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Richard Rogers was born in Florence in 1933.
Architecture was already prominentin this Anglo-
Italian family, his father’s cousin being well-known
Italian architect Ernesto Rogers, however, atan early
age, anyaspirationsthe youngRogers may have had
to followin his father’s cousin’s footsteps seemed
remote as he struggled atschool, only learningtoread
at the age of eleven; alaterdiagnosis thathe was in
fact dyslexicexplained why this was the case.

The family had returned to Englandin 1938, just
before the outbreak of the war, and in 1949 Richard
undertook his first hesitant steps to becomingan
architect, enrolling to a foundation course at Epsom
School of Art. National Service then followed between
1951 and 1953, andin 1954 he was able to continue
his studies at The Architectural Association School of
Architecturein London, graduating with an
Associations Architecture Diplomain 1959. From
London, Rogers then moved, by way of a scholarship,
to The Yale School of Architecture in America where
he completed his Master’s degree and met, for the
firsttime, Norman Foster. The meeting with Foster
resultedinthe two youngarchitects settingup
businesstogetherontheirreturntoLondon, alongside
Rogers’s future wife, SuBrumwell, whom he metat
Yale, and Foster’s future wife, Wendy Cheeseman. By
the mid nineteen-sixties, both Fosterand Rogers, had
chosento pursue separate careers, although both
continued to pursue what had become known as High
Technology Architecture and in 1968 Rogers
completed the first of his glass cube, I-framed houses
for Humphrey Spenderin Essex, before creatinga
similarhouse forhis parentsin Wimbledon. In both,
cases structural simplicity and prefabrication methods
were key—see image below—and, in a way, signalling
Rogers ‘inside out’ approach that would come to
characterise some of his best known future projects.

Andso to 1971, when Rogers reputation for ‘inside
out’ designs was to come to the attention of
architects, designersandthe general public
throughout the world as he, Renzo Piano and
Gianfranco Franchini won the competition to design
the new Pompidou Modern Art Centre in Paris.
Commonto Rogers’ late nineteen-sixties houses, and
the Pompidou Centre, was the need to create open,
oftenverylarge, uninterrupted interior spaces.
Shifting escalators and normally interior services
outside, asisthe case with the Pompidou Centre
(below), wasthe obviousway to achieve this, leaving
people who entered asense of beingina cathedral
sized pantheon of art, but now modernised and
brightly lit by a combination of naturaland modern
artificial light. The factthat as many people come to
see the building, asthe artinside, is furthertestament
to Rogers’ and Piano’s pioneering and innovative
work, inshort, the building not only provides a
fabulous space in which to viewand enjoy modern art
but it has also become a major Parisian landmark.

With the success of the Pompidou Centre, Rogers’
reputation forinnovation and modernist design was
now at an all-timehigh and, with that, commissions
followed from around the world, however, it was
closerto home that his next large scale project was to
take place. The insurance giant Lloyd’s of London, in
desperate need of newheadquarters,launched a
competitionin 1978 for architects to submit designs
that would not only promote Lloyd’s as a successful,
future looking company butalsorival the nearby, still
under-construction NatWest Tower (opened in 1981),
which at 183m, was setto dominate the City of
London businessdistrict. Roger's company won the
competition with construction starting soon after,
however, unlike the Pompidou Centre, the design, for
anotherlarge ‘ inside- out’ building was not welcomed
by all, however, afteralmost eight years, itopenedits
doorsto its firstoccupantsin 1986.
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The Lloyd’s Building

Small offices with only afew workersin each was now
abandonedinfavourof huge open plan spaces, where
workers could look up and down at people on other
floors. A huge atrium welcomed open-mouthed visitors
intothe buildingitself, only to be beaten, fora sense of
futuristicliving, by the thrill of ridingin aglass elevator
mounted on the exterior of the main building.

In the next two decades, Rogers’ name was to become
synonymous with two other major London landmarks—
The Millenium Dome and, the so-called, ‘Cheesegrater’
Leadenhall Building. Further afield, notable designs
include: The European Court of Human Rightsin
Strasbourg, France ; 3 World Trade Centre in New York,
USA ; Senedd Building (Welsh Assembly) in Cardiff,
Wales; Madrid Airport Terminal 4, Spain.

In all of Rogers’ designs he has, without doubt, sought
to change urban landscape for the better;in
appearance as well as functionality. His buildings have
alsohad a huge impact on designs across the globe by
otherarchitects, many of whom will now become his
successors, building cityscapes which speak of the 21
centuryand continue Rogers’ philosophy of High
Technology Architecture.

Richard Rogers died on the 18" of December 2021 at
the age of 88.

Madrid Airport (above),

4 ‘Cheesegrater’, London (left)

Alison Smith, from Livingston, West Lothian, is
passionate about reducing our consumption of
plasticand, as a result, runs a businessthatallows
consumersto simply re-fill many household products
instead of buying yet more plasticbottles once
products have run out. Alison talks about her
business modelbelow.

Whatis the main goalof Green with Envi?

Our main goal at Green with Envi isto help reduce
single use plasticbeing produced. We have carefully
sourced suppliers who are also passionate about
reducing waste. All liquids that are supplied tous are
thenreturned when empty toour supplier, cleaned,
refilled and sent back to us,

i.e.zerowaste fillingup onyourhousehold products

Tell us aboutyoursuppliers?

Notonly have we sourced suppliers who are
passionate about reducing waste they are also based
inthe UK. Our refill supplieris completely Vegan too.
Our current products range includes: home cleaning
(e.g. kitchenand bathroom cleaners); laundry (e.g.
liguids and fabric conditioners); personal (e.g. soap
and shampoo).

So, how does it work?

Simply bring along your empty bottles and refillthem
at the shop or we offerhome deliveryin West
Lothian. We also have a subscription service where
youreceive yourorderonce a monthin glass bottles -
justleave yourempty bottles outforcollection when
your deliveryisdue —see
subscriptions@greenwithenvi.uk.

Is it expensive?

No, our pricesare comparable with other eco-
friendly products.

Any local products?

We stock coffee and soap made locally in West
Lothian.

Why did you start the refillery?

| started trying to reduce mysingle use plasticand
founditverydifficulttodo. | hope havingalocal
refillery will help others on theirjourneytoreduce
single use plastic. (Formoreinfo see back page).



If philosophy is the nature of understanding of
knowledge, itsreality and existence, then science is the
delivery guy. Butthe delivery guyis deliveringlessand
lessthat either makes any sense orcan be verified
mathematically orby empirical means. Alot of the ideas
are intriguing and the mathematics both elegantand
beautiful but otherthan aesthetically pleasing they
have reached an impasse that eitherdemands too much
money, energy or else the violation of the laws of
nature;includingexceeding the speed of light or
evolutionary constraints. Don’t get me wrong, there is
stillmuch to learn and even more to understand fully,
but the realityis one of diminishing returnsin thatfor
the huge amounts of money spent, alot of the most
recentdiscoveries don’treally provideanything whichis
genuinely useful to humanity otherthan satisfyingits
questforknowledge. Black holes evaporateand
gravitational waves distort space time, making
everythingthey passthrough altertheirdimensions by
an amountimpossibleto measure. Does anyone have a
use for any of this?

LIGO — Gravitational Wave detector built at a cost of
over 51 billion. This meant that other projects either had
funding reduced or were cancelled.

