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New model army: ‘My Brother Went to
See Hell and All I Got Was This Lousy
Souvenir Again’ by Jake and Dinos
Chapman (main image) and Andy
Holden’s ‘Pessimism of the Intellect,
Optimism of the Will’ (inset) go on
sale on Wednesday; Simon Hardeman
rocking at London’s Riflemaker
(below); the Hungarian violinist
Joseph Joachim is celebrated on a new
CD MODERNACTIVITY; GETTY IMAGES

Bag a bargain
Chapman and
boost a career

There will be
blood-splatter

BY CHARLOTTE CRIPPS

A

rt collectors can pick up
a bargain in the
contemporary art
market next week –
whilst also helping a great cause.
The Contemporary Art Society
(CAS) has commissioned brand
new artworks including Jake and
Dinos Chapman’s model sculpture
with plastic figurines, My Brother
Went to See Hell and All I Got Was
This Lousy Souvenir Again, which
will go under the hammer at the
CAS’s glitzy annual London
auction. It hopes the Chapman
brothers’ contribution will fetch
£15,000 to £20,000, while Gavin
Turk’s silkscreen on canvas
Transit Disaster Beige Small and
Yinka Shonibare’s Toy Painting 33,
are both estimated to make £8,000
to £12,000 each.
These artists were paid no
more than £2,500 by the CAS to
create the works. Proceeds from
the auction will be used to buy new
works, by emerging artists, for
public collections.
“Artists are naturally generous
and this unique fundraising model
provides vital support for artists,
galleries and museums in a time of
severe government cuts,” explains
Paul Hobson, CAS Director. “It
also enables audiences to
experience the inspirational art
of our times.”
For more than 100 years the
CAS has nurtured up-and-coming
artists by spotting them early on in
their careers and securing works
for collections whilst they are still
affordable. Damien Hirst had just
left art school when the CAS
purchased his first work for the
Tate’s collection in 1991, several
years before he won the Turner
Prize. It also bought first works by
Picasso, Henry Moore and Francis
Bacon for public collections.
“We use our curatorial eye for
buying ahead of the curve,” says
Hobson. “Last year, we gave £1.2mworth of modern and
contemporary art to museums,
which amounts to more than 8,000
works over the past century.”
New artists will also have work
sold in the auction. Alice
Channer’s Stretch Body Double is
made using a roller to roll ink onto
a Topshop stretch-body garment;
Susan Collis’s sculptural work
Untitled, looks exactly like a set of
carpet grips, but has been crafted
from aluminium with gold leaf.
Andy Holden’s four bowls

Pessimism of the Intellect,
Optimism of the Will is created on
melted gramophone records.
Shonibare says: “The
Society’s placement of works
within public institutions is also
extremely valuable patronage to
artists ourselves – it allows us to
continue our work, and supports
our practice.”
‘Material World’ gala auction on 9
March at Bloomsbury House, London
WC1. www.
contemporaryartsociety.org

Revisit a war
of Romantics
BY JESSICA DUCHEN

T

he British violinist
Daniel Hope is setting
out to restore Joseph
Joachim (1831-1907) to
his rightful place as the lynchpin
of music-making in the Romantic
era, with a new CD entitled The
Romantic Violin. And it’s not a
moment too soon, for some of the
19th century’s crucial musical
developments revolved around
this violinist and composer.
The child prodigy was
mentored by Mendelssohn, who
conducted a performance of the
Beethoven Violin Concerto in
which Joachim, aged 13, was the
soloist. “Without that
performance, the concerto might
have disappeared,” says Hope.
Liszt, then honorary
kapellmeister to the court in
Weimar, persuaded the still
teenage violinist to become
leader of his orchestra in 1848.
Then Joachim famously
provided the 20-year-old
Johannes Brahms, with a letter of
introduction to Robert and Clara
Schumann, a meeting that
profoundly affected the course of
Brahms’s life and music. But just

T
before that, Brahms went to see
Joachim and Liszt in Weimar.
When Liszt played his B minor
sonata to his assembled students,
Brahms fell asleep.
What ensued was the socalled War of the Romantics,
which split the aesthetic of new
music in Europe. Liszt, Wagner
and their followers determined to
create “the music of the future”,
while Brahms, Joachim and Clara
Schumann deplored such
iconoclasm and its showiness.
“If Joachim had not split with
Liszt the Liszt Violin Concerto
would not have been forgotten;
and there might have been one by
Wagner. Instead, we have
Brahms, Schumann, Dvorak,
Bruch…”, says Hope.
‘The Romantic Violin’ is out on
Deutsche Grammophon on Monday

How hip-hop
scores 16pts
BY NANCY GROVES

W

hen did Scrabble
get so twee?
Everyone’s
favourite wordgame has been hijacked by the
indie-pop crowd that shows no
signs of relinquishing “Scrabble
Sundays” and DIY letterjewellery. Isn’t it time that
verbally dextrous hip-hop
claimed a triple-letter-score
or two?
Manchester “spoken-word
collective” Pen-ultimate think so.
Their latest show, A Night on the
Tiles, features a mix of Scrabble
and high-stakes action.

