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MIXED MEDIA



The paints used in my most celebrated work are mixed with human matter. It is a huge image on a massive canvas. It’s eighteen feet wide and eleven feet high. It fills the end wall of the converted barn where I live alone. Several incredibly rich people have attempted to buy it. But it is the only work I have produced that I can guarantee you I will never sell. People look at it and say it inspires all sorts of emotions. I look at it and it inspires only one–fear. The fear of arrest and life imprisonment. Critics say it represents a tumultuous period in my artistic journey. They aren’t too far from the truth. It emotionally, chronologically and physically represents the victory I had over my overbearing mentor. It both signifies, and is, the moment pupil mastered master.

Genius shines very early on in life. You can’t always tell who might become a pretty good footballer, a decent musician or a wonderful dancer. Some seemingly gifted kids, like brilliant child actors, are flops as adults. Conversely, some rather good professional sportspeople take up sport far later in life than you’d imagine they’d need to. But genius shines from the very beginning. It glistens like a huge gold nugget in a pauper’s worn-out, silt-filled prospecting pan. I am a genius painter. I am forty-seven and have been selling my art for thirty-four years.


My work first went on sale at an exhibition in the railway station in my town. My town was quite posh and you could trust the commuters to not vandalise or steal anything in the waiting room. Consequently, the waiting room, which was a throwback to the town’s even more grand and affluent past, held biannual exhibitions featuring local artists. The station master was a retired butler who’d spent thirty years in the service of the Duke of Wessex. He treated the station with the same level of care that he’d treated the Duke’s castle. Every single piece of brass on that station was as highly polished as the belt buckle of a Guardsman on royal duty. On a bright sunny day, metal surfaces around the station would gleam so brightly that its a wonder no traveller ever sued for permanent eye damage. Local people were incredibly proud of their station master, and their station. But the thing they liked most about their station was the six-monthly art show. Getting your work exhibited was a struggle for most. There were only places for six artists; each being allowed to display up to four works. There was physically enough space to show much more, but the station master had cultivated a fine sense of proportion for artistic display. To get your work included, you had to first show it to a panel of three judges. These judges–the station master, the Duke’s son and our celebrated published lesbian poet–would, twice yearly, decide who was in and who wasn’t.

When I was thirteen, I felt ready to test myself against the best talent in the area. Everyone except my mother advised me against it–amateur consultants because their minds weren’t developed enough to recognise great work; my father because he wanted to protect me; and my school art teacher because he was jealous of my brilliance. I entered four pictures–four studies of a single tree. By that age I’d already amassed dozens of works. The trees were not the most popular of them with family and friends. But the studies showed something that I knew no other exhibitor in the area was capable of displaying; distinctive intelligent personal perspective combined with the talent to communicate it.

They went down a storm. There were so many offers for them, they ended up being sold by auction. The Duke of Wessex bought them. A couple of wealthy local businessmen bid for a while, but backed-out when the price didn’t seem logical for the work of a thirteen-year old. The last pair bidding were the lesbian poet and the Duke. In the end, although she could see and appreciate my genius far more deeply than he could, he had more money. Old money. Those four pictures, which have since been inherited by the new Duke of Wessex, are the most valuable works in his long-accrued family collection.

Eight years later, at art school, I did a triptych of another tree. It was the tree that stood in the centre of a quadrant in our halls of residence. My aim was not to bring artistic insight to this lonely, over-pruned tree, but to impress a stunningly beautiful literature student. She had long, wavy dark hair, a Pre-Raphaelite face, teeth moulded from compressed moonbeams, the lips of a television advertisement lipstick model, the posture of a ballet dancer, the body of an It Girl, identical breasts to those of the young woman on my favourite soft-porn playing card from a pack I’d bought on a school-trip to France a handful of years earlier (the Queen of Diamonds), and a more awesome arse then that of the hottest lead dancer from Snoop Dog’s raunchiest ever pop promo. We’d met by chance in an oldie-worldie pub. She told me that her favourite poet was the old lesbian back home. I lied saying that I was currently working on a project for her. I said I planned to sell it at a knock-down price in order to make up for her failure to secure my first sale. Over a glass of damson and greengage wine, we planned a trip back to my home town. In the following days I hurriedly bashed out ‘Triple Tree’.

A week later we met up again and took a train to see that mature bird of letters. She met us at the station and drove us back to her house-plant littered, low ceilinged cottage. In front of the culture-vulture sex-kitten that was making us both drool, I offered Miss F. the exclusive opportunity to buy the trilogy. She bought it and I got laid. A lot. First time was on the way back to college in the toilets of the train station–which seemed apt. That was the last time I let any of my work go for anything other than an extortionate sum. You could say the old dear practically saw me coming.

