behind a board or are eventually painted
over by an unsuspecting student. Outside the room in a dead-
pan style he painted an announcement of the show, Douglas
Gordon — Marino Marini — Andre Minaux. This ironic self mythol-
ogising is typical of the humour in much of Gordons ceuvre.
The funniest part was how ridiculous the little drawings he
chose to associate himself with really were, contrasted with
the pristine and immaculate re-furbishment.

In the same show Gordon produced what must be one of
his most complex text works, though employing his usual
economy of syntax. Meaning and Location shows his ability to
plant a small seed in a fertile context. The grand Dome is
probably the most recognisable feature of University College,
London, home of the Slade Scheol of Fine Art, and it contains
a library of modern philosophy. University College was one of
the first secular educational establishments, and one of the
first to admit women and non-christians. Its beautifully fur-
nished library contains only moral philosophy, excluding the
theological arts. Gordon selected a controversial Biblical pas-
sage and placed the two interpretations which form the dialec-
tic, around the aperture from which the dome rises.The quo-
tation is attributed to Jesus, on the cross, spoken to one of the
thieves at his side. It deals with the theme of the Ascension
and continues to provoke intense debate within the confines
of theclogical linguistics and philosophy. The two versions of
the quotation are; “truly | say to you, today you will be with me in
paradise” and “truly | say to you today, you will be with me in par-
adise”. The crucial placement of the comma alters the inter-
pretation of this pivotal axis of Christianity and is consequently
a seriously debated topic. Gordon sets up a face to face with
the two apposing ideclogies and while the formal beauty of the
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work is sympathetic with the architectural context, it is anti-
thetical in content. One would gaze upwards into the beautiful,
slightly grandiose interior, looking through the text which in
fact challenges the orthodoxy of the library and its premise.

Gordon’s collaborations with other trusted artists have pro-
duced some of his most interesting contextual work. Self Con-
scious State was the title of an exhibition at Glasgow's Third
Eye Centre and was the first of two shows in which Gordon has
collaborated with Christine Borland, Craig Richardson, Roder-
ick Buchanan and Kevin Henderson. The five worked together
as a group, discussing individual works and the interaction of
the various elements in the show. Gordon's piece was one
which has become an ongoing project.

On a wall 70 feet by 15 feet he simply listed everyone he
could ever remember having met. A list of names exceeding
1500 in number. The process employed in this work is the act
of remembering itself. Gordon does not rush home to write
down a new name everytime he meets someone, you won't
get on his list that way. The project is very much about
remembering individuals who punctuate his memory banks,
for whatever reasons. The process has been repeated since,
but it's only when actually preparing the work that he sits
down and writes the list. This work raises questions of access,
privilege, knowledge and acceptance. If you like, a simple case
of Inclusion/Exclusion. | recall at the opening of Self Conscious
State watching people nervously scanning up and down these
lists, unable to relax and get drunk until they had seen for
themselves their name among all the others, cut perfectly by a
computer from sheets of matt black vinyl. (I saw mine early, so
I could relax). Formally the work was awesome, a cross bet-
ween the controversial Vietnam War Memorial in Washington
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D.C. and a kind of namecheck graffiti gone mad.

When this same group collaborated again recently in the
exhibition, Guilt by Association at the Irish Museum Of Modern
Art, Gordon returned to this theme but with a slightly different
twist. This time he displayed headings on the Museum walls,
like a proposal for an impossible work. These categories were
the flipside of the remembered list of names. Included in
these potential lists were, Those [ Do Not Know, Those | Cannot
Know, Those | Would Like To Know, Those | Have Forgotten But
Will Remember etc. Maybe they will appear at some point in
the future, or could they just be another of Douglas Gordons
playful red herrings, sent to try us?

Gordon worked with Roderick Buchanan again for the exhi-
bition, London Road, Glasgow at the Orpheus Gallery in Belfast.
The piece was one gigantic photographic image, made on can-
vas by a scannachrome process, which filled the whole back
wall of the gallery. The image is of the side of a building, obvi-
ously in poor repair, on which the word ARMY was underlined
in white on a red background, carefully painted though slightly
old-fashioned looking. Above the word ARMY it is possible to
see the bottom of another word, though so little that it is
unreadable. This fragmented image remains on what was at
one time a Salvation Army hostel, the painted gable was adver-
tising its 50 beds. Years after the hostel closed, the gable was
re-painted, but by then a billboard had been affixed to the
wali. It was only when that billbocard was removed that the
bizarre image was revealed. The title, London Road, Glasgow
refers simply to the location of the building, but begins to work
on a different level in the politicised atmosphere in Belfast.
The Orpheus gallery was at that time a converted shop with a
massive plate glass window opening on to the street. When
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above:
Renovation

right:
Listof Names
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the canvas was stretched, covering the back wall it was diffi-
cult for the viewer to gauge whether they were looking in to the
space or in fact out through the back of the gallery to a wall at
the rear. A strange visual conundrum for the shopper going
about their business; an image of ARMY without salvation.

A couple of years ago Gordon made a small work for a
friend’s house in Glasgow which would inform a later collabo-
rative work with Simon Patterson for Frieze Magazine, and
later at Milch Gallery. The Living Room was organised by Gianni
Piacentini who decided to ask various artist friends to make a
small work in the living room of his west-end flat. This project
involved dozens of artists exhibiting in weekly groups over a
couple of months. Gordon exhibited a wall full of re-classified
domestic paint samples changing a title like Watersilk to
Nihilism, or Dusky Apricot to Hallucinogen. The sickly domes-
ticity evoked by a title like Dusky Apricot certainly appears all
the more nauseating when you imagine painting the bedroom
a nice shade of Hallucinogen.

When he got together with Simon Patterson thay compiled
Colours for Identification, Coding and Special Purposes. This
series of over a hundred British Standard colours was made
available through a project in the pages of Frieze Magazine,
each colour renamed and re-classified based on criteria
known only to the artists. Here you can choose from 1It., 2.5lt.
or 5lt. of Rosa Luxemburg, Cassius Clay or indeed Richard the
Third. At £80 a litre, a little expensive for domestic use per-
haps, but imagine relaxing in a room painted a subtle shade of
William Burroughs or Isabella Rossellini, and suddenly the price
begins to sounds like a real bargain.

For the Milch show they contrived sculptural groupings of
various sized paint tins, under the heading “Framework for
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Colour Co-ordinating for Building Purposes”. The tins were grouped
together in families of colour, their British Standard numbers
then substituted for members of the Royal House of Windsor,
The Royal Scottish House, the Ptolomys, The Kennedys and
s0 on. These dynasties were represented in various formal
arrangements; some considerably neater than athers. I'm not
sure if it was intended to imply something about the particu-
larly privileged groups selected, but the Scottish House was in
complete disarray while the Royal House of Windsor looked
very precarious; stacked high, it resembled a supermarket
display of baked beans.

In 1991 Gordon was part of a group of young artists exhibit-
ing at the Serpentine Gallery. Being known for his site specific
public works, the selectors hoped he would use the opportuni-
ty in an interesting and tangential kind of way. So Gordon went
about marking certain trees surraunding the Serpentine, with
personal dedications. In contrast to the Empire monuments he
came across in Hyde Park, he decided he would use the trees
to construct his own monuments to his own heroes; an honest
and subjective celebration of those public figures important to
one individual.These were simple bands of white canvas sewn
around each tree, with a surname displayed in a simple type-
face — DUCHAMP, DALGLIESH, and CONNERY, were all fairly
straightforward, but others generated some serious misun-
derstanding. The surname STEIN was assumed by some to
indicate a veneration of that icon of 20th century art Gertrude
Stein, when the truth of the matter was that it was really
a homage to Jock Stein, the best manager the Scottish Football
Team ever had. Other viewers reckoned COLTRANE must be
a nod in the direction of that heaviest of Scots funny men
Robbie, when in fact Gordon was eulogising his jazz hero John.
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Indoors, Gordon was up to more mischief. He had occupied
the cupola of the building, painting it with a large splash of sky
blue. This aped the metaphysical space of the Byzantine
Trompe I'oeil ceiling painting, referencing both the sky blue of
the immortal heavens and the current resurgence of process
based abstract painting (examples of which were present in
the show). Over this disruption of the spaces perfect symme-
try he placed, in black letters four feet high,the text, WE ARE
EVIL. The title of the piece was, Above All Else. We are Evil had
been culled from a popular chant sung by the supporters of
Millwall Football Club. Its recontextualisation from the terraces
to the gallery created an uneasy tension with some of the
other more prosaic works in the show. Once installed, howev-
er, the text looked more like it had been taken from Nietzsche
than the East London terraces.

Radical artists are now faced with a choice — despair, or the last
exit: painting. The discursive nature of painting Is persuasively
useful, due to its characteristic of being a never ending web of
representations. It does often share the irony implicit in any caon-
scious endeavour these days, but can transcend it, 1o represent it.
Thomas Lawson, Last Exit Painting 1981

The other aspect of Douglas Gordon's art practice are the
paintings he has been producing, in series, over the last two
years. While on one level the physical act of making studio
paintings may seem at odds with the dialectic of his other
work, Gordon argues that although these paintings are seldom
site-specific they are are always related to a context. The his-
tory of painting and art is of course the context for these works
and within that sphere Gordon adopts a strategy similar to his
more ephemeral works.
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The paintings began life during the initial stages of discus-
sion with Declan McGonagle for the Guilt by Association show in
at .LM.M.A. in Dublin. The Museum of Modern Art had just
opened and had a remit to show works from a number of
prominent collections owned by the Irish Government or lent
by European collectors. Gordon was proposing to curate a
number of works from these collections to show alongside the
works of Borland, Buchanan, Richardson and Henderson.
These works would compliment, contradict and contrast with
the rest of the show, contextualising the work within the com-
plex backdrop of the Museum; curating a show within a show.
Gordon received the lists of all the works but due to various
complications things never got any further than that,* his work
for the show eventuzlly going in a different direction. But the
interest in the lists remained, informing the paintings to follow.

The first of these paintings were exhibited during the third
Windfall exhibition, held in Glasgow in 1991. Formally the
works have flat colour backgrounds (usually a sombre tone)
with the title and date of another artwork painted in plain let-
tering. They are titled by a serial number and the name of the
artist who made the original work. For example;

Painting no. 132

Robert Morris/Sonnabend (series)

One Shot Enamel, 199 - L,

on acrylic B.S. 20 C 37, on canvas
This is a painting, 1m x 1.66m, with a blue grey background
and a text which reads; Slow Motion 19689.

In keeping with aspects of his other strategies, these works
key into questions of access and knowledge. Gordons interest
here is the line which separates his intentions with the percep-
tion of the viewer. And in a stance antithetical to the canons of
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above:

Installation view, Jack Tilton Gallery, New York
right:

New Maps
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high modernism these paintings are entirely somewhere else.
They eschew the notion of the painting achieving a self refer-
ential status, of it referring to nothing further than the para-
meters of the canvas. Instead they refer to another artwork,
possible made 20 years previously. But in many ways they
keep the circle closed. Gordon selects his titles carefully,
always establishing a number of possible entries into the work,
even if it is only on the level of a beautiful and poetic phrase.
Most of the works he chooses to use as subject matter have a
sympathetic bearing on his own practice. He plays with the
viewers recognition and expectation. Citing a painting which
utilises the title of a Baldessari book, Brutus Killed Caesar,
1976 as an example he says, “(the viewer) thinks, well, ves, Bru-
tus did kill Caesar. But in 19767. And isn’t this the title of an art-
work by sormeone else, somewhere else?” On occasion Gordon
has allowed a particular site to inform and activate the paint-
ings. In a 1991 show at Jack Tilton in New York, he did a little
research and found out the gallery had been the old Betty
Parsons space. Consequently Gordon made paintings which
were based on the titles of paintings that had hung on the
walls of the self same gallery up to fifty years previously by the
likes of Reinhart, Rothko, Kelly et all. Gordon’s paintings read,
Black Arrangement — 1946, Red Dividing -19689, Yellow Whites
— 1963, White Reliel — 1959, Red Whiles — 1963, Red Front —
1946, Korea Goes to War — 1959 and Black Cily 1948. At the
opening, the older visitors recognised these titles from the
criginal works; a strange relationship brought about by a shift
in time at a specific location. Some reminisced about the good
old days of New York in the 20s while the younger generation
discussed the paintings as conceptual works engaged in some
contemporary debate surrounding ethnicity and multicultural-
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ism. As far as Gordon is concerned, these readings reflect
diverse points of entry into the works and as such are equal
and correct. The paintings continue.

In an art magazine advertisement for a current work, 24
Hour Psycho, Douglas Gordon is photographed standing on the
central reservation of a deserted motorway. He holds up a
handwritten sign saying simply — psycho. As there are no cars
around, It is unclear whether he is trying to hitch a lift to a
place called psycho, or if he is labelling himself with the sign,
or indeed if he is signposting a possible destination for the
motorists. It is typical of his work that we, the audience, must
decide for ourselves whether or not to stop the car and give
him a lift.

Ross Sinclair. March 1993

Quotations from interview with Thomas Lawson in Frieze Magazine issue 9 and
from conversations with the arlist.

1One of the works eventually completed for the Dublin show did arise from a
list Gordon had requested but not the list of the collections. This was a list of
the keys to the Museumn. He obtained a full set of keys which corresponded
with the path of entry from the gate-house into the particular wing where
the exhibition was located. The keys were available as an edition with a set
of blanks included.
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MAKES NO SENSE AT ALL

I have never claimed to have anything new to say; I am not trying to launch novelties on the culture
market. One tiny adjustment in what is essential has much greater import than a hundred inciden
tal improvements. The only truly new thing here is the direction of the stream carrying

commonplaces along.
Raoul Vaneigem, The Revolution of Everyday Life, (Introduction)

Okay, So this crocodile goes into a bar, it steps up to get a drink. The barkeeper comes
over to it and says, “hey!, why the long face?”.
Think about it.

That's the bare bones of ajoke I overheard inabar recently, and believe me I've spared
you the rest because it’s nothing but arambling shaggy dog story. But you know what,
there’s something about that joke that gets me. I would be the first to admit that I'm
really not too well up on the semiotic deconstruction of jokes, but I guess this one relies
on the pun of ‘long face” metaphorically signifying a certain melancholy with the face
that the crocodile does actually have a long face. Well, there must be more to it than
that but I for one don’t know how to unravel it. It could be the presence of a slightly
surreal element that can’t be explained. It confounds your expectations. Whatever, it's
just not what you expect from a proper joke, is it? It's too jarring, too realistic, too sad.
A heavy stench of pathos hangs like a cloud over it. Imagine the idea that the subject
of the joke is always going tobe aloserjust of its physiognomy, just because of the way
it looks at first glance, on the surface. Anyway, there was something about this joke
that reminded me of a work by Rory Donaldson. Or hell, maybe it was just because
there’s a crocodile in that too. The work is called, ‘Pretend Family’ and contained
within it are four ‘family snap’ size colour photos. These have been almost totally
obliterated by a white movie thriller, there’s almost nothing left. But somehow there’s
always just enough left. In this case there’s enough left so that you can make out that
Donaldson's pretend family consists of a crocodile, a porno mag centerfold(male),
some kind of weird bird and a glowing religious Icon. Funny kind of family, you might
think, or you might not. Donaldson uses thisridiculous mix of incongruousbedfellows
to open a wry commentary on the fanatical resurgence (and hypocritical promotion)
of ‘Family Values’ in our increasingly conservative (and not in fact roaring - that, in
case you hadn’t noticed, was last century) nineties.
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He’s simply proposing we look over the edge of the gaping chasm between official
newspeak parlance of ‘nuclear families” and ‘back to basics” and “2.4 children” and
‘burning hearths” and ‘warming slippers” and hey ! - wake up and smell the coffee.
Back in the real world, everybody’s gotta live and this means a myriad diversity of
combination couples, gay, straight, single, double, triple even; i.e. Real Life - Lived.

In ‘Pretend Family’, these “family” values are firmly put in their place. And this place
looks like a fictional game show simulacrum, banal, fake and horrific. So why not,
Come on Down. Why not indeed.

Donaldson's work is complicated. It looks like painting but it's actually made out of
photographs. At first sight it simply looks decorative, like the attractive panels you
might see in a corporate waiting room. But when you move forward to inspect the
sumptuous tones and beguiling textures you find that the work contains many subtle
little barbs. These tend to get themselves hooked under the skinand nag away, till you
pull them out and have a proper examination. A decorative ‘camouflage’ is often
employed in order to inject the work with the required layering of meaning and

metaphor.

Take for example, “Olive Branch(Constructed and Reconstructed)’. On firstinspection
this triptych appears tobe a straightforward essay in formal photography. Donaldson
uses photographs to construct his works, sometimes thousands of them. They're
always developed in high street photo stores, the kind that even five years ago still
specialised in 110 “instamatic’ films. Donaldson regularly employs a grid constructed
of many images of one shot. Within this self imposed foundation he uses these photo
fragments to reconstruct whatever the form of whatever idea he is working with. It
really doesn’t seem so different from using the palette he previously worked withback
when he still painted. It would be wrong therefore to instil this process with too many
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cumbersome post modern photographic theories. It's just another tool, utilised like
any other modern technique. Sure it’s disjointed and fragmented, but this only serves
to affirm the main themes in his practice. The triptych of ‘Olive Branch’ contains two
identical images of a branch from an olive tree constructed on a grid pattern from 105
photographs. Although these two parts contain exactly the same fragments, they are
puttogether so that they appear to be two distinctimages. In other words, they contain
exactly the same ingredients but on the surface they sure don’tlook that way. Like two
identical jigsaws put together by two different people, but with no pre-determined
final image. They are kept apart by a smaller centre part containing 35 images of what
resemble berries or olives which might be the fruit of the tree. On one level this is cosy,
it all fits together, two olive branches, the fruit in the centre, all nice and simple,
wrapped up, formal, beautiful, lush, nothing too taxing there. But the central image
does not picture fruit. The images are the head of rivets. The tiny conjunctions which
hold the world together, or keep it apart, depending on how you look at it. Re-
contextualised from his studio in Glasgow to the walls of the Orchard Gallery in Derry,
the piece begins to function in many other ways. The metaphorical reading of the olive
branch as a token of peace to the fore. On a recent trip to Donaldson's studio I came
across some small pieces stacked in the corner which seemed kind of lost, but required
attention. They are made using beautiful little devices used by jewellers to
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simultaneously grip and magnify small objects. Instead of holding a ring, or a
necklace, these "helping hands’ held one photograph each, gripped tightly in
mechanical fingers. One piece in particular caught my attention. I peered through the
circular magnifying glass to find that I was gazing into a black hole. The scale was
indistinct, I couldn’t tell what size this hole was. The image was blurry. It could have
been a bullet hole, or maybe I was looking down and it was a mortar crater from a
freeze frame T.V.image. Maybe I had itall wrongand it was something far less sinister,
a drilled hole perhaps, but why was I being implored to examine this unnatural, man
made orifice? A disquieting prospect. Maybe if I looked hard enough through this
magnifying glass I would see some hard evidence of its creation. A tell tale remnant
of its reason for being there. I suddenly imagined that the whole complex background
of a conflict could be seen in the manifestations of it's symptoms. If you looked hard
enough. Could the world be like that? [t must seem like that at first hand contact. That
each bullet hole, every piece of shrapnel, every tear shed, in some secret way contains
theincomprehensibly complexblueprint forthe horrors of a conflict, of loss. Like some
perverted holiday rock, wherever you break it open it contains its identity tattooed
irreversibly throughout its core. An engaging, if horrifying prospect. This idea is also
examined in a work titled, - "Random’ where a wall constructed of 99 photographs
appears pitted with fifteen holes ripped from its surface. How do we know though,
whetherthisisin fact the same hole repeated 15 times or whether there were even more
to begin with. The image is heavily edited, but reminiscent of one of those kids puzzles
where you slide numbers of letters around trying to make a recognisable form. But this
isn’t a square and there’s no missing section to enable you to shuffle it around. It just
isn’t going to work out. Its been a long time since we could trust the hegemony of
meaning attributed to the photographicimage. Certainties are dispelled, the goalposts
are moved. You have to think on your feet, make your own decisions. The sands are
shifting underfoot and they are never going to be still again, so get with the program
- work it out for yourself.

¥ ﬁr&«:m\
-.__-f."'

White Caught Painting

Orchard Gallery.
(Detail)

Installation,
1994.
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Donaldson's practice often uses the microcosmic toaddress the wider picture. Particular
pieces may appear to allude to specific situations but they function because they
address both the ‘local” and the “global” simultaneously. Quite often the original
images he works from become obliterated in his reconstruction of the finished piece.
Recognisable forms give way to emotive textures, details which form new images and
ideas which read only from a distance, but sometimes revert into their original,
recognisable focus on a much closer inspection. This creates a dense layering of
ambiguous forms and messages, many points of entry and just as many exit points.
Donaldson has made two site specific works for the Orchard and Derry. One work is
a free standing wall piece, literal and metaphorical. One side of this wall is completely
covered by tiny details of the old city walls. These contain images which map the

surface of the walls with architectural vigour. Againit’s as if evidence of history must
be visible in the minutia of this scrutiny, like carbon dating a lived history. The tiniest
details become visible, significant, plants and mosses clinging for shelter in the
crevices between the stones. Marks scratched on the stones, who knows how long ago.
On“the other side” of Donaldson's wall is a mural size scanachrome photograph image
of a micro-fragment of skin from the back of his hand. This image of the living body
becomes almost abstract in its re-presentation at hundreds of times its actual size. The
image is so big that it is easy to see the pores on the surface of the skin. Here too, then,
is evidence that the surface is permeable, not an intransigent barrier, but a changing,
evolved form.

The othersite specific work seems less optimistic about the future. Entitled, 'Drowning
in Petroleum’ it consists of another large scanachrome image on canvas. Itis an image
of a petrol stain, its seductive colours exploding out from its centres like a living
organism, growing and multiplying before our eyes. A metaphorical reading of this
image is one of satellite topography. Like a tiny section of a forgotten coastline
photographed from space. Maybe one where we see the evidence of an arms dump or
a body discovered. The kind of images we only see when something untoward has
happened, they have become almost sinister. The canvas is presented draped over a
wooded box. Possibly memorial, possibly funereal it could be even monumental.
Whatever, it evokes a studied melancholy, focussed all the more by it's almost
dazzling velveteen beauty.
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Today, more than ever, there’s a bitterirony in the fact that the end of the cold war, far
from heralding a period of calm and consolidation, has in fact sounded the starting
pistol for a hundred and one bitter conflicts. Age old religious, political and cultural
divides have sprung up after centuries of hibernation. Communism vs. Capitalism
seems like last years model. Arid and theoretical. Dry asabone. A temporary flirtation
with the psychological flotsam and jetsam of the industrial revolution. Market forces
win out, of course. Ideological battles are now fought on the streets, with automatic
weapons, bought from respectable U.N. nation states. Meanwhile, media wars rage all
around us, perfecting the reduction of all subjects into meaningless soundbites or just
churning out the same old shit for the advertisers. I just can’t seem to shake my
'Neighbours' habit though. All my friends were doing it, I thought I could stop
anytime etc. etc.

A reflection of this disintegration and fragmentation runs like a main artery through
Donaldson's work, fuelling and propelling it forward. The very form he uses to
construct his images demands it. While rarely alluding to any specific scenario, the re-
presentation of the commonplace and everyday beckons us to look again. A double
take where the second glance is always the one that counts.

Ross Sinclair Feb. "94
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This is the Sound of the Suburbs, 1995

Item Nine

THIS IS THE SOUND OF THE SUBURBS
Same old boring Sunday morning -
old man’s outside washing the car...

Ross Sinclair

In a recently aired television documentary about The Sex Pistols
and Punk Rock, a new emphasis was placed on the fact that all
the main protagonists in the emergence of this peculiarly British
institution did not actually come from the buzzing metropolis it-
self, as usually thought, but in fact came from various satellite
estates and suburbs surrounding the city of London. | happened
to watch this documentary in Holland, where the informed audi-
ence of cultural practicioners with whom | was watching (one of
whom had actually seen the Pistols live), were quick to empha-
size their belief that the whole phenomenon of Punk Rock was
very much part and parcel of their accepted view of the British
way of life. The whole phenomena was inexorably intertwined
with the political and cultural vacuum of the post empire/post
war United Kingdom. Or should | say “Great Britain® - with all its
guilt and bitterness and keeping up appearances - Grin and bear
it, with the stiff upper lip of the traditional British psyche. It really
couldn’t have happened anywhere else. Even in purely cultural
terms, punk certainly had a lot of ammunition to throw back in
the faces of the “Establishment™.

Thinking about the rise and fall of Punk Rock in this context re-
minded me a lot of the British art scene of the intervening years.

ENGLAND'S DREAMING...

It was enlightening to hear that this core group of seventies situa-
tionists who kick-started a cultural revolution with Ne Future as
its slogan, were mostly from fairly drab lower middle class
homes. They watched activities in the centre developing from a
distance, making interventionist forays into the heart of the city
then going home to re-group and think up their next outrageous
project.

This goes some way to illustrate why the self determinist mantle
of Punk Rock was so easily taken up by disaffected youth in the
suburbs of other British cities such as Manchester, Liverpool and
Glasgow. It spread like some contagious disease, a common
voice with which to articulate the impotent anger of Britain’s
youth in the 1970s. Everyone was an outsider.

In October 1977, at almost exactly the same time as kids on es-
tates in Belfast and Birmingham were discovering “Never Mind
The Bollocks - Here’s The Sex Pistols”, for the first time, else-
where in Europe, the Baader-Meinhof gang/Red Army Faction,
had reached the end of the line. The nihilistic quest of these self-
styled urban guerillas was sounding its last death rattle (literally)
in a prison in Stammheim. The last great flourish of political
terrorism in opposition to late capitalism was all over.

But back in Britain, the explosion of cultural terrorism was just be-
ginning. The Sex Pistols were a potent synthesis of the style and
truculence of the R.A.F., the Situationists and the all the hits of
Fluxus and Dada rolled into one.

And this is essentially where John Lydon (nee Rotten) has it
wrong. He is always quick to tell whatever interviewer is asking
that he thinks the real meaning of punk had evaporated by the
time it moved out of London, when the kids in the suburbs of pro-
vincial British cities started getting into it. - But in fact that’s
when punk rock began!
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BE APUNK WEAR A UNIFORM...

It is difficult to imagine that a cultural movement with the externa-
list energy and international momentum of Punk Rock will come
along again on such a scale, but the curious slant of this recent
documentary reminded me of the peculiar talent of British youth
culture to be at the right place at the right time. To continually be
the avant-garde of the international zeitgeist, in the flux of youth
culture. To somehow know, intuitively, when the time is right to
harness a particular context and reshape it to its own ends. This

is what happened to the British art world in the mid eighties.

JOHNNY ROTTON vS. DAMIEN HIRST

By the mid eighties in U.K. the time was right for something else
to happen. But this time it was to be in art, rather than music.
Looking at the rise of young British art over the past decade, the
generation of artists represented in this exhibition, there are
many parallels with the model of cultural expansionism re-
defined by punk rock.

The cultural landscape had been drastically altered, suddenly
anything was possible, punk showed you didn’t need to wait for
your band/shop/haircut to be discovered anymore. If you had the
courage of your convictions and were willing to put your money
where your mouth is, the sky was the limit.

The similarities with the resurgence of young British art are clear;
massive surge of energy, self-determination, infectious self confi-
dence, de-centralisation, horizontally reciprocally supportive in-
frastructure, assimilation and ultimately disillusion. No more
heroes, well, maybe. Whereas bored kids in comprehensives in
the 7os had Johnny Rotten, bored kids in art schools in the gos
have Damien Hirst.
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DON’T KNOW WHAT | WANT BUT | KNOW HOW TO GET IT...

If there is one identifiable characteristic in this period of British
art since the demise of punk rock, it is the emergence of the artist
as curator, the artist as entrepreneur. Young artists, brimming
with the confidence of the anything is possible eighties, kick-
started their careers with aggressive, artist-initiated exhibitions
in warehouses and un-rented office spaces, left over from the
eighties building boom. Many of these artists were from provin-
cial cities and towns, maybe coming to London for postgraduate
study. Shows like FREEZE (1988) and MODERN MEDICINE (1990) cura-
ted by Damien Hirst, and the whole Goldsmiths phenomenon in
general have been well documented. Less well documented is the
fact that, suddenly, shows like this were springing up all over the
country. And it wasn’t a cynical thing - it was pragmatic. If you
couldn’t get access to, or simple didn’t like the contexts that were
available to show your work - why not make your own. Why wait
until you’re 40?

