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Chapter One

Tastemakers


Consider the exact sense in which a work of art is said to be ‘in good or bad taste’. It does not mean that it is true or false; that it is beautiful or ugly; but that it does or does not comply either with the laws of choice which are enforced by certain modes of life, or the habits of mind produced by a particular sort of education.

JOHN RUSKIN, Modern Painters,
volume III (1888)

To me, bad taste is what entertainment is all about. If someone vomits watching one of my films, it’s like getting a standing ovation.

JOHN WATERS, Shock Value (1981)



Two Johns, as unalike as any two people could be, yet preoccupied by the same subject: taste, or what governs our likes and dislikes. Ruskin, the nineteenth-century polymath and critic, and Waters, the énfant terrible of late-twentieth-century film-making, responsible for such classics as Pink Flamingos (1972), Hairspray (1988), and Cry-Baby (1990), might not belong to the same wheelhouse or even the same universe. Where Waters did much to free the pubic hair in sex scenes in which it abounds, Ruskin purportedly demurred from its presence on his wife’s body, leading to the annulment of their marriage (in what might be the most widely told, and widely discredited, urban legend in all of art history). Between these two quotations, however, exists a neat summary of how my own attitudes towards matters of taste have evolved over time. What once inspired resistance and disdain in me, per Waters, still does, only now it is joined by an element of curiosity for the social forces that are driving that disdain, per Ruskin. The weight of conforming to ideas of good taste, which I always sought to overcome by presenting as scruffy or abject, has finally evolved into a matter of inquiry.

This first started to happen through my loose involvement in various political causes. Travelling outside of London, where I live, and observing the interactions between people who stood to gain far more from understanding each other than not, but who were nevertheless divided along superficial lines strangely predicated on what the other was wearing, how they styled their hair, or how they had chosen to design their homes, I decided a book on this subject was needed. Time and time again, expectations about the wealth, lifestyles and political allegiances of the other were being proven wrong, as unlikely conversations were being struck up between people who were forced to admit the failure of their judgements. Stereotypes of a small-minded, petit bourgeois existence that had been the subject of countless internet memes – Fiat 500 cars and Live, Laugh, Love wall hangings – were no more a guarantee of someone’s conservative values, it turns out, than pink hair, septum piercings and a push-bike were an indication of the opposite. The culture wars that had been confected by certain political leaders, and amplified by the media, had created a climate in which all of us had been reduced to our appearances, and in a way that was impeding our ability to discern the truth.

Many of my peers have turned away from this subject, and for good reason: no one wants to be accused of dwelling on the trivialities that undermine our politics. But to ignore what I witnessed on doorsteps and in community halls, is to ignore certain conditions that allowed for these culture wars to be mounted in the first place. Through reading Ruskin and others, I came to understand how ideas of taste might be connected to wealth and power, forming one of the more emotional, and socially ostracising, dimensions of the class system in which we live.

I have found that this kind of statement is, however, sometimes misinterpreted, and used to falsely justify the vilification of artists and intellectuals. To make a slight alteration on Ruskin’s statement, in a contemporary context at least, I believe ‘education’ and ‘modes of life’ produce slightly different outcomes, and want to state from the beginning the difference between taste and expertise. Disciplines are not elitist for the fact that they require learning: it is not true to say that art or literature, or any other discipline for that matter, is exclusionary because an understanding of it requires time and effort (although it is fair to say that spare time and effort are often only readily available to the wealthy, but more on that later). Such a belief – that specialist subjects represent a kind of tyranny – leads to the assumption made by egotistical celebrities, for example, that they can simply turn their hand to art (apparently asking themselves, How difficult can it be? Well, quite, it would seem, if you have ever gazed upon a painting by any number of actors and former musicians who have tried to sell us their paintings). It also leads to the demand for work by people like Damien Hirst, who has embraced a mass-produced, art-as-commerce model, similar in ethos (though crucially lacking the same ingenuity with respect to social commentary), to the work of the pop artists half a century earlier; or those algorithm-generated Bored Ape NFTs that the rich were parading around with dumb pride about a year ago.

What is elitist, exclusionary and a legitimate cause of grievance, in my opinion, is the weaponisation of second-hand knowledge by people, consumers to be more precise, who are not experts on a given subject, but derive a sense of superiority from having learned a set of rules with which to simulate knowledge. It is the reduction of learning to aesthetic codes. Or to put it more bluntly, it is ‘good taste’ masquerading as culture.