Since my works go for an absolute fortune these days, I live an incredibly comfortable and luxurious lifestyle. I could easily stop painting altogether. I rarely create anything new any more. The only thing that drives me to occasionally produce new work now is boredom. I’m aware that that’s a hollow reason for a genius artist to produce work, but it’s the truth. Before I painted the massive canvass in this tale–which is officially entitled ‘Storm’ but I privately think of as ‘Body’–I was prolific. Commentators (i.e. people who dedicate themselves to analysing me and my work but actually understand me far less than the landlady of the Mason’s Arms) say that Storm represents the end of a traumatic search for my artistic soul. They say that the desire to get to that state propelled me to produce voluminous works. They believe that once I’d reached the pinnacle of self-knowledge, my fervour for exploration through artistic expression was gone. Now, so they all seem to believe, I have nothing to prove and the trickling flow of my artistic output is the naturally sluggish productivity of a peaceful soul. They couldn’t be more wrong about what drove me to create so prolifically before Body.

In their efforts to comprehend my genius, ‘experts’ always allude to the fact that my mentor, Gervallus Domnor, went missing just before I produced Storm. They note that he went missing in a storm. They delight themselves postulating innumerable preposterous perspectives on that obvious connection. It’s like watching five year-olds debate what makes the sun rise. Some claim it was Domnor’s challenging influence that inspired me to work so hard before Storm, and that once he was gone, there was nothing left for me to respond to. Others suggest that my restricted output is a tribute to the missing great man; artistic retardation as an expression of mourning. Whilst art historians’ opinions differ on what effect Domnor had on my earlier work and development, they all tend to agree that when he disappeared, I had a mental breakdown. I produced Body during that breakdown. They think it is the work of a madman. They are right. But they think the madness started when he went missing. They think his disappearance drove me into a state of severe depression. In that they are very wrong. What drove me under was Domnor himself. I was experiencing insane despair long before he vanished. Body doesn’t represent a single period of intense emotional disturbance resulting from the loss of a friend. It marks the end game; the final phase of many long years of torturous oppression. It is the milestone that marks my escape from the abyss; my return to sanity. All their suppositions prove is the one eternal maxim: critics are generally wrong.

Here’s a tip when it comes to appreciating contemporary art: judge for yourself which works are great and which are rubbish. If you think a graffiti artist’s spraying is great; stand by your opinion. Truly great works will eventually proclaim themselves-it’s just a matter of a little time and exposure. If particular contemporary artists do need to be heralded as outstanding, then such demarcation should be the sole responsibility of vibrant creative thinkers–individuals almost capable of creating timeless masterpieces themselves. It isn’t. This process is policed by elderly conservative art professors; old duffers whose thoughts and references are firmly rooted in the past.

The reason this bothers me is that when I was a fragile virtuoso in need of canonic accreditation, I got nothing. That’s when I realised that critics behave like herd animals. They are so afraid of the consequences of putting a foot out of line that they slavishly follow the acknowledged leaders. When Domnor was still alive, not one critic dared hail my absolute genius; risked suggesting that I was the greatest living artist. And those that had the courage to mention my brilliance would either reference him or you could easily detect his spectre in their words. Consequently, his overbearing influence coloured the world’s view of my work. Whereas articles about him, if references were needed, would never mention me. They would cite timeless masters like Monet, Van Gogh, Rothko or Vettriano. But, much as the critics pissed me off, the thing that really bothered me was the man himself.

We first met when I was at art college. The lecturers there realised there was nothing they could teach me so they contacted him. Domnor. They probably expected a response from him of no more than a few words of advice and a handful of brief pithy critiques. What happened was completely unexpected. Domnor invited me to join him at his studio. No other artist had ever received this awesome opportunity. It was a bewildering recognition from a man who, at that time, I thought was an exceptional individual. I worked at his studio, under his wing, for five years. Those five years were the most intense of my entire life. I was pushed, challenged, questioned, taught, lectured, ignored, ridiculed, tormented and driven. I hated every moment. The one thing that kept me there, in the face of incredible and relentless pressure, was the belief that one day he’d start to recognise my brilliance and cherish me. He didn’t. After five years, driven to the point of despair and beyond, I left. I was established by then, and thought that leaving was the step I needed to take



















OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
SELECTIONS FROM

MY
AUAT
ATE ITS Q_WN
ECE

TALES FOR ADULTS

BYY{

ALEX BURRETT






OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg
& HarperCollins e-books