A Holy Grail in physics has beenthe search for a theory
that combinesthe known quantum forcesin one unified
theory. Electromagnetismis what keeps electronsin
orbitaroundthe atomicnuclei. The weak nuclearforce is
responsible forthe decay of particles as they transition
into other particles orrelease energy. The combined
theory of electromagnetism and the weak force is known
as the electroweak theory. Quantum Chromo Dynamics
(QCD) describes the strong quantum force whichis
responsible for holding together the elementary
particles, known as quarks, that make up protonsand
neutrons, togetherinthe atomicnuclei. Combining

the electroweak theory and QCD would provide
physicists with theirlonged forand, sofar, elusive
goal. Unfortunately, if suchaunifiedtheoryis
found, many people, including physics Nobel
Laurite Steven Weinberg, believes thatit probably
won’t have any practical use.

You may have already noticed that something was
missing fromour, so called, unified theory; and
that is gravity. The problem with gravity is that it
doesn’t fitwell with theories of the very small such
as those that describe the quantum world. Instead,
our understanding of gravity comes fromthe very
large and from people such as Newton and
Einstein. So what exactly is gravity? Gravity is the
distortion of space time; the fabric which makes up
the universe. A large object, such as a star, will
bend space time such that any nearby objects fall
towards it; think of a bowlingball inthe centre of a
large rubber mat suspended in mid-air; the mat
sags inthe centre due to the weight of the bowling
ball. Now consider what happens when a golf ball is
placed at the edge of the rubber mat; the golf ball
fallsintothe middle, attracted by the presence of
the largerball. Timeisalso bent, since the distance
from one side of the mat to the otheris now
longer, due to the sagging of the mat. This means
that travel time isnow longer. So everything with
mass has gravity, with the gravitational force
determined only by the object’s mass. The good
news is that there isanotheralternative theory
which has the capability of combining what we
know aboutthe quantumworld and gravity:itis
called String Theory. In String Theory, the Universe
is criss-crossed by tiny strings (so small thateven
sub-atomicparticles such as protons are vastin
comparison) thatvibrate, with each differing
frequency of vibration determiningitto be a type
of elementary particle orforce. Many, however,
argue that the theory may neverbe empirically
verified; the ten dimensions needed don’t help
either!

Certainly, we have been here before. Afamous
scientistatthe end of the nineteenth century (Lord
Kelvin?) declared, with great confidence, that every
scientificdiscovery had been made, only for
Einstein etal to come alongand spoil hisargument.
Itisalso the case that today’s scientists are often
compared, derogatively, totheirearlier
counterparts. | have to admit that most of the
scientists | know of are dead. This, however, isno
reason to dismiss the work of today’s biologists,



(continued)

chemists and physicists;itis more complicated than that.
Quantum mechanics predicts with almost absolute
certainty the behaviour of the very small; but ask
someone why a particle behavesin acertain way
(‘nobody understands quantum mechanics’—Richard
Feynman) and most will shake theirheads orelse say
that they don’tknow why, or how, butthey do know
what the outcome will be; much like watchinga magician
tell you your card was the king of hearts. Perhapsthe
greatesttragedy of science, such as String Theory, is that
it has captivated some of the best minds onthe planet
and, consequently, if shown to be anotherdead endin
the questfor a theory that describes ouruniverse, then
those involved will have wasted an entire careerand
theirlegacy will be one of derision or simply to never be
as much as a footnote in the history of science.

Itisimpossibletoread abouta lot of science without
feelingthatyou have accidently picked up the wrong
book and are in fact readingabout philosophy; the reality
isthat scientificdiscoveries and theories are alarge part
of the philosopher’sdiet; never more so that when the
theoriesinvolved may neverbe verified; whichinitself
givesrise tosome ideasthatare borderline insane.
Consider, forexample, the theory that when ouruniverse
was created, countless otheralso came into existence,
and that every action we could have takenis played out
insome other parallel world in some otherdimension;
instead of the king of hearts you picked the queen (not
too mad). Anotheridea, fromarenowned British
scientist, is that space isfilled with clouds of viruses and
that at certain pointsinits journey through space, the
earth passes through such a cloud, hence the regular
occurrences of plagues and pandemics (definitely
madder). The factis, in quantum and astronomical
physics, there is so much whichis opento conjecture
and, in a way, this opensthe door for the multitude of
opinionsand theories thatabound and, you neverknow,
it might be the maddest of the lot whichis right.

Itis perhapsthe strangeness and uncertainty about the
guantumworld that so entices philosophers. How
strange? Considerthe double slit experiment where
electrons are aimed ata barrier containing two vertical
slits. With both slits left open the electrons appearto
behave like awave producing a pattern on a target wall
beyondthe barrier of vertically very dark regions and far
lightervertical regions—the waves arriving at the wall
have eitherreinforced the pattern orcancelled it — peaks
and troughs. With only one slitopen, the electrons now
behave as particles, striking the wall continuouslyin
roughly the same place, creatinga single dark region.

So the experiment shows that electrons may be
regarded as waves or particles dependingon how
theyare observed. Nowthe strange bit! Repeat
the experiment with both slitsand you should
expectthe wave pattern. Without observingthe
pattern, coverone of the slitsand now look (don’t
fire off any more electrons). The patternyou
observeisthe one youwould expectif one of the
slitshad been covered duringthe entire
experiment. The electrons appearto knowin
advance how they will be observed! Very strange!
No one, certainly not the physicists, knowwhat’s
happening—enterthe philosophers.

double-
screen

Electrons

Electron source

v

interference
pattern

Peoplelikeachallenge, nonemore sothana
philosopherwho’s questinlife isabouttryingto
understand what life, existenceand realityis all
about. Someone once said of quantum mechanics
that as good an answer as any, to most questions,
is42 (The answerto the meaningof life in The
Hitchhikers Guide to the Galaxy). They may be
right— who knows? The German philosopherKant
famously said thatevery answerbegets another
guestion. And it gets worse, as philosophers with
an ironicbent come up with questions which are
unanswerable, meaning that what we thought was
correct or true, is now uncertain and incomplete.
And anyway what istruth? Can anythingbe truein
the absolute, irrefutable sense? Can someone who
has witnessed the same result of an experiment
thousands of times, say with complete certainty
that the same result will always be achieved even
if we continue to performthe experiment for
eternity? Is truth only ever partial? You see Kant
was right, questions, questionsand even more
guestions. Another definition of truth, by the
logical positivism branch of philosophy, isthat, in
orderto be true, something hasto be logically or
empirically demonstrated. Mathematicsis oftena
big part of this, butcritics argue that too many



theories are beingpursued and presentedinapurely
mathematical way and are, as a result, difficultto
understand, often preferring to have mathematical
elegance overtruth and substance andlackingin any real
ability for people tovisualisethe theory (Einstein said
that if he could not visualise something then he couldn’t
understandit). The reality isthat we, as a species, tend
to see somethingas true when it repeatedly fulfils
certain expectations and, forthe most part, thisis fine, it
isonlywhen we getdeeperanddeeperinthatthese
difficulties arise. In otherwords, isit not crucial to have a
complete understanding of everything, only aworking
knowledge. The alternative is to continue, perhaps for
eternity, tokeep going, opening up ever more
complexity and even more unanswerable questions. This
beingthe case, has science, atleastin some areas of
research, gone as faras itneedstoand shoulditnow
concentrate more efforton use and application of what
isalready known?

Philosophy and science will be foreverintertwined and
both, in my opinion, will continue discovering newthings
to add to our already over-burdened knowledge bank.
How much will be of any use is open for discussionand
will we everunderstand whatis goingonin the quantum
world or be able to say forsure what’s goingon inside a
black hole? Some have said that understandingthe
quantum world will provide us with the answer. What
then? Will everyonesimply stop what they are doing?
Maybe, only then, will the philosophers take overand try
to make sense of itall.

