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In the Hadean period, the earliest geologic era in earth’s history, the
planet’s defining characteristic was its hot, molten surface, which would
ultimately cool and harden to create the relatively stable terra irma we
enjoy today. Much later, following the arrival of Homo sapiens, the
Bronze Age would see the advent of metal tools, after which the sturdier
iron supplanted bronze; the alloy would thereafter become the medium
of choice for artisans and sculptors. British artist Rebecca Warren
recently produced a series of painted bronze sculptures titled “Los
Hadeans” (all works 2017), whose spindly forms, like cattails gone to
seed, call to mind both amorphous protean globs and the blue-chip
bronze figurative works on which they are commonly seen as riffs. Yet
Warren has remarked that her titles are intentional red herrings, and
her “Hadeans,” invariably described as Giacomettiesque, on closer
inspection reveal themselves to be rather squirrelly and coy, diverging
from both Giacometti’s pathos and the primordial Sturm und Drang
of their namesake period.

One of these sculptures includes a diminutive yarn pom-pom of the
sort that one might make at summer camp, which linked it to other
likewise adorned pieces among the works on display across Matthew
Marks’s two Los Angeles galleries. Los Hadeans (111), a lanky shape
with two legs, a headlike lump crowned with a spire, and a flat plane
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extending from its midsection that brings to mind a matador’s flag, has
a pom-pom affixed where the figure’s right eye might be. The adjacent
work Let’s All Chant also featured a pom-pom, in this case pertly
perched on an angular, table-like structure of shiny painted steel, held
in place by a skinny pink beam that sliced across the room and rested
against the table’s surface. As the only non-“Hadean” work in this
gallery, the piece underscored the signature tension in Warren’s practice
between the lumpily figurative and the sleekly planar. In both modes,
Warren leans heavily on art-historical precedents. Her figures reference
not only Giacometti but also Futurist sculptors such as Constantin
Brancusi and Umberto Boccioni, while her boxy structures are more
anodynely minimal—save for their plushy additions. Yet all of Warren’s
citations, from the explicit to the generic, seem chosen to serve as heroic
foils for her deliberately flippant surface treatments and embellishments.
Indeed, Let’s All Chant is painted in a color I must resignedly describe
as “millennial pink”—the much derided yet omnipresent hue of 2016.

While this somewhat forced dialectic of competing formal languages
dominated the works on view at the gallery’s North Orange Grove
location, those at the adjacent Santa Monica Boulevard space dem-
onstrated the artist’s knack for nuance. Here, a similarly spare figure,
Nini, was on view alongside two medium-size, fuzzball-sporting mono-
liths (Early Sculpture and Old Age) and a curious wall work titled All
That Heaven Allows. Neon tubing contorted into a squiggled S links
this composition’s two centrally positioned pom-poms, both attached
to a peach-painted MDF support, while a third pink pom-pom sits on
the work’s upper-left edge.

Pom-poms are funny, but they’re also sad—abject things shaken
from the sidelines or impotently tethered to caps. In All That Heaven
Allows, Warren lets the kitschy melodrama of Douglas Sirk’s epony-
mous 1955 film creep in, but there is also some of the subdued
despair of Todd Haynes’s 2002 remake, Far from Heaven. The result
is a deceptively complicated work, full of human contradiction. This
piece transcended the hyperbolically hellish connotations of an
underworld before the Bronze Age as much as it did the constellation
of references that threatened to overtake many of the show’s other
inclusions. In so doing, it single-handedly shifted the exhibition’s tone
from one of sardonic referentiality to a melancholic reflection on our
postmillennial present.

—Cat Kron

Kron, Cat. “Rebecca Warren,” Artforum. September 2017, pp. 335-336.
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REBECCA WARREN AND ALBERT OEHLEN
IN CONVERSATION

ALBERT QEHLE
Ffl:ifou%ad to é\éstroy one of your works in a famous collection, which one would
it be? And how would you do it?

REB tc%v%ﬁl m%lr:ze E:Qy be one of my sculptures destroying someone else’s work by
accidentally falling on it. Perhaps it might even destroy a few others on the way down.
AO . .
You started as a painter. Do your sculptures come from there or from looking at
other sculptures?
RwW . .
Much of my very early work was engaged in a search to find its own real nature.
I'd steal things from anywhere, really—books, magazines, album covers, cartoons—
and then see if it could wear it. Sometimes I have made work by pretending to be some-
one else (Richard Serra’s wife, for instance). But also my sculptures often come out of a
bucket of clay, and they only get as far from there as they need to in order to convincing-
ly claim freedom and separation from that bucket. I didn’t start as a painter but I always
wanted to be able to paint, so, in answer to my ambitions as a painter, my sculptures can
turn into lumpy, unruly 3D canvases.