THE SOUND OF THE SUBURBS

By the late 8os it was clear that you didn’t need to wait around
anymore for your work to be discovered/validated/confirmed by
some ex-public schoolboy in a sharp suit/jeans’n sneakers. All
you had to do was get together with some friends, find a space, a
little money and hey presto!, everyone came crawling out of the
woodworl to make sure they weren't missing out on anything.
Well, almost. Of course it’s a hell of a lot of work to organize
these kind of shows in non-art spaces, sometimes with no basic
facilities. And you do have to be able to persuade people that it's
worth the trip. But once the ball is rolling, the mysterious veil of
the gallery and the curator quickly evaporated, at least for a
while. Within a short period of time these artist-initiated shows
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tions do not last forever. Maybe that's why all exciting milieus
eventually explode, implode or simply fade away as the few key
individuals who define them drift away. But advances are made

during these boom periods. Galleries are started, magazines festi-

vals are initiated, attitudes are permanently changed.

PROBLEMS...

Somewhere, however, over the last few years, something has
FONe Wrong.

The genuine enthusiasm for these artist-run projects has some-
how faded and the pre-eminence of the mainstream is once again
returning. As the enthusiasm waned the institutional art world
played catch-up. The freshness of the artist-run show started to
feel a little past its sell-by date, in some ways becoming a victim
of its own success. The way to mount your own artist-run show
became so well defined that a lot of the spontaneity and excite-
ment was gone. Now it has become the new orthodoxy, the new
establishment. If it’s important to keep a step or two ahead of the
pack, if you want to keep your finger on the pulse, then maybe
when the peleton catches up, it's time to move on.

I think more than anything everyone is now a little bored with the
format. The unpredictable has become just what you expect.
Another worthy show put together by struggling artists - compas-
sion fatigue has set in.

Another prablem is that artists (and more significantly traditional
art administrators) up and down the country have seen certain

groups, certain strategies, becoming successful and have duplica-
ted the basic infrastructure of these projects but with a cynical ap-
proach. What sorme fail to realise is that success comes from mak-

ing vital and engaging shows full of geod work. It's all very well
trying to short cut the apprenticeship into the annals of arl his-
tory but there’s no point in having a high profile exhibition if the
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work you’re showing is a stylistic afterthought. At the beginning
of this period there was certainly some honest career building go-
ing on, but the significant thing is that the work came first.

Many artists from these scenes have made their opening into the
art world and have disappeared into it. This is often criticised by
other artists who consider themselves to be on the outside, but
this is really just another form of self-determination. It often is
the case that the artists who enjoy success in the mainstream art
waorld are also those who worked hardest in the shared workload
of the artist initiative.

No Fun...

What remains from these years is a shift of attitude. A model had
been created. Only ten years ago young artists in Britain could
only look on the bombast of a second-hand neo-expressionism
and wonder where the hell their work about ideas was going to fit
in. Now these artists can look around and think, well maybe this
isn’t an impossible task after all. The concept of the artist-initia-
ted project is once again changing. The apex of this most recent
flourishing has come and gone, the most interesting projects hap-
pening now are once again much smaller, more modest in ambi-
tion, and underground in feel. But art about ideas has once again
returned to the fore.

And this alone was worth all the trouble.
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zieller britischer Stddte sich einmischten. - Aber Tatsache ist, daf
Punk dann erst angefangen hat!

BE A PUNK WEAR A UNIFORM...

Es ist schwer, sich vorzustellen, dafé eine kulturelle Bewegung
mit der externalistischen Energie und der internationalen Durch-
schlagskraft des Punk Rock sich noch einmal in solchem Ausmaf3
wiederholen kbnnte, aber die seltsame Tendenz dieser Fernseh-
dokumentation erinnerte mich an das besondere Talent der briti-
schen Jugendkultur, zur richtigen Zeit am richtigen Ort zu sein. In
der Schnellebigkeit der Jugendkultur stets die Avantgarde des in-
ternationalen Zeitgeists zu sein; irgendwie intuitiv zu wissen,
wann die Zeit gekommen ist, um einen bestimmten Kontext zu
nutzen und ihn zu seinen eigenen Zwecken umzugestalten. Und
das geschah Mitte der achtziger Jahre auch mit der britischen
Kunstszene.

JOHNNY ROTTEN GEGEN DAamIEN HIRST

Mitte der achtziger Jahre war im Vereinigten Konigreich die Zeit
fiir etwas Neues gekommen. Aber dieses Mal ging es eher um die
Kunst als um die Musik.

Betrachtet man den Aufstieg junger britischer Kunst im Laufe der
letzten zehn Jahre - die Generation der in dieser Ausstellung ver-
tretenen Kiinstler - findet man viele Parallelen zum Modell des
kulturellen Expansionismus, das durch Punk neu definiert wurde.
Die kulturelle Landschaft hatte sich drastisch verdndert, plotzlich
war alles mioglich; Punk hatte gezeigt, daft man nicht mehr darauf
warten muBite, mit seiner Band, seinem Laden oder seinem Haar-
schnitt entdeckt zu werden. Wenn man den Mut besaf}, zu seinen
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Uberzeugungen zu stehen und bereit war, Taten sprechen zu las-
sen, war der Himmel die Grenze.

Die Ahnlichkeiten mit dem Wiederaufleben junger britischer
Kunst sind eindeutig; ein massiver Energieschub, Selbstbestim-
mung, ansteckendes Selbstvertrauen, Dezentralisierung, eine ho-
tizontale Infrastruktur der gegenseitigen Unterstiitzung, Assimila-
tion und endgiiltige Desillusionierung. ,,No more heroes*, viel-
leicht. Gelangweilte Kids in den Gesamtschulen der Siebziger hat-
ten Johnny Rotten, und gelangweilte Kids in den Kunstschulen
der Neunziger haben Damien Hirst.

DON’T KNOW WHAT | WANT BUT | KNOW HOW TO GET IT...

Wenn es in dieser Zeit nach dem Ende des Punk Rock ein erkenn-
bares Merkmal der britischen Kunstszene gibt, dann ist es die Ent-
wicklung vom Kiinstler als Kurator, vom Kiinstler als Unterneh-
mer. Junge Kiinstler, die vor dem typischen Vertrauen der Achizi-
ger, daB alles méglich sei, nur so strotzten, starteten ihre Karriere
mit aggressiven, von Kiinstlern organisierten Ausstellungen in La-
gerhdusern und Biirordumen, die seit dem Bauboom der frilhen
Achtziger leerstanden. Viele dieser Kiinstler stammten aus der
Provinz und waren vielleicht wegen eines weiterfiihrenden Studi-
ums nach London gekommen. Ausstellungen wie FREEZE (1988)
und MODERN MEDICINE (1990), kuratiert von Damien Hirst, und das
ganze Goldsmiths-Phénomen wurden im allgemeinen ausfiihrlich
dokumentiert. Weniger ausfiihrlich dokumentiert ist hingegen die
Tatsache, daB plétzlich Ausstellungen wie diese im ganzen Land
aus dem Boden schossen. Und das war nichts Zynisches - es war
pragmatisch. Wenn man zu den Kontexten, die zur Verfligung
standen, um seine Arbeiten zu zeigen, keinen Zugang hatte, oder
sie einfach nicht mochte - warum nicht seinen eigenen schaffen?
Warum warten, bis man 4o war?
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baren. Aber es funktionierte. Die Bilanz dieser Strategie war ziem-
lich gut. In einem bestimmten Kontext arbeiten, ob es sich um ein
leerstehendes Lager, eine Plakatwand oder sonstwas handelte.
Die Einbeziehung des Lokalen und des Internationalen.

Nehmen wir zum Beispiel Glasgow, wo mehr als die Halfte derin
dieser Ausstellung vertretenen britischen Kiinstler leben, unge-
wihnlich genug fiir eine Ausstellung, die junge britische Kunst re-
flektiert. Glasgow ist zum zweitwichtigsten Bestimmungsort fiir
die internationale Kunstszene im Vereinigten Kénigreich gewor-
den. Wenn ich durch Europa reise, fragen mich die Leute immer:
Was macht Glasgow so besonders, so lebendig, so wichtig? War-
um reden alle lber diese Stadt? Meistens antworte ich, meiner
Meinung nach handle es sich im Grunde nur um eine Handvoll
Leute, die zufillig zur gleichen Zeit zusammen studiert haben, wo-
bei es um Ideen und nicht um formale Disziplinen ging. Es war
eine gute Ausbildung, aber Tatsache ist, daB® diese unverhiltnis-
méaBig hohe Anzahl sehr guter Kiinstler aus welchem Grund auch
immer aus dieser Gruppe von Leuten hervorgegangen ist; sie ha-
ben sehr hart gearbeitet und sich gegenseitig unterstiitzt. Diese
Situation hat es vorher gegeben und es wird sie wieder geben,
iiberall, aber man kann sie nicht konstruieren. Leider bedeutet
das, daB solche Situationen nicht ewig dauern. Vielleicht ist das
der Grund, warum jedes aufregende Milieu plétzlich explodiert,
implodiert eder einfach verschwindet, wenn sich die wenigen
Schliisselfiguren, durch die es bestimmt ist, zuriickziehen. Aber
in diesen Zeiten des Booms werden auch Fortschritte gemacht.
Galerien werden eréffnet, Festivals von Magazinen organisiert
und Einstellungen permanent verdndert.
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Irgendwo ist in den letzten paar Jahren jedoch etwas falsch gelau-
fen. Die echte Begeisterung fiir diese von Kiinstlern organisierten
Projekte ist irgendwie verschwunden, und der Mainstream ge-
winnt wieder an Bedeutung. Als die Begeisterung nachlief3, ver-
suchte die institutionalisierte Kunstwelt aufzuholen. Die von
Kiinstlern organisierten Ausstellungen waren nicht mehr so
frisch, schienen ihr Verfallsdatum ein wenig iiberschritten zu ha-
ben und wurden in gewisser Hinsicht Opfer ihres eigenen Erfolgs.
Es war inzwischen so klar festgelegt, wie man die eigene, von
Kiinstlern organisierte Ausstellung aufzog, dafl viel von der an-
fanglichen Spontaneitdt und Aufregung verlorengegangen war.
Mittlerweile ist es zur neuen Orthodoxie, zum neuen Estab-
lishment geworden. Wenn es wichtig ist, der Masse einen oder
zwei Schritte voraus zu sein, wenn man seinen Finger am Puls ha-
ben will, ist es vielleicht an der Zeit, etwas anderes zu machen,
sobald das Verfolgerfeld aufholt.

Ich glaube vor allem, dafs inzwischen fast jeder ein wenig von die-
ser Machart gelangweilt ist. Das Unerwartete ist genau zu dem ge-
worden, was man erwartet, Noch eine von ausgezehrten Kiinst-
lern organisierte Ausstellung - ein Mitgefiihls-Uberdruf hat sich
breit gemacht.

Ein weiteres Problem ist, daf} Kiinstler (und deutlicher noch tradi-
tionelle Kunst-Verwalter) im ganzen Land gesehen haben, daf} ge-
wisse Gruppen und gewisse Strategien erfolgreich sind und dann
die zugrundeliegende Infrastruktur dieser Projekte iibernommen
haben, allerdings mit einem zynischen Ansatz, Was einige nicht
sehen, ist die Tatsache, daf® sich Erfolg durch lebendige und enga-
gierte Ausstellungen mit guten Arbeiten einstellt. Es ist gut und
schéin, wenn man versucht, die Lehrzeit auf dem Weg in die Anna-
len der Kunstgeschichte abzukiirzen, aber es hat wenig Sinn, eine
profilierte Ausstellung zu machen, wenn die gezeigten Arbeiten
ein stilistischer Nachtrag sind. Zu Beginn dieses Zeitraums haben
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bestimmt viele ernsthaft an ihrer Karriere gebastelt, aber worauf
es ankommt, ist, daB bei ihnen die Arbeit an erster Stelle stand.

Na Fun...

Was von diesen Jahren bleibt, ist eine verdnderte Einstellung. Ein
Modell wurde geschaffen. Noch vor zehn Jahren sahen junge briti-
sche Kiinstler nur den Bombast eines Neo-Expressionismus aus
zweiter Hand und fragten sich, wo zum Teufel ihre Arbeiten iiber
Ideen wohl hineinpassen konnten. Jetzt konnen sich diese Kiinst-
ler umsehen und denken, daf das vielleicht doch keine so unmig-
liche Aufgabe ist. Das Konzept der von Kiinstlern organisierten
Projekte verdndert sich ein weiteres Mal. Der Hohepunkt dieses
allerneuesten Aufbliithens ist gekommen und gegangen, die inter-
essantesten der gegenwirtigen Projekte sind wieder viel kleiner,
viel bescheidener in ihren Ambitionen und mehr von einem Ge-
fiihl des Underground bestimmt. Aber Kunst iiber /deen ist wieder
einmal in den Vordergrund getreten.

Und allein dafiir hat sich die ganze die Miihe gelohnt.
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abyste dosahli svého? Od zatatku tohoto boomu bylo jasné, Ze
publicita a dokumentarizace akci byly stejné dlleZité jako vystavy
dostat se do oficidlnich anall, prot byste neméli psat sami o
sobé&? Zadny zékon to nezakazoval a moZna to ani nebylo zas tak
t8Zké, Umélci se tedy navzajem podporovali, a to jak mistné tak i
mezindrodné, coZ pro né bylo velmi vzrusujici a podnétné. Byla vy-
budovéana zcela nova infrastruktura pro rozvoj projekta, zakotvil
novy postoj a energie v boji proti existujicim institucim, z nichZ
mnohé jisté potfebovaly kopanec do zadku.

CHCI BYT SAM SEBOU

Reknéme, Ze jste pFipravili ,,vystavu, kterd znamena prilom ve
vyvoji a novou explozi v poklidné atmosfére doby* (tak to aspon
napidete do ozndmeni tisku) v opusténé tovarné na zpracovani
ryb v ,,Glaschesteru®, Potencialnim sponzorim maZete med ko-
lem huby, aZ jste z toho modfi, a vysvétlujete, jak je dileZité, Ze
mistni abyvatelé budou vystaveni uméni. Navrhnete dokonce, Ze
zorganizujete nauény program a kdovico jesté. Ale budme upfim-
ni - jakmile méte penize, miZete si s nimi délat, co chcete. Kdyz
budou vystavovana dila dobrd, sami tomu shonu uvéfite. Ani na-
konec neni tak tézké pfilakat aspofi par slusnych kurator(i, galeri-
stli a shératell spolu s témi ,skutecnymi* startéry vasi kariéry.
Proc ksakru ne? VSichni musime jist, penize Elovék musi néjak vy-
délat.

NejdiileZit&Si snad ale tehdy bylo ziskat £lanek nebo recenzi v
uméleckém tisku, nejradéji ve FRIEZE MAGAZINE. (VZdyt jsme za ten
inzerat preci zaplatili tolik penéz - Co! - nejde to - sakra, tak co
tedy ART MONTHLY?) Podpora od téchto ¢asopisti a od mladych
kuratord a galerii se pfi prosazovani vystav ukazala velmi vyznam-
nou. V pfipad€ wWINDFALL "91 pfi3li v3ichni, z Landyna to méli soo
mil, a dokonce si koupili vlastni listky, jen aby vidéli, co se to
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déje. Jisté aspekty poZadavkd vefejnych rozpotti a Sirsi aspirace
zainteresovanych umélci se asi moc dobfe nesnasely, ale fungo-
valo to. V této strategii byla jista rovnovaha. Pracovalo se ve
specifickém kantextu, at'to byl nepouzivany sklad, billboard nebo

cokoli jiného. Uznavalo se soub&zné to domaéci i zahranicni.

Jako pfiklad vezmé&me Glasgow, odkud pochazi vice neZ polovina
britskych umélcli G¢astnicich se této vystavy, coZ je v prezentaci
mladého britského uméni celkem neobvyklé. Glasgow se totiZ stal
druhym nejvyznamnéjsim méstem Spojeného kralovstvi, kam se
umélecky svét sjizdi. KdyZ projizdim Evropou, vidycky se mé lidé
ptaji: Co je na Glasgow tak zvidstniho, tak energického, tak
dileZitého? Pro¢ o ném vsichni tolik mluvi? Obvykle na to odpo-
vidam tak, Ze jde ve skuteénosti jen o malou skupinku lidi, ktefi
shodou okolnosti chodili ve stejnou dobu na stejnou fakultu
zaméfenou spiSe na myslenky nez na formalni discipliny. Byla to
dobra 3kola, ale to neméni nic na faktu, Ze z ni vy3lo nelimérné
mnozstvi dobrych umélcd, ktefi se navzajem podporovali a tvrdé
pracovali. V historii ma tato situace obdoby a bude se opét opako-
vat, a to kdekoli. To se ale neda pfedpovédét, shody okolnosti '
pFeci netrvaji v&&né. Snad prévé proto viechna vzruujici milieu
jednou vybuchnou, zhrouti se nebo se rozplynou, protoZe nékolik
jejich klicovych osobnosti odejde. Boom za sebou ale vidy za-
necha jisty pokrok: zakladaji se galerie, Casopisy, festivaly. Dojde
k trvalé zméné postojll.

PROBLEMY...

Béhem poslednich mala let se vSak néco zlomilo. Ono €iré nad-
Seni projelkt iniciovanych samotnymi umélci néjak zeslablo a
oficialni uméni zase nabyva svého vyluéného postaveni. Tak, jak
ubyvalo nadZeni, nabirala institucionalni umélecka scéna na sile.
Vystavy organizované umélci zaéaly trochu pfetahovat svoji
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Ugly Beautitul

The Wonderful World That Never Was

Two guys walk into an art gallery.

One guy says to the other guy;

Wow man, this art looks really realistic.

What do you mean realistic?, says the second guy

Well, you know, explains the first guy, they really
look like the things they’'re supposed to be...

But what are they meant to be? queries guy
number two

Are you blind? explodes guy one, you know, like an
ape in a spacesuit, or a military guy standing on a
cartoon hill, or 4 giant kids heads or a fat cherub
with a black skull it can’t quite shake off or a...

Okay!, Okayl!, says the second guy, I can see what
they are but just what exactly are they supposed to
be?

Well...Oh, right - | see what you mean, says guy one

Do you really see what | mean? insists smart guy
number two.

Well, Yeah, hey, they look kinda real but not like
anything actually realistic, you know, well, actually
they do look realistic but, well, - d’ya know what |
mean? asks the first guy, starting to regret he’'d
ever brought it up in the first place

Well, Not really... says the second guy

The work they were discussing was made by Kenny Hunter. ThiS_
work is both strange and perverse, full of wonder. Each piece
takes months to make. And each is flawless, perfect, super
smooth. These works have received so much loving attention
from the hands of the artist and his assistants that they
eventually look like they have been made by a machine. In
perfecting this transubstantiation the artist releases them from
his tutelage, he lets them go, free to roam the world as
autonomous beings, able to make friends and enemies, to forge
associations or to remain anonymous in the imagination of
anyone who comes into contact with them, Hunter's works are
fashioned to such a sophisticated degree that they travel free in
the knowledge that anyone who meets them would take them
or leave them on their own merits, just thinking that they had
been there all along. Unofficially sanctioned for firing the
popular imagination. This art looks realistic but in fact it's
nothing of the kind. It conveys only the most superficial kind of
realism. This is partly why it is so convincing. Sure, on the
surface its all smiles and laughs and chubby cherubs, but look
beyond, below. This is one strange vision, one obtuse angle. And
if you take the trouble to look at what's under the carpet, the
world you find there is almost recognisable but here something
is not quite right. A fractured mirror. The menagerie of misfits
Hunter has created to inhabit this work ask us to reassess big
and difficult questions such as; what is real? - where is the
truth? - why are things the way they are? Particularly pertinent
here are the dialectics of the paradigm of everyday reality as we
have come to understand it through the manifold organs of
mediated communication. What is going on there? What are we
really supposed to believe? Can the world be as sad as it seems?
Who can we trust? That is the question posed in this work.
Hunter doesn’t mirror the world as we know it, reflecting it back
in our faces (however much that may at first glance appear). He
instead presents us with another idea.

This is an idea of the world, not as it is, but as it could be.

Hunter's world looks quite safe from a distance, everything
seems o.k. particularly when framed in the flat grounding of the
photographic composition. But as you get closer as you begin
to understand the scale, the surface, the colour and the
materials which seem to have jumped right out of Toys'R'Us
gone wrong (or should that be gone right). Close-up the onus is
on us, the collective public, in cur multifaceted diversity, to
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bring our desires and needs into dialogue with this work. Its
refined surfaces are difficult to penetrate, but once inside we
can detect a dystopian undercurrent here, something troubling,
melancholic. Politicised rather than political. Like officially
sanctioned statues for a world with different priorities.

Take two examples of Hunter’s work. First Military Figure. This
piece is eerily ambiguous. And because of it all the more
redolent of a violence in waiting. To engage with this work you
must get off the fence, make a decision. Here's one reading -
this hooded man, stripped of weapons and anonymous is a
broken, slumped, dissclute figure. | can almost see the loaded
gun of the executioner at his temple. The figure is a study in
resignation. Almost serene, as if already departed from this
world, resigned to his fate, happy to be leaving this place
behind. The rich and verdant mound of lush country he stands
on merely indicates he has further to fall, how much he has
departed from acceptable levels of engagement with life. What
has he done to transgress this natural order? Does Hunter here
refer to the flux of contemporary events? or does he once again
simply propose the everyday of another world? A strange, other
place. Works like this seem to remind us of specific moments in
history, half remembered, an irritating echo of events which
never happened because they happened in some other place,
some other time. Maybe even events which have not yet
happened.

Perhaps the most disquieting piece in this group shows the
current Presidents-of the nations which have cast the longest,
and darkest shadows over the twentieth century. Yeltsin and
Clinton are presented as an oleaginous mass, fused together
farever, in bright red plastic. They are clutching each other, ugly
Siamese twins laughing openly in @ way which seems somehow
obscene. They sit on a strange box, awkward, half lectern, half
state coffin, as if some further explanation was about to be
revealed like the magician, opening his magic box to explain
their perpetual hysterical laughter. Of course it will never be
revealed. Whatever the joke, as communism crumbles and the
force of personality politics of every nation forgives us our every
sin we can be sure they are laughing at our expense, fiddling
while Rome burns...

Ross Sinclair

is an artist who shows internationally, Over the last few years he nas been work-
ing on a project examining real life. He is currently based in Glasgow where he
teaches in the Environmental Art Department of Glasgow School of Art.

Meanwhile, back in the gallery, our guys have been
listening in.

Guy number one: Oh, | see, so the fact that this
stuff looks like real things but put through a
blender and looked at through some weird
magnifying glass actually accentuates the idea
that they are presenting us with some kind of

alternative, parallel universe.
Boy you sure learn fast, says guy number two.

But hey, says the first guy, suddenly concerned, /
guess if we can’t really believe anything we see
and nothing is quite as it seems and everything
like that then what does that say for us, stuck in
this gallery, maybe we don’t seem so convincing

either...

Guy number two - now you're thinking, we only
exist as words on this page and when they run out,
well then it’s all over...

First guy - So you mean like, wow, we don’t actually
exist

Second guy, No, probably not, not really
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DEJA-VU

DG : Eh bien, il faut viser le public qu’on attend. Les gens qui
verront cette ceuvre au musée, ou ceux qui la découvriront
plus tard, sont 13 pour passer un peu de temps sur des idées.
C’est une situation qui peut étre utilisée pour présenter une
ceuvre impliquant les désirs et les attentes de ces gens.

RS : Alors, que trouvera "amateur d’art dans cette ceuvre ?

DG : Il trouvera un double des clefs du Museum of Modern
Art de Dublin. Je veux vendre les clefs comme une ceuvre
multiple relativement bon marché, pour changer la
signification des originaux. Les originaux sont uniques et
ont de la valeur précisément parce qu’ils ne sont pas
disponibles. Je veux que les clefs soient trés disponibles pour
que, plus il en sortira, plus I'idée puisse voyager loin —
littéralement et conceptuellement. Cet aspect de distribution
est souligné par le fait qu’aux doubles, s’ajoute une série
d”ébauches’, afin que celui qui posséde un jeu de clefs puisse
aller chez son serrurier et continuer a copier autant de fois
qu’il le veut.

RS : Voulez-vous ancrer I'idée dans le contexte du musée ?

DG : J'espére que ceux qui liront I'ceuvre reconnaitront ce
que signifie ‘les clefs d’'un musée’. En comprenant que cela
peut déclencher toutes les autres idées que nous pouvons
avoir sur les clefs. '

RS : Oui...la clef a une forte valeur métaphorique. Comme
dans les films et les récits, la clef représente ’acces, le
privilege, le succes, le pouvoir, I'épanouissement, et ainsi de
suite. Mais la principale implication semble étre une remise
en cause du statut du musée. Ici, on nous offre un jeu de
clefs d’un lieu qui a une valeur culturelle et économiquie.
Cette action pourra sembler étrange a certains.

34
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MUSEUM KEYS

DG : Il pourrait sembler que I'idée centrale de I'ceuvre est
cette remise en cause dont vous parlez. Mais 'ceuvre n’a pas
besoin d’étre limitée a4 une pure critique de la muséologie.
Les motifs sont plus pragmatiques, moins spécifiques. En
travaillant dans ce musée, je dois essayer de faire quelque
chose qui ne serait peut-étre pas possible ailleurs.

RS : Alors pourquoi les clefs plutot qu’autre chose ?

DG : Parmi tous les accessoires du musée avec lesquels j’aurais
pu choisir de travailler, j’ai choisi les clefs parce qu’elles ont
cette valeur métaphorique et allégorique en dehors et en plus de
la critique du musée. Ce qui veut dire que les clefs peuvent
‘jouer” parallélement a toutes nos idées liées aux reliques.

RS : Comme par exemple ?

DG : Je verrais ceuvre fonctionner suivant...ch
bien...imaginez quelqu’un qui vous aborde dans la rue et
vous propose quelques clous ‘de la crucifixion’, ou un
fragment de suaire, ou autre chose. Vous ne le croiriez
probablement pas, mais vous pourriez avoir plaisir a y
songer. Et si c’est assez bon marché, vous pourriez méme
Pacheter. Je crois que nous aimons I'idée de reliques.

RS : Mais ces clefs n’ont pas le méme aspect rétrospectif
que ces clous, ou qu’autre choss.

DG : Elles pourraient I'avoir un jour.
RS : Rires.
DG : Mais si quelqu’un vous offrait les clefs du musée

Guggenheim, des années cinquante par exemple, ne
chercheriez-vous pas a savoir s elles fonctionnent encore ?
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I.a question est de savoir si ’on veut croire que ce sont
d’authentiques ou de fausses reliques.

RS : Comme vous le dites, si on regardait les clefs d’un
grand musée d’il y a trente, quarante ou cinquante ans, on
commencerait a imaginer leur relation avec les artistes, et, en
un sens plus large, leur relation avec tout ce qui s’est passé
dans le monde a cette époque.

DG : Absolument.
RS : Mais Pceuvre garde un c6té absurde.

DG : Clest le fait qu’on puisse mettre en doute la vérité de la
piéce, qui pose la question de I’authenticité et de la foi. Le
cceur de I'idée est dans les questions que les gens pourraient
se poser en mettant I’ceuvre en doute.

RS : Les clefs sont elles ‘réelles’? L’czuvre est-elle purement
métaphorique ? Et, sinon, le musée a-t-il fait changer ses
serrures depuis ce projet ?

DG : Tout tourne autour de ce type de questions pour
commencer. Ou plutdt, de la maniére dont les gens
choisissent d’y répondre. Il s’agit de savoir si les gens y
croient ou non. En ce qui me concerne, cependant, je ne
veux pas savoir ce que fait le musée, s'il change les serrures.

RS : Pensez-vous que ceux qui pourraient vouloir acheter les
clefs auraient des chances de les utiliser ?

DG : De quelle maniére ?

RS : Je veux dire...pensez-vous qu’ils essaieront d’entrer
dans 'immeuble a trois heures du matin ?
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DG : Je ne sais pas. L’ceuvre est un mécanisme congu pour
imposer ce genre de responsabilité au spectateur. Il a la
responsabilité d’élaborer une signification de I'ceuvre. Les
décisions relatives a la construction de la signification
doivent étre prises en posant des questions et en soupesant
les réponses. On ne trouve pas les réponses en regardant
I’objet ; elles se fondent sur des personnes qui réfléchissent a
des questions morales et éthiques.