And what of the future? Many believethatintelligent
machines will one day produce everything we need and
that our limited cognitive abilities will lag so far behind
such machinesthatthey will also take overthe search for
more knowledge and greater understanding. Others go
further, believing that the ultimate goal of artificial
intelligence will be to turn the universe intoasuper-
massive super computer. And what of consciousness and
memory? Will we everfully understand these enough to
transferthemintoa virtual version of our-selves?

The realityis............ what? That we don’treally know
that much aboutourselves orthe universe. Just as we
only know about 5% or so of what is outthere, dark
matterand dark energy still being a mystery to us,
maybe thisiswhere we also are with our understanding
of everything. To be honest, in my opinion, thisis
generous; | think we know a lotless. Butthisis no bad
thing, because it means thatinstead of reachingthe end
of itslife, science, infactis only at the beginningand that
meansthat forthe foreseeablefuture, humankind will
still have a purpose. Nowthat’s philosophy!

In this feature Matis Leggiadro describesthe
exhibition Nature in excess which he curated at his
schoolin 2019, in Albi. Along with the
contemporary art centre Le Lait, Matis has staged a
series of artworks in which the main objective was
to show how art and ecology can be considered
complimentary. Indeed, art can be a vehicle for
understandingthe individualand human factors
involvedinthesecomplexissues. The commitment
of the teachers and students, in this little exhibition,
sets an inspiring example of howteenagers can be
sensitised to ecological values.

How can art be a vector for the diffusion of
ecological values?

Today is a fragile world but today is no more fragile
than yesterday, the only differenceliesinthe idea
that humanity has become fully aware of its
capacity for destabilization. In 2019, | had the
pleasure of imagining and designing the outline of
an exhibition: my first exhibition as —at the time —
an apprentice curator. Named Nature in excess, the
exhibition was an opportunity for me to think of a
projectinwhich art and ecology were a coherent
whole. Indeed, the ideathat guided me was this:
make an exhibition of artworks that question the
human capacity to act for his planet.

Nature in excess exhibition at Laperouse School, Albi

| did not design the cultural eventalone. Onthe
contrary, friends of mine helped me, especiallyinthe
brainstorming phase. Also, itis through this project
that | made the wonderful meeting of the
contemporary art centre Le Lait and precisely of
Héléene LAPEYRERE and Murielle EDET, two beautiful
people withwhom | always maintain ties and with
whom | learnalot. Indeed, it's the art centre Le Lait
that allowed me to choose artworksin the
contemporary art collection called Artotheque du Tarn
(ArtLibrary of the Tarn).



(continued)
Art as a testimony of this Nature in excess

Art isthe mirrorof societies, as much as literature. This
isconfirmedinthe sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries, during which artillustrates humanist values
and highlights emerging sciences. The art of the twenty-
firstcentury, as forit, reflected, is depicted a vanity and
decadentcivilization with brilliance. He is often the
main actor of this decadence! Thus, this contemporary
art undoubtedly questions the capacity of the world to
be towards sapiens and conversely.

Within the exhibition, it was possible to discover:

—an artwork by Tony CRAGG that plays with the notion
of primitivity and proposes the image of an abstractand
totemicworld

— two artworks by ZAO WOU Kl that are
representations of an exploded and magnificent nature
openingthe doorto the viewer’simagination

So itwas a question of Nature. Butthen, why in excess?
We mustlook further:itis human nature that is
unreasonable and uses nature excessively. The
polysemicdimension of Nature explains the title of the
exhibition. Also, thisis the reason why many works
have been chosen especially to putinto doubt human
nature.

Visitors were able to discover:

— an artwork by Barbara KRUGER on which the face of a
woman was the support of a moralizing maxim: Savoir
c'est pouvoir (Knowledge is power)

— a portrait of Yan PEI-MING whose unreadable face
seemed to be the testimony of adeep desolation

Yan
Pei-Ming,

1996

The double interest of the exhibition

The first strength of the exhibition was to presenta
theme and nota chronology. I think that thisis the
future of the museum route...and I’'m not the only
one! The theme is more accessible, broaderand
more open:it plays on the sensitive before havinga
historical utility. Also, the exhibition wassetupin a
school, intwo classrooms prepared forthe
occasion. The exhibition thereforereceived an
overwhelming majority of adolescents and was
thus aimed at young people. Forexample, | have
made visitsto entire classes and the feedback from
both studentsand teachers has always beenvery
positive.

As Jacques Chirac, former French President, said
atthe Earth Summitin 2002: "Our house burns and
we look elsewhere". And | believe thatartis a good
way to see thingsand to look at them with
insistence and intensity.

Savoir

Knowledge is Power by Barbara Kruger, 1989

It seemslike Veganuaryis causing astiramongst
farmers and people such as Lord Deben (orJohn
Gummeras he usedtobe called). Gummerwas
the Ministerforthe Environmentwhofamously
tried to feed hisfour-year-old daughtera
beefburgerduring the BSE (also known as Mad
Cow Disease) outbreakin 1990. Thankfully, the
child only took a nibble and one suspects that
was only of the bread roll that the burger was
encasedin. Asit turned out, however, BSE was



(continued)

transmissibleto humansinthe form of CID (Creutzfeldt
-Jakob Disease) and, sadly 177 peopleinthe UK are
known to have died aftercontractingit. So, here we
have a man who was willing to play Russian Roulette
with his child’s healthin orderto prove the pointthat
eating meat (inthis case beef) was a good thing.

And, heis at it again, havinga go at vegans saying that
they (we) are “muddying” the debate on climate
change to supportan animal rights agenda.lam no
expert, butlwould imagine thatthe oppositeistrue,
i.e.,itiscrystal clear that eatingred meatin particular
isharmful to the environment. A statementfrom The
United Nations claims that “the greenhouse gas
footprint of animal agriculture rivals every car, truck,
bus, ship, aeroplane and rocket-ship combined. There
isno pathway to achieve the Paris climate objectives
withouta massive decline inthe scale of animal
agriculture.” Therefore, to suggest that vegans such as
myself are usingthe environmental debate to promote
animal rightsissues seems a quite desperate attempt
to turn attention away from the real issue whichis that
global agriculture is harming the planet. And,
furthermore, whatis wrong with havingan animal
rightsagenda? Asa vegan (forwell overtwenty years
now), | believe that meat eaters don’t quite understand
what motivates veganism. From my experience, itisa
mixture of things such as health considerations,animal
welfare and concernfor the planet, butitisalso
instinctive, itfeelsright to me. Having said that, it goes
both ways and | admitthat | am not fully understanding
of what it meansto be a meateater, it feelsalien but|
would not claimthat “meatis murder” or try to
discourage anyone from eatingit. However, | would
preferifthere was less consuming of meatsince it has
been provedthatitharms the environment. We vegans
have beenthe butt of criticism and rubbish jokes over
the years (especially during my early years of
veganism). | remember complaining to the Spectator
magazine about remarks directed towards vegans by
the outspoken columnist Rod Liddle which went
beyond humourand were offensive. Also, the food
criticWilliam Sitwell’s comments made in the Waitrose
Food magazine saying he was up for “killing vegans one
by one”. He had repliedto a request to feature vegan
recipes by telling the unsuspectinginquirerthatthe
way to integrate vegans within the magazine was to
“expose their hypocrisy, force-feed them meatand
make them eat steakand drink red wine”. Sitwell

was forced toresign followingthese comments and
rightly so. | have a sense of humour; however,
some people gotoofar.