I cut a record.
Literally
BY SIMON HARDEMAN

I
“It started out as a bit of a joke,”
says MC and poet Ben Mellor. “We
were thinking of novel ways to
create a spoken-word piece and
came up with the idea of a music
video featuring a bunch of seedy
gangsters playing Scrabble.” With
help from US hip-hop playwright
Will Power, Pen-ultimate fleshed it
into an hour-long show, heavy on
the long words, and cinematic
references from Guy Ritchie to
Kung Fu Hustle.
Mellor, current the BBC Radio 4
Poetry Slam Champion, concedes
that spoken-word has a less-than
bad-boy image. “It’s a hangover
from your more traditional poetry
reading.” But this bears no reality
to the Manchester scene, he says,
which is spearheaded by the likes
of Lemn Sissay and Breaking
Cycles’ Benji Reid, organiser of the
Process Festival where Penultimate first formed.
“There’s page poetry and stage
poetry; rapping and spoken word,”
says Mellor. “Hip-hop is a culture
in itself. But just as many people
like us cross over and out into
other things.”
‘A Night on the Tiles’ is at Tara Arts,
London SW18 (020-8333 4457)
8 to 12 March, then touring
(www.pen-ultimate.net)

’m singing into a
microphone that
resembles a flattened
colander, while, at waist
level, there’s another one picking
up my guitar. In front of me is a
battered, grey-green, four-foot
wide control-desk like something
out of an early nuclear power
station, with trembling meterneedles over words like
“attenuator” and “kilocycles”.
With this 1950s mixer and a
1930s record-cutter, vinyl nut
Lewis Durham has, for London’s
Riflemaker gallery’s Analog show,
created a studio not unlike the
one that Elvis Presley would have
walked into in 1953. And I’m
making a record in it. Literally,
the way everyone once did. There
are no tapes, no effects, no
second chances. Here, as I sing,
my record is gouged. It’s a little
stressful. And it’s unique.
“It’s the only place where you
can just turn up and cut a disc
from playing live,” Durham says.
He is 20, his passion fired by
wanting to recreate the sound of
old 78rpm discs on equipment he
salvaged and that otherwise
would have ended up at the tip.
“Doing it this way is the only
way to get the old magic, to get
something that sounds like a
record,” he explains.

Analog studio at Riflemaker, London
W1 (020 7439 0000) to 17 March.
Listen to Simon Hardeman’s song at
www.simonhardeman.com/
independent.html

here was a telling
moment the other day
on Saturday Review,
the Radio 4 artsdiscussion show I
present. We were
talking about David Michôd’s
excellent film Animal Kingdom and
someone on the panel – I forget who
exactly – expressed the view that it
wasn’t overly or explicitly violent. I
did understand what was being said
here. Michôd’s film is mostly
preoccupied with what happens in
between violent acts, full of
frightening moments which teeter
on the edge without ever quite
toppling over. For anyone
maintaining a Top Ten of Menacing
Moments in the Movies (riding high
on my chart would be the coin-toss
scene from No Country for Old Men
and “you think I’m funny?” from
Goodfellas), I would suggest that the
sequence in which the psychotic
Pope goads his brother Darren with
“sympathetic” enquiries about his
sexuality may require a reshuffle in
the upper rankings. But at the same
time I felt I had to contradict that
description, if only to protect the
more squeamish listeners from
feeling they’d been misled. Because,
while Animal Kingdom doesn’t dwell
on its violence, it’s absolutely

explicit about how violent violence
is. To put it bluntly, there’s a lot of
blood-splatter, which is now
cinema’s visual hallmark for
explicitness in this field.
That it was possible to say
Animal Kingdom wasn’t a violent
movie suggested that the depiction
of violence has branched into two
main tributaries. Along one branch
you have films which are unblinking
about what violence consists of, but
which aren’t essentially interested
in violence itself and have no
interest in dragging it out. Along the
other branch you have those movies
in which the violence – rather than
what leads up to it and what follows
it – is the central pleasure. Animal
Kingdom isn’t overly violent,
therefore, in the context of the kind
of torture-porn you get in the Saw
films, even though its visual account
of violence would have generated
shock and disgust even 40 years
ago. And the one thing that both
these branches of cinema have in
common is blood-splatter – an
indispensable part of modern
cinema that is generally credited to
Sam Peckinpah, who employed it (to
mixed consternation and delight) in
his 1969 movie The Wild Bunch.
I don’t know whether it’s true
that Peckinpah was the first to open