In the 1980s it looked like all the good sculptures were coming from painters.
Willem de Kooning, Georg Baselitz, A. R. Penck, and others seemed more entertaining
than full-time sculptors such as Richard Long, Lynn Chadwick, Tony Cragg, Rachel
Whiteread, or Stephan Balkenhol. Would you agree?

I’'m not so sure about this particular distinction, although I am a big fan of Baselitz,
de Kooning and Penck. For my money, they were definitely able to master both sculpture
and painting. In recent years, it seems to me that the reverse is happening: a lot of paint-
ers are making questionable sculpture and additionally have the license to go ahead and
do it. I suppose the impulse is similar to my own painting-on-canvas ambitions, though I
don’t inflict the results on the world. Better to stick to what you are good at.

AO . . . . 1. .
Making sculptures involves a lot of physical work, technical issues, material,
weight. Do you enjoy that?

Sculpture tends to differ from painting in the number of technicians involved. I
don’t weld or make the molds or casts. I enjoy my part, which comes before all of that—
well, when it’s not making me anxious, that is. It’s nice to send something made of clay
off in a van and it comes back cast in heavy bronze. Sometimes it can be quite alarming,
though, as not everything in the process is predictable.
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AQ can you give me an idea of what you do with your hands when you work?

RW My hands are big! They make gestures and shapes in the air. They follow the
winding paths of my thoughts. They imitate visions. I am a mime artist.

AO . .
Are you alone in your studio?

RW . . .
I don’t let many people in there. I have a lot of contact with my artist friend
Fergal Stapleton. His perspicacity is always indispensable.
AO . .
Women talk a lot about weight. Voluminous men are better dancers. Are there
natural benefits that help in being a sculptor?
RW . s s .
Yes, women do talk about weight—isn’t it boring! And large men can be good
dancers. Natural benefits that aid in becoming a sculptor? You have to want to. But quite
why you'd want to, I don’t really know.

A% b your sculptures look at you? Do you look through them?

Yes, there’s regard this way and that. I find that I love my sculptures. They live
(live, I tell you!). They are my friends. I don’t know how this happens. Is that a bit sad?

A . (3 P » 3 1
© 1961 Piero Manzoni made a living sculpture”, and five years later Timm Ulrichs

made the “first living artwork”. You still work with clay and bronze. Is there progress
in sculpture?

AW Possibly, but probably not really. I’'m suspicious of progress in art. If humans

progress, it’s along a modest range from the bestial to the civilized. How is art supposed
to progress beyond this range? Seems like a bad idea to me.

Albert Oehlen was born in 1954 in Krefeld, Germany. He graduated in 1981 from Hochschule fiir Bildende
Kinste, Hamburg. From 2000 to 2009, he was a professor of painting at Kunstakademie Diisseldorf.
Oehlen’s work has been exhibited in several solo and group exhibitions including “Albert Oehlen: Home
and Garden,” New Museum, New York (2015); and “Albert Oehlen: An Old Painting in Spirit,’ Kunsthalle
Zirich, Switzerland (2015). Oehlen’s work was also included in the 2013 Venice Biennale.

Rebecca Warren is a British artist living in London. From 1989-1992 the artist studied Fine Arts at
Goldsmiths College, University of London. In 2014 she was made a professor of painting and sculpture at
Kunstakademie Disseldorf. In 2016 she has the solo shows “The Main Feeling” at the Dallas Museum of
Art, together with a sculpture commission for the new Eagle Family Plaza in Dallas and a sculpture com-
mission to be included in the group exhibition “The Body Extended: Sculpture and Prosthetics” at Henry
Moore Institute, Leeds.
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CRITICAL PERSPECTIVES ON ARTS, POLITICS, AND CULTURE

Time has vindicated the art world’s longworn prejudice against clay as craft.
These days, one sees it everywhere—throughout Chelsea, the LES, and Brooklyn
galleries; center stage at the profusion of art fairs and biennials; as the subject
of major retrospectives and museum exhibitions; and especially entrenched
within the studio practices of emerging and mid-career artists. To put it

bluntly, clay is hot. Few are as adept, however, at working with the material’s
libidinous qualities as British artist Rebecca Warren. Featuring two of her wall
vitrine sculptures as well as a fresh cadre of free-standing forms, Why do Birds
Suddenly Appear? is Warren’s first solo show in the U.S. in over four years, and
arguably also one of her best.