RS : Nous avons donc ce dilemme : savoir si les clefs sont
vraies ou non. Et puis toutes les choses métaphoriques, avec
certaines questions morales et éthiques qui s’y rattachent.
C’est un peu une crise.

DG : Eh bien, vous savez comment cela fonctionne. La
relation du spectateur avec une ceuvre peut étre la méme que
toute autre relation. Si on est en relation avec quelqu’un, et
si on commence a douter de tel aspect de I"autre personne,
on peut s’appesantir sur ce doute jusqu’a arriver a une crise
grave, par effet boule de neige. Peut-étre une crise de
confiance.

RS : Vous pourriez donc tout recommencer ?

DG : Oui, cela pourrait continuer. D’autres clefs provenant
d’autres musées.

RS : Cela me semble une idée astucieuse.

DG : Elle n’est pas astucieuse. Elle est bonne. Je dois penser
que c’est une bonne idée.

RS : Mais c’est une chose qui peut aller loin. Je m’imagine
gu’elle pourrait fonctionner comme la peinture de John
Baldessari qui va de musée en musée, et qui, dans votre cas,
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s’augmente d’un nouveau jeu de clefs 4 chaque fois. Presque
un projet d’archivage.

DG : Eh bien, si les clefs se révélent intéressantes, ou plus
intéressantes dans dix ou vingt ans, alors c’est parfait.

3

Traduction de Dennis Collins
© Irish Museum of Modern Art, Dublin, 1992
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Museum Keys

ROSS SINCLAIR, 1992

An unlimited multiple work by Douglas Gordon in Guilt
by Association, Irish Museum of Modern Art, Dublin,
September 23rd-October 11th, 1992

In conversation with Ross Sinclair, Transmission Gallery,
Glasgow, August 20th 1992

ROSs SINCLAIR: How did this work develop?

DOUGLAS GORDON: It came about through being in a
situation that most artists find themselves in at some time:
was installing some work in a gallery last year and, as
happens often, the gallery gave me a set of keys to let myself
in and out of the building whenever I wanted. I couldn’t
help thinking about how easy it would be to copy those
keys. They might even have fallen into the wrong hands, if
you know what I mean.

RS: But it's not as if the ‘wrong hands’ are going to be the
audience for this work.

DG: You never know.

RS: Who do you reckon is the audience for this work? It
won’t be the casual passer-by.
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DG: Well, you have to aim for the audience that you
anticipate. The people who will see this work in the
museum, or those who come across it later, are there to
spend a bit of time on ideas. That’s a situation that can be
used to present work which will involve those people’s
expectations and desires.

RS: So what will the art lover get in this work?

DG: They’ll ger a set of duplicate keys to the Museum of
Modern Art in Dublin. I want to sell the keys as a fairly
cheap multiple, to alter the significance of the originals. The
originals are unique and valuable precisely because they are
unavailable. I want them to be very available so that the
more keys that go out, then the further the idea can travel -
literally and conceptually. This element of distribution is
emphasised by the fact that the multiple includes a set of
blanks, so that whoever has a set of keys can go along to
their local key-cutter and continue copying as many times as
they want.

RS: Do you want to anchor the idea in the context of the
Museum?

DG: I hope that people who read the work will recognise the
significance of ‘the keys to a museum’. In recognising this it
© can trigger off all the other ideas we might have about keys.

RS: Yes; the key has a strong metaphorical value. Like in
films and stories keys represent access, privilege, success,
power, fulfilment and so on. But the main implication seems
to be a reconsideration of the status of the Museum. I mean,
here we are being offered a set of keys to a repository of
cultural and economic value. That's going to appear to some
people like an odd thing to do.
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DG: The main focus of the work may appear to be this
reconsideration that you're talking about. But the work
needn't be limited to a pure critique on museology. The
motives are more pragmatic, less specific than that. I reckon
that whilst 'm working in this museum I should try and do
something here that might not be possible elsewhere.

RS: So why the keys as opposed to anything else?

DG: Out of all the Museum accessories that I could have
chosen to work with, I chose the keys because they have this
metaphorical and allegorical currency outside of, and as well
as, the critique on the museum. It means that the keys can
operate alongside all our ideas to do with relics.

RS: Like whar?

DG: I could see the work operating along the lines of ... well,
imagine that someone came up to you in the street and
offered you some old nails ‘from the crucifixion’, or a bit of
shroud or something. You probably wouldn't believe it, but
you might enjoy thinking about it. And if it was cheap
enough you might even buy it. I think we like the idea of
relics.

RS: But these keys don't have the same retrospective aspect
as those nails or whatever.

DG: They might have some day.
RS: Ha ha!
DG: But if somebody offered you the keys from the

Guggenheim Museum, from the fifties, say, you wouldn't
be interested in whether they still functioned or not. The
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issue is whether you want to believe that they are genuine
relics or fakes.

RS: As you say, if you were looking at the keys from any
major museum of say thirty, forty, fifty years ago, you start
to imagine their relationships with artists and, in a wider
sense, their relationship to everything else that was
happening in the world at that time.

DG: Absolutely.

RS: But the work remains kind of absurd.

DG: It’s the fact that you might doubt the truth of the piece
that raises the issues of authenticity and belief. The core of
the idea is in the questions that people might ask themselves

on doubting the work.

RS: Are the keys ‘real’? Is the work purely metaphorical? And
if not, have the museum changed their locks since this project?

DG: It's all about those types of questions to begin with. Or
rather, how people choose to answer them. It's about
whether people believe or not. As far as I'm concerned,
though, I don't want to know what the museum does as
regards changing locks or whatever.

RS: Do you think that the type of people who might want to
buy keys are likely to use them?

DG: In what way?

RS: I mean, do you think they'll try and get into the building
at three o’clock in the morning?
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DG: I don't know. The work is a mechanism for pushing
that kind of responsibility onto the viewer. They have the
responsibility to construct a meaning for the work. Decisions
related to the construction of meaning have to be made by
asking questions and weighing up the answers. Those
answers are not to be found in gazing at the object; they are
based on an individuals thinking around moral and ethical
issues.

RS: So what we've got is this dilemma as to whether the
keys are genuine or not. And then all the metaphorical stuff,
with some moral and ethical questions thrown in too. It’s a
bit of a crisis.

DG: Well, you know how these things work. The
relationship that a viewer has with a work can be much the

~same as any other kind of relationship. If you're in a
relationship with someone and you start to doubt some
aspect of the other person, then you might dwell on that
doubt until the whole thing snowballs towards a serious
crisis. Maybe a crisis in belief.

RS: So would you do it all again?

DG: Well, this thing could go on. More keys from more
museums.

RS: That sounds like a ‘shrewd move’ idea.

DG: I don't think it’s shrewd. I think if’s good. I've got to
think it’s a good idea.

RS: But it’s a high-mileage thing. I can imagine it functioning
like the John Baldessari painting that moves from museum
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to museum, and in your case accrues a new set of keys each
time. Almost an archive project.

DG: Well, if the keys prove to be as interesting, or more
interesting, in ten or twenty years then that’s perfect.

3

© The Irish Museum of Modern Art, Dublin, 1992
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The infectious self-determination of those days has produced a genera-
tion of Scottish artists who are quite simply the best there has ever been.
Roddy has always been at the heart of it - the planning, the scheming, the
discussions, the arguments, the passion, the integrity, the location of the
core of identity. National and international, horizontally developing infra-
structures - Glasgow to Amsterdam, Glasgow to Berlin, Glasgow to Paris,
Glasgow to New York, L.A. wherever and all on return tickets - fuck
London, we thought, who needs it? (though we always kept in touch).
Throughout these years of argument, debate and discussion Roddy has
always demonstrated an innate talent for controversy. I can’t quite think
how else to put it. He makes things happen. He is passionate. Sometimes
he is reckless and insensitive, provocative and aggressive. Sometimes he
goes too far. But his work is perceptive and precise, and it travels its own
path. It works on the same premise as his personality. He knows who you
are. He knows where you live. Metaphorically speaking of course. Roddy
knows us well, even after all these years, and sometimes it can be disturb-
ing. We both came from the suburbs, not cred; not cool, just blank. But the
thing about Roddy is that in the last 15 years he hasn’'t lost a desire, a need
to push things as far as they can go, to cut through the polite conversation
of cosmopolitan art and the aspirational lifestyle of its practitioners. In his
work, and sometimes in his life. Of course some people don’t like it.

Loyalty is very important. It cuts through Roddy’s work from the very
beginning. Loyalty to background, your school, your class, your country,

Roddy Buchanan
and Ross Sinclair
Galerie Knoll,
Vienna, 1993

eyl



Item Fourteen Book Chapters / Essays / Artists Monographs

162



Politics, Loyalty and the Class of ‘84, 2000 Item Fourteen

168



Item Fourteen Book Chapters / Essays / Artists Monographs

works were very subtle, the antithesis of a more overtly politicised politi- 13
cal graffiti popular at the time. In many ways this was their great strength.
The uncertainty and confusion provoked by these new images provided a
more powerful and unsettling experience for the viewer, if they happened
to notice something was different. His work has always challenged the
viewer in this way, and has sought a more profound relationship with a
small number of viewers rather that a catch all, something for everyone
strategy. Sometimes his works do not readily announce themselves as
ART, and consequently possess a great power and possibility for real en-
gagement. Nevertheless these works needed the public, they relied on a
context, and they were slow burners, though often they didn’t last long.
I'm sure there are some he never even managed to photograph.

In one of his works from Guilt by Association, 1992, he spent the
months before the show documenting the meetings between the artists
and their meetings with Declan McGonagle (illustrated above). This work
captured the dynamics of these long discussions about the nature of the
show, and this particular group of artists. He was striving to document the
process of this collaboration. And to show these in the Irish Museum of
Modern Artin Dublin served to emphasise the assertion that this debate,
this process, these questions - How can we make an exhibition? How can
it be coherent? How can our individual concerns come together to make
something which is more that the sum of the parts? - were just as impor-
tant as what was on the walls at the end.
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figured a single head, copied from the masthead of The Guardian. These 17
were then attached to each panel of the bus shelter and changed every day.
The installation looked like a continually evolving flag of a non-nation
with mysterious, statesman-like figures at the centre of each ecolour.
People would come to the shelter every day, waiting around for their bus.
This captive audience would witness this strange transformation and try
to piece together the fractured narrative. Then there’s Ten in a Million ...
I remember helping him make one version in Amsterdam and I can vouch
for the difficulty in organising this not to mention the uncomfortable
practicalities of producing it. It’s a sign of his passion for the project that
he has made this work in nine cities now. However, this allows him to ex-
plore these cities where this series has been made, an excuse, if one were
needed, to go native. This process continues in the Coast to Coast, Dennis-
toun series. This project has spread over four years and has necessitated
Roddy going out, countless times, on the streets of Glasgow’s east end,
approaching gangs of teenagers, asking to photograph them and their
baseball caps. In one sense the images from these projects are merely the
record of the process of investigation, the journey. This is significant in
many of his works. There also seems to be a desire in this process to put
himselfin uncomfortable or challenging circumstances while making the
work. Making himself vulnerable.

We have all changed quite a lot in the past decade. There is no longer
the same proximity between us. This little group has exploded out into the
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the same proximity between us. This little group has exploded out into the
world. Everyone is on their own trajectory and it's now common to go for
months or sadly, years, without seeing the new work of someone of whom
you used to know every nuance of the tiniest thing they did. We all feel
that loss, but I think Roddy feels it a little more than most. I know he still
feels the first audience for his work is his peer group. While living in New
York a few years ago he worked as an art shipper. 3000 miles away from
home, schlepping Monets and Rymans in and out of Upper West Side
apartments. I remember seeing a photo of him, I don't remember whether
it was a work or just a snap. He was standing by a big truck on a New York
street wearing a white -shirt with black text clearly visible on the front. It
read simply, ‘Be true to your school.
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DEAR ROSS,

| really don't want to stretch the talk about a possible
»Glasgow phenomenon« any further, something which
was discussed in many exhibition projects and writings
since the mid nineties all over the european art world.
Although | would fully agree with Donnie O'Rourke’s
staternent, that »Douglas Gordon's Turner Prize win is
a reflection of a peer group and a period«, and a
remarkable result of a special social constellation of
artists, articulated via Transmission Gallery and Glas-
gow School of Art's Environmental Art Department,

still vital through the following generations in Glasgow
today.

Instead | would like to raise some strcutural questions
and thoughts on the reciprocal interactions of mytho-
logy, history and real life and - even more important —
the consciocusness of these effects.

When | made the trip to Glasgow in February 2000 to
propose the exhibition project in Karlsruhe, later result-
ing in »Circles °4; One Far One«, you all expressed
profound doubts about the benefits of such a recapitu-
lation of a social situation. There were individual
reasons for this hesitation but, over all, [ felt that the
fear of mythologizing and historising something that
was still going on was in everyone’s head. We have
talked about the notion of these dangers earlier during
a panel discussion and Douglas Gordons' contribution
to the exhibition - a remake of his earlier statement
Forget Facts and Figues — was a clearly visible hint
that expressed this impression once again. His state-
ment was formulated in the late eighties, only a short
time before you exhibited your work The [rascibles at
Gianni Piacentinis »Living Room« project in 1991.
Entitled identically as the famous picture of the so-
called New York School protagonists or, more impor-
tatntly and within the context of your work, the pro-
tegés of Clerment Greenberg who were photographed
1954 as a group portrait, you have taken a photo-
graph of 14 artists living and working in Glagow at that
time (1990), many of whom are included in the Karls-

ruhe exhibition, i.e. Nathan Coley, Craig Richardson,
Christine Borland, Douglas Gordon, Roddy Buchanan,
Martin Boyce, Jackie Donachie, Dave Allen and your-
self. The photograph was put in a golden, Victorian(?)
picture frame, accompanied by an outline drawing of
the same picture and a list of names and numbers -
maybe we should stress the term »legend« in this
case — providing the key to figure out who's who.
Remebering the date when the photograph was taken
at a time when all of the portayed artists had recently
graduated from art schoal, the ironic impilcations of
the work become very clear — a »simple and quite
humerous instant historification, an acknowledgement
of an increasingly condensed time-scale of assimila-
tion«, as Katrina M. Brown put it some years ago. But
regarding the list of names featured in this piece and
the unproportional guantity of artistic quality repre-
sented by these names (I doubt that you will find a
similar concentration of artits who have meanwhile
become world famous in comparable group portraits
of art school classes) we also have to consider the
intentional or unintentional mistakes in reception that
happen once a while: despite the arrangement of
photograph and explanatory drawing/legend which
clearly mark the field of an artwork with paraphrasing
and ironic content, the piece will automatically
become a »historic document«, a fact, displaying the
whole circumference of the »dilemma«. Times are
changing.

| guess you must have been aware of these inter-
courses between real life and its historification and
mythtification at the time you did this work. Apart from
the playfulness, the humouristic twist, for me, it also
proves the (self-)jconsciousness of history that | tend
to apply to much of the Glaswegian artists, the con-
sciousness cf being part of something. Something that
has to do with art but with social constellations at the
same time. This awareness of things happening in
Glagow in the early nineties, this shift from »nowhere«
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to »Now Here« also taking part in the artists’ con-
sciousness, allows me to think of something special.
Something to ba (mis-)teken as a role model for ather
times and places.

Don't ask me to prove this impression of an explicit
consciousness of histerification. | could only claim the
fact that | have rarely seen a nomination of about 15
co-students at art school, like the one included in your
personal chronology / vita of your first solo-catalogue.
This enumeration supposedly also serves as a conlext
reference for your own work.

Mike Kelley has illuminated the special rale of the
artist-critic, the artist that writes in a recently published
anthology of John Miller's writings. The double impact
of such a position - doing art and simultangously writ-
ing about art - is a special role. A role that you have
not only played, but also lived and shaped during the
last couple of years. Through numerous texts on the
work of artists friends and colleagus, on Scottish/
Glaswegian art, through various lectures and discus-
sions you have done while travelling the world, you
have thoroughly spread the word on the meanwhile
unloved »Glasgow phenomenon« and |, therefore,
consider you and your consciousness of this historical
coincidence as an important part of it. Being at the
same time author, promoter and hero of this beautiful
myth - or lrue history if there exists such a thing - is
an interesting position. | say this with no cynical inten-
tions. Even more, if 2 huge warning sign is simullane-
ously erected: »Attention! The legend begins herel
Do not enter!«

| was wondering what one might get by starting a his-
tory book with the topos »Forget Facts and Figures«....
it might become quite the contrary. What do you think?

Franfkurt, June 2001
Christoph Keller

Sightseeing-Tour nach StraBburg und Ins Casino Baden-Baden
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WHAT'S IN A DECADE

THE GLASGOW MIRACLE VS. UTOPIAN
MODERNISM DONE BY THIRD WORLD
PEASANTS '

Christoph — Where to start with all your interesting
thoughts and questions surrounding history and geog-
raphy, mythology, real life facts and figures.

Okay, let's begin here. »The Glasgow Miracle«, as
Hans Ulrich Obrist would describe it.

I'll tell you a story. | was at a talk/seminar at the Tate
Gallery a few years ago. It was a big panel discussion
concerning the Turner Prize the year Douglas won it.

| think it was 1996. | happened to be there with Liam
Gillick, who was writing something for me at the time
(good company with whom to discuss this sort of
thing). On the panel were the contemporary top dogs
of youngl(ish) Eurc-curators; Hans Ulrich, Ute Mela
Bauer, John Roberts, Charles Esche (the than director
of Tramway) etc. Anyway, Hans Ulrich Obrist started
going on apout this idea of »The Glasgow Miraclg«.
I'm still not sure exactly what he meant, but back then
in 199€ | really thought it sounded odd. | think he was
asking or maybe reflecting or perhaps proposing,
»How could it be that so many interesting artists
develop in a place which was so bereft of culture with
no history of or relation to, modern art? How could this
city be hosting and generating so many important
exhibitions and conferences, writers, artists elc. when
there was not even a system of private galleries for the
commissioning, buying and selling of contemporary
art. No infrastructure, no rules, the Wild West«, | guess
he was thinking. After everyone on the podium had
waxed lyrical on this point for twenty minutes | felt
compelled to make an observation from the floor (2
little intimidating in a room holding a couple of hun-
dred of the most righteous London cognoscenti). So,
anyway, | get up and say that, amazing as it all seems,
the dynamic of Glasgow was, in fact, a very tenuous
proposition, a castle built on sand, if you like, A ghost
— a specter — a phantom. | tell them all that the main
gallery spaces, Tramway, CCA, Transmission etc.,
were effectively being kept going by a tiny group of
individuals who put their heart and soul inta carving

Vortrage- und Diskussionsveranstaltung, Samstag, 10. Mirz 2001,
Vortragssaal, ZKM Karlsruhe

out & space for thesa galleries in a very unforgiving
civic climate. There was no provision within the struc-
ture of these spaces for the success to be consolidat-
ed in a long term way — it was all about the individuals
and their ambition and passion for art. There was a
new Gallery of Modern Art in Glasgow (either at that
time or shortly thereafter - | can't remember), but this
had opened to international derision having chossn to
present its so-called »collection« under the themes of
»Firge, »Aire, »Earth«, etc. - | mean — what the fuck?
In fact, the Civic City of Glasgow as a whole ignored
the whole contemporary scene at that time and was
still more interested in the fag end of a neo-Expressio-
nist scene which had been popular in the city a
decade before with the previous generation of artists.
{And it couldn’t even show these paintings properly.
Half of those guys like Currie, Campbell and Howson
complained and wanted their work shifted from this
monstrosity of a museum. Whether you like this work
or not, if you're going to show it, at least do it sympa-
thetically and with integrity. Jesus, | mean, tolerate this
and your children will be next etc.).

Sadly, the relationship of the Cily of Glasgow lo its
contemporary arlists remains largely unchanged to
this day. (Oh, but I'm forgetiing, when D. G. won the
Turner Prize he was awarded the Lord Provosis' (the
Mayor) medal as a recognition of his achievements as
a Glaswegian citizen!!?? They would have been better
off buying some of Douglas’ work for the people of the
city to see, except by then they had missed the boat
and probably couldn’t afford it.)

Well, surprise, surprise, I'm not one to say, »| told you
so«, but a couple of years later Tramway and CCA
were closed for renovation /refurbishment/ rethinking,
all the interesting curators had left and the city had
returned to its early seventies cultural desert incarna-
tion (in terms of the institutional visual arts).
Throughout that period, however, many smaller spaces
sprang up and died out, new ones came to light and a
new generation of younger artists showed it wasn't
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going to be put off by the absence of these bigger
spaces. In fact, artists were pouring into the city from
all over, some to study, some just to see what was
happening. This made for & much more diverse com-
munity, 2 broader gene pool for the cities new cultural
identity. Transmission kept strong because of its
unigue changing committee structure which ensures
that interesting and committed artists continually come
into that set-up.

Only in the last year have these =institutional« spaces
re-opened, though in fact, after & £3-million makeover,
CCA no longer has a dedicated visual arts curator/
programmer and the space for visual art is actually
smaller than it was before — huh? work that one ocut?
Tramway is slowly re-establishing itself with some
interesting projects but seems to lack political power
and international profile in the current cut-throat eco-
nomic climate. Dundee Contemporary Arts has
opened and forged ahead to become the most inter-
esling visual arts space in Scotland and The Modern
Institute in Glasgow has become the new Transmission
in terms of profile, newness and hipness, but actually
makes money for its artists, toc. There has been a
microboom in public art funding agencies, scme of
which have made very interesting projects with good
artists.

Bul we arrogantly assume the artists who you invited
to participate in the circles project are (mainly) still liv-
ing in Glasgow/ Scotland and are (mainly) bigger and
better than ever. How come? Maybe by the time these
problems started happening with Glaswegian Art
Institutions most of the artists were already linked in to
a more international scene so it really didn't maiter so
much. Maybe this domestic league had become less
significant when the team was playing in all the impor-
tant euro-competitions. Needless to say, the reputation
of the city's art community had been made internation-
ally by the self-determination of the artists involved
and the few visionary individuals who ran these
spaces mentioned above. This went on for a few

Gruppenbild vor der Abreise, Flughaten Hahn, Eifel; v.l.n.r.: Roddy

(knieend), Archie Buchanan-Donachie (auf dem Arm),
Jackie Donachie, Claire Barclay, Ross Sinclalr, Toby Paterson, David
Harding

years, almost entirely in spite of the prevailing »cultur-
al trends« in the city and without institutional support
on a wider national level.

The younger artists simply start their own galleries and
projects in a similar spirit of self-determination as us
old crones. If nothing is happening the only way to do
anything about it is to do it yourself — that never really
changes. Of course it must be said that international
curators still come to Glasgow and ask where they
can see the work of this generation of »The Glasgow
Miracle« — perhaps Frac Languedoc Rousilion with
Ami Barak or the Migros Museum in Zurich (but now
that Rein Wolfs has left this will probably diminish.

See what | mean - enlightened individuals making a
difference again, not that he ever bought anything of
mine, bastard). Still, I've never met an artist who didn't
bitch about the institutions in their home city, whether
it's Glasgow or New York City, so nothing new there.

Okay, so it's clearly not the cultural infrastructure that
made Glasgow an interesting place. Another quick
story: Around 1892 Vienna/Budapest gallerist Hans
Knoll came to Glasgow for a visit. In a meeting he said
he thought Glasgow was a bit like Bratislava, capital of
Slovakia, formerly second city of Czechoslovakia. | fslt
vaguely offended without really knowing why. A couple
of years later | visited Bratislava while en route from
Vienna to Budapest. With Knoll and Roddy Buchanan

| went to see some artists living there and initially felt
even more offended as The Slovak Republic was still
very slowly waking up from the Soviet influence. It
seamed an ugly, poor, third world city with very little to
recommend it {| was there for one day! Sorry) — apart
from some very interesting artists, most of whom had
been hidden fram history. We even managed to get
lost on the bus from the station and ended up in the
countryside, completely failing to explain to anyone
that we wantad to go into town. However, ten ysars
later, | see that Knoll's comparison was actually quite
perceptive and the relationship within these two com-
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munities was born from a confident self consciousness
only really possible because of the lack of credible
antecedents or infrastructures and, | believe, the lack
of a markst, too. No one was encouraging or reward-
ing us (and in fact you wouldn't have got away with it)
to make shitty little paintings to flog off cheap in a
gallery which was alsc a bar or hairdresser or some-
thing because they simply didn't exist in Glasgow at
that time. Knoll was also quite right that in some
respects Glasgow also feels like a third world city, too.
This forces a certain pragmatic approach and distinct
lack of self-pity. Let's not forget also that thig »first«
wave of artists wera never associated through a simi-
larity of form or style. It was the approach and the atti-
tude, perhaps in fact, the diversity of approaches that
interested people from the oulside. Another significant
aspect of that history is that ten years ago everyone
was still talking about ideas and the place of art and
what art could do in any kind of cultural and social
sphere. Now, of course, the pendulum has swung
back to formalism, albeit the ragged glory of »fuck you
formalisme« which is now popular everywhere (apolo-
gies to whoever coined that term, | read it somewhere
and can't remember where, but thanks). | think you
could say that the most recent generation in Glasgow
are more related formally. It's more about form and
surface, style and synergy.

Sorry, Christoph, I'm getting away from the script a bit
here. You were asking about that old frascibles piece
of mine — ah, from the fuck you self-determination of
youth to fuck you formalism - and all in a decade. But
remember, that work was presented in a show in
somebody's living room! How's that for a big fuck you
to the world - saying it loud and proud, we're all fuck-
ing great — fuck you! —in a show in Gianni Piacentini's
(ternporary Glaswegian) living room. It really didn't
seem so out of the ordinary to do something like that
at that time. | thought everybody's friends were great
artists, if you know what | mean. It was anly really in

Wegbeschreibung: von den dffentlichen FuBballplitzen (»Pittse,
Quadrat rechts unten) zu Transmission (Trongate, Ecke King Street):
Zeichnung: David Shrigley

the couple of years after that when | started travelling
more that | realised that the ambient quality of these
arfists | knew and worked with was well above the
international average. | guess | was still idealistic then
and thought all communities of artists supported each
ather and shared contacts and information and ideas
and generzlly helped each other whenever they could.
| mean they do, don't they?

Yaah, you were also asking about the general lack of
enthusiasm at first for the Circles project from our |ot.
No one really was that keen on the Circles show
because the Glasgow that everyone talks about and
rernembers and wants to make shows about repre-
sents artists from a two or three year period of gradu-
ating classes from around 1988-1992 and there have
been ten years of new artists since then. These artists
are Glasgow, too, (though some are in Circles) and the
work they are interested in is sometimes very different
and very gocd indeed - most recently it’s all gone
international style ... it's all about a feeling of ambient
surface tension — stripes, glitter brand soul Olympics,
the empathetic Eamesism experience (are you experi-
enced?), no meaning (in a good way), wallpaper (in a
good way), don't worry be happy {any way), a dynam-
ic and beautiful void (cut out or painted over, it doesn't
maitter), head nodding recognition of utopian modern-
ism done by African villagers kind of thing, architec-
ture as emotion, design as dogmam, the best quality
for most people at the cheapest prices turned into the
exclusive Masonic lodge of recognition of the feel
good relics of the modernist saints. Old dogs like me
(35 years) should maybe keep guiet about a passion-
ate feeling that art is often working well when it's talk-
ing ‘bout ideas and is about something rather than
nothing (which has become vogueish, too), if you
know what | mean. Above zll else | think | should keep
quiet about retaining an embattled ideal that art can
still change people, begin a dialogue which can alter
perception, CHANGE THE WORLD. It's funny how no
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one thinks that anymore or is even interested in dis-
cussing it. Never mind, maybe like everything else it
will roll back into fashion someday and in a few years
time we'll have a revival of ART BEING ABLE TO
CHANGE THE WORLD, in capital letters in a tabloid
newspaper haadline kind of way and during that win-
dow of opportunity maybe, just maybe, we’'ll be able to
save the human race from self destruction by employ-
ing the soaring and effortless power and magic of art.
Until then, well, just sit back, go with the flow, enjoy
the view. And stop fucking moaning - okay? Whatever
happens, I'm sure Glasgow will be at the front of the
queue, you wouldn't dare leave us out now, would
you?