Now vegans are fighting back— not by throwing
nasty insults at carnivores but by launching
initiatives such asthe already mentioned
Veganuary which advocatesthe idea of tryingto eat
mostly vegan meals fora month. Of course, UK’s
farmers have launched their own campaign whilst
accusing Veganuary of promoting “misinformation
and false truths”. They claim that their, ‘We Eat
Better’ campaign, is not competing with veganism
but rathertryingto encourage people to buy British
meatand dairy produce. Personally, | don’t see
what difference that would make butthe main
pointisthat, eveniftheysaytheyare runninga
“fair” campaign, they are actually making
scandalous comments regarding the motivation
behind Veganuary and accusing the organisers of

lying.

On December31° 2021 SandraHiggins co-founder
of Go Vegan World challenged John Gummer’s
claimsinan interviewon Talk RADIO. She said, “far
frombeing bogus, vegan’s claims with respect to
dietand climate change are evidencebased”. She
alsochallengedthe assumption that eating British
products are acceptable because of the lowrate of
GHG emissions from animal agriculture in the UK
sayingthat “itis important notto forgetthatitis a
global problem facing all of us.” Higgins believes
that, if pressreports attributed to Gummerare
correct, “he shows scant understanding of
veganism”, meaning that he confusesthe issue of
animal rights with the climate change and
environmental harmthatis partially aresult of
animal agriculture (and this hasbeen proved using
scientificbased evidence). She argues thatif
Gummerwas concerned aboutthe plight of
farmers, he would encourage themto “transition to
a sustainable plant-based system of agriculture
based on veganicmethods.” Of course, in the real
world, thisis not goingto happen overnight, thatis,
people who enjoy their meat, dairy and eggs will
not suddenly govegan. However, with the evidence
that is crystal clear and not “muddying” in any way,
it hasto be acknowledged that stepstoencourage
veganism should be givenachance and not
rubbished by people like Gummer whose track-
record onissuesregardingred meatare not to be
trusted.



GALLERY —

Edgardo Gastini from Turinin Italy belongstoa
family of artists and stone carvers. Accordingto
Edgardo, painting has not “to explain” whatis
visible but reveal whatisinvisible (see with new
eyes).

10

Images: clockwise from top left —

A Longing for Dialogue (2021),
3-Dimensional Painting - Mixed Media,
A Witness for the Future (2021),

A witness in the Past Time (2020),

Cosmic Visions — Exhibition of Paintings



GALLERY —

David Hutchisonis an artist, writer and filmmaker
originally from the Highlands, nowbasedin
Edinburgh. He has two feature films to his credit,
Graders and Baobhan Sith. David’s paintings here
depicttheisland of Fidra, which is a RSPB nature
reserve. Fidraisalso the name of a Scottish
environmental charity whose aimisto clean-up
polluted beaches.

Images: clockwise from top left —
Bass Rock, Fidra Swans ,

Fidra Swans , Fidra ,

Fidra Swan
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Pip Denhamisa sculptorand mixed mediaartist
who is basedin Glasgow, Pip also hasa studioin
Livingston. His talentsare varied soitis no surprise
that he received the SSA New Graduate Award in
2018. Pip previously worked in graphicdesign then
went on to study sculpture at Edinburgh College of
Art where he gained a BA (Hons).

Images:
Clockwise from
top left -

Musica Obelisk,
Hand, ‘Splice’,
MEDS 2, The

Beggar,
‘Succulent’ & *

‘Inner Cabbage’,
The Instrument
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Fingal was in his Benbecula study staring out

of the window doing absolutely nothing. He was good
at that.

‘Are you writing today?’ Eilidh asked as she
placed a mug of tea on the desk beside his keyboard.
Fingal took this as some sort of underlying rebuke and
didn’tanswerrightaway, believing she was suggesting
writing was some sort of straightforward pastime.

He gazed down the croft to the western
shoreline. There, in the silent distance, angry spume
was being thrown into the air where the blustery
weatherwas driving waves onto the rocks. He couldn’t
see the sea as clearly as he once could as a high bank
of shingle was now in place; a wall built to combat
erosion and reduce the risk of the land being flooded.
He was irritated by Eilidh’s interruption as he had been
attempting to remember events from his childhood
and struggling to get some sort of idea together.

‘I need total silence to write,” he told her.
‘Well, I’'m not stopping you,’ she said.
‘What do you call vacuuming?’ he said.

A memoryflewdownand landed on alarge rock in the
grass a few yards from the window. It was a small finch
that was now drinking from the little pool of water
that layin a hollowon the stone’s surface. Fingal’s
grandmotherhad told him that during the time of
harvestthe appearance of thislittle puddle was proof
that rain had fallen during the nightand the fields
would be wet. He taxed his mind to recall in greater
detail the island of his childhood summers; the stinking
byre with mooing morning cows being milked, the
smiddy withits roaring bellows where his farrier
grandfathershod horses, hidingin dusty barn hay,
dozingagainsta golden hayrickinsummerheator
collecting eggs fromthe Andersen Shelter henhouse
where the pungent smell of ammoniawould catchin
histhroat. All long gone. He remembered croaking
corncrakesin the warm evenings that were as loud as
a pond full of frogs as he tried to getto sleep. Honking
geese, shrieking gulls, the curlew’s call, the clucking of
hensand now, if lucky, perhaps the lone call of a single
corncrake. These sounds could still be heard, but the
detail of many childhood events was fading from
Fingal’s memory. All his life the island had been his
escape, was called home even whenitwasn’t.
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It was the place where so many of his school
holidays had been spent but nowit looked like even
the land itself could disappear.

His boyhood town had been in his opinion
a prison from which any right-thinking individual
would want to escape; a place only fifteen feet
above sea level that had grown with the rise of
factories and the expansion of its dockyard. The
smell of chemicals from the plastic works, the soap
factory and the refinery hung in the air like poison
gas. There were woodyards nearby where in late
summer feral cats screamed like fractious babies. It
was sounnervingand at the time he had felt he was
living in a surrealist nightmare.

His father at one time kept canaries as a
hobby in the garden shed, their cages stacked in
rows along shelves. Fingal felt sad for the captive
birds, identifying with their situation, but he wasn’t
allowed to go near them unless his father was
present, but he could observe them through the
shed’s small window. He held a sparrow once,
rescued it from a cat that had pinned it to the
ground. Its eyes were closed, but he could feel its
tiny heart racing as he gathered it into his hands.
Realising it was still alive, he reached up and put it
on the edge of the shed roof as the canaries sang
inside, watched as it perched precariously for a few
seconds, waiting for its eyes to open, to hear it
chirrup, to seeitspreaditswings and fly tofreedom.
Butit didn’t. It simply keeled overand dropped dead
onto the earth at his feet. The cat pounced once
more, this time grabbingthe birdinits mouth, and it
hesitated forasecondto glare at Fingal before it ran
away.

‘How are you gettingon now?’ Eilidh asked
as she collected his now empty tea mug.

‘I'm not,” said Fingal.
‘Do you want more tea?’
‘Aye.

‘What have you been doing all morning?’

‘l was rememberingbeing here when | was
aboy.’

‘About what?’

‘Lots of things. | remembered being told
that | might find a coconut on the shore that had
travelled over an ocean, but | never did. Stuff like

at. Sometimes | wish | could go back to those days.



(continued)

Nowadays it’s not coconuts that you might find but
you will certainly find plastic bottles.’

‘I'll get you more tea. I’'m sure you’ll think of
something to write about.’