These rules, codes, or however else we might want to describe the good taste dictates that so many people live by, and which I have used to subtitle each chapter of this book, are usually connected to matters of lifestyle and consumerism, and constitute the done thing, without anyone needing to understand or explain exactly why. And while this bigotry might seem innocent on the face of it, with no real consequences for anyone involved, part of writing this book is to highlight how ideas of taste might in fact contain, and also protect and normalise, a great number of stubborn and harmful prejudices.

When I discuss this fixation with matters of taste, I am referring to the tendency distilled by magazines such as How to Spend It, published weekly by the Financial Times and whose name so perfectly encapsulates the blind march of late capitalism, and the need to earn more and more for reasons that often elude the participant, as to appear almost beautiful to me, even poetic. Wild and empty and hollow as it might be, nailing the art of consumerism seems to be the thing that drives millions of people to push harder, to strive more and to see their fellow men, and fellow workers, as points of competition and one-upmanship, rather than the friends and allies that they ought to be – and by reverse, to denigrate and ridicule others. The insecurity and shame born of that dynamic is one that is ripe for exploitation by those who thrive on division, allowing them to mount campaigns that can feel reassuringly loud, rambunctious and incendiary.

I am guilty as anyone of soothing myself with assurances about my own superior aesthetic judgement, but have also felt at times victimised by that same tendency. It is for this reason that throughout this book I will draw on a combination of experience and research. Because tens, if not hundreds, of moments flood the memory when I begin to think of the many ways in which I first rebelled against, and then reluctantly conformed to, ideas of good taste in order to survive. Not being born into wealth, I understood early on that my security depended on being able to emulate the social mores and preferences of those in power: school teachers, university admissions staff, job recruiters, bank managers and letting agents. But to describe any one of these encounters in much detail would be dull, and almost too obvious. What is more interesting to me are the ways in which matters of taste shaped even my earliest memories, and how fundamental to my worldview they must have always been.

The sanctuary of trash

The story begins, then, in the video store of Rubery High Street in South Birmingham, near to my grandmother’s house where I spent much of my childhood. The video store is one of those redundant entities that has a way of emphasising the passage of time. Life today might not look that different to how it did thirty years ago, at least in Britain, but the video store is one of the few exceptions, and really carries the quaint parochialism of a bygone age. Younger readers might pity those of us born before 2000, who had to physically browse the aisles, select a case, have the store attendant scurry off into their little storage room to fill the case with its corresponding cassette, and then had to post that same cassette through a little hatch in the store’s front door a few days later. Nothing could have seemed more intoxicating to my seven-year-old self, however, standing among the towering shelves of that particular video store and its portal to a Hollywood dreamscape of orange skies and neon aphorisms. The store was small, always very dark, and staffed by teenagers who seemed impossibly worldly to me, one of whom, a friend of my aunt’s, was saving her earnings to become a flight attendant and a permanent fixture of those orange skies.

At that time a cardboard cut-out of Pamela Anderson had appeared in front of the main counter as part of a campaign to promote the action film Barb Wire (1996). A poster was hung next to it carrying the film’s slogan – ‘Don’t Call Me Babe!’ – in large, black, sans-serif type set against a white background. In both, Anderson wore a skin-tight satin and PVC bodysuit and stiletto heels, breasts nuzzled together like the two bread rolls that I carried in a plastic bag from the bakery a few doors down, as she raised her arms to wield a 357 Desert Eagle. I was trailing my mom as she said her hellos to the staff, who were some of her friends, when my eyes rested on this image that caught my attention in ways that few things have ever since. When asked what I wanted to rent, I said, ‘That.’ And while there was something libidinal at play, while I was certainly attracted to the beautiful woman with bitchy over-drawn lip liner and a big explosion of blonde hair, it was also the severity of the image, the polarities of yellow hair dye and black lycra, the cutesy, baby-doll face rendered severe thanks to the needle-point eyebrows, lavish winged eyeshadow and frosted lip gloss, that got me. It was an image that resisted any kind of softness, which has its virtues, of course, but being raised as a girl in a world that I had already understood demanded a gentleness and a prettiness of me – whose entire schooling, even at the tender age of seven and at the inner-city state school I attended, was more invested in helping me to iron out the ‘coarser’ parts of my nature than imparting knowledge of any kind – this image represented a kind of freedom. As did the evident discomfort it inspired in almost everyone who stepped inside, forming a sort of void at the heart of the video store that people learned to step aside and avert their eyes from.