Glasgow, November 2001

In einem hochdramatischen und abwechslungsreichen Freundschafts-
spiel gegen die Milano-Bar-Mannschaft, die sich vornehmlich aus
Karlsruher Kiinstlern (u.a. mit Martin Boukalfa, Jirgen Galli, Axel
Haberstroh, Ralf Keller, Lutz Schéfer) zusammensetzt, konnten die
Gaste aus Glasgow das Spiel ca. eine Stunde lang ausgeglichen
gestalten. Nach dem Flhrungstreffer durch Roddy Buchanan (Foul-
elfmeter) gingen die Gastgabar in der ersten Halbzeit zwar schnall mit
4:1 in Fihrung, eln lupenreiner Hattrick von Jonathan Monk kurz nach
der Halbzeltpause sorgte jedoch fir den zeitweiligen Ausgleich zum

4:4. Mach der 60. Minute offenbarten sich bei groBen Teilen der
Glasgower Mannschaft eklatante Konditionsméngel, die einen geord-
neten Sp og T Auflosungserscheinungen
fuhrten zu einem Totaleinbruch, den die gastgebende Mannschaft aus
Karlsruhe geschickt zu 8 weiteren Treffern nutzen konnte. Das End-
ergebnis von 12:4 tauscht allerdings Gber die tatsdchlichen Kriftever-
haltnisse der beiden Teams hinweg. Der von dar Glasgower Mann-
schaft gestiftete Pokal verbleibt bis zum nachsten Aufeinandertreffen
in der Milano Bar.
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to the Gordon Highlanders Museum, some weeks
carlier. We unveiled and presented Darren with
the painting (it now hangs in his mothers hall). He
seemed happy with the picture and I think it sat
well alongside the other many images clustered
around the memorial at that moment, carried
from the studio/museum, including one of the 4th
Duke of Gordon, who founded the regiment in
1704. We posed for photos. From there we made
our way to The Gordon Schools Arch where we
had the pleasure of seeing two students from the
Brenda Gordon Schoal of Dance entertain us with
some Highland dancing for which I supplied some
live music, the traditional bagpipe tune ‘Cock of
the North’, played awkwardly on guitar. This tune
was named in Honour of the 4th Duke of Gordon.
We tripped through the arch and travelled down
the grand avenue in a novel procession of portraits
and colour.

We continued down to Huntly Castle where we
were treated to a succinct though comprehensive
mntoduction to the Gordons and the Castle by
Anne Forbes based on her forthcoming book on
the rise of the Gordons. She stood and spoke on
the upper level of the castle grounds flanked by
myself, Anna and Gordon (Black) who held up her
annotations as required — it was quite a spectacle.
As the light began to fade we then retraced our
steps up the avenue where we were accosted by a
dark stranger who sang a Broadside Ballad to the
throng concerning the dastardly deeds of the 4th
Duke of Gordon —1in contrast to his shining public
image, alluded to above, These ballads were sung
in Huntly and in town squares across the country

“Te % Real Life Scotland

during the time of “the improvement” (circa 1800/
industrial revolution) and the printed words sold
to interested listeners for a small coin. Our stranger
handed us our song-sheets free, gratis. (The stranger
was none other than esteemed local archaeologist Colin
Shepherd). This unadvertised intervention added
a welcome note of disquiet, that things are not
necessarily all they seem. From this encounter
we went into the Gordon Primary School where
we had a presentation from Norma Hunter and
Sarah Rumis who discussed the projects they had
made with the schoolchildren in relation to my
residency and displayed some of the results on the
windows around the entrance. I had visited the
primary and secondary schools on a few occasions
to help out. Then with the help of Mina (P5) and
her friend Hanna we tried to teach the assembled
crowd ‘A Gordon for M¢ which T had been
rehearsing with the primary school choir for use
on my Huntly History Song I had been making at a
local recording studio. The adults were hopeless —
the kids were much better students of the singing,
After a couple of verses and a wobbly key change
we hurried through the gloaming up to Gordon
affiliated St Margarets Chapel, the first church
built in Scotland after the reformation with a spire
and bell. This institution was constructed with
support from the so-called Sherry Gordons, who
moved to Spain from Aberdeenshire and started
the successful Gonzalez-Bayez sherry empire.
They later sent an impressive suite of paintings to
decorate the Chapel and tell the story of important
scenes from the bible, We took all my paintings in
there too and they mingled awkwardly with the
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The Real Life Gordons of Huntly
History Song (in the key of A)

Ross Sinclair, 2011

12000 bc was the end of the glaciation period
In 6000 bc — the Hunter Gatherers arrive in Grampian
In 4000 bc the Farmers replace the Hunters
And the Garioch has a settled way of life -
Long cairns and barrows, recumbent stone circles and henges
| don't mean to offend you's
It was the Neolithic period — it was time to get serious
In 2000 bc the Bronze age really gets started
with burial cairns and bronze age technology
Don't need to make no apology
In 500 be The Iron Age begins slowly
Here come the Picts with their Brochs and Language
And the soldier of Barflat
They built the Tap o' Noth, Dunnideer and Benachie Hill Forts
It lasts for 1500 years — Rhynie Man can you hear me?
In 1066 King Harold dies at the Battle of Hastings
It was the Norman Congquest of England
It kind of spread up to Scotland
The first Gordans arrive from Normandy
They settle down in The Borders
But that's only the start of this story
For 600 years the Gordons Rocked the affairs of Scotland
But local people got caught in the crossfire
With all the Killing, Blood, Death and Dying.
The ruling classes can be very trying
In 1318 — Robert the Bruce, The King of Scotland
Grants the lands of Strathbogie, now Huntly, to Adam de Gordon
Because he loyally supported Bruce at the Battle of Bannockburn
The Old Lord Strathbogie changed sides to the English
— 600 years of drama — Cath-o-lic Religion and armour
The Cocks O' the North, Sometimes educated in the South
|'st Lord Gordon — Earl of Huntly
Lord of Badenoch — 2nd Earl
3rd Earl — 4th Earl

242



A Reflection on a Journey with the Real Life Gordons of Huntly, 2012 Item Twenty

Cock O' the North
Dies in battle fighting Mary Queen of Scots
5th Earl
6th Earl
2nd Marquis — Executed 1649
3rd Marquis George
4th Marquis George
I'st Duke in 1684
Alexander 2nd Duke, 3rd Duke, 4th Duke

Last Duke dead 1836

Lord Lieutenant, Sheriff, Constable
Order of the Thistle
Cock O the North

In 1769 the 4th Duke starts modernising Huntly
He marries Duchess Jane, well known as the Floo'er o' Galloway
In 1794 he rais-es the Gordon Highlanders — Duchess Jane recruits with a shilling and a kiss
That's something I'm sorry | missed
She's very good friends with the great and good of Scotland
She made Robert Burns famous and Walter Scott was her pal
Yeah Yeah Yeah
In 1827 The 5th and last Duke takes over — but he dies in 1836 with on offspring — the title lapses —
Duchess Elizabeth starts the Gordon schools in 1839 - in his memory
The 5th Dukes sister marries — The 4th Duke of Richmond and he becomes a Gordon in name
- But they're gone down South
It's the end of the Gordons in Huntly
Or is it? What about you Gordons left behind?
Now Im here for 3 months trying to make some sense of the Gordons in Huntly
And what a story it 's —a — mel-o-dramatic Hollywood movie
Its local it's national its truly international
Blood Marriage and Scandals, Religion Murderous Vandals
What a Film it would make What a beginning and middle and ending
Power Glory and Ambition propel it — Im sure you could sell it —
Be worth doing just for the Helluv it
Just don't let Mel Gibson direct it

We 9 Real Life Scotand 181
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Socialism in her Heart: A Melodic Reverie in the Key of G.
The Seven Harmonies of the Timeline

Ross Sinclair

C Major —When is Now?

I'm running along Princes St. It's the summer

and the drained Nor-loch is on my right, a fetid
swamp flooded by King James 3rd in 1460 to
strengthen the defences of Edinburgh Castle. By
the 19th Century it's been filled again to accom-
modate the demands of the expanding new town.
Ebb and flow. Now it's called Princes St Gardens
and | look beyond its trees and flowers and all
the people lying on its rolling lawns towards the
Castle above. It's nearly one o'clock. | anticipate a
sound, | can almost see it floating there, hanging
in the air, waiting in readiness, but something's
missing. I'm still running, still dreaming. Calton
Hill is directly in front of me, but flying far away
and high above, the strange jumble of world
heritage, monument and folly rising up from the
East end of Princes St, high above the heads of
the thousands of people swarming in between me
and it. | know there is a connection between one
of the monuments there and the sound I'm keen-
ing to hear. I'm listening, still running, late, late,
past the broken tram works and their stupid
everyday tratfic jams towards the mound of Royal
Scottish Academy and The National Galleries of
Scotland. This place hasn't changed much since
1781 when one and a half million cartloads of
earth excavated from the new town excavations
were dumped on the nor-loch to make this ersatz
hill on which the city's grandest art institutions
were constructed. I'm still heading towards them
where | know something is happening. | see a
flash of red through the crowd, | think | can see
her sisters. Suddenly the one o'clock gun fires,
exploding in my right ear. | immediately under-
stand that this something is happening right here,
right now and that | am in the middle of it. There's
an echo. A response. It has changed. A new
sound. A woman's voice. | hear it again, in the
gardens, on the bridges, in the air. Far away on
Calton Hill. | think back, the direction is not clear.
The sound is all around. In her Timeline, nothing

is carved in stone. Geography, history and the
relative position of people in-between are

open and fluid. It might still be the 19th Century,
and maybe the now famous one o'clock gun

is about to fire for the first time. And a voice
responds, echoing, falling across the city in

an uncertain harmony. A peculiar siren, coming
and going, breathing. No, not yet.

D Major—Empirical Evidence

Edinburgh Castle. The Old Town [New Town
shuffle. Politics and parliament, education and
knowledge, culture, democracy and 900 years of
history punctuated every day by the now famous
tradition of the one o'clock gun, still anachronis-
tically keeping time for long dead sailors from the
19th Century. This is the Capital City of some-
where and the Timeline is currently pointing us to
the epicentre of the exact moment of now. It feels
like home for her but only because she hasn't
lived here for years. This is a Sunday best image
of a nation's home. Too good to bhe true, a dream,
an unknown place, like the past—a reverie, a
foreign country. It looks the part, more than most,
but what's underneath? There are no foundations
to these places, nothing fixed. Tectonic plates
have become separated from their core and float
around aimlessly, the people milling around on
top, confused. Nothing is certain in the Timeline
of the past or future of this damp northern Euro-
pean country. A nation's identity forged on myths
and stories, literature and fiction, defining
moments that never really existed in the first
place —it's perfect for this Timeline. Everything
could change forever, simply by answering one
question on a ballot paper. The only authentic
moment is right now, and her Timeline illuminates
it momentarily before it evaporates. She's never
really worked here before, but she's working now.
It's one o'clock. Again | hear a woman’s voice.
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E Major —Sing History Changed

The Timeline grinds forward. We jump from the
15th to the 18th to the 21st Century. It's later now
and everything has been transformed. The date is
now 2015 or perhaps 2020. The Citizens of Edin-
burgh are living in 'The Pan-National All Inclu-
sive Free Artists and Peoples Independent So-
cialist Republic of Neo-Scotia'. After Scotland
became a sovereign nation state in the independ-
ence referendum of 2014 (answering one simple
question), the leaders of the ruling Party sold off
all current and future rights to all the oil in the
North Sea for the people. It was worth trillions.
And the people owned it all. Fired by the success
of this socialist vision employing wisdom and
foresight, the politicians handed over the running
of the country to the nation’s artists. Thus the
new cultural custodians, with only the promise of
good for all and joy ringing in their hearts, were
able to immediately disband the military, sell off
all the banks and turn aver all the major infra-
structures and the hundreds of billions now
available in the peoples’ reserve to the citizens of
the new republic. Artists, writers, and philoso-
phers, poets and musicians, playwrights, thinkers
and dreamers would run the country now. And

as Beuys said, everyone is an artist so everyone
could be in charge. This new reading of the
Timeline was very popular, and everyone was
welcome to come from around the world, because
all kinds of people are needed for all sorts of
important jobs running things in this culture
country.

So things are done differently, in this new
Republic of Artists. For instance the one o’'clock
gun which inspired her Timeline no longer exists.
There is no one o'clock gun here in Edinburgh
anymore, no guns at all in the new Timeline, no
shells, no explosion, no military barking and
shouts, no men up here at all, no army and no
navy and certainly no nuclear submarines and no
nuclear weapons. All of these things have been
de-materialised, Like all the objects which
ceased long ago to be important in the Timeline
of her artworks.

Replacing the one o'clock gun is a series of
sounds which emerge from the high ramparts of
this fortified structure previously called Edin-

burgh Castle. Echoing in a series of stages up
from Calton Hill to the famous volcanic plug, this
rock of ages, we hear a woman's voice, a harmony
of voices —tremulous, yearning, travelling, and
seeking out the company of other voices, a choir
of a people, mapping a territory, constructing

a constituency. This is the thing the tourists come
to hear now. The one o'clock shout. This is her
Timeline. First experienced in 2012 as part of the
Edinburgh Art Festival in response to the gun,

it has now totally replaced it. Objects de-materi-
alised by the sound of her individual voice. This
Timeline needs no gun, no bullets. There are

no leftovers, no waste. Only the mechanics of the
transfer of the sound into the air. Hers is a lean
economy. One voice, amateur, idiosyncratic,
individual and glorious.

F Major—Patterns of History in
the Timeline

The Nelson Monument on Calton Hill, overlooking
the city was originally designed by Alexander
Nasmyth in 1807, though this scheme was
deemed too expensive and eventually an alterna-
tive design of an ‘upside-down telescope’ was
obtained from the architect Robert Burn. In 1853,
the Astronomer Royal for Scotland, Charles
Piazzi Smyth, invented the time ball, still seen
today on top of the monument, made of wood and
covered in zinc, after a version at Greenwich,
home of time. This clock mechanism is raised
everyday just before one o clock and at one pm
exactly... it falls. It's strange to celebrate Nelson
in this small country. The Napoleonic wars for
which he became a martyr at Trafalgar were one
of the prime motivations for the Highland Clear-
ances, in which the poor people were forced off
the land in favour of better paying tenants, sheep
for example, because the landed gentry were
being squeezed for more taxes from their mas-
ters in the south-east to fund the war. This forced
population removal produced a lively Scottish
Diaspora, handy for future 'Years of Homecoming'
and touristic visits to Edinburgh in a genealogical
grave-robbing frenzy to eclipse that even of
Burke and Hare. Though in reality this changed
the land and the people and the history of the
‘half-nation’ forever. That's why, on our peripatetic
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sojourns into deepest Scotland, we don't see
anybody actually living in all the fertile hills and
glens of this picturesque country, of which Edin-
burgh is the shining, gaudy bauble, as Dr. John-
son prabably never said.

G Major —It's Always One O'Clock
Somewhere

So on Calton Hill at one o'clock exactly every day
since the middle of the 18th Century the ball
drops on this monument to Lord Nelson, 561 feet
above sea level. It gives the signal to sailors,
enabling ships in the Firth of Forth and Port of
Leith to check and reset their chronometers and
watches since the days before accurate time-
pieces were available. However this rudimentary
method of time keeping meant that someone
would have to be looking out for the ball and it
often couldn't be seen in foggy or inclement
weather, of which there is a good deal in this
damp country, So to augment this visual time-
piece a gun began to he fired in tandem. The one
o'clock gun was positioned on the highest van-
tage point, the castle, fired simultaneously to the
time ball dropping. The gun could easily be heard
by ships two miles away in Leith Harbour what-
ever the weather. QOriginally an 18-pound muzzle
loading cannen that needed four men to load and
activate was fired from the Half Moon Battery at
the Castle. The cannon was eventually replaced
with a 25-pound Howitzer in 1953 and was subse-
quently fired from Mill's Mount Battery on the
North face of the Castle.

In 1861, to ensure the timing of the gun was
perfectly accurate, a 1225 metre cable was in-
stalled between the eight-year-old clock on
Calton Hill and the battery in Edinburgh Castle.
At the same time the Time Gun Map was pro-
duced showing the time it took for the sound from
the gun to reach different parts of the city out
towards the ports and the sea, enabling compen-
sation to be made for the time it took the sound
to travel. Mapping time. In Timeline her voice
retraces this now invisible connection, building a
harmony in response from ‘the clock' on the
monument on Calton Hill to the gun, back to the
Castle, different parts bonding, coalescing in the
key of G. These singular voices radiate around

the city, exploring, harmonized tones, coming
together, falling apart.

A Major—The Timeline seen from
Different Angles

The form of the sound created in Timeline is her
voice emulating the noise of a ship's siren. In
some ways this squares the circle, provides an
essence of the original audience on the ships at
sea for whom the whole complicated signal is
intended, which now becomes an integral part of
its own construction. This siren is not one tone,
but is made up of different sounds heard together,
an insistent harmony in three voices in our Time-
fine, constructed from sounds emanating from
different points across the city, mirroring the
Time Gun Map. Multiple voices, coming together.
The mathematician and philosopher John Robi-
son invented the first siren in Edinburgh in 1799,
Designed as a musical instrument, the apparatus
was first fitted to the wind-chest of an organ and
was thus described, The sound in G alt was most
smoothly uttered, equal in sweetness to a clear
female voice. It was later proven that these sirens
worked equally well under the water and had in
any case been named after the classical Siren of
Greek mythology, femmes fatales who lured
sailors to their deaths with their enchanting
music and voices. Since the Scottish Enlighten-
ment, Edinburgh has been known as The Athens
of the North, its neo-classical architecture the
backdrop to a new way of ordering the shape of
the world into existence and now serves as arich
context for her evocation of its sirens of mythol-
ogy. Maybe the artist’s feminine voice is here
symbolically projected back from the sea, draw-
ing listeners in, imploring, seducing, exploring

a new topography across the neo-classical
vista's of this peacock of a city. Bouncing from
Calton Hill to the Castle to the sea and back, it
oscillates, a critical frequency—a harmony in
the key of G. This woman's voice.

B Major— A Tough Kind of Love...
aVirtuous Circle

A Militant Tendency exists at the core of her work.
This has been in her heart since the experience of
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her formative years conjured a landscape of
politics populated by the passionate voices of its
irascible inhabitants. With this paradigm, in this
manner, she has been singing in the high world
for many years but at the same time she sings a
hymn to the low world and its fractured and
frightened constituents, dismantling their barri-
cades, piecing together the shards of experience,
smoothing the edges. She will re-imagine the
space where people will live yesterday and to-
morrow using only the air that comes from inside
her body, born out of her lungs, today. She has
been pioneering new relationships, growing new
rhizomatic networks — high - low - hi - lo - hello.
Often we don’t even know we are part of a con-
versation—we think it's all about us, the sounds
inside our head, an indistinct voice of anaesthe-
sia —we are opened up. This represents a rare
victory. It's a tough kind of love... to make us part
of the Timeline. Perhaps this need for dialogue is
something to do with where she comes from, and
where her Timeline might lead us.

High C — Finding the Correct Key that
best suits your Voice

She told me recently that when she meets people
they are often very excited to convey to her their
unique experience of the work. They tell her about
the specific meteorological conditions that were
in place at the precise moment they found the
work - what the weather was like, what time of
day, the light, what they felt, what they thought,
what they knew. And even in the summer, harmo-
nising across the width and breadth of the city in
the key of G, the weather of the Edinburgh Time-
line is far from reliable. Still her listeners can
believe their experience of the work is the only
real and authentic one and yet one which she
herself could never know, never experience. The
work can be experienced without art always being
the framing device. So people discuss the work
as if it were lost and they, alone, had discovered
it. They have the idea that the work doesn’t actu-
ally exist until their experience of it gives it a
shape. This articulates an odd paradox that
although the audience can be in literal dialogue
with the artist herself about her work, they can
have the feeling that it is they, themselves, who

have constructed it, authored it, whether in
Edinburgh or Kassel, Berlin or Beijing, New York
or Tokyo.

We listen to her voice and dream of the
Timelines that articulate this precarious kind of
socialism.
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Real Life and How to Live It Item One

REAL LIFE

TRANSMISSION

PAY
THANKS
CAFE

WINDOW
TIME WASTERS
ART

TWENTY YEARS

YES THE COMMITTEE
I[] YES THE COMMITTED
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Random Notes for Living Artists, 2007

Item Five
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Theory and Practice, 2010

Item Seven

Theory and Praclice

What is Sculpture/Environmental Art 20107

Sculpture/Environmental Art is the Contemporary
art department, or maybe the current art
department. It is concerned with materials and
ideas and audience, sometimes individually,
sometimes all joined together. The staff and
students discuss this. They think about the relation
of the work they make to the world outside and
the people who live in it. But they also think of
materials and forms and how meaning is derived
from those fundamental constituents. What are
materials for art in 20107 They are clay and stone,
video and the web, time, context and situation,
presence and absence. The staff and students then
talk about the space in-between mater
and audience. And that's the really interesting
part. It is like the 2 sides of the brain, working
together in an unfathomable synergy of human

and ideas

culture. They talk about ways of positioning Arl in
a conlemporaneous dialogue of culture and place,
politics and aesthetics, History and Geography.
They talk about ‘the public’ - who are they? Where
are they? Are we the audience too? They reflect
on the dynamic engagement of turning our work
around to face this public. They talk about the
possibility of the audience making the work,
bringing it into being as they look and think
another material for consideration ...

They talk about the moment when ‘they’
becomes ‘we'. | think they are coming into the
world to find who ‘'we’ are.

What is Sculpture/Environmental Art 20107

.. hatching flies, just sitting around posing,

football casuals in public as culture cast in wax,
sports courts appearing overnight in Royal
Exchange Square, Spirit of the Goat, Spirit of the
Drum, The Internationale rising again in George
Square, Stories in coins always thinking of Japan,
Gendered geography and menstrual drawing,
maodular thinking - social sculpture, facebook
fascism, melancholic comedy that's not supposed to
be funny, something unusual seen from the corner
of your eye, the magik bins, unexpected on-line
musical messages and what does that black shape
mean, the collapsing cosmaos in the SECC tunnel,
olitics and pedagogy, reflecting
pr:x:ﬂss-drnwinkinstallm ion, c]ay monuments

to random strangers, self portrait through
performance and the handmade, unheimlich
drawings in boys toilets, sex and theatre-viscera
and what's on the inside, mushroom forms in
online store, smashed teacups-reconstructed
everyday, multiple columns, leaning menacingly
with weight and mass-glass and concrete-
dimensions variable, simple plaster and wood
together make a new proposal, multiple body
forms-multiple materials-intelligent bacteria, forms
in culture, surface and style, photography and the
nuclear (power station) family...

crazy rhetori

Ross Sinclair, May 2010

287



Contributions / Texts in Informal Publications

WAVE-CUT
PLATFORM

Dave Allen

Andrew Miller |
John Shankie

MARCH 5 - MARCH 19 2011




How to Secede as an Artist, 201 | Item Eight

Speeding Motorcycle, won't you change me?
Speeding Motorcycle, won't you change me?
In a world of funny changes

Speeding Motorcycle, won't you change me?
Speeding Motorcycle of my heart ...

(Daniel Johnston 1983)

How to Secede as an Artist*®

Have a thought. Visualise that thought. Feel a feeling. Imagine feeling that feeling together with

people. Think about these folk. Think them different. Consider it a love affair — but different from
sex. A two-stroke Proustian rush. Think about a space. It’s always changing. Whizzing past. A blur.
Freeze a frame. You’ll never pass this way again. But beware of closure on the open road. Look at
this space. You are already making the work. So make the work. Look at the space again. Where is

it? How is it? You remember but it’s not clear — were you drunk? We always were — good times.
Everything was possible. You hear a long forgotten melody. The Classic Line-up.

Try to remember the chord changes. There’s one missing, you wrote it but now you can’t remember
it. Shit. Were you asleep? Where can it be — this Lost Chord? So make the work some more, keep
on top of it but don’t smother it — roll it outwards — upwards — sideways — in and out. But think about
those people - think about the other work. Is it right? Is it good? What does it mean? Does it talk to
yours — listen to yours? Is it better at playing the game than yours? What does that mean to you —
to other people? It means you better get your finger out and make the work some more. Got any
other friends? Could they help? Maybe that’s what it’s all about in the end. And in the beginning.
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No Revolution Here. Is this somebody’s flat? Does somebody actually live here? For fuck sake.
Really. Still? Who? Are they here now? Well, where else did you think they would go? We live here

too. Is the audience here now? Has it started already? Lets do the show right here. Where is the

work? How does it fit together? Can we make any sense of it? Are we even in the business of making
sense? Are we accumulating meanings and piling them up, constructing new things from all the

pieces we have already, everything we now know. Or is that just the words we use to stand for the

feeling. Let’s try to forget it all. It’s a dangerous game — maybe we should be going the other way, in
the other direction, taking it apart, smashing it to pieces. Can this work ever be more than the sum

of its’ parts - more than the span of the hands that made it? Can we ever be more than one person
together, turned around to face an audience? What about this crowd here — who are they, why are

they even here? Come on - Fuck Off, Come on - Fuck Off, Come on - Fuck Off, Come on - Fuck Off.
Is this a dialogue, a conversation? An argument. A Joke. It’s a party, a dream - who did we invite?

I don’t know any of these people. A cacophony. A triple track simultaneous monologue. Then it’s
over. Where do we go from here? Is it three feelings and one audience? Or one show and three
audiences. Or more. What will be different once we’ve finished? Who will be different? Can you take

anything away? Are we making it more the same than it was before? No goods can come from this.

It’s just a social network. Then maybe we should split-up. Musical Differences.

So let’s enjoy the majesty of the melody for one last moment.

*A class taught by Lane Relyea at Cal-Arts, early nineties.

© Ross Sinclair 2011

83 Hill St, Glasgow, G3 6NZ, United Kingdom ~ Tel: +44(0)7580 428 422
www.shankie.com / info@shankie.com ~ Gallery hours Friday & Saturday 12 noon - 5pm
Or by appointment.
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The Glasgow Model: and the Cyclical Nature of Arts Communities, 2000 Item Ten

Ross Sinclair

Ross Sinclair is a visual artist and writer who has lived and worked in
Glasgow, Scotland all his life. He earned his graduate degree in fine arts
in the Department of Environmental Art at the Glasgow School of Art
where he now teaches. This department has been seminal in nurturing
the talent that has helped to put Glasgow on the international art map.
Ross is a key part of the group associated with the Transmission Gallery
that came to international attention during 1990, when Glasgow was
proclaimed European City of Culture. Ross has numerous accolades,
including the Scottish Arts Council Artist Award in 1997 and the Paul

Hamlyn Award for 1998 - 2000. He also has an impressive array of article
publications and catalogues. His work has been exhibited extensively
throughout Great Britain and internationally. As well, Ross has curated

several exhibitions, including one in Iceland and Denmark.

Glasgow is a fairly typical post industrial European city with a population of around a
million. It was the second city of the British Empire at the turn of the century and the last
remnant of heavy industry. Over the last ten years Glasgow has attempted to rebuild itself
using culture as a tool for regeneration, a tool for re-imagining the city. My peer group is a
collection of artists who have shown internationally for the past decade. It is an identifiable
that doesn’t really have a name. It’s based on ideas more than anything, a way of thinking
about whart art is, what art could be. Over this last decade, as well as showing consistently
in Scotland, the United Kingdom, Europe, and occasionally in the USA, Canada, and
Australia, I’ve curated a few shows and have written a good deal about artist initiated
projects amongst other things. I write about artists and events in Glasgow and what
happens when they go abroad. These texts are published, primarily, in magazines, journals,
and catalogues in other countries. They give you a snapshot of the enthusiasm and activity
in the city of Glasgow now in comparison to the situation of ten years ago. The current
situation is more difficult, more problematic, slightly less vital amongst younger artists. I
want to look at the cyclical nature of artist initiated projects, and arts communities
generally in any given city or country. This one in Glasgow is really just a model. The
questions that arise are whether that’s a natural cycle, whether it even exists, and how and
if the dynamic of the situation can be maintained and built on. Or, on the other hand, are

299



Item Ten Contributions / Texts in Informal Publications

300

these situations just about a specific group or groups of interesting, talented people who
happen to come together at a specific point in time with a finite life span. And, if indeed
that is the situation, is that necessarily a problem?