Through the window he noticed the finch
had returned and it was perched on the top strand of
the fence thatran behind the rock. Its tail twitched up
and down, its head constantly swivelling as it looked
out fordanger. Fingal imagined the barbed wire could
be seen as a metaphor for its life. Perhaps even his
own. As the wind buffeted and ruffled its feathers the
bird spread its wings and opened its beak to perform
an operatic chirping that no one would hear. As it
finished it gave a bow and then cleaned its bill on the
wire. It looked west. Fingal thought of the day before
his grandfather died. When the old man had gazed
sadly across those same fields with the knowledge it
would be the last time, but this bird looked happy in
some way, evenalthough it was simply a small fluff of
soft feathers in a big dangerous world. It turned and
lookedin Fingal’s direction, nodded confidently, then
fluttered up into the wind and was gone.

‘Think I'll give it up for the day,” thought
Fingal as he switched off his computer. ‘I just can’t get
any ideas.’

Michael and Rochelle collided by the magazine stand,
she was in herusual hurry and he was inanother
world, his usual detached and alienated self.

“Afteryou” he said, the refinement of good breeding
simply oozing from him.

“Ta” responded Rochellereachingacrosstothe
middle shelf, grabbingaglossy mag.

Michael eyed the girl as unobtrusivelyasfine manners
could allow. He liked the look of her, nice eyes, figure,
aterrificsmile.

“Yes, very attractive” he thought trying not to make it
obvious he was checking her out. “What a pity she’s
so common”.

His assessment continued, he made athoroughjob of
scrutinising the attractive female goingaboutininthe
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looking for flaws as much as for perfection. He noted
herjewellery—fool’s gold and plenty of it. There must
have been at least two dozeniron-pyrite rings and
studsinserted through those previously immaculate
ears. Michael dismissed any attempt to chat her up.

Her choice of magazine only reinforced his prejudice.
When he noticed hergoingfor the middle shelfshe
had gone down a notch in his estimation —the
earrings plunged her down a few more.

The middle shelf was where all the “numbers”
literature was kept but he did not call it literature. His
eyes swungaway momentarily fromthe girl as he
surveyed the rowof worthless publications which lay
spread out across the middle shelf.

Glory of Numbers had an ecclesiastical ringtoiit, the
coverwas all stained-glass and churchly looking.

Number Magic was another,and Numbers to Live By
and World Numbers —and more trashy testaments
dedicated tothe power of numbers. He hated this
worshipping of numbers, it was just one irritation
among many that made him want to get away from
theisland —away fromthe crass environmentin
which he was forcedto live.

Rochelle leftthe shop with her copy of Love and
Numbers and, followed by Michael’s gaze until she
was out of sight, walked passed the street market
stalls looking this way and that for inspiration. Her
attention was soon caught by some great looking
jewellery, stepping up to the stall she could hear the
vendorcall outin herdirection.

“Holy cows on sale here —come an’ have a look at
these darlin’ —next bigthing these are”

She had heard fromthe girls at work abouta new
craze forthe Golden Calf symbol.

“Can | have this please”? She held outan orange and
pink fluorescent card onto which a gilt trinket was
attached.

Back at the newsagents Michael was buying his daily
newspaper. Rows and rows of folded newspapers lay
side by sideina repetitive black and white pattern,
theirdesign had not changed much overthe years.
The date on the top right-hand cornerread December
the sixteenth 2038. Michael bought a broadsheetand
leftthe shop.

His only sanctuary was his home, an apartment
decorated in muted shades of brown, green and gold



with sturdy wooden bookcases lining the walls. His
onlylink with the world outside was a telephone and
a TV, butit was atiny set which was hardly ever
switched on. He sat down on hisantique leathersofa
with a Scotch whisky in his hand and reluctantly
switched the seton to pass the time until he went out
again. Michael was findingit hard torelax, he was
sorry he had agreed to meet his colleagues ata wine
bar for a Christmas gettogether.

The TV screenthrew intrusive primary coloursinto
the room. Michael took inthe images of New
Camelot with a grimace as he swallowed the contents
of hisglassina onerand poured himself another.

“What do they know about Christmas, they’re all
heathens”?

He watched the newelite with disgust partying atthe
exclusiveresort, the place where lottery winners
invariably found themselves when their numbers
came up. There was no royalty by right of birth now,
royalty was gone — sweptaway by a tidal wave of
nouveauriche money. He observed the tiny screen
wincingas a couple of fledgling millionaires emerged
unconvincingly from avintage Rolls Royce. He
watched as the pair entered the foyer of Guinevere’s
deluxe apartment complex and cursed inwardly as
they wandered obliviously pastan exquisite
landscape by Camille Pissarro and then a Picasso still-
life. It was obvious these people were unaccustomed
to thefinerthingsinlife, such wealth was wasted on
them, all the money in existence could neverendow
them with eventhe most minute level of refinement
and good-taste.

“It’s the same with the people at work” he reflected,
automatically swallowing anotherdrink. Every last
one of them lived forthe day theirnumbers would
come up “and, for what purpose”?

He thumped his empty glass down onto the coffee-
table infrustration. Michael knewonly too well that
good-breeding was something money could not buy,
he knew that alright. His own family tree haunted
him, the name remained, the pedigree intact but the
family fortune was history and here he was nothing
more than fodderforthe micro-chip industry.

“Off” he snapped anirritable command at the little
television.

Thiswas the only word he enjoyed sayingtoitso he
always made the most of it. He poured himself
anotherdrinkfeelinginless thanaparty mood but
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sadly aware that he would have to go back out into
that nightmare world and socialise with a bunch of
plebeians.

The Ape and Grape wine-barwas holdinga
Millennium night which was not unusual, the common
people celebrated the NewAge endlessly because, for
them, it was when things had begunto change.
Michael’s mood had not improved, he knocked back
whisky after whisky and spent his time despising the
décor. The focal point of the cavernous bar was a
scaled-down model of The Beagle and the Darwinian
theme was followed through by the syntheticcreation
of a tropical island complete with wild-life noises,
pungent-smelling exoticfruittreesand frenzied,
savage looking go-go dancers.

His attention shifted from one glass-cased replica of
an extinctspecies tothe next causing his morale to
sinkeven lower. Christmas had to be catered fortoo
so a disorientating combination of the tropics meeting
the frozen north made himfeel asif he was attending
a party inan insane asylum. The artificially generated
sunshine of adesertisland beach turned, without
warning, intoa chilly, syntheticsnowy grotto and
monkey chatter competed with jingly bells music
while waiters scurried by dressed alternatelyasa
chimpor an elf.

But, worst of all , the lottery draw was about to be
broadcast ona massive surround-sound television
screen at the opposite end of the vast room. Michael
has consciously tried to sitas far away as possible
fromit but, even with all the distractions, it was the
numbers game which dominated the constantly
evolving chaos that was the Ape and Grape wine-bar.

With head in hands he was justuprightenoughtosee
Vince Gallagher make his way towards him. He looked
at the overweightlittle man with eyes that could
hardly bearto stay open, he loathed Gallagher
because he was always so cheerful andintune with
his surroundings. Vince was drunk.

“Come on Mike baby, you’re gonnamissthe draw”.

He was standing uncomfortably close nowand
Michael was starting to lose it.

“Fucking numbers mumbo-jumbo” he managed to
spitthe words out of his mouth — “pagans that’s what
| live amongst— pagans and fucking riff-raff running
the country —whateverhappenedtothe divine right
of kings”?

“All right, all right, keep yourshirt on” Vince was



(continued)

visibly wounded by the verbal attack and a little
surprised to hear his normally mild-mannered
colleague swear.