The loci of the show are eight
slender, totemic sculptures whose
lumpen surfaces have been hand-
fashioned in clay, cast in bronze,
then painted and modified by
Warren. Their implied reference to
bodies in space—part Giacometti,
part Bourgeois—is undeniable,
registered in the work’s attenuated
“limbs,” bulbous protrusions, and
various misshapen silhouettes that
reach, at times, as high as 9 feet
into the air. Ranging in hue from
fleshy pinks to deep lavenders

and a variety of indigo tints, and
including painterly references such
as grid formations and wet-into-wet
brushwork, Warren reveals each
piece’s individual characteristics,
sometimes humorous, at others art historical, as a means of lightening the
burden of material solemnity. “Basquiat” (2014), is painted almost completely

Rooney, Kara. “Rebecca Warren: Why Do Birds Suddenly Appear?” The Broo/e[yn Rail, November 5, 2014.



green, a thin white line running down the center seam of the sculpture. About
half way down, a large rounded breast abruptly protrudes from the otherwise
phallic shape, its voluptuous fullness a sexually charged antagonist to the
heroism ascribed to Neo-expressionist painting. “Oo0” (2014), takes a slightly
different position, its contiguous blend of free-flowing painterly drips and plush
blue pom-pom content to exist as they stand—free from art historical reference
and basking in sheer, unmediated materiality.

While these recent standing works maintain specific references to the artist’s
well-known earlier figurations (earning her a Turner Prize nomination in
2006), the new pieces embrace a more sophisticated and refined quality
without sacrificing that same air of whimsy and humor. As always, Warren is
not afraid to get her hands messy and her material handling of the psychically
charged spaces of the id and the ego, the feminine and the masculine, imagos
and logos, maintains the improvisatory, even rebellious nature of clay while
couching the medium within the larger traditions of painting, sculpture, and
space.

These same interests appear in other works on view, particularly the diptych
wall relief, “You are Quiet, I Will Be Too” (2014). Here, Warren turns

her attention away from overt material concerns to wrestle with issues

of identification and spatial relationships. Not dissimilar to Carol Bove’s
investigations into the conditional arrangement of objects and their attendant
readings or Rachel Harrison’s cryptically charged assemblages, Warren
juxtaposes quotidian materials such as pom-poms and paper on two bifurcated,
narrow steel shelves. Slender vertical strips with pom-poms attached offset the
extreme horizontality of the relief, and inject a level of intimacy and private
speculation alluded to in the title of the work. “Autumn Winter” (2014), on the
other hand, exudes the stark aura of minimalist concerns, its only tell the tiny
white pom-pom that interrupts the 2.75-inches-wide plank of wood that hovers,
ghostly, over an even thinner plinth of vertically leaning steel. Also a diptych,
and positioned almost directly opposite “You are Quiet,” the piece acts as a
counterbalance to the aforementioned’s sensitivity and grace.

Two final objects, “The Glasses I” and “The Glasses II” (both 2014), round out
the language of opposition that underscores the thematic content of the show.
The two hulking boulders, both painted bronze, act as mobile interlopers in the
otherwise ethereal setting of the space. Each object is displayed on an untreated
wooden platform with wheels, their implied weight offset by the mobility of

the base support. Herein resides the balletic encounter between form and
structure, figure/ground, object and idea: one can only know the former
through the presence of the latter, Warren seems to say. A philosophical stance
this show proves seductively difficult to deny.

Rooney, Kara. “Rebecca Warren: Why Do Birds Suddenly Appear?” The Broo/e[yn Rail, November 5, 2014.
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Mad
and Ugly

NEAL BROWN

Rebecca Warren often seems to be in character in her work and this, in combination with the
wryly detached or separated quality of her intonation, facilitates her success. Abstracted from
the gravity of sensible analysis, the tragicomedy of life’s misshapen pleasures and problems
can then float deliriously free in the outer space of the artist’s brave psychology. In this way,
Warren overcomes the problem of how an artist, especially a female artist, can negotiate inti-
mate bodily images while, at the same time, resisting an autobiographical interpretation.
Everyone knows that to reference Edgar Degas, Pablo Picasso, Auguste Rodin, and Robert
Crumb in your work, as Warren does, is to summon hard-core males whose artistic genius
includes (subject to certain interpretative qualifications) rampant sexual triumphalism. But
Warren holds her esteemed giants of art in critical abeyance, which is not that of Stockholm
syndrome, nor that of the attitudinal fearlessness characteristic of the UK’s current aristocra-
cy of female artists like Sarah Lucas and Tracey Emin. Warren’s interest in the trademark
conquests made by the male artists that she gathers together—gender outrages of unlikely
breasts and bodily objectification—seems to be in their reductive physicality as much as any-
thing else, from which she squeezes something more universal and tragic than just sexual tri-
umphalism.