One important question is how does writing and publishing material about artists, and in
particular artist run projects contribute to the process of historification and the reification
of the aims and objectives of any given group? This is particularly important in a place
which is traditionally understood to be on the periphery, on the margin. How is this place
articulated, by whom, and where? Writing can sometimes make concrete ideas out of
attitudes that have been shifting and are still open to change. This can be both good and
bad, often it means centralizing the marginal, in other words creating a new centre for
better or worse, in truth or falsehood. Although I am a writer, I am primarily an artist. [
teach in the Glasgow School of Art, in the department called Environmental Art, where 1
also studied. I don’t consider myself a critic, I'm an artist who writes as well. The situation
that existed in Glasgow at the time my peer group emerged (around the mid to late 80s)
was called New Image Painting. From my perspective, this art movement consisted of
boring monologues of white middle class male artists painting gruesome pictures of the
down-and-outs of the east end of Glasgow and selling them to rich collectors in Berlin and
New York. New Image painting was basically expressionism that had come second-hand
from the Germany of the late 70s. It embraced the myth of the male artist tolling away in
his studio, sending his paintings down to the gallery in the big city. Rather than that awful
monologue, we wanted dialogue, diversity, context, accessibility, and above all, ideas. In the
mid to late 70s, Third Eye Centre, now called the Centre for Contemporary Arts (CCA)
was established. That, and the Glasgow Print Studio (now an important facility for the city)
are, In a way, concrete remnants of a ground-swell of a particular kind of artistic activity
that came out of the late 60s and early 70s. But by the middle 80s, the sense of those things
having come out of artists dissatisfaction had gone, dissipated. These institutions became
the new establishment. It was open season for self-determination and New Image painting,
this neo-expressionism, was an easy target to oppose.

We were all in the same new department, Environmental Art. Our basic plan was to get out
and find some spaces, do some shows, get the public in, get the critics in. Information in
Paisley Museum in 1989 was possibly the first. Windfall, (1991), a big show in the old
Seaman’s Mission, and Saltoun Arts Project, and many others happened about the same
time with different groups of artists. These shows are a massive amount of work to
organize but everything seemed very much in our favour. The public and the press and local

and international television seemed very interested. It was fresh, new, arrogant, radical,
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strong, defiant or so it seemed at the time. I'm going to read you a few of the opening

paragraphs from three of the essays and articles which I wrote around that time.

The first one is from Windfall (1991) which featured 26 artists from six European
countries. This was from an essay that I wrote for the catalogue.

Bad Smells But No Sign of the Corpse (1991)

Anyone who follows the forrunes of the contemporary art world in Britain
could not help but notice over the past few years a renaissance of what can
be described as non-gallery, gallery shows noticeably in London and
Glasgow. These are often housed in disused, industrial spaces or in
temporarily dormant commercial office spaces. Often they are initiated by
artists. Artist initiatives are a valuable way of demystifying the business of
art. They promote a sharing of information, skills, and experience while
also nurturing relationships between artists which can often become fertile
breeding grounds for a horizontal and organically developing infrastructure
of cultural activity. They often embrace a desire to communicate with that
great unfashionable and unknown quantity, the general public. Bug, it is
often asked, whether these kinds of exhibitions really acknowledge their

local contexts?

Events of this nature which occur outside London have the added
(dis)advantage of being forced to justify themselves as something other
than a regional showroom for the “jaded palates of the metropolitan
centre.” Do these kinds of exhibitions have any intrinsic meaning or do
they only represent a limited window of opportunity onto the merry-go-
round of the market for those individuals involved? Certainly they
represent a valuable and energetic self-determination, but to what ends? Is
this situation merely symptomatic of the old guard being replaced by the
avant garde, the old establishment versus the new establishment?

Are these kinds of exhibitions only regional showrooms for the hungry
market or do they slowly build an international awareness of any given city
which could prove to be to everyone’s benefit? Are notions of increased
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value and engagement through site specificity and claims of greater public
accessibility only excuses to placate (public) funders. Artists gain valuable
experience by getting involved in all aspects of initiating, funding, curating,
administrating, but why then do the public still feel alienated and excluded

from projects where every effort is made to engage them?

There has come to exist in western culture a certain perception of artists
which has taken to characterising them to a large extent as passive, distant
(elitist) and politically impotent. In other words, that complex, problematic
and largely undefinable grouping “the public” seems to have been
persuaded that those individuals who choose to spend their time producing
what is sometimes referred to as “high culture”, are unable or unwilling to
operate reciprocally in a world outside that which cocoons the realm of
aesthetics. This situation can be conveniently illustrated by the time
honoured and persistent cliché of (male) artists toiling in garret studios

(often by candlelight because they are too poor to pay the bill, but in this
equation poverty equals integrity). They are of course necessarily divorced
from the world as it is. How else could they honestly promulgate their
personal vision with the adequate degree of integrity, intensity, and above
all, autonomy? These hypothetical artists are generally ploughing through
some torturous scenario designed to show that they (he) just weren’t made
for these times, that is, they are suffering for their art. Often they are
represented rendered powerless by some inexplicable malaise, trapped in a
kind of aesthetic limbo. They never seem very happy or content with their
present situation because they always seem to be waiting for something to
happen. What they’re doing (or in most cases not doing) is biding their
time before being recognised and valorised by external forces. That is, they
are waiting to be discovered.
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Faster Than a Pool of Piss on a Hot Summer Sidewalk (1994)

Oh, this is just terrible, isn’t it? It’s messed things up for everyone, left,
right, and centre. This bloody recession. Pissing down from on high into
absolutely everything. It’s as if God was taking our his revenge for the
excesses of the eighties by urinating all over the nineties. Everyone’s got
their umbrellas up to keep dry, so you can’t see a fucking thing. No one’s
buying, no one’s taking any risks. Everyone’s playing things safe. Safe and
sound—bored and boring —and that’s if you’ve dctuall}' managed to keep
your gallery doors open! No one knows what’s going to happen next. So
everyone is waiting around, treading water, just getting by, hoping that the
next big thing arrives on their doorstep. And I’ll tell you something else in

confidence dearest readers. I haven’t sold a thing for months.

Let’s face it, the art market dried up faster that a pool of piss on a hot
summer sidewalk. And don’t you just get sick of bearing about it? Okay
now, let’s imagine for a moment in a situation where the Art Market never
existed in the first place. Whaddya think of that? Where is that? Purgatory?
Nirvana? Heaven? Hell? I guess that really depends on how you manage to
deal with it. But it’s really only a slight shift of mind set. Being an artist
isn’t so different now than five years ago during the booming eighties. You
still get up, go to your studio, and work. Okay, so business is bad,
absolutely terrible in fact, but nothing so far seems to be radically different
about the art of this decade, the 90s per se. That’s pretty much how things
stand here in Scotland. Scotland is part of the United Kingdom (bear in
mind this is written for an L.A. magazine), It’s attached to the top of
England. It has a population of around six million and is approximately
the size of New York State. Okay. So there’s never really been much of a

commercial market for “serious” contemporary art in Glasgow. But in the
past few years Scotland, and Glasgow particularly, has generated numerous
interesting exhibitions and a thriving generation of conceptually based
artists. This has attracted international interest on a scale usually reserved
for figurative expressionist reruns or parochial tartan kitsch (a combination
of which dominated the Scottish art scene throughout the 80s). This milieu
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is gradually succeeding in attracting the marker or what’s left of it, towards
Scotland, rather than taking the work to the market, that is, in the United
Kingdom, London. Maybe it’s true that every dog has his day. Or maybe
it’s just that the art world is so desperate for some marketable product
right now that it’s swallowing its pride and checking out what all the fuss
is about in Scotland. It’s probably a bit of both. Many of the shows in
Scotland which have generated this interest have been initiated and
organised by artists. Many have involved, in some way, artists associated
with Transmission Gallery in Glasgow. Transmission is at this time,
probably the most significant artist run space in Europe. Artist run projects
like those seen recently in Scotland have been born out of a simple desire
to get out there and do something. To create a context for initiating and
exhibiting work—to show with people whose work you happen to respect
and admire—on your own terms. And now that these type of shows are
generating interest and excitement, younger artists are slowly realising that
it might be worth staying in Scotland, at least for a while, instead of
running off to London or wherever, at the first invitation.

This third text is from a show in Cologne, organised by and featuring artists from different

European countries. The first bit is about punk rock.

304

This is the Sounds of the Suburbs

In a recently aired TV documentary about the Sex Pistols and punk rock a
new emphasis seemed to be placed on the fact that all the main
protagonists in the emergence of this peculiarly British institution did not
actually come from the buzzing metropolis itself as is usually thought but
in fact came from various satellite states and suburbs surrounding the city
of London. The whole phenomenon was inextricably intertwined with the
political and cultural vacuum of the post empire, post war, United
Kingdom or should I say Great Britain with all its guilt and bitterness and
keeping-up of appearances, grin and bear it, stiff upper lip of the
traditional British psyche. It really couldn’t have happened anywhere else.
Even in purely cultural terms punk certainly had a lot of ammunition to
throw back in the face of the establishment. So thinking about the rise and
fall of punk rock in this context reminded me a lot of the British art scene
of the intervening years. It was enlightening to hear that this core group of
70s situationists who kick-started a cultural revolution with no future as its
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slogan were mostly from fairly drab, lower, middle class homes. They
watched activities in the centre developing from a distance, making
interventionist forays into the heart of the city then going home to regroup,
to think up their next outrageous project.

This goes some way to illustrate why the sclf-determinist mantle of punk
rock was so easily taken up by disaffected youth in the suburbs of other
British cities such as Manchester, Liverpool, Glasgow. It spread like some
contagious disease, a common voice from which to articulate the impotent
anger of Britain’s youth in the 70s. It seemed then that everyone was an
outsider. In October 1977 at almost exactly the same time as kids on the
estates in Belfast and Birmingham were discovering “Never Mind The
Bollocks, here’s the Sex Pistols” their only real record, for the first time,
elsewhere in Europe the Baader Meinhoff gang, Red Army Faction had
reached the end of the line. The nihilistic quest of these self-styled urban
guerrillas was sending its last death rattle, almost literally, from a prison in
Stammheim. The last great flourish in political terrorism in opposition to
late capitalism as an idea was all over, but back in Britain the explosion of
cultural terrorism was just beginning. The Sex Pistols were a potent
synthesis of the style and influence of the Red Army Faction, the
situationists and all the best hits of Fluxus and Dada all rolled into one.

The curious slant of this recent documentary that I watched in Holland
reminded me of the peculiar ability of British youth culture to be in the
right place at the time, to continually be the avant garde of the
international zeitgeist in the flux of youth culture. To somehow know
when the time is right to harness a particular context and reshape it to
your own ends—and this I think is what happened in the British Art world
in the late 80s—Johnny Rotten versus Damien Hurst. By the mid 80s in the
UK the time was right for something else to happen but this time it was to
be in art rather than music.

Looking at the rise of young British art over the past decade, the
generation of artists represented in this exhibition, there were many
parallels with the model of culture expansionism redefined by punk rock.
The cultural landscape had been drastically altered and suddenly anything
was possible. Punk showed you didn’t need to wait for your band, shop,
haircut to be discovered any more. If you had the courage of your
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convictions and were willing to put your money where your mouth is, the
sky was the limit. The similarities with the resurgence of young British art
are clear; massive surge of energy, self-determination, infectious self-
confidence, decentralization, horizontally reciprocally supportive
infrastructures, assimilation, and ultimately disillusion. No more heroes,
possibly. Where as bored kids in comprehensives in the 70s had Johnny
Rotten, bored kids in art schools in the 90s have got Damien Hurst,

“Don’t know what I want but I know how to get it.” If there is one
identifiable characteristic in this period of British arts and the demise of
punk rock it’s the emergence of artist as curator, the artist as entrepreneur.
Young artists bringing confidence from the “anything is possible” 80s kick,
started their careers with aggressive artist initiated exhibitions in
warehouses, and unrented office spaces left over from the 80s building
boom. In London these were called Frieze, Modern Medicine, Gambler,
with Damien Hurst, and the whole Goldsmiths phenomenon. So you didn’t
have to wait for your work to be discovered—or validated by some ex-
public-schoolboy in a sharp suit (or more likely in jeans and sneakers)—all
you had to do was get together with some friends and do it yourself....

Now only ten years after this burst of energy that enthused me to write these kind of
things, it seems much more difficult for younger groups of artists to set up similar sort of
projects. A project like Windfall in Glasgow 1991 was large and ambitious. As you know, it
takes an incredible amount of work to make these things happen but when it happened
everyone came running to see what it was all about. It was much more invigorating and
truthful than what was going on in contemporary and official (so-called) art spaces at that
time. I think now that it’s difficult for younger artists. You can’t get bigger than that or
more ambitious in a sense, without generating institutions. Now it’s far more difficult to
generate the same kind of interest from artists or the public (who have art fatigue) and
mediating channels of TV, magazines etc. The projects have to be bigger, better, faster,
slicker, more expensive, have a bigger catalogue, have more money. Also there’s the problem
of curator fatigue. At first they came running, wanting to see what all the fuss was about in
Glasgow. But now there’s a real danger that two or three artists become identified with a
scene and that’s what people want. Glasgow is two or three artists and that is evidenced by
various shows that have been happening.
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A few years ago Glasgow was like a fertile field in which seeds were planted, grew, and
blossomed, fulfilling their natural life span and then these seeds were blown into
neighbouring fields where they sprouted. But it seems now that it’s far more difficult to
plant seeds again in that same soil. Is it that the earth, the whole infrastructure, the people
are worn out and does it mean that it has to remain fallow for a period before the necessary
commitment of energy, talent, and enthusiasm necessary to build a strong sense of self-
determination arises? Does that have to be dead for a while before young artists think,
“Well, I have to do something here?” Another problem is that this particular burst of
energy that I came out of hasn’t made any new institutions, we haven’t made any new art
centres or anything like that. Hans Ulrich Oberst wrote something called The Glasgow
Miracle...how did all this come out of a place which was basically considered to be like the
third world?...and as he ranted on about how fantastic Glasgow is, and how amazing all
these great artists are. | pointed out to him that while that was true, it is built on the energy
and commitment of individuals—and that is really dangerous—because obviously they
made this thing happen.

It’s kind of come to pass that things are difficult in Glasgow. There’s a lot of lottery money
flying around and a lot of these places, such as the Centre for Contemporary Art where
they have an eight million pound lottery grant to rebuild the space, have to worry about
dealing with this money. It is difficult now, and it’s more difficult I think for younger artists
in Glasgow to dismiss my generation because it’s not so 2-D. It’s not so easy just to say,
“That’s all crap, let’s do something else” because—the situation that Shivaun was talking
about is absolutely true—the funding situations are terrible. They’re probably like Canada
is going to be in ten or fiftcen years if you don’t make a noise about it. I did a show in
Toronto about eighteen months ago at a space called Mercer Union and I could see from
the way that their funding was going that they were just at the beginning of full funding
starting to go down the plughole. So it’s important that you fight for that, and I’'m sure you

already are.

Right now, in Glasgow, there are a lot more things happening on a smaller scale again. All
this desire to get bigger and bigger has dissipated and people are doing things on a much
smaller scale, shows in apartments, shows in small spaces, small groups of artists bringing
in other artists to do things together. Everybody’s doing it themselves again. I think that’s
maybe what Derrick was talking about (the positive aspects of the things he was talking
about) can really be of value. When you're just doing it yourselves and you're starting from
grassroots all over again, the technology can really help you to do it.
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Participant

David, you raised an issue that I think is really worth picking
up, which is that a critical mass of artists is necessary for any
community or any society. But then you said that the critical
mass is equal for Iceland or the USA. I'm not sure I
understood what you meant. Could you expand on that point?

I think that a country needs to provide a critical mass of
people who are engaged in the arts. In the USA, you need
about as many artists as you need in Iceland, but now you
spread this through films, through blockbusters, through a
centralizing force, so that only the same number of people get
to take part in the culture in any country. So, in a big country
you are excluded from the possibility of significantly altering
your culture and being at the centre of your culture, whereas
in Iceland, you really can do it. You can hope to be famous. It
is within the context of your cultural or sub-cultural
community that you can do things. Small countries have great
advantages. Canada itself has an immense advantage over the
United States or Britain in that more people can actually
actively participate in the arts community.

We do have a chance in Canada of retaining this tremendous
intellectual wealth if only we can preserve the critical mass and
the kind of funding that’s needed for the artists in our two

languages to create works of art.

I speak as one of the drama students here about the ideal of
young people breaking the ground. The volcanic theory of art
is a wonderful image and I’ve been using it lately with my
friends. From my experience in this drama department, there is
only so long that young people will bust their heads against
the wall to get funding. How long are you going to try before
you say, “Let’s go somewhere else and make our own new
ground, from scratch, grass roots?” Apartments are really

where the most exciting stuff is happening right now. Shivaun



The Glasgow Model: and the Cyclical Nature of Arts Communities, 2000

Item Ten

Ross Sinclair

David Arnason

talked about how hard it is to go out as an artist and have that
business sense, but that’s what you have to do, you have to do
that all by yourself and be a jack-of-all-trades. And a theatre
entrepreneur, someone who in my mind works on a very small
scale in that grassroots sense, ends up as a catalyst. Ross
talked about seeds. There are new grounds out there to plant
your seed and try to grow more roots. We, the young people,
nced to get out of the structures that are creating barriers for

us.

I think the main thing is trying to develop this confidence in
yourself and any group you may feel you’re a part of. Talking
and working with people and artists, people who are in senior
positions in visual arts or who are in positions to be able to do
something for you, whether it’s with grant money or access to

their space.

What we need in Canada is a model of contention, not of
homogenization. The Iceland model wouldn’t work in this
multicultural country. We need people who believe in the
process of art, not the products of art, but being engaged in it.
For the young who complain that they’re not getting support,
well, they’re not supposed to. They should be engaged in
shaping and doing things. If we give them the support
immediately and put them on the main stage we’re not going
to get the kind of art we need that can change things. If you’ve
got radical and exciting ideas you can put them together and
go out and do it. Once you’ve done something we’ll be more
than willing to fund you. Every jury I have been on has been
looking for radical ideas, for exciting new things. Not for
someone who says, “I’ve got an idea, give me the money” but

for someone who says, “Look I’'ve done this, now give me a
hand to go the next step.”
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Companies collapse and communities collapse. They get tired,
apart from anything else. Survival is very difficult in this day
and age. You need money to live, you need food to eat, and if
you have families it becomes more difficult. That happens with
young people when they have more mouths to feed. Very often
it’s exhaustion.

For people here it’s really impossible to imagine what the
sitnation is like in Northern Ireland, in terms of education and
the way kids are brought up. Even now when the peace
process is still hanging on by the skin of its teeth.

Maybe we need to focus on places like that to see what kind
of help they need, essentially the nature of arts and culture
that is needed there, something that would give hope.

That’s true, but it goes back to an important question about
art and life, “How can art insinuate itself into people’s lives,
what can it mean, and where does the power and meaning of
art really reside?” Conflict on this level really does test one’s
ability to produce art in the face of extreme adversity. And
what does the production of culture and the creation of
dialogue mean against the backdrop of this terrible situation.
What you are suggesting is laudable, in theory. The reality of it
is so different.

I’m going to shift topics slightly. Ross, you brought up the idea
of accessibility. Did you mean accessibility by the public? 1
believe you suggested that your colleagues weren’t necessarily
exhibiting in art galleries proper, that they were selecting
industrial buildings or other spaces? Because, when I think
about the average Joe or Jane public those aren’t exactly what
I would think of as accessible spaces either. I would think
more of the beauty salon, the Ford dealership, the local
restaurant. I’m being provocative here, but how do you feel

about that?

At the Glasgow School of Art, we do endeavour to get
students to go out and do these kind of things. We have a
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thing called public art project, every year they have to go out
somewhere in the city and talk to somebody, whether it’s a
beauty salon, a community group, or a newspaper. They have
to make it happen, raise some money, gain permission. So that
does happen. What I was talking about was more specific,

using industrial spaces. In these spaces you just pass by and
there it is, on the street, non-threatening. Moreover the idea of
getting the public into these things, which I am passionately
committed to, is a way to say, “Look at the things we’re
making. They are a little difficult, they don’t use materials you
usually associate with art...you’re going to have to do a bit of
work yourself here.” You go there to learn something. “Here it
is, maybe it’s not what you expected, but really, just give it a

chance, it’s not so difficult you know.”

But you are starting to bridge physical accessibility with
intellectual accessibility, the ability for average Jane or Joe to
understand what is happening. I agree, some work is much
easier to understand than other work. Art education in some
of our large art galleries isn’t as great as it could be, not as
creative as it could be, not as provocative as it could be. And
sometimes it doesn’t exist at all. Where do you and your
colleagues sit on the issue of the artists concerning themselves
with intellectual accessibility?

There are so many incredible people working in art education
who, in spite of the various barriers, do a great job and really
care about what they do. I think that, in terms of self-

determination, it’s important to demystify this whole business

of art because there’s nothing difficult about it.

The French critic Roland Barth once said, “I want to write
with the maximum readability and the maximum subversion.”

I think an artist ought to do that.
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Shivaun O’Casey I think you must start with the very young, babies, children,
and drama in the schools, to get young people used to diverse

things and creative efforts.

Participant When you are an administrator who used to be an artist
(becoming an administrator out of your own financial need)
you want to balance your administrative skills with your
creativity. I now find myself at the coast running an arts
council that has a mandate that includes enabling emerging
artists and established artists to do their work. But what I find
is that these arts councils have been there for 30 years. While [
know that our audience and our constituency is older, 1 have
always tried to work more with younger people to keep that
energy flowing through the institutions that do exist, so that
they do not die out. But how do we open ourselves up to that
group of people. 'm in Coquitlam, which is a suburb of a

vibrant arts city, Vancouver. I know those kids are out there, 1
know those artists are out there, but there is a hesitancy to go
to the hands that can help them do what they want to do. And
there’s a distrust that people like me know anything about art.

Ross Sinclair I think that people sometimes don’t want to take public money
because they are often forced to jump through so many hoops
to justify what they do, in terms of the specific criteria of
assessment, in a particular project. I know quite a few people
who choose not to do that because they feel that, with a
proven track record, artists who are capable of applying for
money should get it, with no strings attached. It is deadening,
to have that kind of mold, not what you do—but to try to
articulate it and justify it in particular terms—so that it fits in

with this year’s funding criteria.

Same Participant The art of co-operation is key. Different opinions or forces
tend to polarize people and this can result in a dearth of art.
There are communities that go beyond their individual
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difficulties to co-operate together. Their work and the work of
their groups is still individual but because they came together,

and their energies came together, they create something more,

much more than they could do on their own.

Part of the problem is the notion of professionalism, the
notion that you have to be a full time artist or you’re not an
artist at all. That’s silly. Art can be part of a decent life. The
man doesn’t have to quit making music simply because he
can’t live making music all the time. Get a part-time job, make
music part-time, stay alive somehow. Art is a vocation. You
enter it. If you just quit it completely, you were never an artist
to start with.

I come from the corporate side, where we spend a lot of
energy trying to work with public sector. Some of the
comments and commentary concern me, things like “having to
do battle” against funders, governments, politicians,
corporations and facilitators to obtain funding. There doesn’t
seem to be a recognition that all of the applications and the
filling-out of forms is a surrogate for understanding what the
point is. It is a mechanism for me to understand how my
corporation or my government or my voting public will benefit
(or not) from investing in this kind of activity. Art for art’s
sake is fine, but when you start to engage the rest of the
community to participate in that funding, you have to
understand what their needs are too. My question for the

EYE]
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panel is, “Have you found that success hinges somewhat on
artists being more holistic in their view of what art is about?”
I’'m wondering if maybe what they’re missing is a more
streamlined way of translating that. These stakeholder groups
do speak a different language, absolutely. So my second
question would be, “Is it important to teach artists coming out
of academies and formal institutions how to understand these
other cultures so they can talk about their place in the world

overall?”

First, I think artists do have to explain more clearly that in this
world, business is the means, art is the end. You make money
to live a good life. You can’t live the good life withour art. We
have to explain that to business people and to corporations.
Second, contemporary art overwhelmingly approves and
supports the status quo. The artist who is subversive has to
subvert, not merely political structures, but the structures of
art itself, and has to play a double game to be an artist. I don’t
see why governments are afraid. QOverwhelmingly, art is just
what they need.

I feel that’s a typically patronizing comment from corporate
sector and it explains why artists are so mistrustful. I don’t

think it’s the artists’ job to justify to corporations why what
they do is valuable. There are many other far more valuable
ways of doing that.
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Contact 552 4813, Transmission Gallery, 1992

Item Four

CONTACT

ver the past couple of years

Transmission Gallery has generated
some interest with the steady trickle of
metropolitan artworld cognoscenti who
trundle North in search of new work and
new faces. This interest is reflected in the
fact that ‘Contact 552 4813’ is even
reviewed in a magazine such as this one
which usually favours a certain bias
towards the comings and goings of the

Metropolitan milieu.

Transmission Gallery in Glasgow is
an artist-run space which has been
operating since 1983. It is run by a
committee of between four and six
practising artists who remain on the
committee for approximately two years.
The gallery is publicly funded and has
consistently managed to retain a good
degree of autonomy and integrity over
the last few years, during which many
publicly funded spaces have been placed
under extreme pressure from Arts
Councils to initiate questionable
commercial developments in their spaces.
These developments often generate
revenue at a cost to the art on show but
theywereof courseinstigated on theadvice
of the Arts Councils in order to make the
galleries appear more user-friendly. This
policy is a hangover from the ill-fated
incentive / enhancement funding
schemes of the late 80s under which
galleries were rewarded by increased
public funding in return for generaling
some funds themselves.

Transmission seems to be one of the
few spaces inScotland that has weathered
that particular stormand the draft copy of
the Charter for the Arts (in Scotland at
any rate) eriticises this Arts Council po] icy
and proposes a return to the situation
where public funded art gallerics can be
places where one actu.a.ﬂy goes to seeart.

Lastsummer Transmission presented
a large group show entitled “Speed’. The
show, as its name suggests, was put
together very quickly after the late
cancellation of a programmed show.
‘Speed’ featured 30 plus artists each
invited to submit a work of modest scale
within, literally, a few days. The show

wasverysuccessfuland generated a good
deal of interest in the galfery.

This year Transmission has built on
the success of ‘Speed’ and presented
‘Contact 552 4812". This is simply the
Gallery’s phone number and reflects the
Transmission’s desire to affirm
established relationships and to forge new
links with artists and other gallerist/
curators. ‘Contact 552 4813 features 42
artists who were asked to make a work of
appropriate dimensions, but “this year
with a sufficient period of time to make
work specifically for the show. The resull
is a refreshing and confident exhibition
reflecting the current attitudein the gallery
and the varied works which make up the

Mike Ellen, No title, 1952

show offer the viewer an accessible and
engaging cross-section of new art.

The show was not tightly curated. Its
premise was more inclined towards
bringing young artists together with an
idea of investigating and expanding the
discursive and communicative potentia]
of a large group show. ‘Contact 552 4813
hasan overall cool feel. The perfectsummer
show. The artists involved ranged widely
in experience and exposure from artists
such as Simon Patterson and Douglas
Gordon to promising undergraduale
students from the Glasgow School of Art.
Patterson showed his print, The Great Bear
based on the the London Underground
Map, seen recently at Doubletake” at the

Hayward. Away from its London context,
however, it didn’t seem to have quite the
same authority and its enjoyable chaos
lost a certain disruptive element, though
it would make an interesting pocket
Journey Planner. Gordon showed a new
neon text, Blue Faust, which references 14
lines from Goethe concerning ‘the word’
in relation to thought and deed.
Unfortunately with 42 works in the show
it would be impossible to mention even
half of them. Mike Ellen showed abizarre
and memorable Disney toy, a
Frankenstein’s monster created from the
dismembered body parts of a plastic
Mickey Mouse and Pluto, nailed to the
wall by its arse. A suitably psyched-out
sound loop on a Walkman completed the
weirdness. Adrian Wiszniewski, who by
all accounts has given up painting, made
an interesting corner piece with a white

neon walking stick on a red perspex
background and a mirror. Roderick
Buchanans presented a wall text almost at
floor level which read, ‘Full Scale Premier
League Goalmouth” accompanied by a
long white length of metal on the floor
indeed the actual size of the goal (bigger
than you think). The English Football
League is adopting a Premier League next
season while Scotland’s Premier League
has been up and running for over 10
years. Perhaps Buchanans’ piece points
to the possibility that it is not only in
football that important and exciling
developments can be nurtured and
brought to fruition outside of the pressures
of the metropolitan centre.

Ross Sinclair

Contact 552 4813 was at Transmission
Gallery, Glasgow, Jun 8-27.

Ross Sinclair is an artist living and working
in Glasgow.
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TRACY MACKENNA

Walking around this show at the CCA
in Glasgow you get the eerie feeling of
things fast approaching some kind of
critical mass. But you can’t really tell
whether this work is the start of some-
thing, the end of something, or whether
it's just stuck right in the middle.
Whichever it is, Tracy Mackenna's
show is ambitious and impressive,
occupying both galleries with related
installations made specifically for the
space.