For me, this encounter recalls the story told by Dolly Parton, in which she describes her first encounter with the style that would eventually become her signature. Speaking to CBS News in 2006, Parton explained: ‘There was this woman that was very much a loose woman. I didn’t know what that meant, and I just told her how beautiful she was, ’cause she had this beautiful yellow hair. She left a big impression on me, and I would talk about how beautiful she was and different ones would say, “Oh, she’s just trash.” And I thought, “That’s what I want to be when I grow up. I’m gonna be trash!”’1 For the people made to feel like trash already by a system of inequality, or widespread discrimination in the form of misogyny, racism and homophobia, reclaiming trashiness as an identity can be powerful. I realise now that all of my early friendships were defined by this, as I sought out people who felt themselves to be excluded from a system of quiet social dominance and power centred within the white, middle-class tradition, and who found comfort instead in being able to find alternative modes of expression that might offend it. I believe this was only propelled by the very particular climate in which we were living, and a moment in history that placed so much stock on professional appearances and respectability.

Dr Frasier Winslow Crane, MD, PhD, APA

One show, Frasier, went further than most to mock this tendency and was popular among parents of the time in which I was growing up. A spin-off of the earlier sitcom Cheers!, created by David Angell, Peter Casey and David Lee and starring comedian Kelsey Grammer, who played the show’s titular character Frasier Crane – a somewhat celebrated, somewhat wealthy psychiatrist and radio host living in Seattle – it is a show whose entire comic premise hinges on the question of good taste: the joke being that both Frasier and his younger brother Niles, also a psychiatrist – two highly qualified and expensively educated men responsible for the wellbeing of other people – remain incapable of reconciling their bourgeois anxieties with the no-nonsense conditions of an upbringing at the hands of Martin, their father and the show’s primary agitator, who is forced to live with Frasier after an accident compromises his mobility.

Martin, or Marty as he is often referred to throughout the show, is a retired blue-collar cop who favours objects and activities that provide comfort and light relief. His sons, who owe much of their sensibility to their deceased mother Hester, who was also a psychiatrist, favour objects and activities that provide edification and sublime reverie: opera, fine wines, the works of Dostoyevsky, the ‘Goldberg Variations’, Eames chairs and other notable objects of mid-century design, fine art, women with bobs, cheeses and place settings. The show does not suggest that there is anything wrong with these items or activities in and of themselves, but simply mocks the status anxiety that attends them. Marty, by contrast, is characterised by a relaxed love of his lint-speckled recliner chair, plaid shirts, steak-house visits, canned beer and his dog, Eddie, a Jack Russell terrier played by a celebrated dog actor named Moose. This was an apt choice of breed it turns out, given the show’s themes, as the Jack Russell terrier had been subject to its own version of a class struggle in the 1990s, with a fierce debate raging in the American Kennel Club at the time as to the dog’s status and function: traditionalists arguing for the Jack Russell to remain a working dog and bred accordingly, while a growing (and ultimately victorious) contingent fought hard for it to be further domesticated and made more amenable to the home.

Eddie’s face-offs with Frasier are a tacit communication of the struggle for Martin’s affections, as Frasier’s snobbish rebellions reveal themselves to be a rebuttal of that first and far more profound rejection, in not being ‘man’ enough to fulfil the expectations of a father who had worked in the police force. But these two breeds – the university-educated professional upstart and the Jack Russell terrier – shared many similarities at the end of the last century, with both being forced to navigate a brave new world of greater comfort on the one hand, but also a new set of expectations in how they must behave on the other.

Frasier first aired in September 1993 and at a time of hope for great swathes of America. Bill Clinton assumed the presidency in January that year, and his programme of Third Way liberal economic reforms would alleviate some of the inequality imposed by his predecessor, the Republican George Bush Sr. If George Bush Sr had exemplified the acumen and steely void of personality marked by his previous profession as a businessman – and if his predecessor, Ronald Reagan, had embodied the even more bland and hollow spectacle of the light entertainer and showman – then Clinton had the relaxed, jocular air and self-effacing quality of the supremely well-educated. A Rhodes scholar and qualified lawyer with certificates from Georgetown, Oxford and Yale, Clinton’s approach seemed to be rooted in a sober-minded pragmatism backed up by the books, a man motivated by gentle reforms towards inclusive social values, greater equality and an enlarged middle class. It was an agenda that, on appearances at least, served as an antidote to the more mercenary, moneymaking tendencies that had defined the atmosphere of public life throughout the 1980s.