Warren’s narrative includes childhood themes shaped within the white, virginal clay she
uses; it is a special, self-setting kind of clay related to the earthy brown clay of the potter but
which never needs be fired in a kiln, and so it retains the delicate “skin” quality of its youth.
The pretty pastel colors that the artist sometimes applies to this unsullied whiteness, the
cffete ribbons her figures sometimes wear, and the doll, toy, or cartoon quality that pervades
many of her works, all relate to (a usually female) childhood. Materially, the white clay is

NEAL BROWN isan artist and writer based in London. He is the author of Tracey Emin (Tate 2006) and was

curator of “To the Glory of God: New Religious Art™ at the second Liverpool Biennial.
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BoBo came home in bad shape. Cigarettes had been
stubbed out on his body, hot tea spilled down his
back. His previously sharp contours had gone soft
and incoherent, due to endless sluicings of water
over his powdery skin. Parts of him had been
snapped off and tossed in the box alongside his rav-
aged body when the technicians sent him back from
the foundry. To be fair, it wasn’t their job to take care
of him—he was, after all, merely the raw clay cast for
a bronze sculpture, and assumedly expendable—
and, to be fairer, he’d arrived in bad shape,
thanks to the ministrations of his maker, Rebecca
Warren.

The resultant bronze, BOBO (2006), Warren’s lat-
est stab at the medium, makes that clear enough. It
is, on one level, a burlesque of a commemorative stat-
ue, the subject wearing a patriarchal beard, a serious
expression, and his neck angled just so: dreaming of
posterity. But some inner ridiculousness or pomp
(and here it is perhaps worth noting that while War-
ren won't say where the title came from, “BoBo” is a
moderately recent neologism designating a “bour-
geois bohemian”) appears to be rising up and wreck-
ing his big moment, making him appear hysterically
unworthy of an everlasting memorial. His body is
contorted and gnarled like ancient roots. His single

MARTIN HERBERT is a writer and critic based in Tun-
bridge Wells, Kent.

MARTIN HERBERT

foot—faint shades of Giacometti—is clodhopping,
huge, its big toe pointing skyward. He seems to
be wearing a skirt and a conical party hat. A final
bathetic touch: His warped, outstretched arm sup-
ports a precariously balanced twig.

In Warren’s art, however, what you can hold onto
in iconographical terms counts for less than what
you can’t, and what matters most are the implica-
tions and effects of her refusals. When she got back
the ruined cast of BOBO, for example, she began
working back into it, piling more febrile, finger-
worked masses of clay onto its already-exploited
armature—generally speaking this is not done, but
Warren never saw a restriction she didn’t immediate-
ly want to transgress—and the result was given a title
intentionally difficult to pronounce: DOU DOU CHE
(2006). The lower half, particularly the huge foot
and upraised toe, is recognizable from its predeces-
sor. From thereon up, however, the figure has turned
appreciably ladylike, notwithstanding the tartan
cloth covering her chest. She wears a bow in her hair,
which has been colored; this, as with the applied
textile, feels like something of a formal no-no.
She is a touch more graceful than BOBO, but still
a wreck.

As such, she joins the parade of unlovely female
figures that have emerged from Warren’s studio
since 1998’s HELMUT CRUMB, an architectonic
merger of imagery by counterculture cartoonist

Herbert, Martin.  “Pressure Zone,” Parkett. No. 78, 20006, pp. 44-51.
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simply charging these males with a predatory sexism.
Her art is not a priori analytic in that way (and nor
can those practitioners’ undeniable artistry be so
easily separated from their attitudes—a confliction
that propels Warren’s own art). Rather it is a tool for
treating external forces with some kind of disguised
grace under pressure, whether they be those of sexu-
al inequality, the seductive authority of an artistic
forebear who may also appear unreconstructed, or
the latent conventions of art-making.