“And, don’tgive me all that royalty crap either” the
small fat man was becoming annoyed, “they had
theirturn now it’s ours— life’s alottery mate —take it
orleaveit”.

Michael closed his eyes tightly to block out
everythingbut openedthemintime tosee Vince
mime a low curtsey and say with a sneer, “begging
your leave your fucking majesty”. He kept watching
as the short, fat man wobbled back towards the
massive television screen.

He was tryingto leave when he heard the sound of
laughter miraculously rise above the cacophony, it
was comingfromthe direction of the TV screen. He
justhad to look because, somehow, strangely, the
sound had pleased him. Ithad an inexplicable
attraction like the sound of a golden saxophone
amongst an orchestra of tinny penny-whistles.

Rochelle was jumping up and down and embracing
herfriends. Michael felt shock-waves permeate his
otherwise alcohol-numbed body when he realised it
was the girl he had bumpedinto at the newsagents.
He surprised himself even more when
disappointment made himthink that she would not
be interestedin him now—not now that she had
won the lottery.

Someone was saying “Hi”.

He took his head out of hishands and, raising it
slowly, the firstimage to hit his blearyeyeswas a
lovely neck circled by a chain with several tiny, shiny
golden cows dangling all the way round. Rochelle
noticed his fascination with the necklace.

“It must have brought me luck tonight” she smiled
herterrificsmile in his direction. He was speechless
but she persisted despite no effort on his partto
converse, “just celebrating my win on the lottery”
she saidleaningacross the bar trying to attract the
attention of a chimpanzee impersonator who was
sellingdrinks.

Michael was unable to draw his attention away from
the lovely neckand the jewellery he would normally
have found so offensive, yeton thisneckitdid not
seem sacrilegiousitseemed harmless, beautiful
almost. 16

“I suppose you’ll be celebrating Christmasin New
Camelot this year now that your numbers have come
up”? He slurred a drunken sentence togetherstill
obsessing overthe sacred cows.

“Hardly” laughed Rochelle. “l only won forty quid,

anyway, | don’tgive atoss about moneyand | wouldn’t
want to spend half-an-hourinthat place”.

His eyes were raised nowand he could see herface was
alive with laughterand he feltlike he had neverfelt
before, he feltlike he belonged somewhere.

“What’s your name anyway” she asked him “Michael”
the word came out as clearas a Christmas bell.

“Well Michael can | buy you a drink, see if we can cheer
you up a bit”?

“Thanks, make it a Scotch” he was saying as he watched
herscribble something onto ayellowdrinks mat which
looked, smeltand felt exactly like aflat banana.

He stared enlightened as digit followed, digit, he never
realised that six numbers could be so sublime, so full of
possibilities. Rochelle handed him his whisky and the
flatbanana and waved.

“Ring me soon” she said and disappearedintothe
crowd.
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As with Marcel Proust, the author, Guy de Maupassant
came from a French middle-class family. Born 21 years
before Proustin Normandy, he led alife typical of
many single middle-class men of the time; his main
occupations beingwomanizing and boating. On
movingto Paris he counted Flaubertand Zola as
friends, at one pointbecoming France’s second best-
sellingauthor behind Zola. The novel, 'A Life’, is the
first of six novels he wrote before his deathin 1872 at
the age of just 42.

The novel tells the story of Jeanne de Lamare, from
when she leaves convent school until, after 29 years,
she becomesagrand-mother. As with the author
himself, Jeanne has enjoyed a wealthy Normandy
upbringing. My initial thought was this novel could be
quite Proustianinitsdelivery, if only due to some
similarities between de Maupassant and Proust such
as background and subject, however, itis not, instead
itisthe simple story of someone’s life and as such
proceedsinan easy-to-followseries of short chapters;
more like his friend Flaubert. Itis also with great
pleasure that | have found another French writer of
great quality whom, up to this point, | had not heard
of. And so to the novelitself; orlet’s say ashort story
with an unexpected but optimisticend.

The novel begins with Jeanne and her parents making
the journeyfromtheirhomein RouentoJeanne’s new
home; the chateau of Les Peuples onthe Normandy
coast. Making the journey with Jeanne, was herfather,
Baron Le Perthuis des Vaudes, her mother, Adelaide,
and Rosalie the housemaid, described as a tall and
strapping Norman girl who was around the same age
as Jeanne and was treated almost as a second
daughter.

Life at Les Peuples, to begin with, was very enjoyable,
with walks down to the seaand spendingtime with
herparentsamong the poplartree lined avenue that
led to the chateau and its surrounding gardens.
Jeanne’sambition, however, was to find a husband
and with the news, broughtto them by the local
priest, thatan eligible bachelor had recently movedto
a nearby estate, the second part of Jeanne’s journey
was aboutto begin.

Monsieur le Vicomte de Lamare’s appearance is
described as that which, ‘women dream of and men
find disagreeable.’ His family history also finds favour
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(continued)

with Jeanne’sfatherastheydiscoverthatde
Lamare’s fatherand Jeanne’s grandfathershared a
mutual friend. In fact, it seems almost as if the
Baron isfallingforde Lamare anditis not until a
boat trip to Etretat that it becomes clearthat de
Lamare isto become Jeanne’s future husband.

z Vor 2SN,
Etretat, Normandy by Claude Monet

A new character now enters the story, Jeanne’s
mother’ssister, Lison, an unmarried woman who
aftervarious misfortuneslivesinareligious house
for people who are alone inthe world. At forty-two
she seemsolderand rarely speaks, appearing only
at mealtimes, before disappearing once more to
herroom. Hersis a story of little love and little
interestin her, rarely beingkissed and largely
ignored.

Jeanne’s happiness was now at its peak with her
love for, and marriage to, de Lamare; now known to
heras Julien. Theirhoneymoon to Marseilleand
thenon to CorsicaleftJeanne insuch a state of
utter contentmentthatshe did not want to return
to Les Peuples. The first signs of Julien’s true
character had also begun to emerge, as he took
charge of theirfinances, only allowingJeannea
small amount of money to spend.

Jeanne’sreturnto Les Peuples seemed tosignal the
beginning of anew part of her life and one that she
seemed uneasy with as the house that she had
spentsuch happytimesin, and where she had
dreamed of an exciting future, had nowall but
vanished. She wasn’t herselfanymore; able todo
what she wanted when she wanted; she was now
the wife of a man and, although she loved him,
some doubts about her future happiness were
beginningto appearasJulien’s meanness continued
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and hisdrinkingincreased. Rosalie, inthe meantime,
had, unknown to Jeanne, been sleeping with Julien
which resultedin hergivingbirth to a child. Attempts
were made to find out who the fatherwas but Rosalie
remained tight-lipped, untilone nightJeanne entered
herhusband’s bedroom to find Rosalie and Julien lying
there together. Atthis discovery, Jeanne’s world fell
apart, not only because of her husband’s adultery but
also because now she would lose Rosalie, who had
beenJeanne’s mainsupport. She also, at this time,
realised that Rosalie’s son was Julien’sand thathe and
herown soonto be born sonwould be brothersand
share the same father.

As Rosalie had to be sentaway from Les Peuples, the
Baron had arranged for herto have one of hisfarms. He
had also arranged a husband for herto help runthe
farm. Jeanne, reluctantly, agreed to continue her
marriage to Julienforthe sake of herson and to keep
the possibility of having a daughter, which she had long
dreamed of, alive.