Over the past five or six years
Mackenna has split her time between
Glasgow and a number of different
European cities, living in Hungary for a
couple of years and showing work in
diverse contexts during these visits. For
some reason she is now beginning to
get lumped together with a slightly
younger generation of Scottish artists —
Gordon, Borland, Roberts, etc. — in an
attempt to construct some kind of Scot-
tish neo-conceptual school. I can’t see
the connection myself and the whole
notion seems far from accurate, promot-
ed by people who must surely have
been fast asleep during their art histary
lessons. I guess it's always easier to talk
about a ‘new Scottish posse’ or the
‘Manchester milieu’, rather than taking
the trouble to discuss the breadth of
work which is usually going on.
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DOUGLAS GORDON

24 Hour Psycho is a pretty good idea.
And with it Gordon has generated a
good deal of interest. One reason for
this success was the ease with which
this idea captured the imagination of a
wide cross-section of the public, both
inside and outside the art-world. Local
papers lambasted its supposedly preten-
tious and ludicrous intentions. Updates
were run on what exactly Mr. Gordon
will get up to next. And what about the
weird letters and phone calls this “artist’
inflicts on people? It can’t possibly be
art.

The cult status of the original ver-
sion has, in a strange way, been trans-
ferred to this event, over 30 years after
Psycho was first released. Everyone is
talking about 24 Hour Psycho. Members
of the outraged public cannot believe
someone would do this and have the
audacity to call it their own work.
Housewives are writing letters of
protest to the evening papers. But
there’s an interesting twist to all this,
which is that once people actually look
at the work, they all seem to love it. 24
Hour Psycho jumps in at the deep end of
the debate surrounding authorship and
art which Duchamp kicked into high
gear 80 years ago. It throws back in
your face preconceptions about High
culture vs. Popular culture, with contra-
dictions a go-go. In the mind’s eye it
conjures up a compelling picture of 24
Hour Psychosis — a pathological rock
around the clock.

To realise this unsettling proposal,
Gordon slowed down Hitchcock’s
Qedipal tale of morality, voyeurism and
desire so that it lasts for 24 hours. And
if you think that’s not really a particu-
larly long time to sit through a movie
(compared to an average week’s TV
viewing), then you’ll need to wait for
Gordon’s version of The Searchers. He's
considering elongating the length of
that in parallel with John Wayne's epic
search for his girl. So how about watch-
ing The Searchers stretched to five years —
if you've got nothing better to do?

At Tramway Gordon has suspended
a cinema screen 15' x 10" in the middle
of the cavernous interior, which has

been entirely blacked out. There’s no
sound either, so the first impression on
entering the space is disorientating to
say the least. After you’ve fumbled
your way towards the screen and your
eyes slowly become accustomed to the
gloom, you see that there are a few
benches scattered around. To get a rea-
sonable impression of what the hell’s
going on you really have to stay put on
one of these uncomfortable benches for
at least a couple of hours.

Gordon selected Psycho mainly for
its familiarity, its age, and above all its
distance. Over the years, analysis of this
movie has been a must for film critics
and students everywhere. In the shower
scene it has what is arguably the most
famous moment in the history of cine-
ma. Its blend of morality and murder is
a compelling mix, but the strict and lin-
ear timescale of the movie is a stronger
indication of the artist’s intentions.
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I don’t believe that the work 24 Hour
Psycho is really about the movie Psycho
at all. In fact I think if it is then the pro-
ject has failed. Nor do I understand it as
a tribute, Hommage a Hiichcock. I don't
even think Gordon is trying to decon-
struct the legend of this infamous direc-
tor. Psycho is only the bait. And much
like the other aspects of Gordon’s
multi-faceted art practice, it is the bold,

larger-than-life top-line. Part of the
game Gordon plays is to challenge the
viewer, goading them to delve under
their first impressions. If you can forget
for just a minute about Anthony
Perkins and Janet Leigh, in fact, ignore
Psycho altogether, then the core of the
work begins to become a little clearer...

Gordon chose this film because the
basic narrative was very well known.
So, in theory, it should have worked
just as well with Carry on up the Khyber
or Snow White and the Seven Dwarves.
Well, almost as well, but not as cool.
What is important is the viewer’s rela-
tionship to their memory and under-
standing of the film. How does the per-
ception of that memory change when
the narrative is all but destroyed. In
Gordon's version, there’s really no way
to understand the storyline (without
which the film is, of course, meaning-
less) when it is stretched so badly out of
shape. So you begin to see the details,
you read between the lines, Every emo-
tion and response is magnified to an
almost comical degree. As a viewer you
begin to construct meanings from the
symbolic and metaphorical possibilities
of each individual shot which really are
not there. Much of the ‘action” becomes
abstract and formal. I think it is fair to
say that these sections are Gordon'’s.

They comprise elements that never
could have been consciously intended
by the director and as such Gordon
could arguably claim authorship of
them.

The whole spectacle of 24 Hour Psy-
cho is compelling, and it only starts to
wane when a single scene (often con-
versations between two people) contin-
ues to burn on the screen for half an
hour or so. A three hour viewing slot at
the end. which represents approximate-

ly the last reel of the film, is a genuinely
memorable experience. And let’s be
honest, I can’t remember the last time [
spent three hours sitting contemplating
an artwork in situ. It was a refreshing
experience indeed. ‘
It’s important, however, to view 24
Hour Psycho in the context of Gordon’s
other projects. It wouldn’t work so well
if it hadn’t been preceded by the phone
calls, the letters, the text works and the
paintings. The audacity and spectacle of
24 Hour Psycho is tempered by the on-
going investigation and re-contextuali-
sation involved in his other strategies.
The different elements of his practice
combine to form one single thread.
There is an element of humour with-
in this thread of work which is often
ignored. In the advertising campaign
for 24 Hour Psycho, the artist is pictured
standing on the central reservation of a
deserted motorway holding a hand-
written sign saying simply, Psycho. He
doesn’t look particularly inviting, a
black hat pulled down over his eyes. In
this hilariously literal analogy, he is
doing his best to look awful, while
hitching a lift. We, as viewers, are in the



Douglas Gordon, Tramway, Glasgow, Art Monthly |67 Item Eight

driving seat, so to speak, but he chal-
lenges us. Do we stop to pick him up?
Is he a psycho? Is he going to a place
called Psycho? Do we take the chance
on what could be the ride of our lives or
simply drive on down the road? I don’t
know, I couldn’t stop laughing long
enough to make up my mind.

Ross Sinclair

Douglas Gordon’s 24 Hour Psycho was
at Tramway, Glasgow Apr 24-May 23.

Ross Sinclair is an artist and critic

Douglas Gordon, 24 Hour Psycho, 1993
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Il TYNE INTERNATIONAL

As a keen-eyed visitor to the opening of
the Second Tyne International, one felt
somewhat special — like an intrepid
explorer on an epic voyage, wandering
the streets of Newcastle, searching for
works of art by 15 artists which had
been secreted at various locations
around the city. One had a sense of
achievement on discovering a much-
sought piece of work in spite of the
ambiguous and misleading information
provided. As in most difficult and
stressful situations, groups of people

banded together, pooling their
resources, attempting to fathom the
meanings encoded in these (sort of)
topographical maps.

I know that with all the will in the
world exhibitions are still having their
last minute make-up applied as people
are streaming in the door, but — come
on, this was beyond a joke. Having dri-
ven down from Glasgow and slept in
the van overnight, I felt a little aggriev-
ed that none of the video work, for
example, which comprised a whole
floor of the central venue, the CWS
warehouse, was functioning. Chaos
reigned. No-one seemed to know where
anything was, or who the artists were.
Okay, most of it did get sorted out by
the time [ returned to the main venue
after a few frustrating hours trying to
find the other works. But even then, the
programme was almost impossible to
watch as the sound from half a dozen
different pieces merged together in the

same echoing space. It was a pity, as the
video programme looked promising.
Since many of the people who travelled
some distance to the opening may not
get a chance to return, it was a shame
things were in such disarray.

Of course it could (should!) be
argued t&t the project wasn't supposed
to be a comfy guided tour for out-of-
town critics. Some of the most engaging
and potent public work surfacing of late
has been strategically contrived for the
most obscure (and appropriate) places.
This can lead to a valuable one-on-one
engagement with the unsuspecting
viewer, shifting responsibility towards
them to decide exactly what this dis-
ruption of the regular channels of pub-
lic communication could mean. I got
the feeling however that the Tyne
wasn’t supposed to be like that. Much
of the work was A-R-T, - in your face,
(and some of it was labelled in large let-
ters just in case you didn’t get it). Very
few of the ‘public” works outside the
main venue were actually outside, and
certain sites were so loaded to begin
with (like the Tyne Bridge Towers) that
they seemed like lost causes from the
start. This particular venue wasn’t
helped, though, by the appalling works
it contained. The Brazilian, Tunga, in
the south Tower, was by far the most
disappointing. His work Seeding Mer-
maids was a risible attempt to ‘recreate a

macabre dream-like memory’ in which
‘the Mandragora, germinated from the
semen ejaculated from the penis of a
hanged man, with sensual references to
decapitation, drowning and death in a
far off garden etc.” I've seen some inter-
esting work by Tunga but what exactly
he was up to here is anybody’s guess. If
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I hadn’t known better I'd have thought
the work was a piss-take by some local
art students. It really was that bad.

One would have to take curator
Corinne Diserens at her word when she
insisted in the last issue of Art Monthly
that there was no theme to the Tyne
International and that ‘if you’re com-
missioning new work you can't have a
theme’. All the better, I would take new
work over ‘theme’ any day. [t was a
pity then, that while Vito Acconci was
very well represented he only made one
new work. The rest were reconstruc-
tions or straight documentation of work
from the early 70s to the present,
including VD Lives/TV Must die from
‘78 and his Seedbed performance from
'71. Presumably this collection was to
serve as an introduction to Acconci and
as that it was very interesting but at the
same time somewhat limited. His selec-
tion of models for urban projects on dis-
play were fascinating, a bizarre vision
of large scale public art projects for sites
as disparate as the Ronald McDonald
house ("87) and the MOCA canopy, Los
Angeles ('88).

Also in the CWS warehouse, Ready-
mades Belong to Everyone set up shop
on the first floor with their peculiar
brand of post-object objects. There was
an office/studio overflowing with
RBTE goodies ‘conceived on behalf of
their clients’ - postcards, packing cases,
floor tiles, books, photos, etc with pal-
letes of the ‘Readymades’ brand goods
sitting around the loading bay waiting
for distribution. Philippe Thomas has
been developing RBTE in New York
and Paris since 1987 but is planning to
close it down in the near future. The
Tyne International could be your first
and last chance to see it in the UK -
enjoy.

been developing RBTE in New York
and Paris since 1987 but is planning to
close it down in the near future. The
Tyne International could be your first
and last chance to see it in the UK -
enjoy.

Amikam Toren showed his “Of the
Times’ paintings in which he pulps one
issue of the London Times (bar the
dated masthead from the front page)
and reconstitutes the paper and ink as a
painting medium, ‘painting’ one letter
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The Morning after the Eighties

Elsie Mitchell, Birmingham Billboard Project

and Intermedia Gallery

Ross Sinclair reports on three new artist-run projects

In much the same way as serious rock
bands like the Rolling Stones, U2 and
R.E.M. serve their apprenticeship to
stardom in the gritty reality of the club
circuit, before gaining mainstream ac-
ceptance, the artist initiated project has
become almost a pre-requisite for
success in the current, post-entrepre-
neurial atmosphere of nineties art
practice. Tucked away in the biog, of
many current art-werld darlings are the
details of their formative artist initiated
projects, and how they provided the
springboard for their previously undis-
covered talents.\While these kind of
shows/projects may have served a
useful purpose in the late eighties, the
climate has changed and so have artist
run projects. Certain things have, how-
ever remained static. Provision for
publicly funded spaces certainly hasn't
improved, and the number of private
galleries has probably decreased, so
there still is the same incentive for
getting out there and doing it yourself.

The following is a report on three
new projects which could roughly be
termed 'artist-run’. One is a temporary
exhibition space, one a residency and
one a billboard project. Each project has
benefited from a first hand knowledge
of the highs and lows of earlier projects,
and in different ways has expanded the
contextual base from which an engage-
ment with the work begins.

Over the past year Elsie Mitchell
has been artist in residence for the
Glasgow South and South East area.
Nothing new there of course. Residen-
cies for artists go on all the time in a
wide number of situations, some dy-
namic and some very boring. What is
slightly different is the way in which Elsie
Mitchell contrived her year in residence.
The self-determined aims of this project
was to improve access to contempo-
rary visual art for people who fall
outwith the mainstream art education

system. She viewed the works—initi-
ated through a series of workshop
situations in the Gorbals and
Castlemilk—as collaborations with the
individuals concerned. She rigntly es-
chewed tired notions of permanent
site-specific works and therapeutic 'hand
skills' in favour of a more flexible and
innovative approach. Unique 1o this
residency was the fact that Mitchell had
been invited to show the results of this
year of collaboration at the Tramway, in
Glasgow—a traditional *high art’ gallery
space.

Most of the works, including books,
tape—slide presentations, videos and
light-boxes, were conceived and ex-
ecuted with the exhibition in mind. In
that sense, Mitchell and her cohorts
worked in the same way any group of
artists would prepare for a show. In this
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exhibition—Work from a Residency—
Mitchell has exhibited the fruits of the
workshops alongside new work she has
made herself, in a bold attempt to
democratise the gallery space. The new
piece she exhibited was titled ‘Lan-
guage”, a l6mm film installation using
projected images of people using British
Sign Language. The work observes the
development of B.S.L. from the first
words/signs of a deaf child communicat-
ing with her mother, to the fully
developed language of an adult signer.
Mitchell saw this work paralleling the
development of a visual language in the
people she collaborated with during her
residence. In her introduction to the
catalogue she says, “Language is the basis
of power and to deny equal access to it
deliberately keeps people from realizing
their own potential”, This idea of empow-
erment appears central to the premise
of her residence—quite the opposite of
creating a dependence on the artist as
is so often the case in community art.

[ don't know if | was completely
convinced by the premise of importing

the results of the residency into a gal-
lery context, using materials and
techniques normally associated with
blue—chip gallery art. It was a little
confusing and difficult to tell where the
display of documentation ended and
the art began. The two demand a very
different viewing engagement. and if you
exhibit art in this gallery context then
you must expect the work to be
viewed and criticised with the same
rigour as any other exnibition. For the
viewer to adopt an overly sympathetic
position would be patronising—and by
this criteria, some of the pieces inevita-
bly look flawed.

During the course of the residency,
Mitchell exhibited a piece of her own
waork in an empty shop untt at
Castlemilk shopping arcade. This proved
to be an extraordinarily successful
venture, proving that regular members
of the public are interested in art, given
half a chance.While most city—centre
galleries attract about the same number
of people that would normally comprise
a bus queue, over 1000 pecple came to
see Mitchell's piece in [0 days.

This impressive statistic pales slightly
however, when assessing the potential
impact of the Birmingham Billboard
Project. It's creator and co-ordinator,
Graham Fagen, informed me that a
recent survey indicated that the vehicular
traffic passing the site on the Snowhill
Queensway in the centre of Birmingham
was 750,000 weekly, with the pedestrian
count totaling 150,000.

Fagen's project appears to have been
modelled to some extent on the
Bellgrove Biflboard Project organised in
Glasgow by Alan Dunn in "90-"91. Like
Bellgrove, the Birmingham project lasted
for 12 months with a different artist
contributing a work each month. In
contrast to Bellgrove's particular loca-
tion in an unmanned train station in the
east end of Glasgow, Fagen's project
was smack in the middle of Birmingham,
directly across the road from the Head-
quarters of the infamous YWest Midlands
Constabulary.

Fagen moved to Birmingham two
years ago, just in time to see the begin-
ning of the city’s attempt to move away
from its reputation as an unwelcoming
concrete jungle, epitomised by the Bull
Ring, a massive concrete shopping
centre at its heart. Over the past couple
of years, the city has commissioned a
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glut of permanent public works, de-
signed to re-focus the mental image of
the city centre on Victoria Square, a
kind of piazza style area stretching frem
the Conference Centre at Centenary
Square to the City Hall. It's rumoured
the city has spent £6m. redeveloping
the area and it's apparent that a good
chunk of this budget was spent on
public art. Some of this work is nothing
short of appalling, particularly near the
Conference Centre. Patronising works
celebrate the city's industrial history with
predictable clichés and formal disasters.
The worst offender is Raymond Mason's
Forward sculpture, looking more like a
slab of melting butter than the celebra-
tory statement one would assume it
was meant to be, Dhruva Mistry fares
much better with his hybrid civic for-
malism incorporating a massive fountain
piece by the city chambers. One of the
reasons for its success undoubtedly
being that Mistry worked with the
architects from the beginning on his
ambitious project for the square.

Elsie Mitchel Language
| 6mm film loop and text
Tramway 1993

Anthony Gormley offers a monumental
and unfathomable leaning figure, 40ft
high, rusting away in the piazza like a
bad impersonation of the leaning tower
of Pisa. Gormley's work was not paid
for by the city, it was commissioned by
the Bank that likes to say "Yes—I won-
der if they like it?

Fagens' intention with the billboard
was not implicitly to criticise this typi-
cally selective redevelopment of the
cities image, but to join sincerely in the
debate about the possibilities and po-
tential of public art in Birmingham. After
all, the project is partially funded by the
city council. Showing beth local and
international artists, he wanted to make
available a space in the city where art-
ists could have slightly maore freedom
and autonomy to add their voice 1o the
debate in progress.

Many of the works in the project re-
assess different forms of language. Some
address dominant mass-media languages
while others focused on a political
agenda. Roshini Kempadoo addressed
‘Fortress Furope’ in a work entitled
ECU and the implications for the black
communities under threat therein. Art
in Ruins constructed a work inspired by
a Palestinian Intifaca song, My Homeland
Is Not A Suitcase, which expanded this
concern through utilising a different
formal syntax. This formal style appro-
priated what Barthes describes as,
‘Encratic Language’; i.e. the prevailing
language disseminated under the pro-
tection of power. In other words, Art In
Ruins’ work (and many others in the
project) mimicked the kind of sophisti-
cated visual languages usually employed
in advertising and public visual culture.
This strategy often affords a much
greater possibility of engaging the
viewer in a genuine dialogue, even for a
few seconds, before s/he realises they
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are contemplating an artwork and may
choese 1o switch off,

In contrast, one of the Birmingham—
based artists, Sylbert Bolton, worked
directly on site utilising his knowledge of
the cily centre Lo create a piece in
which he responded, through the for
mal use of materials, to his experience
as a Jamacian—born resident of ‘the
world culture which is Birmingham'.
Bolton's worlk also provided a break in
the relentless monotony of the domi-
nant visual narratives.

As was the case in the Bellgrove
project in Glasgow, the Birmingham
Billboard on the Snowhill Queensway
was erected specifically for the duration
of the project and a year laler disap-
peared. How many keen-eyed
commuters will sense an imperceptitle
difference in the visual horizon of the
Queensway now this space has gone, as
they head for home after a day in the
city?

Intermedia Gallery in Glasgow
initially reflects the most easily recognis-
able form of artist run activity, that of
the temporary gallery space. But on
closer inspection it differs considerably
from a pre-conceived view of a bunch
of scruffy young artists mucking in to
show their work in some old ware-
house. It differs too from the equally
familiar proposition of professional
career—orientated artists displaying slick
works in novel non-gallery settings for
the inspection of dealers and critics.

Intermedia was born out of discus-
sions with Glasgow funding bodies
dating back almest two years, Initially it
was 1o have been housed in a disused
Victorian market, but transformed
through many proposed venues and
management until earlier this year when
the management of the project was
offered to artist David McMillan, when
suitable premises were finally located in
the heart of the Merchant City at 65

Virginia Street.

McMillan then invited proposals for
the space and assembled a committee
of artists to select the programme,
which was scheduled for 4 months,
from May to August 1993. It is interest-
ing that Intermedia’s funding is a mixture
of ‘cufture money', and business incen-
tive cash that has facilitated the
transformation of the space into some
thing resembling a large uptown private
gallery in New York. McMillan has done
a thorough job in re-fitting the space
and it would certainly be worthy of a
permanent programme of intemational
exhibitions and events.

The space is funded by the Glasgow
Development Agency and Glasgow
District Council. Additionally, the argani-
sation Breathe has put some money
into the last part of the pilot pro-
gramme, Breathe is a new artist run
initiative currently organising a series of
exchange projects in Europe and North
America. The first of these exchanges is
a collaboration with Danish artists who
were involved with Tipko in Copenha-
gen, and this exhibition forms the
fourth show at Intermedia.

The shows so far at Intermedia have
been varied, though perhaps lacking a
certain edge. They have functioned as a
platform for some of the most interest-
ing young artists working in Glasgow at
the moment, rather than as particularly
coherent group shows. Maybe the
problem is that most of the artists
participating would have been quite
capable of tackling the space on their
own, and it's possible that four substan-
tial solo shows would have been more
exciting and empowering for both artist
and viewer, than four shows of six or
seven artists. t appears the understand-
able pressure for this approach came
from the funders, a restriction which
precluded artists working outside Glas-
gow from showing. It appears that there
is enthusiasm, however, from funding
bodies to enable Intermedia to continue
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after the initial four month period. It's
probable though, that this could be in a
different space as commercial proper-
ties become leased and vacant with the
ebb and flow of the recession.

| spoke to Fiona Meechie at the
GDA. about the aims of the project,
and the response so far. She informed
me that the agency has been delighted
at the success of Intermedia so far and

there appears a firm commitment to
continue this sympathetic attitude with
plans afoot for sculpture courts and
gardens. She added that the basic aim
for the GDA. was simply to get people
coming back to the Merchant City,
utilising vacant premises in an attempt
to give artists an opportunity to show
their work. At the District Councll,
Pamela McMahon reinforced this satis-
faction with the initial profile but added
that she would like to see the space
develop into what she called a "gallery
without identity”, implying a greater
access to the space for a much broader
section of the community. This appeared
to be an implicit criticism of the type of
work shown so far in the space and
should sound a note of caution for
those at Intermedia interested in estab-
lishing a serious contemporary art
space in the city to compliment Trans-
mission Gallery, C.C.A. and Tramway.
There is a danger for Intermedia if its
public funders decide that things are not
progressing to their satisfaction, that it
may in fact cease to operate as an artist
run project. It could continue, though,
with the funding bodies assuming more
direct control over the programming. At
that stage, the project ‘Intermedia’ could
be made available to facilitate any kind
of project those holding the purse
strings may consider worthy. Presum-
ably it would then cease to exhibit
contemporary art and would no longer
contribute to the evolving dialectic
within the Scottish art world.

It would be unfortunate to say the
least if Glasgow—given its size & en-
ergy—was unable to support a second
artist co-ordinated space, particularly

one with such potential. In keeping with
most long-term gallery projects, the test

for an initiative like Intermedia will be
whether it can consolidate its funding
position and grow in reputation as an
autonomous exhibition space.

The fact that three projects of the
scale and ambition of those outlined
above have been active over the past
year (alongside, of course, many more)
indicates that young artists continue to
be far from satisfied with the existing
infrastructure of the arts in Britain. It
can only be reiterated that the lack of
money for public galleries and the sim-
ple lack of private spaces means that
artist initiated projects will continue to
make an important contribution to the

geography of the British art scene for
the foreseeable future. Artists are still
interested in circumventing some of the
baggage normally associated with the
existing structure of the art world. They
want to see what happens when you
have an exhibition in a shopping centre
or when you erect a space for artists on
a public thoroughfare passed by one
million people a week They operate
professionally, attracting funding from
agencies normally associated with busi-
ness development—and make a gallery
out of it, giving other artists the chance
to exhibit in a vital and engaging con-
text. And as long as artists continue to
do so, I'll gladly endorse these attempts
to push back the boundaries of ac-
cepted public discourse and keep my
eyes peeled for a healthy dose of imagi-
nation and idealism in a climate where |
might be least expecting it. oo
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LUX EUROPA
Edinburgh
October 1992 — January 1993

The concepts and intentions which
formed the core agenda of Lux Europz
grew froma desire of the City of Edinburgh
to celebrate Britain's six month Presidency
of the European Community. In particular
the city wanted to mark the Occasion of
the Meeting of the European Council,
when Heads of State and government
gather in the city in December. The exhi-
bition consisted of outdoor installations of
varying scale, placed within the cen-
tral environs of Edinburgh. There
were approximately 30 works by
artists representing all 12 Curopean
Community member states. Lux re-
ceived close to one million pounds
of funding and sponsorship from a
dizzying array of public and private
sources.

The press release tells us that the
exhibitionistaking place at the darkest
time of the year in Edinburgh;
"Sculpture placed in orthodox ways will
therefore be unsuitable”. For this
reason the organisers have encour-
aged the use of light as a medium for
artists to work with. The theme of
light is proposed as an appropriate meta-
phor for the positive aspects of the
European community. We are also in-
formed that many of the works comment
onthe nature of the community, its diverse
culture and common aims. In today's po-
litical climate this should pose a challenge.

It is very difficult to know where one
can even begin tc discuss something as
complex and contradictory as Lux Europa.
Lux is certainly an example of a new trend
of large, blockbuster type shows which are
fraught with many problems, It is politically
loaded, happening at a crucial and unstable

time in the history of the European Com-
munity. The celebratory premise is
questionable, in this context. But it is hap-
pening in Scotland, attracting international
interest and initiating relationships which
could and should develop. In keeping with
this blockbuster genre it is conveniently
packaged ina simple and easily marketable
manner. Lux has a certain novelty about it
and aspires to a public ‘user friendliness', a

necessary requirement for fundraising

Unfortunately this particular block-
buster appears to have been packaged to
such an extent that you can't help noticing
a certain deja vous as you wander around
the installations in Edinburgh’s cold night
air. Neon works particularly can be seenin
abundance. Ultimately a convenient pack-
age of similar work seems to have gained
precedence over more complex and re-
warding configurations. | was also rather
disappointed that some of the more estab-
lished British artists like lan Hamilton Finlay
could have used their home advantage’ in

a more prescient manner. His 75 ft. neon

work, European Heads, on New St An-
drews house (home ofthe Scottish Office)
seemedto have all the rightingredients but
not much else.

While the most challenging and engag
ing of public art overthe past decades has
sought to shift responsibility and empower
the viewer (which Lux artists like Finlay have
ronically been a part of), dinosaur events
like Lux appear to want to take it all away
again. Much of the work in Lux unfortu-
nately confirms criticisms that
contemporary public art functions as little
more than a temporary distraction, spec-
tacular and undemanding. Can good work
be produced out of such a difficult and
prescriptive context?

The Italian Yittorio Messina contrived
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some interesting relationships in his instal-
lation, Spostamenti sulla banda del rosso. He
selected 24 windows at various points
around the city which were illuminated
from the inside with an even red light. The
obvious inference of a house of ill-repute

was offset by the implication of simultane-

ous events occurmng all around the city
night after night, in a variety of different
locations, public and private. A kind of
solidarity of illicit activity. Bernhard Prinzs’
Three Allegories consisted of large projec-
tions an the roof of the 369 Gallery in the
Cowgate. The images showed portraits of
three women photographed in the aus-
tere style reminiscent of mainstream fashion
advertising. However instead of posing
aimlessly they each make a subtle gesture.
One appears with both arms held tightly to
her chest while another mimes a knock.
They appear to be trying to convey some
coded message from the constraints
oftheir representations. The images
appearstrange, taken fromthe pages
of a glossy magazine and projected
into the alien atmosphere of the
darkened rooftop.

The works of the younger Scot-
tish artists, each asked to collzaborate
with another artist from a European
member state, were some of the
most interesting and insightful.
Nathan Coley and Gerard Byrnes'
Proposal for Portikus, Frankfurt occu-
pied a disused entrance way at the
battom of the High Street Glass
objects which looked like blank
canvaseswere placed casually around

the yard (separated from the street by
heavy iron gates) with their appropriate

packing cases stacked adjacent. The viewer

3558

was left to decide exactly what was being
proposed for the German gallery and how
these ‘glass paintings’ related to the inhos-
pitable context in which they sat
Interestingly, this was one of the very few
works which relied on ambient light and
seemed to work more effectively through
the interesting use of materials and con-
text.

Further up High Street, the film Festung
Europae: Shifting Peripheries by Louise
Crawford and Stephan Gueneau was
projected in a High Street shop front. This
intervention made an interesting break in
the continuum of media imagery usually
served up with numbing banality in the
public arena.

