
I’m going to have to admit 
something at the outset – I have, 
and have had for some time, 

hanging in my bedroom, a print of 
Pierro della Francesca’s The Baptism 
of Christ. It is, I’m not going to deny, 
almost criminally weird to have a 
Renaissance portrait of Jesus hanging 
over you at night, particularly at a 
time – adolescence – when a lot of 
what you get up to in your room is not 
meant for human, let alone divine, 
eyes. But the reason is this: I know 
where I stand with that painting. I 
know a few interesting facts about 
it (the background, for instance, is 
100% to scale), I know a little about 
its context and a little, too, about 
its subject. It’s comforting to have a 
certain familiarity with a great work 
of art, particularly when most pieces 
of art intimidate and terrify me. 

My family find browsing art 
galleries enjoyable, to put it mildly. 
My mum is a painter and my younger 
sister is very artistically minded, even 
now, and we go round galleries to 
the accompaniment of, ‘Ooh, look 
at that!’ and ‘Wow, I love that sky… 
Look at the colours!’ I, on the other 
hand, look at a painting and, at best, 
think: ‘Well, that’s nice.’ No emotional 
effect, no sudden revelations of the 

tremulous nature of existence or 
the beauty of the world around me. 
Yeah, nice colours, interesting details, 
pretty patterns, very attractive 
subject. That’s about it really. But of 
course I can’t leave it at that. It irks 
me, it really does. Is there something 
wrong with me? Am I not cultured 
enough? Is it background, breeding, 
intelligence?

Then again, I don’t want to become 
the clichéd intellectual. I feel I’ve 
more in common with the child 
screaming and climbing over the 
obligatory sofa in the centre of the 
room (presumably there for people 

who want to stare at a painting for 
hours and ‘emotionally connect’ with 
it) than with the couple expounding 
on the postmodern alienation effects 
created by the work of the YBAs. And 
I don’t think I’m the only one. I’m 
pretty sure lots of us, particularly in 
our cynical English way, get exactly 
the same anxieties over this. Some of 
us, it’s true, actually don’t like art. But 
why, if so many people feel pressure 
to buy Ikea prints and awful paintings 
of piers from seaside showrooms, are 
important galleries such as the Tate 
losing money and custom? 

Is it this apparent aspiration 

towards ‘trendiness’? Possibly 
we might instead return to the 
Edwardian idea of paintings as 
furniture. After all, what is a Habitat 
canvas of a blurry pink flower, but 
furniture? The few galleries I can 
cope with are those with old chairs, 
dusty carpets, paintings nestled on 
picture-rails. I can, for instance, feel 
comfortable in the Fitzwilliam. This 
isn’t me being a young fogey, but 
walking about a drawing room of a 
country house is far less terrifying 
than tiptoeing around a white cube 
listening to pseudo-intellectuals 
discussing what the teddy bear 
impaled on a stick is meant to 
signify. If you are one of those 
people, I of course do not mean 
that you are a pseudo-intellectual. 
It’s probably just a figment of my 
insecurity-riddled mind. A modern 
space can do exactly the same thing, 
it just needs roughing up a bit to 
make it feel more human.

This is important. I can’t go on 
living a life in which, despite actually 
quite liking art, I can’t enter a gallery 
without feeling alienated by my 
unwillingness to pontificate. This 
needs to be rectified, because, if I 
can go into art critic mode for a sec, 
people are missing out.

Today is a sad day for me. After 
two years sat around talking about 
writing this column, and a further 
five months actually writing it, 
Hidden Cambridge is coming to 
an end. No longer can I browse 
t h e internet and 

s e c o n d -
h a n d 
bookshops 
in a 
r e l e n t l e s s 

search for 
Cantabrigian 
n u g g e t s , 
passing off 
my incessant 
t i m e -

wasting as ‘research’. It’s the end 
of an era, readers: an era in which 
I have been able to avoid doing 
any actual work. 

Cambridge is home to what 
surely must be Britain’s most 
adorably-named deceased family. 
Buried together, behind the 
Market Square Marks & Spencer, 
are the Hunnybuns. Never before 
has a place so macabre (the 
churchyard, not M&S!) managed 
to be so fluffy.  I hope the next time 
you pop in, perhaps purchasing 
an extravagant Dine For £10 offer 
for a potential romantic conquest, 
that this makes you smile. Not 
too much, though, then you’d just 
be grinning at a group of graves, 
you ghoul.