On the campaign trail in 1992 – an event I do not remember, but one that would set the tone for the Clinton presidency, which I definitely do, being as it was completely inescapable throughout the 1990s – both Bill and Hillary are captured in various looks distinct in their slouchiness from the rather more formal attire of their predecessors. Bill wears patterned ties and loose-fitting, single-breasted suits, often undoing the buttons or removing the jacket altogether while Hillary wears a variety of brightly coloured, monochromatic outfits and velvet hairbands, beneath which her hair enjoys a hitherto unknown level of abandon for a would-be First Lady, without any apparent help from mousse, hair gel or spray. On a couple of occasions Hillary also wears an over-sized leather bomber jacket, while on the night of Clinton’s win, daughter Chelsea wears a polka-dot sailor-style dress of a type that might be encountered on a Varsity trip to France. It is a theme that would run throughout the Clinton presidency, of Chelsea wearing long, oversized floral dresses befitting a homestead in Western Europe, before graduating onto the rather more formal skirt suit, and echoing her parents whose entire ethos was about blurring the line between stiff formality and everyday life. It was important that the family oozed a sense of relaxed ease, and an almost pastoral vision of modern America, where education reforms would ensure that good sense prevailed. The two students who had supposedly met on a picket line in 1971 were still detectable in the softer, more tactile outline of Bill and Hillary’s clothing, which came to define many fashions of the time.

Of all the characters included in the cast of Cheers! none was more suited to carrying a spin-off show in the early 1990s than Frasier Crane, who in spite of the leading actor’s own personal inclinations towards Republicanism, perfectly encapsulated the very specific strain of status anxiety that the Democratic Party presided over and which gripped the nation; one that was concerned as much with erudition, as with wealth. Coincidentally, Frasier’s aptly named wife Lilith Sternin bore a resemblance to one of America’s best-known female intellectuals of the time, Donna Tartt, whose hit novel The Secret History was published in the year prior to Frasier being aired. Frasier epitomised the new, slightly fusty economic group whose creation defined the era, in his uniform of itchy-looking woollen suits, occasional waistcoats and, during the Cheers! years at least, experimentations in facial hair that the commercial lawyer or trader of the 1980s could only have dreamed of. As with Clinton, Frasier was averse to all forms of product to tame the head hair, which in both men’s cases enjoyed a certain fluffiness of texture.

This was the fashionable ambience of the world I grew up in, which my parents and their friends sought to emulate in whatever charity shop or hand-me-down approximations they could get their hands on. We were living in an era of oversized cardigans and corduroy trousers, waistcoats and no-nonsense, straight-cut jeans, men with small hoop earrings and women with chestnut-coloured hair. If Tartt’s novel sky-rocketed the campus format, then around it came a slew of enormously popular films where the campus, formal education or the idea of ‘genius’ was central, among them Peter’s Friends (1992), Circle of Friends (1995), and Good Will Hunting (1997). Friends – in the general sense, but also in the popular TV show of the same name, of course – were inescapable. Had the notion even formally existed before the cultural output of the 1990s, or much like the teenager of the 1950s, do we owe our contemporary understanding of this word to an era in which every story seemed to centre on lifelong, platonic affinities forged in the university common room, or shortly thereafter?

Regardless, it was always autumn, or fall, in the 1990s, and the boulevards of our imagination were lined with maple trees, as everyone, on some level, attended Harvard. If Chelsea wore a sailor dress to Clinton’s inauguration, then the wedding of my mother and father – an event of similar magnitude, at least to those of us who knew them – would require me to wear the same. Where Chelsea’s was blue, mine would be yellow, or ‘lemon’ as I apparently stipulated to the shop assistant in Laura Ashley. At Christmas time we would take the money my mother had saved and spend it on velvet coats bought from the department store in town, while in the hairdresser’s that played Bobby Brown’s ‘Two Can Play That Game’ at full volume, my mum cut her hair into a neat crop that said studious, but sexy.