The installation End-el-echia {a term
used by Aristotle to describe reality as 2
continuous, unchanging truth) was con-
structed in a gutted shop by Kenny
Hunter and Petros Bazos. This work rz-
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ROSS SINCLAIR) FoOuUR LETTER WORD, L991. PART OF THE BELLGROVE BILLEOARD PROJECT, GLASGOW.

FASTER THAN A POOL OF
PISS ON A HOT SUMMER
SIDEWALK...

BY ROSS SINCLAIR

Oh, this is just terrible isn’t it? It’s messed things up
for everyone—Ileft, right and centre. This bloody
recession. Pissing down from on high into absolutely
everything. It’s as if God was taking out his revenge
for the excesses of the eighties by URINATING all over
the nineties, Everyone’s got their umbrellas up to keep
dry, so you can’t see a fucking thing.
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NO ONE'S BUYING, NO ONE'S TAKING ANY
RIsKS. Everyone's playing things safe. Safe and
sound—bored and boring—and that’s if you've actu-
ally managed to keep your doors open! No one
knows what's going to happen next. So everyone is
waiting around, treading water, just getting by, hop-
ing that the next big thing arrives on their doorstep.
And I'll tell you something else in confidence dear-
est readers—I haven't sold a thing for months.

Let's face it—the art market dried
up faster than a pool of piss on a hot summer
sidewalk.

And don't you just get sick of
hearing about it?

Okay now, let's imagine for a
moment in a situation where the Art Market never
existed in the first place. Whaddya think of that?
Where it it?—Purgatory? Nirvana? Heaven? Hell?
[ guess that really depends on how you manage
to deal with it. But it's really only a slight shift of
mind set. Being an artist isn’'t so different now
than five years ago during the booming eighties.

You still get up. go to your studio and work. Okay
so business is bad, absolutely fucking terrible in
fact, but nothing so far seems to be radically dif-
terent about the art of this decade per se. That's
pretty much how things stand here in Scotland.
Scotland is part of the United Kingdom—it's
attached to the top of England—it has a popula-
tion of around six million and is approximately
the size of New York State. Okay.

So there's never really been much
of a commercial market for “serious’ contempo-
rary Art. But in the past few years Scotland, and
Glasgow particularly, has generated numerous
interesting exhibitions and a thriving generation
of conceptually based artists. This has attracted
international interest on a scale usually reserved
tor figurative expressionist re-runs or parochial
tartan kitch (a combination of which dominated
the Scottish art scene throughout the eighties).
This milieu is gradually succeeding in attracting
the market, or what's left of it, towards Scotland,
rather than taking the work to the market—i.e. in

870

the U.K.—London. Maybe it's true that every dog
has his day. Or maybe it's just that the artworld
is so desperate for some marketable product right
now that its swallowing it's pride and checking
out what all the fuss is about in Scotland. It's prob-
ably a bit of both.

Many of the shows in Scotland
which have generated this interest have been ini-
tiated and organized by artists. Many have involved
artists associated with Transmission Gallery in
Glasgow. Transmission is at this time, probably
the most significant artist run space in the U.K.
Artist run projects like those seen recently in
Scotland have been borne out of a simple desire
to get out there and do something. To create a
context for initiating and exhibiting work, to show
with people whose work you happen to respect
and admire—on your own terms. And now that
these type of shows are generating interest and
excitement younger artists are slowly realizing
that it might be worth staying in Scotland. at least
for a while, instead of running off to London or
wherever, at the first invitation.

When there's not many opportu-
nities available via the market you either sit at
home feeling sorry for yourself or get on with it
and make your own. The resulting projects reflect
the potential of self/co-determination. The subtext
of this strategy revealed here in Glasgow and else-
where, is an aggressive rejection of the accepted
view of artists as passive and apolitical. That's not
to say the work being produced is deadpan and
dogmatic. Far from it. It's just that artists I'm talk-
ing about are working from a premise which
demands acute awareness of the complex rela-
tionships between a Metropolitan centre and it’s
peripheries. This has been the case in public and
private art spaces alike. In short, there is much evi-
dence here of a gently politicised atmosphere

There's an interesting situation
here, working away from the market but not entire-
ly divorced from it. It's only an hour on the plane
to London, or five to New York, or two hours to
Cologne. You can keep in touch with developments
in the Metropolis while having the space to devel-
op projects and ideas where the market need only
intrude if desired. In fact far from increasing feel-
ings of isolation, this situation has fostered a pas-
sionate internationalism. This recognizes its peer
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group on a global scale be it in L.A., Glasgow or
Moscow, through the universal language of ideas.
Generally these artists from Glasgow are now show-
ing more often in Europe and the States than in the
U.K. What is significant is that they are still return-
ing to live and work in Scotland

The main venues for exhibiting
contemporary work in Scotland are galleries and
Museums funded by the Arts Council and City coun-
cils. This would appear to mirror other laudable
European institutions such as the Kunsthalle/
Kunstvereine network in Germany butwunfortu-
nately there just isn't enough money or commit-
ment from the central government in the U.K. to
make the two systems even vaguely comparable.
The idea that a gallery could survive by selling
contemporary work in Scotland is unfortunately
impossible for the foreseeable future at any rate.
This is quite ridiculous as there is more than
enough valuable new work coming out of here to
warrant it. But you can’t change geography. So
you accept it and work with it or you get the fuck
out of there and go somewhere else.

The production of artist initiated
projects is a valuable way of demystifying the busi-
ness of art. Such events promote a sharing of infor-
mation, skills and experience while simultane-
ously nuturing relationships between artists. This
can often lead to a more horizontal and organi-
cally developing infrastructure of cultural activi-
ty. Often they provide resources which are outside
the reach of individuals. Basically speaking, they
are empowering. It unfortunately seems that
there's never much time to develop these kind of
relationships when you're working in a strictly
commercial space.

So, what happens when you leave
Art School here in Scotland? There you are, stand-
ing at the top of the steps, degree in hand, edu-
cation behind you. debts in front of you. You look
out over your godforsaken city (population of less
than one million—non Metropolitan, no art-mar-
ket, sorry) and you think, "Shit, I'm never going to
make it here.” Picture yourself up there. top of
the heap. twenty years of education under your
belt standing at the top of those stairs. Is the only
way really down? Well I guess it is if you're going
to retreat to your bedroom/studio for ten years
piling up the canvases while you're WAITING

TO BE DISCOVERED. Crying yourself to sleep
at night because you've never sold so much as a
shitty watercolour sketch. Even if you keep work-
ing away. reading away. ploughing through most
of what you imagine is on the Whitney Independent
Studies Program reading list, it doesn’t mean that
when the selectors for the Documenta X come call
ing at your studio (which they are unlikely to do
anyway) they will be knocked out by your work.
Jeezus it'll probably have been in and out of fash
ion two or three times by then. Why wait for your
work to be approved/validated/confirmed by
some ex 'public’ schoolboy in a sharp suit/jeans’n
sneakers. You may-as well learn on the job. So you
get out there. put together some fucking hot shows
and invite them over on your own terms. You get
together with other artists and set up some shows.
Staring modestly and getting more ambitious.
Slowly you start to gain respect from (public)
funding bodies. But it doesn’t just happen on its
own. You have to get out there, get your hands
dirty, play around in the mud a bit. Get up peo-

DOUGLAS GORDON. ABCVE ALL ELSE.. 1991,
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ple’s noses. You're only young once, and you'll
probably never get away with it later on. So do it
now. You can’t be on the outside for ever but you
can afford to make mistakes now—so get out there
and make them!

reached. It brought together 25 artists of vastly dif-
ferent backgrounds, concerns and personalities,
and managed. through a process of debate and
dialogue, to produce a coherent and engaging
exhibition. And all this without having to resort to
artificial and banal concepts relating to fictional
thematic or geographical concerns like "New
Eastern/Western/Northern season,” or whatever,

AND DON'T WORRY, IF YOU'RE MAKING INTERESTING WORK THE
CRITICS AND CURATORS WILL COME CRAWLING OUT OF THE
WOODWORK AS SOON AS THEY THINK THEY'RE MISSING OUT ON
SOMETHING. THAT'S EXACTLY WHAT HAPPENED HERE IN SCOTLAND.

Windfall is a concrete example of what I've been
theorizing about above. The Windfall project came
to fruition in the summer 1991 and was one of the
most ambitious artist run projects exhibited to date
here in Glasgow. Windfall ‘91 was housed in the old
Seamen’s mission on the riverfront—reclaimed office
building dating from the 50's which was negotiated
rent free from it's owners. Windfall ‘91 presented
25 artists from six different European countries and
was organized and curated by the Glasgow based
artists. This was achieved by sending representatives
scouting over Europe to look at work and spread

the word about the show. then applying for public
and private funding. sponsorship. etc. This produced
a unique blend of artists selected by artists working
as curators. The first Windfall was held in London’s
Hyde Park in 1988, the second in the docklands of
Bremen in 1990. It is a flexible and open concept.
A kind of attitude more than anything else. No one
owns the copyright for the idea of Windfall, its like
public domain software.

Windfall 91 was successful in a
number of different ways. Sure it attracted critics
and curators from Metropolitan museums and gal-
leries in Europe and the U.S.A. It was favourably
reviewed in several reputable magazines and news-
papers. But just as important was the 3 or 4 weeks
spent building and installing Windfall which cre-
ated the potential for a genuine synthesis of ideas
and opinions. Like a big sand pit where everyone
just played around. bouncing ideas off each other.
trying stuff out, until some kind of conclusion was
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Pretty good value for a little public money, I think.

Okay, there are problems. No one
gets paid properly, all monies going to travel.
materials, catalogue, etc, Things can get a bit
chaotic when everyone's working on good will. So
make a success of this ane and next time you make
sure there's enough money in the budget for every-
one to get paid.

Anyway, that's a brief introduc-
tion to the kind of activity that's been happening
here in Scotland. I personally believe that it is
particular to a specific group of people at a spe-
cific point in time. But it can happen anywhere.
The idea of artist-run Galleries and projects is not
new of course. I just think there happens to be a
whole bunch of exciting and important young
artists coming through here. Maybe now that the
atmosphere of the Market is very different we'll
see a return to smaller, more intimate projects
initiated from a more grassroots level. Or, hell,
who knows?, maybe the big no-risk blockbuster

RODERICK BUCHANAN: s5.8.4. 1992. MDF GROUTED TO

WALL, PAINTED WHITE, 120°X30°.



Faster Than A Pool of Piss on a Hot Summer Sidewalk, 1993 Item Thirteen

museum shows with their convenient packages of
easily digestible and marketable work will destroy
all competition.

Some folk would have you believe
that this decade will be spent treading water wait-
ing for the recession to end. Certainly so far things
don't seem to have changed much. The fact is plain
from the kinds of work proposed as "Art of the
Nineties" (be it L.A., Europe or anywhere else) in
shows like “Helter Skelter” or Jan Hoet's Docu-
menta IX. Contriving Art of the Nineties at this
stage seems as fictional and fraudulent a proposal
as organizing a show in hell. But the collection of
odds and ends (good and bad) in a show like
Helter Skelter has already become history, even in
Europe through the insatiable appetite of the chan-
nels of mediated—trans-national communication.

But Art isn't over just because the
market is fucked. Artists are still doing it, still
talking about it. 5till thinking about it—IDEAS are
still being born. Not being still born, as some peo-
ple would have you imagine, just because of the
lack of cash. In an inhospitable climate you have
to know the terrain, learn to use camouflage.
Having at least a cursory knowledge of guerilla
tactics is no bad thing in a time of crisis. It's hard
to break any hahit, particularly if you were born
dependant. But here we are. The eighties are fin-
ished. The market's gone—the party's over. But
life goes on. So let's get on with it. We'll all be
collecting our old-age pensions if we sit around
waiting until the next boom decade. 5o let's quit
whining about how shitty things are now and get
a fucking life. I mean—get over it. Or better still.
come visit us in Scotland. Taste that clean air.
check out the greenery, and we'll give you some
tips on how to get started again without the
Market. And if that all sounds too much like hard
work maybe you should just get the fuck outta
here and get yourself a REAL job. Maybe you'd
refer something safe and secure like insurance or
better still, why not join the fucking army. Now
there's a reliable job for life.

FFERENT GUNS, DETAIL SHOWS WHITE

DETAIL WEAKNESS. PISASTER, OLD AGE AND OTHER MISFORTUNES,

CROCKERY SHOT BY UZI 9MM SUBMACHIME GUN.

FIVE GROUPS OF UTILITY CROCKERY SHOT WITH FIVE DI

CHRISTINE BORLAND;

lagz,
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Flash Art, Douglas Gordon, 1994

Item Fourteen

DoUGLAS GORDON
TRAMWAY, GLASGOW

In an art magazine advertise-
ment for a current work, 24 Hour
Psyche, Douglas Gordon is pho-
tographed standing on the central
reservation of a deserted motor-
way. He holds up a handwritten
sign saying simply — psycho.
As there are no cars around, it is
unclear whether he is trying to
hitch a lift to a place called psy-
cho, or if he is labeling himself
with the sign, or indeed if he is
signposting a possible destina-
tion for the motorists. It is typi-

cal of his work that we, the audi-
ence, must decide for ourselves
whether or not to stop the car and
give him a lift.
Ross Sinclair

DOUGLAS GORDON, ABOVE ALL
ELSE, 1991, INSTALLATION VIEW,
SERPENTINE GALLERY, LONDON.
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Roddy Buchanan: Global Village Idiots, Frieze Magazine, 1994 Item Fifteen
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Julie Roberts, Life the Universe, and Science, Art Press, 1995 Item Sixteen
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Simon Starling, Transmission Gallery, Frieze Magazine, 1998 Item Seventeen
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Schotland —

Een korte en
Ifragmentarischej
inleiding tot de
geschiedenis
van de periode
1983 — 2083

Scotland — A brief and
fractured introduction

to the history of the
period 1983 — 2083

Ross Sinclair

895



Item Eighteen

Published Articles in Art Journals / Magazines

Denkend over de dingen die mensen
zijn vergeten omdat ze niet beschreven
zijn in geschiedenisboeken. Het is het
jaar 2083 n.Chr. en Transmission
Gallery is nu honderd jaar oud. De
plaats is de Volksrepubliek Seotia,
een kleine, Noord-Européese staat met
aangenaam veranderlijke weersomstan-
digheden. Meer dan twintig jaar zijn
verstreken sinds Schotland*zijndang
begeerde ideaal kon verwezenlijken:
Onafhankelijkheidaan Engeland en-de
Kroon. Maar hetiSchotse volk- heeft
hiervoor wel egn: prus moeten o
betalen.. : : :

396

De weg naar de vrijheid?

. In het Stirling Bridge Referendum van 206+

besloot een ruime meerderheid van het Schotse
volk om zich af te scheiden van het Verenigd
Koninkrijk van Groot Brittannié. Het arme, mis-
troostige land, dat zo lang had gezucht onder
het juk van de ene bezetter na de andere, telde
zo'n vijf miljoen inwoners. En deze bevolking

" besloot om voor eens en altijd de Unie te verlaten

en een nieuw plan te realiseren om de Staat
helemaal opnieuw uit te vinden op een manier
die ongekend was in de hele wereld. De nieuwe
officiéle naam die ze uit de suggesties kozen
voor dit opnieuw bedachte Schotland was:
Scotia — de levende geschiedenis van

seenkleine staat. Op het eerste gezicht lijkt
“datmisschien een vreemde naam voor een klein

landyidatna 500 jaar strijd net onafhankelijk was
gewarden, maar deze ongekende stap kan
worgen verklaard: de Schotten hadden massaal
gestemd voor de verandering van het hele land,
met al zijn inwoners, in het eerste historische
themapark op nationale schaal in de wereld. En
dit moest werkelijk epische proporties krijgen...

In 2062 werd, bijna van het ene op het andere
moment, een groot hek gebouwd langs de

: Engelse grens. Dat was niet bedoeld om het

arme Schotse volk binnen te houden, zoals u
misschien zou kunnen denken, maar om ieder
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Thinking about the! {hmgs ’mat
people forgot about because
they weren't wntten down-in

history bocks. The year is 2083 .

Anno Domini and:
TransmissiongGallery is one
hundred years gld today. The
place is The Peoples"Republic
of Scotia, a small, nothern
European natiofi*with;agreeably
changeable weather;More than
twenty years have passed since
Scotland achieved its long
cherished ambition,
Independence from England
and the Crown. Héwever, this
occurred at.seme cost to the
Scottish peaple’:

“The Path. to.Fresdom?

At the Stirling Bridge:Referendum of

- e

w

2061, a handsome majority of the
Scottish people decided that they
wished to secede from the United
Kingdom of Great Britain. There were

five million or so inhabitants in this poor,

damp, country, for so long under the
sword.of one conquering invader or
another. And:this populace eventually
decided, once and for all, to leave the
Union in order to implement a novel plan
to completely re-invent the Nation in a
manner never befare heard of anywhere
in the world. The new of ficial name they
chese for the re-invented Scotland, from
thosessuggested, was: Scotia ~ The
Living:History of a Small Nation. At
firat glénce_this may sound like a
strange name for a small country, newly

independent after 500 years of struggle,
but to explain this unprecedented move:
the Scols had voled en masse to turn
the whole country, and everyone in it,
into the world's first national scale
historical theme park. And it was to be
of truly epic proportions.

In 2062, almost overnight, a big fence
was built along the border with England.
This was not to keep the poor Scottish
people in, as you might have thought,
but to keep everyone else out, because
now you were going to have to pay to get
in - and it wasn’t going to be cheap.

Most people north of Hadrian's Wall
were initially very enthusiastic about this
new development, as Scotland in the
middie twenty-first Century was suffering
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verslindende noordelijke aanhangsel af te zijn.

De meeste arme gebieden op de wereld waren
verwoest door oorlog en hongersnood, en ziek-
ten en slecht beleid hadd |Joenen mensen
ongelukkig gemaakt. Al
was nog afgelegen of
met de door oorlog ve
was Schotland eigenlijk &

Hoewel er heel wat arme, 4
mensen woonden (voora

was er geen enkele @
logische middelen
schoonheid van hé
voorstellen voor
maakt, werd ook
deze outcasts w
gebracht in kam

slecht af. £

Y ge]ukklge -

in het noorden van S ‘jo- 3
mensen verdreven wargn daor wat bekend stond
als Het Zuiveren va det Hooglanden, dat in,
de negentiende esuw ¥ é_c.oegonnen{ Zij waren
tijdens de blokkades van de Napoleontische
oorlogen vervangen door schapen, omdat deze
dieren in feite meer opbrachten dan mensen.

De outsiders moesten deze afgelegen gebieden
nu ten behoeve van het toerisme opnieuw gaan
bevolken in wat bekend werd als De Omge-
keerde Zuivering van de Hooglanden.®

Het basisidee voor Scotia — de levende
geschiedenis van een kleine staat was,
toen het in 2062 open ging, heel eenvoudig.

__:,I:,e_d:gfrgj.an;d,str,ee_k.;jou het beeld en de levens-

stijl van een bepaalde periode in de Schotse
geschiedenis aannemen. Alle mensen die in
deze streken woonden zouden de gewoonten

% . "
~en manieren van de hun toegewezen periode

hanteren. Onze beste acteurs zouden de grote
)ersonages uit onze geschiedenis spelen, hoewel
r—;f":;_h_en eigenlijk niet alleen zouden spelen maar
ten zelfs zouden zijn, omdat ze nooit de kans
den krijgen om het podium te verlaten en

n kostuums uit te doen. Dit moet benadrukt
yorden. Het hele land was opgenomen in het
ark en daar was geen ontkomen aan. leder

“ander die toentertijd toevallig in Schotland

woonde mocht blijven als hij dat wilde. Dit moest
voor de toeristen de tolerante atmosfeer uit-
stralen van een mengelmoes van mensen die

. oorspronkelijk ergens anders vandaan kwamen
“om zich in dit kleine land te vestigen. Aan de

andere kant kon je niet de hele tijd mensen
laten komen en gaan en daarom werd besloten
dat de bezetting van de lagere rangen in het

stimuleren dat Schotland zou destabiliseren, moet in dit verband worden opgemerkt dat de Schotten maar al te vaak hun eigen
ergste vijanden zijn geweest. De Zuiveringen van de Hooglanden waren net zo goed de fout van de op geld beluste Schotse
grootgrondbezitters als van de Engelsen. Toen vele jaren later de politicke en economische situatie veranderde, kwamen de
meeste mensen die weggegaan waren nooit meer terug omdat ze naar lerland of naar Amerika gegaan waren of naar de steden
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quickly. It also helped them forget about  wasted with wars and famines while country’s leaders to help them as plenty
all the horror that went on cutside the diseases and bad planning had made of workers would be needed for the park.
city walls. millions of people unhappy. Everywhere  There were big areas in the North of
had been discovered, nowhere was Scotland where most of the people had
At this point in the 2050’s, before the remote or savage anymore. Scotland been thrown out in what was called The
park was built, the Parllamentary wasn’t actually too bad in comparison Highland Clearances which began in
Monarchy of England had many with the war torn ‘outside world’, the nineteenth Century. They were
problems of its own. lts coffers were Although there certainly were plenty of replaced with sheep during the
much depleted after protracted wars poor and diseased and unhappy people  blockades of the Napoleonic wars
with France and Ireland.® It simply could  (mainly those living outside the city because these animals were actually
not afford to worry about Scotland walls), there had never really been any more profitable than people. The
anymore, particularly since the oil had kind of modern, technological warfare to outsiders were to re-populate these
run out. England’s international physically mar the natural beauty of the  remote areas for the benefit of the
reputation had sunk to an all time low place. When proposals for the park tourists, in what became known as: The
and it was the popularly held belief that  became public, it transpired that the Highland Clearances in Reverse.®
Westminster was, in fact, quite happy to  outsiders (as these outcast people were
finally get rid of its troublesome and known) were to be rounded up and putin The basic idea for Scotia — The Living
costly Narthern appendage. hostel camps to be re-habilitated out of ~ History of a Small Nation, when it

harm’s way, up in the northern parts of  opened in 2062, was very simple. Each
Most poor parts of the world were really  the country, because now it suited the area of the country would adopt the look

@ Ireland had become very rich in the first decades of the twenty-first Century with the discovery of certain natural elements found only in its indigenous
peat bogs which proved to be a panacea for many cancer based illnesses. @ While the English were always willing to encourage anything that would de-
stabilise Scotland, it should be peinted out that in this respect the Scols have more often than not bean their own worst enemies. The Highland
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ander buiten te sluiten omdat er nu betaald moest
worden om binnen te komen — en dat zou niet
goedkoop zijn.

De meeste mensen ten noorden van de Muur
van Hadrianus waren aanvankelijk erg enthou-
siast over deze nieuwe ontwikkeling, omdat
Schotland in het midden van de eenentwintigste
eeuw ten prooi was gevallen aan een vreselijke
depressie, de ergste sinds de Middeleeuwen in
het vorige millennium. Ziekten die eeuwenlang
hadden gesluimerd waren erger dan ooit terug-
gekeerd en tienduizenden waren eraan gestor-

ziekten niet
tcasts en leef-
groepen, zoals

dum van 2061.C
Officieel bestc:;fi 1]
jaren veertig v

ze zo'n proble?m
om de belangrij
om ze buitenitetho
de muren wo

daarbuiten te-yergeten. :
Toen in hetafidde fans d
van het themaparkivog de

@ Deze arme, rechtel
belasting te betalen. .«
ontdekking van bepaal
wondermiddelen bleken te zi

schillende kankerachti
3 3 8%

T

400

werd gesteld, werd de fantasie van de Schotten
erdoor gestimuleerd en dreef het de bevolking
tot een intensief debat en een dadendrang zoals
in geen decennia vertoond was. De publiciteit
die deze debatten teweegbrachten, zette veel
voormalige patriotten ertoe aan om weer terug
te gaan naar hun vaderland. Tenminste twintig
miljoen mensen over de hele wereld beschouw-
den zichzelf als Schots door afstamming, maar
waren eigenlijk nog nooit ‘thuis’ geweest; dit
pakte heel gunstig uit omdat sommigen van hen
erg rijk waren en hun fortuin meebrachten om in
het park te investeren. Het was het eerste goede
idee in lange tijd waar wie dan ook in Schotland
was opgekomen en het was dus geen wonder
dat het zo snel werd opgepikt. Het hielp de in-
woners bovendien om niet stil te staan bij de
ellende die zich buiten de stadsmuren afspeelde.

Rond deze tijd in de jaren vijftig, nog voor de
bouw van het park, had de parlementaire demo-
cratie in Engeland heel wat eigen problemen.
De schatkist was zo ongeveer leeg vanwege de
lange oorlogen met Frankrijk en lerland.? Men
kon het zich gewoonweg niet meer veroorloven
om zich druk te maken over Schotland, vooral
niet omdat de olie op was. Engelands interna-
tionale reputatie was dieper gezonken dan ooit
en de meeste mensen geloofden dat Westminster
eigenlijk heel blij was om van zijn lastige en geld-

en weliswaar niet stemmen bij verkiezingen maar ze hoefden ook geen
Btwee decennia van de eenentwintigste eeuw heel rijk geworden vanwege de
Tdie alleen op de inheemse veengronden werden aangetroffen en die

ziekten. @ Hoewel de Engelsen altijd in waren om alles te
pFEY 3 XY
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a horrific depression, the like
had not been seen since the ol
ages of the previous millennidm 24
Diseases which had lain dormantifor

and were killing off poor people- leps
of thousands. Those who couldh!
the simple drugs which prevent

outcast, living in pathetic raggec
like the leper colonies of biblical times.
Thus they were not represented on any
voting rolls and therefore did not take
partin the ‘democratic’ Stirling Bridge
Referendum of 2061.% Officially they
did not even exist. By the 2040’s they
had become such a problem that large
walls were built round the major cities to
keep them out and the people who lived
inside them tried to forget about those

[N _',('g 3y

poor wretches who were outside.

fWhen the idea for the theme park was

“first mooted in the mid 2050’s it fired up
the Scottish people’'s imagination,
galvanising them into an intense debate
and direct action not witnessed for many
decades. The publicity generated by
these debates slowly encouraged many
ex-patriots to return home. There were
at least twenty millicn people around the
world who considered themselves
Scottish by ancestry, but had never
actually been “home’; this turned out to
be quite fortuitous as some of these
folk were very rich and brought back
their fortunes with them to invest in the
park. It was the first good idea anyone in
Scotland had thought of for quite a while
so it was no wonder it caught on so

@ These poor disenfranchised people may not have had the vote in any election but they didn’'t have to pay tax either.
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park een beetje moest gaan functioneren als
het vrijwilligerslegioen uit de twintigste eeuw,
toen je je handtekening op de stippellijn zette
en ermee instemde om voor een jaar of drie te
blijven.

Alle meest spectaculaire veldslagen en gebeur-
tenissen werden dagelijks opnieuw opgevoerd
in de heuvels en dalen van de hooglanden.
Toeristen dromden samen op de kaalste en meest
afgelegen plekken, op zoek naar de meest
authentieke ervaringen in het themapark. Zo
konden bezoekers uit China of Peru in niet meer
dan een week of zo met gemak een levendige
indruk krijgen van de hele geschiedenis van onze
kleine staat, en dan heb ik het nog niet eens over
het prachtige landschap dat ze natuurlijk te zien
kregen. De hele oorspronkelijke flora en fauna
was in ere hersteld: onoverzichtelijke, ongeculti-
veerde bossen vol wolven, wilde zwijnen en alle
andere interessante dieren die ooit op die plek
hadden geleefd, maar ten slotte waren uitgestor-
ven omdat de Schotten er niet goed mee waren
omgegaan,

Het Schotse volk maakte de indruk heel geluk-
kig te zijn met hun nieuwe rol als Levens Echte
figuranten in deze nagespeelde versie van de
geschiedenis. Schotland had veel succes en werd
welvarend, en iedereen was het erover eens dat
het een fantastisch idee was geweest om het

t

land opnieuw uit te vinden als themapark. Voor
de Schotten was alles gratis, maar de toeristen
betaalden eerlijk gezegd waanzinnige prijzen,
alleen maar om dezelfde lucht in te ademen als
de Schotten. Van buitenaf zag het er misschien
uit als een merkwaardige situatie: het Schotse
valk verleende in feite diensten aan de toeristen
en bereikte daardoor dezelfde levensstandaard
als zij. De Schotten zaten echter vast aan deze
manier van leven in het themapark: ze konden
nooit naar huis gaan, naar een echte plek, of
een normale baan zoeken — het duurde 24 uur
per dag en zeven dagen per week. Zelfs hun
vrijetijdsbesteding was openbaar en de toeristen
stonden hen ook daar aan te gapen. Toch was
het een comfortabel bestaan en weinig mensen
hadden klachten, vooral zij niet die eerder buiten
de maatschappij hadden moeten leven omdat ze

- niet die paar pond hadden om goedkope medi-

cijnen te kopen.

in de Laaglanden van Schotland. Ze waren gewend geraakt aan de plek waar ze naartoe waren gegaan en hadden het er
waarschijnlijk naar hun zin; ze waren Schotland vergeten, behalve dan op een vage, romantische manier die eerder afkomstig
was van de Hollywoodfilms van die tijd dan van wat ze zich daadwerkelijk herinnerden, omdat ze waarschiinlijk in geen 150 jaar
terug waren geweest. Daarom bleven de meesten gewoon waar ze terechtgekomen waren. Je kunt maar beter te maken hebben
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and lifestyle of a certain epoch in
Scottish history. Everyone who lived in
these areas would adopt the mores and
manners of their designated period. Our
best actors would play the great figures
in our history, exept they wouldn’t so
much play them as be them, since they
never got the chance to be off set or out
of costume. This should be stressed.
The whole country was subsumed into
the park, you couldn't escape it. Anyone
else who happened to live in Scotland at
the time got the chance to stay on, if
they wanted. This was to reflect for the
tourists, the tolerant atmosphere
created by the mixture of people who
originally came from elsewhere to settle
in this small country. However, you
couldn’t really have people coming and
going all the time so it was decided that

employment for the lower ranks in the
park would be a bit like the volunteer
Armies of the twentieth Century, where
you signed on the dotted line and agreed
to stay for something like 3 years at a
time.