Wild at heart: a scene from ‘Animal Kingdom’, which features some of the most menacing moments in film history

this bloody Pandora’s box (if you
know of an earlier movie that
employs arterial spray or exit-wound
action-painting I’d be curious to
hear about it), but once open there
was no going back. It’s just too
useful for both parties and, more to
the point, allows each to claim a
little of the other’s advantages.
Because another uncomfortable
truth, even for those of us who can’t
understand why anyone would want
to watch two Saw movies, let alone
seven, is that blood-splatter is
visually exciting, a sanguinary
equivalent to the porn movie’s
money-shot. Animal Kingdom isn’t a
prurient or exploitative movie, but
blood-splatter, an affidavit of its

honesty about the events it depicts,
nonetheless allows it to feed a baser
appetite in us to see the worst.
Conversely, films which glory in
damage to the human body can (and
quite often do) defend their
deployment of graphic violence with
the suggestion that this is
authenticity not mere aesthetics.
But that blood-splatter now has an
aesthetics all of its own is surely
true. If it didn’t, then a director like
Quentin Tarantino wouldn’t be able
to pastiche the conventions and
limits of bloodletting as he did in Kill
Bill. And you certainly wouldn’t be
able to download blood-splatter
brushes for Photoshop, a bit of
hobbyist software which allows

enthusiasts to give their creations
the gloss of forensic accuracy with
just the click of a mouse.
We’re so habituated to it now (or
so addicted, if you concede that it
satisfies some need in us) that what
was once a shocking step-change in
realism has become effectively
invisible (as in a sober and selfrestraining film like Animal
Kingdom) or has to be effortfully
made salient again (as in films like
Kill Bill, or any movie which
employs slow-motion to give us
more time to relish an arabesque of
blood). Either way, its absence now
would be oddly unsettling, taken by
the sophisticated movie-goer as a
failure of honesty, or of imagination.

Sex and the very singular Renaissance painter

We need a bigger adaptation

The National Gallery’s eyeopening Jan Gossaert show is well
worth seeing, if only for the
enjoyment of working out how he
manages to smuggle an extra little
frisson of sex into the standard
religious and mythical subjects of
Renaissance art. Most nudes, let’s
face it, aren’t sexy because – to
paraphrase John Berger – you
sense that they’re only there to be
looked at. Gossaert’s stock
figures, though, give you the
strong impression that things are
just about to get very physical. Or,
in the case of Hercules and
Deianira, that they already have.
Gossaert’s grasp of physiology is
nothing to write home about,
frankly. But he fully understands

Clive Swift, a long-standing
Independent reader, writes to
respond to my review of Andrew
Davies’s South Riding and suggest
that it might be interesting to
compare it to the 1974 Yorkshire
TV production, adapted by Stan
Barstow and starring Dorothy
Tutin in the role of Sarah Burton
(Mr Swift himself took the role of
Councillor Huggins). That version
is available on Amazon, as it
happens, though since it’s 13
episodes – as opposed to Davies’s
three – an in-depth analysis would
take a bit longer than I have
available. That fact alone tells a
story though – about the changing
ecology of the TV schedules. It’s
difficult to imagine 13 hours being

the eroticism of tangled legs, not
to mention Hercules peek-a-boo
fig-leaf -- a skimpy item which
doesn’t fully do the job it’s
supposed to. In one of his
drawings of Adam and Eve (often
as piously asexual as the couple in
Grant Wood’s painting American
Gothic) he unexpectedly
introduces deep-penetration eyegazing, a twist on the stock
conventions which, along with
Eve’s straying hand, makes it
absolutely clear what’s going to
happen next. But the best detail
occurs in one of his Venuses, where
the naked goddess has modestly
covered herself with one hand, but
then obliging parted her fingers to
create a What-the-Butler-Saw

effect. There are some marvellous
portraits, too, but it’s the pictorial
fluffing that sticks in the mind.

Erotic: Jan Gossaert’s ‘Hercules and
Deianeira’ BARBER INSTITUTE OF FINE
ARTS/UNIVERSITY OF BIRMINGHAM

handed over to any adaptation,
sight unseen, such are the
pressures to either get a hit or
to get it over before too much
damage has been done. Ironically,
given that Davies was pulled off
The Pallisers to do South Riding, the
other really big costume drama
of 1974 was Simon Raven’s much
admired adaptation of Trollope’s
political saga for the BBC, which
starred Susan Hampshire. And
if it’s difficult to imagine any
commissioner having the nerve
(or the freedom) to commission a
13-parter, you can imagine how
unlikely it is that anyone would
now order up 26 episodes before
testing the water. They were a
lot bolder 37 years ago.