Life at Les Peuples seemed to settle down and Jeanne
and Julien beganto pay visits to otherfamilies nearby.
Eventually aclose friendship begins to flourish with
anotherfamily, of similarstanding and similarinterests,
the Fourvilles. Right away thisseemed tobe a
friendship that would benefitbothJeanneandJulien, as
the Fourvilles exuded contentment and happinessin
theirown relationship and, with a genuine affection
towards the couple from Les Peuples, both couples
became frequentvisitors to each other’s estates. A
common interest between the two couples was horse
riding, which Julien and the Comtesse were particularly
fond of, howeverthe readeris soon aware that there
was more goingonthan justa fondnessforriding
horses, asthey beganto spend more and more time
together, often without their partner’s knowledge.

The next part of Jeanne’s life was to be a tragic one. Her
motherdied suddenly and the Comte became aware of
the affair between his wife, whom he loved very much,
and Julien. In afitof rage, he found themtogetherina
shepherds caravan on a steep hillside. Bolting the
caravan door fromthe outside, he then pushed the
caravan untilitbeganto gatherspeed onthe slope.
Screams came frominside as the caravan bounced
several times before launchingitselfintoagullyand
shatteringlike abroken egg, killing both people inside.
That same evening, Jeanne gave birthto a still-born
daughter.

Now onlyJeanne, the Baron, Aunt Lison and Pullie
(Paul), herson, were left. Life settled down for a while



(continued)

and Pullie grewtaller. One day Jeanne’s idyll was
broken by the news that Pullie wastoleave Les
Peuplesand attend school.Jeannewas heart-
broken andso it proved thatfrom that day on
motherand sonwould neverbe close again. Pullie
made friends, and with a new foundindependence,
visits home became less and less and overthe
coming months, which thenturnedintoyears, his
only communication home was to ask for money
with which to pay off his gambling debts, resulting
inthe Baron havingto dispose of more and more of
his property until even Les Peuples had alarge
mortgage.

Life only seemed to go from bad to worse for
Jeanne asfirst the Baron died and then, soon after,
AuntLisonalsodied. Jeanne, nowheavilyindebt,
becameill once more only to awaken one morning
to find a familiarfigure sittingon anarmchairin her
room: itwas Rosalie. Rosalie promised that she
would stay with Jeanne forever nowthat herson
had grown and the farm was doing well.

In the final part of the novel, Jeanne and Rosalie,
have moved from Les Peuples (sold to clear debts)
to asmallerhouse in Batteville. At firstreluctant to
evenleave hernewhome, with Rosalie’s help,
Jeanne searches Parisforanysigns of Pullie; only to
return home without success until one day a letter
arrives from Pullie telling her that his wife is dying
aftergiving birth toa daughter. Rosalie goes to Paris
to bringthe infanthome with Pullie promising to
followherina fewdays, after his wife’sfuneral has
taken place.

The novel concludes with Rosalie sayingtoJeanne,
‘You see, life’s neveras good oras bad as we think.’
And with thisthe readeris left witha more
optimisticviewof the life tocome foreveryone at
Batteville.

Andso an enjoyable book ends with, perhaps, a
happierendingthan might have been expected.

Guy de
Maupassant

1850-1893
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Reading Modernists & Mavericks by Martin Gayford you
are immediately aware that thisis not a dry academic
record of visual art during the mid-twentieth-century.
Rather, it surveysthe artscene in London (mostly) from
the start of the post-war period up to the late 1960’s
usinga lively narrative full of anecdotes and first-hand
accounts from people who were there at the time.
Gayford comes across as someone whois onintimate
terms with some of the players. He islike aninsider who
has been given specialaccessto thisspecificplacein
time and the characters who took part inthe evolving
story of twentieth-century art history. Itis entertaining
to read about how young artists came togetherforthe
common purpose of shaking up the stuffy academicart
world in Britaininthe mid 1940’'s. With stories such as
the two well-to-do boys Lucien Freud and John Craxton
sharinga flatat 14 Abercorn Place where they would lay
glasson the floor—with “a new sheetof glassfora
special guest” (this probably meantan establishment
figure). It sounds like astrange type of décor but itkind
of explains theirrebellious intentions right from the
start.

And, rebellious they were. Much effort wentinto
annoyingthe art school masters and, although this
mightseem like youthful zealousness, itdid resultin
importantinnovationsinstyle and subject matter.
Individual artists come tolife inthis book, it depictsa
creative environment that must have been truly exciting
for these pioneers of what could be achievedinthe
language of the visual. There was an amazing variety of
outpouring of ideas, techniquesandimagery ranging
from the mystifying paintings of Francis Bacon alongside
the earlier more traditional (but still different) works by
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Victor Passmore and William Coldstream. In addition
there was the abstraction of Howard Hodgkin and
Gillian Ayers, pop-artasintroduced by artists such as
PeterBlake and the painterly, almost excruciatingly
dense paintings by Leon Kossoff and Frank Auerbach.
There isan amusinganecdote about one of
Auerbach’slife classes. Daphne Todd one of his
studentsrecalls “it was a fearsome place”, she
continues “nobody spoke, and they grunted while
they painted. It was very intense. There was no

colour”. This might sound grim, however, the tale
seems to be recounted with affection.

Although some of the art was being createdin dark,
forbiddingart-schoolrooms, the world outside was
becominganythingbutintenseand colourless. During
the period covered by the book the 1960’s social and
cultural revolution was taking place and this
undoubtedly had reverberations with the visual art
being produced. Youngartists such as the
aforementioned Peter Blake, Bridget Riley, Patrick
Caulfield, Richard Hamilton, R BKitaj and David
Hockney appeared onthe scene. Thisisonly to name
but a few. In the midst of the Perfumo Affair, the
drug bust of members of The Rolling Stones and all
the major changesinsociety that were taking place,
artists were busyrecording andinterpretating the
world around them. Of course, Blake is well known
for the Beatles Sgt PepperLP coverand Hamilton for
the image of Mick Jaggerand friendinapolice car
(entitled Swinging London 1967). However, Gayford’s
book explores thisfurtherand recountsthe
interesting story of the female artist Pauline Boty
who studied stained-glass due to the fact she was a
woman and so was discouraged to do painting.
Nevertheless, Gayford tells us, “she gave up stained-
glass to become one of the most innovative painters
in London”. Boty was featured alongside Blakeand
two other artists Derek Boshierand Peter Phillipsin
the BBC arts series Monitorin a programme entitled
Pop Goes the Easel (1962). Gayford goeson to
explain that Boty, asa woman ina prejudiced, male-
oriented art world, broke new ground. With paintings
such as The Only Blonde in the World (1963) she was
taking a sideways swipe at the outmoded attitude
towards women artists at the time. Sadly, Pauline
Boty passed away due to illnessin 1966 at the young
age of 28 so it will neverbe known how her career
might have progressed. However, it seems certain
that she would have providedinspiration to women
artists who came after her.
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Pauline Boty — The Only Blonde in the World (1963)

Perhapsthree artists stand out for different reasons
inthis anthology. Following Francis Bacon’s story itis
intriguing to ponderabout what made himtick, he is
a mystery. This book, however, is possibly as good as
or as close as anyone could getto explainand
document hisrelationships with people and his art.
Much is written about David Hockney in the book (he
and Gayford are friends and collaborators). Again,
thisisentertainingandthere isno doubtthat
Hockneyisa formidable talent who, interestingly,
crossed over British sensibilities with the West Coast
American scene. However, personally, the surprise
comesinthe form of Lucien Freud who has never
been a favourite of mine. Gayford managed to win
me round to Freud as an artist and a person with his
frank and honest portrayal of him.