In responding to these anxieties, Warren’s prac-
tice, while it seems superficially aggressive, might be
more correctly read as a sophisticated, modular sys-
tem of circumventions and defenses against them—
and against a symbolic possession through total com-
prehension. Take LOG LADY (2003), a headless and
armless cracked-clay female figure wearing what
appears to be a billowing skirt, a densely branched
log balanced on her gravity-defying breasts. Crumb,
the notorious woman-decapitator (see, for example,
his 1991 comic strip A Bitchin’ Bod!, which even the
cartoonist claims to find discomlfiting), is once again
in there. So is David Lynch’s television series Twin
Peaks (1990-91), in which the Log Lady was a charac-
ter, one brimful of secrets. Beyond this, in intent the
work remains something ol an enigma—indeed, you
could almost imagine it in a De Chirico painting—
resisting positioning in a conceptual schema. Aspects
of it seem on the cusp of transformation, as when
one begins to discern miniaturized legs in the dress.
LOG LADY seems monumental but also, due to the
seemingly fragile medium, on the verge of falling

ROBERT CRUMB, from A Bitchin Bod! /

Ein Hurenstiick!, 1992, (COPYRIGHT BY ROBERT CRUMB, 1992)

Herbert, Martin.

apart; she sits there, a quandary. The sculpture rests
on chipboard fitted with castors, as if its own lack of
conceptual fixity, its mobility, were being analogized
on a material level.

You don’t know, as you never really know with
Warren, what this work expresses about her feelings
on any of its reference points, or on gender politics,
but you can sense her own current not-knowing and
desire for clarification, perhaps aided by making
such an obtuse object. A work such as this is, on one
level, a hand raised, requesting forbearance while
she works it out. In the meantime, Warren places you
in the midst of flux and provisionality. In 1914, Sig-
mund Freud (whose photograph appeared on the
cover of her Kunsthalle Zurich catalogue in 2004,
and who is not only one of many looming father fig-
ures in her art but also, of course, formulator of the
Oedipus Complex) characterized his psychoanalytic
method in terms of “remembering, repeating, and
working through.” This doesn’t seem irrelevant to
Warren'’s reactive, performative methodology. For a

“Pressure Zone,” Parkett. No. 78, 2006, pp. 44-51.
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REBECCA WARREN, The Turner Prize,
exhibition view, Tate Britain, 2005 /

Ausstellungsansicht, Turner-Preis.
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T RYING IT ON

I SUPPOSE

CATHERINE LAMPERT

A few years ago, when I encountered Rebecca War-
ren’s sculptures in the venues where serious art is
exhibited and debated, it was a pleasure to witness
their frolicking, reckless qualities. But it was natural
to be nervous; something that is hand-made and
invites intimacy might prove an anachronistic con-
fection, one that is especially upsetting if the viewer
has an abiding attachment to the observation-based,
figurative sculpture of Rodin, Giacometti, and oth-
ers. Subsequent exposure to the tall, standing figures
setin rows like chorus girls at Matthew Marks Gallery
in late 2005 gave me enough reason to suggest a stu-
dio visit in connection with a film Jake Auerbach and
I were planning to make—its subject: living British
artists talking about Rodin (part of the exhibition I
was curating for the Royal Academy).!” When we fin-
ished recording for the film, the single common
experience amongst our eight participants turned
out to be that they had all responded emphatically to
Rodin (and the Musée Rodin in Paris) when they

CATHERINE LAMPERT was Director of the Whitechapel
Art Gallery until 2001 and is now a free-lance curator and art
historian. Recent books and exhibitions include Francis Alys:
The Prophet and the Fly and Rodin at the Royal Academy. Euan
Uglow: The Complete Paintings will be published by Yale University

Press in 2007,

were teenagers; however, as they’'d developed and
thought about their own options, they’d each begun
to see this artist-giant as too expressive and too emo-
tional. When Warren was a student at Goldsmiths
College from 1989 to 1992, she explains that “life-
drawing wasn’t encouraged, it was old-fashioned ...
expressionism was talked about in a disparaging
way.”®) Nevertheless, a few vears later, she began to
look seriously at Degas, Rodin, and Rosso, principal-
ly in reproductions. (I can imagine Rebecca thinking
to herself, “That’s not bad.”)