Dead people aside, I’ve decided 
to go back to the object that 
first piqued my interest about 
Cambridge oddities: a certain 
lamppost that is not all it seems. 
I don’t mean the venerable 
Reality Checkpoint, although 
it deserves a mention. It’s a 
gorgeous lamppost on Parker’s 
Piece, originally installed by 
the Electricity Supply Company 
in 1893, who generously gave a 
year’s free supply of electricity 
with it. Rather more excitingly, 
it has borne the unofficial 
inscription ‘Reality Checkpoint’ 
since the early 1970s. Whenever 
obliterated by the killjoy council 
or other, less cryptic graffiti, it 
always reappears. With its own 
Wikipedia page, it is probably one 
of the most famous lampposts 
in Britain. My more humble 
contribution to Cambridge’s 
admittedly small pantheon 
on interesting lampposts sits 
opposite Newnham’s buttery, on 
Sidgwick Avenue. I was trotting 
down said avenue in my first year, 
many moons ago, and noticed a 
sticker on the lamppost. Hoping 
it might be an interesting piece 
of graffiti, I looked closer, to find 
that it was placed there by ‘Orange 
Personnel Communication Ltd’ 
and reads ‘this lamp post is a 
replica and is not intended to be a 
functional street lamp’. It actually 
contains three cunningly-
concealed mobile phone antennae 
- but not so cunning that they 
could be bothered to stick a light 
bulb on the top. As in life, some 
things in Cambridge just make 
little sense. 
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MY RELATIONSHIP WITH ART: 
AM I JUST WEIRD?

Zoah Hedges-Stocks says 
goodbye, and talks about 
lampposts. No, really. 
Lamposts.

Ben Hawkins thinks that sometimes a painting is just a painting (unless it’s from Ikea)

Anthony Connolly’s exhibition, ‘Broken 
Meats’, is certainly hard to find, but all 
the more rewarding for it. I climbed up 
into a room that looked out over King’s 
Chapel, and whose four walls were hung 
with paintings, etchings and sketches

This collection, Connolly informed 
me, is not comprised of commissions 
but is instead painted for his own 
pleasure. As such, he takes more from 
observation and life, rather than the 
necessary mixture of observation and 
photography involved in a commission. 
He cited many influences, but especially 
a meeting that he had with the dying 
artist and friend of Samuel Beckett, 
Avigdor Arikha, in 2009, whose “energy 
was infectious, almost as if you were 
being charged.” Arikha worked directly 
from life, and, in response to this, 

Connolly said, “I revisit work endlessly 
but I do like the notion that there is 
something vital you can feed off with 
the real presence [of the sitter]”. This 
is certainly clear in his works, which 
display dynamism, vigour and vitality. 
His sketch ‘I still, but then’ comprises 
numerous sensitive cross hatchings and 
a clear line. The image shifts between 
three semi discernable figures (including 
a self portrait) and a large plant, which 
dominates the page. 

Most paintings are overlaid and 
reworked, using the technique of silk-
screening and combined materials. All 
reveal a tension between the sharply 
discernable and faded obscurity. His long 
studies, of which there are two, pick out 
faces, hands and feet in neatly worked 
lines, contrasted with the openness of 
the remaining body, swathed in clothes. 
The smaller oil paintings showed a clear 
repetition of technique and motif (the 
recurring quinces, patterns, snowdrops 
and plaster angels). 

When asked if he thought his work 
had changed over time, Connolly 
replied: 

“I don’t think time is significant… 
when I work more, that generates 
change…to the extent that I revisit 
things I did in my twenties.” This is clear 
in an exhibition that fits well, in such a 
light, high room, with the delicacy of 
the works represented. Well worth the 
climb.

EXHIBITION: 
BROKEN MEATS
India Lewis on Anthony Connolly’s out of the 
way exhibition.

I feel I should state that I am no stranger to bold, modern art. At times I wish the 
Saatchi were less of a second home to me.  However, even the English literature 
critic, with the bag, book and biro, that stumbled into the white-walled minimalist 
gallery, was kind of killed. The ‘Foldspace’ of the FOLD gallery, London, Clerkenwell, 
can be deconstructed in light of the post-modern jargon it employs on its handout. 
If we detach the ‘F’ from ‘Foldspace’ we get ‘Oldspace’, with the ‘F’ very obviously 
acting as an, ‘F-off,’ to the ‘old’. ‘Foldspace,’ when fragmented, can best be translated 
as ‘Fuck-old space.’ ‘This is NEW!’ is the proclamation of the exhibition, and this 
looks exciting. Chris Baker, Gabriel Hartley and Ellen Stanford are the contemporary 
artists highlighted as having their work hung in this exploration of ‘the process of 
painting’, featuring seven artists who can’t paint but don’t really  mind...

Sky Holmes is unimpressed by  London exhibi-
tion ‘Mudlark’. For full article, see TCS online

EXHIBITION: 
MUDLARK

Caitlin Blumgart
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