And things didn’t end at personal style. Of course, one of the main adjustments in the evolution from Cheers! to Frasier was shifting the focal point from the bar, presided over by Ted Danson’s character Sam in Cheers!, to Frasier’s home, where the set would serve to illuminate many of the show’s central themes. Arguably its fourth most significant character, whose symbolism spoke to us with a biting humour, the show’s postmodern set design, famously incorporating vast, panoramic windows with views over the city of Seattle, a semi-circular hearth, various mid-century-design items – including an Eames lounger, but also various objects of importance from sub-Saharan Africa in the totemic and problematic way of Freud, a grand piano and smooth glass tabletops – is as perfect a distillation as any created for the screen, of an aspirational, 1990s eclecticism: the what, this old thing? bearer of luxury that indicated an extensive knowledge of art and culture, and an even more extensive stock of air miles. Almost a century earlier, economist Thorstein Veblen had posited his theory of ‘the leisure class’, ‘conspicuous consumption’ and ‘conspicuous leisure’ in which he observed a tendency among the wealthy capitalists created by nineteenth-century industrialism to demonstrate their social standing through items that provided evidence of a life that was rich in experience. Where the aristocrat had proudly displayed his golden candelabras and oil paintings, the new wealth created by the opportunities of free-market capitalism often tended to be displayed more in the demonstration of proficiencies and travel, through sporting trophies or souvenirs, for example. The Frasier set, then, was also an expression of far-reaching adventures, be those literary or actual: the home of someone who enjoyed mini-breaks, gallery visits, magazine subscriptions and recipe cards, and would be adept at navigating the sorts of conversations one could expect to encounter at dinner parties among equally affluent friends.

The genius of Frasier was in identifying a phenomenon taking place across America – of certain demographics being freed from traditional class hierarchies, not so much through business and commerce, but through education, and families whose previous generations had been consigned at birth to a certain level of income and prosperity finding hope – but also tension – in the resulting opportunities. Perhaps the excitement of the era was nowhere more evident than in the extreme flights of fancy permitted by domestic dramas and comedies of the time – more bizarre and otherworldly than any science fiction in their assertion that even under this new set of circumstances, aspiring authors and paralegals might afford to rent spacious real estate in the centre of major US cities. Yet Frasier got around this problem by dealing with characters who had already made it, and gave the impression, one vindicated through time, of being far more knowing about the seismic shifts taking place around it than contemporaries Friends, Ally McBeal, Sex and the City or Seinfeld.

If I had first seen my parents watching Frasier in the 1990s, chuckling to themselves over jokes I did not understand, then by the time I returned to it, on the laptop that was propped up on my single bed in the tiny room that I rented in a flat that I shared with my two friends Lydia and Nicole in East London in the early 2010s, then I was forming my own, somewhat jaded opinions about the professional world. At twenty-one I had a degree to my name and several years’ work experience, yet found myself much less employable than I had imagined. Few experiences can be so conducive to converting people to the cause of left-wing politics than allowing them to spend three years among ‘peers’, who on re-entering normal life reveal themselves to be anything but; the academic qualifications attained paling in comparison to family connections and independent wealth. Ironically for someone who had just spent three years studying English novels, I found myself in a position similar to that of a nineteenth-century governess, and only then came to understand why this figure had been so useful to its authors, creating as it did endless narrative possibilities. For three years I worked as its nearest modern-day equivalent, the tutor and nanny, travelling around London and beyond, traipsing through the homes of affluent families and enjoying a freedom of movement that would have otherwise been impossible. During the hundreds of visits made to these homes, and much like the characters of the Oscar-winning film Parasite (2019), I would sometimes find myself unattended in vast mansions, spying sad, despondent mums, drunk dads, and – on a couple of occasions – caught children taking large quantities of mephedrone in the privacy of their bedrooms.

As such, I also started to identify (as much as anyone can identify with what I believe to be the most thinly drawn and stereotypical of all the show’s characters) with Daphne Moon, Martin’s carer, Frasier’s housekeeper, and fittingly, the show’s Mancunian voice of reason. As a domestic labourer, Daphne shares many of the older Crane’s beliefs and attitudes, as well as a healthy degree of cynicism towards the vanity of the two Crane brothers. If Frasier is the promise that was sold to aspiring university graduates of the 1990s and 2000s, then for many of us in the wake of the 2008 financial crisis, Daphne was the reality. Though unlike her, whose relentless optimism in the face of low pay and the three men’s unreasonable demands might be added to the list of unrealistic details in US sitcoms of the time, my own attitude was one of comparative cynicism. Among the frequent humiliation and minimal remuneration, the many Frasierisms I encountered daily were the one source of entertainment to be found in these jobs, and without my knowing it at the time, they had inducted me into a literary tradition that included the Brontës and Lucia Berlin.