What has got into Paul McCartney and Roger
Daltrey? Recently, ithas beenreported thatthey
have both, separately, been havingadigat the
musicality of The Rolling Stones, McCartney claiming
that theyare nomore than a blues cover band and
Daltrey callingthem amediocre pub band. That word
mediocre gets me —| mean how could you ever
describe The Rolling Stones as MEDIOCRE?? These
three bands, The Beatles, The Who and The Stones
are amazingintheirown ways, | don’tunderstand
thisneedto suddenly start putting each otherdown
—orisitthe mediaaskingthese questions and pitting
them off one against the other?



(continued)

Anyway, it does notendearone to either McCartney or
Daltrey when they come out with such stuff, mainly
becauseitisnot true. Have they listened to The Stones
recently? | would suggest that they explore theirback
catalogue where they will find a variety of musical
genresall rendered superbly asisthe hallmark of the
band. For example, they will find tracks in the style of
county music (e.g. Dead Flowers on the album Sticky
Fingers), the psychedelia of We Love Youand She’sa
Rainbowand the folksiness of Factory Girl (Beggars
Banquet) and the orchestral style of Moonlight Mile
(Sticky Fingers).

So, enough of thisnonsense, The Stones just like The
Beatlesand The Who are brilliantand they have
nothingto prove — It’s Only Rock and Roll afterall.

Having been a vegetarian for 25 years— my partneris
vegan— | have fora longtime beenareaderof
ingredients on food packaging. Let me begin by saying
that the main reason for my vegetarianismis health
grounds. | know that meat eaters can still have a
healthy dietbutforme it justso happenedthatthe
meat productsthat | really liked were the saturated fat
loaded onesandso | decided the best course of action
was to stop eating meat altogether. | have to say, that
now, 25 years on, the thought of eating meatis nota
pleasantone and | have now got to the pointwhere |
can’t actuallyrememberwhat it tasteslike. So,
returningtoingredients onfood packaging here is my
issue. | have found, forexample, when shopping for
vegan food —our Christmas dinnerwas vegan, gluten
free and delicious—that, to save time, itis bestto look
underneath the list of ingredients and instead look at
the allergy advice ordisclaimer. Why? Because thisis
where you are advised that your ‘so-called’ vegan food
may contain otheringredients such asmilk or eggs. For
me then, this not vegan food. How can it be when it
may have milk, eggs, cream and a whole host of other
animal related productsinit? The realityis thatall of
the large supermarkets do this; they all have food
somewhere ontheirshelves that says ‘due to
manufacturing processes, may contain milk.” And
vegetarianfoodis notexempt either. | recently bought
what was advertised as ‘vegan spring rolls’ only tofind
the disclaimer ‘may contain crustacean.” So my
message to all shopsthat sell vegan orvegetarian food
isthis:if it MAY contain milk, eggs, cream, crustacean.
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ITISNOTVEGAN / VEGETARIAN SO PLEASE CHANGE
YOUR LABELS THAT SAY IT IS. And finally, would most
people even consider that something advertised as
‘vegan’ may have crab in it— probably not. Solet’s
just hope that no one who buys this particular vegan
delicacy suffersfroman allergy to shellfish. Rant
over, I've made my point!

A shortstory by the science fiction writer Philip K
Dick “Foster, You’re Dead” writtenin 1955 seemsto
have resonance today. Mike Fosterisayoung
schoolboy livingunderthe threat of the H Bomb, he
isa child blighted by the condition of Cold War
Anxiety. His troubles are compounded because his
fatherrefusestocomply with the rules, forexample,
as a family they do not have access to any kind of fall-
out sheltershould the need arise. Fosteris constantly
beingreminded thatdeathisimminent —if
precautionsare notputinplace.

Today Cold War Anxietyin children has been
replaced by a fairly newphenomenon:thatis Climate
Change Anxiety. Children are constantly exposed to
the news that Planet Earthis in dangerand, of
course, itis. Thereis no doubtthat challenges lay
aheadintackling climate change but thisis a massive
undertakingand one thatis, for the most part,
unwittingly relayed to children who are not always
equippedtodeal withthese particular kinds of
complexissues. Inthe world we live in now many
children are extremely aware about the dangers
facingthe environment, this can be seen by the way
they come out and protest. Thisis commendable but
—anditisa bigbut —it needstobe rememberedthat
they are still CHILDREN. | am not being patronising
when | say this, just stating a fact. Philip KDick’s story
makesitclear that, in hisviewback inthe 1950’s ,
thischildis not equippedto deal with this particular
kind of anxiety. Towards the end of the tale we find
poor Fosterhuddled upinthe foetal positioninside
the underground shelter he covets so much and
which has become obsessively part of his coping
mechanism. Adults should be aware that what they
are able to cope with is possibly having adifferent
effectonchildren. Itisirresponsible of some adults
who should knowbetter (Barak Obama) to tell
childrento “stay angry”. Children certainly havea
rightto be engagedindiscussions abouttheirfuture
but angeris not always a helpful emotion, surely it
would be more constructive to advise children to stay
focused, determined and alert?



PLATFORM PLUS

Thisyear 2022 isa special yearforLivingston since itis
the 60" anniversary of the town. Inaugurated in 1962,
Livingston has seen many changessince itbecame
Scotland’s fifth newtown. As a residentforaround
about halfthe time ithas beenin existence, | have
witnessed these changes. However, one aspect that
has beenslowto developisthe town’s ability to
embrace a contemporary visual arts presence. The
main aspect of this endeavourhas historically been
the excessive commissioning of publicart sculpture,
first by the LDC (Livingston Development Corporation)
and later by the WLC (West Lothian Council). Although
thisis not a bad thing, a healthy visual environment
needsawider arenain whichto presenta more
comprehensive approach tovisual art culture.

That is why for many years | have worked as a
freelance, voluntary curator putting on contemporary
exhibitionsinthe town. Overthe years| have begged
and borrowed temporary spaces such as whole empty
shopsinthe indoorshoppingcentre and also have
been able toacquire permanentspacesinside shops
and cafes.

PLANET A exhibition showing New Curios film

This has been welcome; however, these spaces are
not alwaysideal sol have always looked forward to
havinga properexhibition space. The good news is
thatin September 2021 we were able to moveintoa
space where we can hold a programme of exhibitions.
Thereisalso a studio space and art reference library
and much of this magazine is produced in this space.

At the end of January, we planto open ourfirst
exhibition entitled PLANET A to the public. The
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artwork is by myself and two guests, contemporary
film by David Hutchison and sculpture by Pip
Denham (who isanotherresidentin the building).
All of this would not be possible without the
wonderful work done by Edinburgh Printmaker
Spaces (EP Spaces). They are makinglife forartists
and creatives so much easierwith the work they do
sourcing empty properties all over Scotland. These
spaces provide the manyindividuals and groups
with affordable space in which to pursue their many
and varied projects.

Views of PLANET A exhibition (above & below)

We look forward to welcoming visitors to our first
exhibition of the programme which starts on
Monday 24" January and runs until Saturday 5"
February (closed on Sunday). We can be found at
Barbara Ritchie House, Almondvale Business Park,
Livingston (nextto Pure Gym).




Barbara Ritchie House, Livingston — Venue for PLANET A Exhibition

The Galley is located to the right of the building on the ground floor

CONTEMPORARY AR & FILM EXHIBITION

PLANET
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GREEN

el

ECO SUSTAINABLE REFILLERY GREEN
54 HOUSTON MAINS, DECHMONT, BROXBURN EH52 6JU
OPEN - FRIDAY - 10AM - 4PM / SATURDAY 10AM - 2PM
TEL - 07376088962 / EMAIL — INFO@GREENWITHENVL UK