All Scotland’s most spectacular battles
and events were re-enacted daily in the
hills and glens of the Highlands; tourists
would flock to the most barren and
remote places searching for the theme
park's most authentic experiences. Thus
a visitor from China or Peru could easily
get a vivid impression of the whole
history of our small nation in only a
week or so, not to mention seeing the
wonderful scenery. All the original flora
and fauna were restored - complex
deciduous forests filled with wolf, boar

and all the other interesting animals that
used to live in the place, but had
eventually died out because the Scots
didn’t take care of them properly.

The Scottish people appeared to be
quite happy in their new occupation as
Real Life extras in this simulated version
of history. Scotland became very
succesful and prosperous and everyone
agreed that re-inventing itself as a
theme park had been a really great idea.
Everything was free for Scottish people,
although the tourists paid frankly
outrageous prices just to breathe the
same air as the Scots. From the outside
it might have seemed like a bit of an odd
situation: the Scottish people were
basically providing a service for these
tourists while achieving just about the

Clearances were just as much the fault of the money grabbing Scots landowners as the English. When the political and economic situation changed many
years later, most of these folk who'd left never went back because they'd gone far away to Ireland or The Americas or to the cities in the Lowlands of
Scotland. Wherever they went they had got used to it and probably quite liked it and forgot about Scotland except in a vague romantic way, based more on
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De belangrijkste steden van
de Central Belt: Edinburgh
en Glasgow

De stad Edinburgh koos ervoor om de pre-indu-
strigle Verlichtingsperiode van de stad te repre-
senteren®, en Glasgow nam de post-industriéle

of ‘culturele’ periode. Dit tijdperk in: de geschie-:"

denis van Glasgow besloeg oorspronkelijk een
tijdspanne van tien jaar aan het einde van de
twintigste en het begin van de eenentwintigste
eeuw, toen Glasgow voor karte tijd zeer populair
was bij het mondiale toerisme. Nieuwe musea
soor kunst en cultuur werden op uitzonderlijke
schaal gebouwd en oppervliakkig bezien leek
alles heel goed te gaan. Deze nieuwe opslag-

plaatsen van de cultuur stonden een populaire -
kunstvorm voor die geacht werd voor |edereen &

toegankelijk te zijn.

Maar er was een groot probleem. De opleidings-"

‘nstituten die l2s gaven aan mensen vanaf vijf
‘aar waren er mee opgehouden om hun leer-
ingen te vertellen over kunst en cultuur, omdat
e daarmee geen baantje in een kantoor kon
«<rijgen als je van school kwam op je zeventien-
de. Op zeker moment was het zover gekomen
dat niemand meer het gevoel had nog iets van
<unst en cultuur te weten, wat erg jammer was
omdat Schotland ooit een zeer onderlegd land

met de duivel die je kent, dachten ze - dat wil zeggen, tot ze over het ;
= Dit hield de reconstructie in van de Koninklijke Mijl, die tijdens de Disney
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was geweest. Hierdoor wantrouwde het publiek
de mensen die nog steeds kunst en cultuur
produceerden — en wie zou het ze kwalijk kunnen
nemen? Men. probeerde de door henzelf uitge-
roepen ‘rehaissance’ aan de man te brengen
door te zeggen ‘dat ze kunst voor het volk lever-
de, maar het probleem was dat het volk er niet

“'om vroeg.’

De fout van deze’ ‘réhaissance’ was de benade-
ring waarvoor het stadsbestuur had gekozen om
cultuuryoor het publiek: toegawkelchr te maken.
Ze smpl:flceerde en-banaliseerde de cultuur
dusdanig dat het iedereen zou aanspreken 0ok
diegenen die mt dan toe mets afwisten van

-enigerlei voIm van; cultureie activiteit. Toneel~
_'.'produches dle gacomp!;ceerde en moeilijke
‘thema’s behande1den werden bu voorbaat al -
‘afgewezen in het voordeei van muz;kale extrava—
-'gante stukken a fa Busby Berkley waar iedereen
‘wan hietd; Beeldende kunstwerdbeperkt tot ont-

werpen:vogr wens a_arten awel in olieverf
geschl?derd ujteraard, Deiltera’ruur van Glasgow,
die ooit scherpzinnig; gepohtlseerd en onafhan-
kelijk: was ‘geweest, werd' nu geproduceerd door
de stad zelf e verdedfgmg ¥an haar eigen
politick. Deze Nietws Gkasgowse Cultuur
(zoals: ZJ-békend’k_wam ‘e staan) stelde geen
hoge eisen.aan.00g en 0oren zorqde voor een
paar, gezeihga-uurt}es-" ; :

an 2025 totaal verwoest was.
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same standard of living as them. But the
sScots were tied to this way of life in the
“neme park, they could never go home to
somewhere real or do a normal job —
«~as 24 hours a day, seven days a week.
zven leisure pursuits were open and
zvailable for the global tourist o gawk
3L, However, it was a comfortable life,
=nd few people complained, especially
e ones who had previously been
“oreed to live outside of society for the
~ant of few pounds worth of cheap
ZTUgSs.

“1e Main Cities of the Central
-zlt, Edinburgh and Glasgow
“e City of Edinburgh elected to
‘zpresent the pre-industrial Enlightment

zzriod of the city's history =, while

Glasgow adopted the post mdustnﬁl or
‘Cultural peried'. This era in the history
of Glasgow originally occurred during a
ten year period at the end of the
twentieth and the beginning of the e
twenty-first Centuries, when Glasgow
was briefly very popular with global -
tourism. New museums of art and
culture were built at a extraordinary rate

and on the surface everything seemed;
‘protlaimed ‘renaissance’ was

to be going very well. These new y
repositories of culture championed, a’ ;

popular kind of art which evervune was i

supposed to be able to access_

There was a major problem though; The.

educational establishments which:’:
taught people from 5 years old upwards
had, at this time in the late twentieth:."

Century, stopped telling people any‘tniﬁg'

éﬁoﬁférg;ahﬂ culture because it
gouldn’t get you a job in an office when

“yau left'school:at 17. So, it came to the

point where nobody felt they really knew

sranything anolt art and culture anymore,
which'yas & great pity as Scotland had
" price beert a very bright country. This
'made the public suspicious of the

people who still made art and culture -
ndwho could blame them? This self

dvertised as providing art for the
peop'e but the problem was Lhat the
pe‘_u never asked for it.

The flaw in this ‘renaissance’ was the
approach the city fathers took to make

7. cujtuie more accessible to the public.
- They made all the culture so simplified
:and'banal that it would appeal to

2 Hollywood mavies of the time than anything they actually remembered, as they probably hadn’ them ba K home for 150 years. So most of them just

d wherever they ended up. Better the devil you know, they thought until they heard about the park that is.. . ®This involved the reconstruction of the

= -vai Mile, which was completely destroyed by the Disney Castle riots of 2025,
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ledereen - zelfs diegenen die zich verzetten
tegen het opleggen van dit culturele equivalent
van bloemetjesbehang — was het erover eens
dat deze culturele plekken aardige koffiebars
hadden.

Maar...

..De aanvankelijke aantrekkingskracht en opwin-
ding van deze periode namen snel af toen de
mensen begonnen te begrijpen dat ze betutteld
werden. Tegen het einde van het eerste decen-
nium van de eenentwintigste eeuw beschouwde
iedereen die ook maar enig benul had van het
leven en de cultuur dit tijdperk als werkelijk
dwaas. Uiteindelijk raakte de lokale bevolking
afgestompt doordat ze zodanig bevoogd werd,
dat ze op den duur zelf meende dat ze geen
enkele vorm van cultuur kon begrijpen waarover
je meer dan tien seconden moest nadenken.

Dit leidde ertoe dat het Schotse volk lui werd.
Nadat deze misselijkmakende zoete culturele
rottigheid hun jarenlang met de paplepel was
ingegoten, konden ze geen enkele vorm van
vast cultureel voedsel meer verteren. Ze kwijn-
den weg tot niet meer dan schimmen van hun
vroegere kracht en werden steeds magerder,
bleker en lustelozer. Internationaal gezien was
de Nieuwe Glasgowse Cultuur een génante
vertoning.

® Deze tentoonstellingen vinden meestal plaats in afgelegen gebieden van,@ ' cﬂé
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De Trongate-affaire

Deze periode werd deﬁnitief afges[oten in 2013
door wat bekend is geword
affaire. Inmiddels warenty
van de Transmission G&

in een aantal jarengme
tot diverse commissié

Fsucces Qgrgedrongﬁnﬁ "
eﬁ bekIs é‘%!‘den ze eep, |

mijnen. Uiteindatijk lietenzede hetd Nisuwe 2
Glasgowse L
inegen van _:-

erg rijk en ba
werk buitergSeht
terug vroeg_ eh
doorgaan z3a)$ "
na het debacl
de Paarse

definitieve n
bestuurderg; (?
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everyone, even those who knew nothing
about any form of cultural activity
beforehand. Productions of plays which
dealt with complex and difficult issues
were discouraged, in favour of Busby
Berkley style musical extravaganzas —
everyone loved these. Visual art was
reduced to greeting card designs,
though painted in oils, naturally.
Glaswegian literature, which was once
incisive, politicised and independent,
was now produced by the city itself, in
defence of its own strategies. This New
Glasgow Culture (as it became known)
was very easy on the eye and on the ear,
and provided a cosy hour or two of
distraction out of the rain, and everyone
- even those who stood against the
imposition of this cultural equivalent of
flock wallpaper — agreed that all these

However...

...The initial appeal and excit
this era quickly-dwi r}t\iied whe
people began to uuﬁérstand th
were being patronised. By the ejie
first decade of the’twenty-first Ce
this period was glready seen by'a

the locals by;patronising th
thinking that they couldn:f g
any kind_éufcullure that
about for more than t; F
led to the Scottish peabie’becoming
lazy. After being fed this sickly sweet
culture mulch for many years they could
no longer digest any kind of solid

> cultural food. They faded

Nay to mere
bust selves,
erand

hadows of their 0
ecoming thinner @

* lethargic. They wer gihe ability to
think for themselve thationally,
New Glasgow Cu as an

embarrassment.

TransmissioniGalle

independently minded ¢Ultural spaces
located in the aréa, had succesfully
infiltrated over the years various
committees and held numerous
important positions in the local and
national culture councils. From these
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de andere dag waardeloos, wat mondiaal tumult
en oproer tot gevolg had, vooral van de kant van
diegenen die geen creditcards hadde daar-
door van het nieuwe systeem war ég:;%%ten
Omdat veel mensen in Schotlan %$ 5
van de hand in de tand leefden, was @it 'u;%i
daad slecht nieuws voor de stadsbgs s
Het was gedaan met hen. De Nieufe

Glasgowse Cultuur was voom@l’cué’

wenxan‘
(althans, dat dacht |edereen’)’“

De ironie

Hoewel de periode vani

Glasgowse Cultuur uvggn‘eel m}ﬁ‘rskregﬁg\i%
geraakt enin fe|te een%forlsme is gewosden

duiden, was het ironisch gé
die de meuwe stadsbestuu

slechte publiciteit niet
niet zo zeker van.

: | gm ﬁmq

DO

Epiloog
Zoals het in het Echte Leven was geweest, zo is
het nu in het themapark. Transmission is nog
. steeds een verboden organisatie maar floreert
tot op de dag van vandaag en presenteert
weloverwogen, uitdagende tentoonstellingen in
21@@?@ “gafec;zgle ruimtes. Sommige aspecten
van de tenioonsfeillngsstructuur doen denken
aan de populaire rave-cultuur van de late twin-
““tigste eeuw, toen je over een nieuwe tentoon-
$teﬁjng® hoorde via een ingewikkeld:-geruch-
;‘}enc%rcmt van vrienden en kennissen. Mensen
omen illegaal bij elkaar op de dagen dat ze vrij
hebben van hun werk in het themapark @ ; ze
spr ken af om elkaar ergens te ontmoeten,
orbeeld op een hepaalde aanlegsteiger van
veerpont, wanhopig op zoek naar iets
ws, echts en aangenaams. Want hoewel het
-park fascinerend is voor de toeristen, is het
“"%nzelfsprekend zeer, zeer saai voor de mensen

%@Ig er leven en werken.
« ol
o &N

-events en exposities van Transmission zijn
beetje ‘in’ geworden bij de meer onderne-
de toeristen die met elkaar wedijveren over
ie*de meest obscure en opwindende tentoon-
gllingen gezien heeft, maar het is vooral de
\chtone bevolking die ervan geniet. Jammer
g worden deze tentoonstellingen weer
‘%gﬁ}gnel gesloten omdat ze illegaal zijn.

%ﬁh wordt.
.‘ »
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positions they were able r,@ gl
the whole sorry system dhdrﬂ\’&ﬂtl.lﬁ”y
brought the whole New Glasgow £
Culture crashing down argwq;i Iha ears
of those who had been tcfb\deaf tolisten
to the detractors, who hafji;foresegn this
moronisation of the people 5
This ‘coup’ was unfortun%él‘t{elg.r deemed
to be illegal and resulte
Transmission becomlng‘a r;roschbed
organisation and being f forced o
underground. Here it fl;
the patronage of a |
become very rich, an
his work 0ut51déﬁ Sfand and who
asked nothing in ret m except that the
gallery continued in thc way it always
had. Just after the debacle of The
Trongate Affair, the final nail in the

coffin for the crty fathéfs was the Purple
Wednesday; Grash ofi2014. Printed
money becaé‘t ‘obsolete overnight,
causing mayhef:ﬂ a‘hd";evolt across the
globe, par tch?LarIy frgm those who didn’t
have credit cqﬁis and were therefore
excluded frord; ‘the new system. Since
many people i in Sc;otland still lived a
hand to moq{h emstence this was,
indeed, bad~news for the city fathers. It
em. New Glasgow

was all oy, ;il;‘a
Culture ha% Qpe;for good (or so

The lrony

So, iranically, although the period of
New Glasgow Culture is now wholly
discredited, and has in fact become an
aphorism to describe the banalisation of

culture, it is this period the new city
fathers chose to represent in Scotia -
The Living History of a Small Nation,
fifty years after the debacle itself. This
was simply because it was the period
that had garnered the most global media
attention and everyone remembered it,
for better or worse. Some say there's no
such thing as bad publicity, but I'm not
S0 sure.

Epilogue

Thus, as it was in Real Life, now it is in
the theme park.Transmission is still a
proscribed organisation but continues to
flourish to this day, presenting
thoughtful, challenging exhibitions in
temporary, out of the way spaces. Some
aspects of its exhibition structure
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Documentatie wordt nog steeds bijgehouden in
de oude boekvorm; de boeken worden wijd en
zijd verspreid heewel verboden en vernietigd
als ze gevonden worden Soms worden deze
boeken zo gemaad datze op gen relaticf
onschuldigeitekst 6fiop een geschiedénisboek”
lijken, zodat‘ze clandestien in opé&ribare biblio-.
theekcolleclies kunnen worden ingevoegd. Op -
het ogenblik is he’f een populawe strategre am
verzamelmgen U{t vroegere tuden -door het
gebruikivan; een standaard-lingaire tijdsveran-
derrngs:documentenover:dracht. O,_p_:d_eze maniel
worden de boeken‘en.de informatie van. de
toekémstdus decennia vaordat debeschreven
gebeurtenqs‘“en hcbben p!aatsgevonden a+ :
verspre{d - PO
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Voor het geval u het nog niet geraden had:
hierdoor kunt u deze geschiedenis nu lezen,
bijna honderd jaar te vroeg. Deze methode van
documentenoverdracht verandert in technische
zin gewoonlijk weinig aan de loop van de

geschiedenis omdat de toekomst altijd te
. fantastisch lijkt om te geloven voordat hij echt

plaatsvindt. Ik bedoel: wie zou de onaan-
nemelijke geschiedenis van de twintigste eeuw
hebben geloofd als hij in 1899 zou zijn voor-
speld? Zo is het ook met de eenentwintigste en
de twintigste eeuw. Laten we daarom voor een
moment bij elkaar komen, het glas heffen en
een toast uitbrengen op Transmission.
Gelukkige honderdste verjaardag, proost op de
toekomst...

(Wordt vervolgd...)
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resemble the popular rave culture ofthe
late twentieth-Centliry, where you hear
of a new e')_mibition@ from a complex<

grapevine af friends ‘and acquaintances ;.

People gather.illegally on their days off:
from working.in the theme park® :
arranging to meet at a particular ferry:
terminal somewhere, desperate 1o see-

something new and real and engaging.. -

For although the park is fascinating to

the tourists;’it is, of course, very, very )
boring for those who live and work there.

Transmission events and exhibitions
havé bedome:somewhat vogueish witH
the mote intrepid tourists who vie with
each other over the most obscure and
exciting shows they have seen, butitis
mainly the indigenous population who
enjoy them. Unfortunately these
exhibitions get closed down with great

"rapidity as they are illegal. Records are

always kept in the old book form and
these get distributed widely although
they are banned and destroyed if found.

vSometimes these books are produced in

s::sUch a way as to look like a relatively
~innocuous text or history book, so they
“'can be surreptitiously inserted into

public library collections. A strategy
currently popular is to place these books
into public collections of times gone by,
using a standard linear time shift
document transferral. Thus the books
and information of the future are already
i circulation decades before the actual
events described have happened.

If you hadn’t guessed already, this is
how you are able to read this history
now, almost one hundred years early.

This document transferral technique
usually doesn't change much of the
course of history because the future
always seems too fantastic to believe
hefore it actuzlly happens. | mean, who
would have believed the incredible
history of the twentieth Century if you'd
foretold it in 18997 Thus it is with the
twenty-first and twentieth Centuries. So
let us take a moment to join together,
raise a glass and make a toast to
Transmission. Happy hundredth
birthday, here's to the future...

{To be continued...)

® These exhibitions are usually in the remoter parts of the Highlands or on uninhabited islands. & 'lllegally’ because no-one is ever supposed to be seen

‘out of character'.

Ay



Item Nineteen Published Articles in Art Journals / Magazines

412



Jim Lambie, Transmission Gallery, Frieze Magazine, 1999 Item Nineteen

418



Item Twenty Published Articles in Art Journals / Magazines

414



Peter McCaughey, Coming Soon/ARC : ABC Glasgow, Frieze Magazine, 2000

Item Twenty

Arg, one week later, marked the
building’s transition from cinema
into nothingness. Amongst other
things, its title refers to the name of
the lamp which lights the projector.
The arc was originally made by
sending a current between two car-
bon rods, which produced the bril-
liant light needed to project the
moving image. But McCaughey’s
project looked further back than the
building’s cinematic history — 100
years ago it housed ‘Hengler’s
Circus’. Deep in the heart of the
city, a full complement of wild ani-
mals from every corner of the globe
would be led up from their base-
ment lairs into the glare of the pub-
lic gaze. They were also taken into

the Mackintosh building of the
Glasgow School of Art, which sits
behind the ABC site, where the
bemused students were required to
draw the exotic creatures.
McCaughey negotiated access
to this building in the grey period
between the end of the cinema’s
lease and the sale and ‘regenera-
tion’ of the building. He persuaded
the cinema to sell him the 7omm
projector and leave the quadra-

phonic sound system in place. The
audience for Arc entered through a
side fire-exit, which necessitated a
disorienting, subterranean crawl
through the ‘backstage’ of
labyrinthine passages. McCaughey
made a short looped film on 7omm,

projected it into this space and
miked up the sound of the projector
into the auditorium = which, with
the seats ripped out and the audi-
ence displaced, was cavernous,
echoing and soulless. Walking
around this strange non-space con-
jured up feelings of watching a
movie during a wartime emergency
- the audience were not present to

see a film but to be with other peo-
ple, even if words were never
exchanged. The novelty of being
able to walk around as the film was
screened was a simple but signifi-
cant re-addressing of the usual cin-
ematic paradigm.

MeCaughey’s film presented a
flying sweep around the building
itself, shot from high above the city
in a lyrical arc which ended the loop
above the cinema where it began. It

takes a very keen eye to see that the
image is, in fact, still: McCaughey’s
film is the result of some supple
rostrum camera work, As the cam-
era spins away from street level,
soaring into the city sky, it has both
the feel of a classic movie opening
and a classic end shot. The noise of
the whirring, clicking projector
piped into the auditorium slowly
became the sound of a helicopter,
and when the faint strains of
Wagner began, it suddenly became
clear we were listening to frag-
ments of soundtrack culled from
Apocalypse Now, one of the last

movies shown in the space.
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McCaughey identified two points in
the film where the word ‘arc’ is
mentioned and he looped a version
of the soundtrack between these
two points, fading in and out, dis-
tant and abstract one moment, ¢lear
and focused the next... ‘incoming,
incoming’.

There are no simple conclu-
sions to the various components of
Arc, more a poignant marking of
the movement of time and the

413

memories it leaves behind. While
the work was showing, McCaughey
proffered an open invitation to any
projectionists who had worked in
the cinema to come in to be pho-
tographed. The day I visited I saw a
small group in the projection room
waiting to have their portraits
taken. One of them had begun
working in the building in 1947.
Together, these half a dozen unas-
suming characters had projected
the greatest and most awful films
imaginable, charting the breathtak-
ing rise and fall of the last 5o years
of cinema history.

Ross Sinclair

Peter McCaughey
A
2000

nstallation view
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I must finally convey a debt of gratitude
to Tom Lawson and Susan Morgan, editors
of Real Life Magazine, an independent
publication ‘By and about artists’, first
published in New York in 1979/°80/°81
and periodically thereafter throughout the
eighties and early nineties.

| first met Tom Lawson in ‘89/°90 when
he returned to Glasgow to prepare a solo
show at the Third Eye Centre. | must have
discovered the magazine at that point,
though my memory is hazy. | know Tom
had deposited a few early issues of the
magazine in the GSA library but it was, in
the pre-internet age, impossible to access
any of the others. However, in the early
‘90’s, the very idea that Tom and Susan
had published some of the first writing
by Jenny Holzer, Barbara Kruger, Kim
Gordon, Richard Prince and many others
in their modest black and white publication
was very exciting, if almost mythological
in its inaccessibility and other-ness. The
additional and critical fact that Tom had
travelled to New York from Scotland, via
Edinburgh and St Andrews in the late ‘70’s
and become an important and influential
figure as both artist/writer in that dynamic
milieu was quietly inspirational to me
and my peer group. It demonstrated that
anything was possible, and geography need
no longer be a handicap. At this point it is
worth mentioning that from this distance
in time and perception it’'s sometimes
hard to remember what the ‘80’s and early
nineties were really like in Glasgow as |
encountered them while a student at GSA,
beginning in 1984. Culture was thin on the
ground, there were very few opportunities
to see or show anything apart from new
image figurative painting. With one or
two notable exceptions, there was no
hinterland of accessible senior artists
making challenging contemporary art.
There were few role models, no workable

local route maps. Many ambitious artists,
like Tom had done a decade before, simply
left the country. In 1988 The Glasgow
Garden Festival had briefly illuminated the
south bank of the River Clyde, the first
major celebration of its kind held in the
city since the Empire Exhibition of 1938,
fifty years previously. | suppose not much
had happened in the interim that was
deemed worth celebrating by the civic
fathers. This was followed hot on its heels
in 1990 when Glasgow donned its mantle
as European Capital of Culture. While
some would characterise this as the start
of the cities post-industrial renaissance,
to many others in the city it simply
represented hollow rhetoric, accelerating
the development of what we understand
contemporaneously as a neo-liberal,
almost Kafka-esque economic model of
rapacious banking madness, promoting
divide and conquer, entrenching the chasm
between the rich and the poor. It has been
argued that this created a wedge between
the old identity of the city and the new
elite creating a brand new festival of
problems, many of which remain disputed
to this day. Of course the truth as it was
lived through those years was to be found
somewhere in-between the gutter and the
stars. However it is worth re-stating that
this was the socio-economic legacy from
which Han Ulrich Obrist would conjure
his Glasgow Miracle, illuminated in such
vivid Technicolor against this drab historical
backdrop.

| subsequently worked with Tom shortly
after our initial meeting in 1991 when | was
looking after Alan Dunn’s Bellgrove Billboard
Project where Tom and | made a work while
Alan was away on exchange, and | helped
to facilitate the production and installation
of his work. Over 1991, | talked with Tom
about setting up an official exchange (when
our original idea for an informal visit fell
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through) with Glasgow School of Art and
California Institute of the Arts, where he
had just begun working as Dean of Fine
Art. | eventually exchanged officially for
half a year in 1992, at the very end of my
studies. Since then dozens of artists from
Glasgow School of Art have studied at Cal
Arts and a few have even made it in the
other direction.

Over that period | had been on a voyage
of discovery traversing theoretical
material including Baudrillard, Barthes,
Eco, Lefebvre, de Certeau, Vaneigem,
Debord around which a sustained critical
interrogation of the nature and existence
of everyday life, spectacular life, and Real
Life was hotly contested. | had rehearsed
a dialogue central to my project in the
series of T-Shirt paintings, proposing Real
Life vs. Spectacular Life amongst many
other slogans that could be seen in many
shows around that time. (Pl Ross Sinclair:
Real Life CCA ppl4/15). My practice at
that point was formally diverse and was
exploring relationships between high and
low culture activated in particular contexts
in relation to specific audiences. Slowly
the idea came into focus that | would
have the words Real Life tattooed on my
back, creating a new Real Life Character, a
presence to develop my nascent practice
through, creating an identifiable structure
to identify and protect the different threads
of the project, exploring performance and
live sculptural installation, drawing them
together in a loose wiring loom of cultural
cables in order to illuminate a path into
the future.

Tom and Susan were talking about
producing a final issue of Real Life Magazine
and | discussed with them | was thinking of
having a tattoo made which would serve
as an umbrella concept to hold over my
developing practice. They enthusiastically

proposed that they would pay for the
tattoo to be made, if they could use the
resultant image as the cover for the final
issue of the magazine, to which it was
agreed | would also contribute an essay
about the nascent art scene in Glasgow,
discussing the imperatives for its dynamic
inception. So this is what we did, and that’s
how it happened.

This symbiotic collaboration marked a
significant place on the timeline of the
magazine and an even more dramatic
one in my own practice as | brought into
being this new character, a novel vehicle
that would embody the complexities and
contradictions churning around this broad
hinterland of ideas constructing a paradigm
of Real Life from 1994 onwards.

| would begin to test the potential of a
dialogue with audiences proposed through
these ideas with a project based on practical
empirical  experimentation  translated
through a permanent tattoo on my body
in a practice led research project. | was
sure, at Terry’s Tattoo Parlour in Glasgow
that day in 1994, that the tattooing of the
words Real Life on my body would take up
the baton of an autonomous, artist initiated,
self determined practice Tom and Susan
had championed so effectively through
the magazine. At that point | could only
imagine the hundreds of exhibitions and
thousands of moments of publication and
engagement with audiences | would take
around the world with my Real Life project
that would flow in many directions from
that one simple act and inspired by their
belief in the value of the voice of artists.

The texts gathered in this document should
help to illuminate that journey.

R.S. 2016
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