By observing these affluent people in their homes, I was able to gain some understanding of the connection drawn between taste and prosperity in the minds of the wealthy. Among the absurdities I encountered, none remain so vivid to me as a house transformed by its owner into a sort of art gallery, whose walls were completely devoid of colour and whose only apparent concession to the children who lived there was in the shape of four large bowls containing exclusively white jelly sweets. To me, the children were impossible to discipline and seemed preoccupied with chaos. It was here that I encountered a life-size, figurative sculpture by a notable British artist, that appeared like an intruder every time you entered the room, and which only exacerbated what I perceived to be the neuroses of a family that had consigned itself to a glass house containing several million pounds worth of art.

Until that point in my life, however, no place could have seemed more luxurious or aspirational, and the idea of having famous artworks on display seemed to be the absolute pinnacle of prosperity. But after being invited to teach in the home of an old American dynastic family, whose house in a smart area of London was set among far fewer modernist buildings (which the owners unsurprisingly loathed), I learned that older wealth was displayed through possessions of an inherited variety, as I sat uncomfortably eating pancakes supplied by a maid, among endless silverware and Ming dynasty objects. Then further on, in the home of an aristocrat and lawyer, I learned that any concern for taste was vulgar and one should be free to ‘slum it’, while being given cracked branded mugs of tea in the garden room of a sixteenth-century villa. A similar tendency was on display in a photograph shared by the Royal Family’s social media account in 2021 of the interior at Gatcombe Park in Gloucestershire, the residence of Princess Anne, Queen Elizabeth II’s daughter. The photograph showed the princess and her husband Sir Timothy Laurence enjoying a game of rugby via their TV set, surrounded by a variety of mis-matched furniture, much of it cluttered with various ornaments and framed photographs, artworks of various kinds and in various styles of frame, armchairs and sofas bearing a complex floral print, and a dog bed. The scene is typical of any upper-middle-class household in Britain, and yet countless op-eds seemed to drum up incredulity, failing to make the point as always, that power and respectability often enjoy an inverse relationship, and that conformity to ideas of tastefulness is often a requirement handed down to the lower classes as a necessity for entry to the halls of financial security, while the wealthy are free to live like pigs.2

On reflection, and in my opinion at least, I did visit one house where the owners had put their money to good use, design-wise. This was the home of a wealthy businessman originally from India whose entire aesthetic sensibility had evolved outside of the world of the white British middle class – a mansion again in West London – that contained a continuous mural covering its four vast floors. From one room to the next there ran an elaborate scene in saccharine pastel colours, of pergolas, trailing creepers, winding streams and roaming fauna.

My own domestic setting was also replete with roaming fauna at that time. Mice would appear on our pillows at night and run along the poorly fitted skirting board, and only after a year did I discover the resident python my housemate had been keeping in her room, after a chance encounter in the hallway. Social media was relatively new. Magazines were popping up every few months with distinctive new styles that would garner a few thousand ‘followers’, most of whom lived in a one-mile radius of our flat. People were starting to ‘post’ about their lives online, sharing glimpses from parties, travels and the books that they were reading. ‘Curated’ as a verb started to acquire a broader spectrum of meaning beyond the work carried out by an art gallery professional, as we were all being called upon to curate our lives via the Internet.

Online validation would emerge as a possible curative for the real-world misery felt by the jobless and the skint, who would accrue small collections of earthenware pots, linocut prints of morbid faces, chrysanthemums, paperweights and pens, all of which were photographed and shared. It was hardly the spoils of the Frasier Crane residence, but during the ‘Great Recession’, we constructed our little shrines to respectability in the corners of the single bedrooms rented in shared houses, posting them online for the likes that had replaced the other, real-world forms of interaction and validation that existed before.

Rise of the tastemakers

These online profiles formed part of an emerging economy of images whose nuclei would be found a few miles left of the financial centres governing the flow of global capital – in the places where advertisers, marketeers and influencers were congregating under the pretence of creativity. Tastefulness, as an idea and as a lifestyle, had become the stock-in-trade of a new type of business that was harnessing the proliferation in visual media. At the same time, an emphasis on the personal and the cultural, as it pertained to image, was being validated in the halls of professional attainment and financial security. During this time, I
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