As soon as Rodin received his first public commis-
sion in 1880—monumental doors for a planned
decorative arts museum—he decided to model fig-
ures, each about forty centimeters high, that would
illustrate narrative episodes from Dante’s The Divine
Comedy. In a matter of five years, he had assembled
some two-hundred figures, drifting ever closer to
Baudelaire’s archetypal erotic, degraded lovers. Visi-
tors to the studio on the rue de I'Université would
have seen someone intoxicated with the spirit of
spontaneous creation—a “countless host of damned
women came into being and writhed in his fingers.
Some of them lived for a few hours before being
returned to the mass of reworked clay.™ Neverthe-
less, in his well-organized studio, with its comple-
ment of technicians, many figures were cast in plas-

Lampert, Catherine. “Trying It On I Suppose,” Parkett.  No. 78, 2006, pp. S8—063.
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dancer with split legs. Our eyes and feelings travel
over this work’s rugged, pruned terrain, peering in
through the gapping knife-cut aperture under the
left arm and contemplating the brutal, but tender,
contortions in the sculpture’s face.

It is impossible for Warren, or perhaps for any
intelligent living artist, to treat the making of figura-
tive images as a wholesome, centered occupation.”)
Warren uses the word “ludicrous” to describe her
treatment of her subject, as did Willem de Kooning
in a 1960 interview with David Sylvester. The critic
questioned whether the impetus to paint the Women
series came from a moral decision, a theoretical deci-
sion, or only desire. De Kooning skirted around such
ponderous notions, protesting how “that word ‘fig-
ure’ becomes such a ridiculous omen.” “It’s really
absurd to make an image, like 2 human image...but
then all of a sudden it was even more absurd not to
do it,” said De Kooning. “Indeed, the ludicrous per-
sonage hijacks the creative process,” he continued. “I
put it [the woman] in the center of the canvas, you
know, because there was no reason to put it a bit on
the side—do you see what I mean? So I thought I
might as well stick to the idea that it’s got two eyes, a
nose and mouth and neck... I felt myself almost get-
ting flustered. ... the idea that it really is very funny,
you know, to get stuck with a woman’s knees, for
instance.” De Kooning downgraded content—mak-
ing it more “a glimpse of something”—before adding
a further disclaimer: “It’s very tiny, very tiny, con-
tent.” The character of both De Kooning’s women
and Warren'’s is a bit brazen; when we circle her fig-
ures we understand what De Kooning meant when
he fancied being in conversation with them in the
studio, “like they were ladies of Gertrude Stein. Like
one of them would say: how do you like me?"® When
Warren sees her figures return from the foundry a
bit battered and coarse, she builds in the changes
before they re-emerge.

With hindsight, De Kooning admitted that his
images of women were somewhat “vociferous and
ferocious,” especially those women sporting grins
achieved by collaging mouths cut from printed mass
media, for he agreed that this feature made them
appear more “like Mesopotamian idols ... astonished
about the forces of nature.” Tate curator Clarrie Wal-

lis, writing in the Tate Triennial catalogue, found
Warren’s SHE (2003)—a figure with ample breasts
and buttocks—reminiscent of “Mesopotamian fer-
tility figurines.”” Warren accepts that she amasses
“all sorts of influences from all sorts of different
places...trying [them] on for size...” One might see
her approach as using some delay and refractory tac-
tics, and this is literally the case, as a work will be
positioned so that its back faces the entrance to the
gallery. Being less self-conscious is, in Warren’s
words, simply “better.”®

Pots boiling

In the studio, Warren likens her activity to watching
several pots boiling at the same time. In the gallery, it
is a struggle for even the most aware visitor to absorb
the collective identity of the series. Going from one
figure to the next in the Tate’s Turner Prize show
(a context of general restlessness), reading names
in her works’ titles (WILLIAM, PAULINE, DOU DOU
CHE), I found that, due to their quality and finesse,
her works demanded even more thorough viewing
than in the studio. The gawky, ostrich-like figures
stood on narrow plinths—some pinkish, others
white—set at heights where the heads of the tallest
were visible above the crowd of museum-goers. The
unpatinated bronze, rubbed with wax, looked garish,
like jewelry, bumped and twisted, deliberately super-
fluously—until a random look brought a flash of
something. It occurred to me that the armature of
these upright figures—a steel pole—was analogous
to the creatures on carousels, pumping up and down.
One can appreciate an innate flair in Warren’s sensi-
bility—the sporty, acrylic-patterned fabric she uses
for capes, the passages of applied makeup.

The forms in her unfired clay pieces are more
tumbling and soft, like bouquets, with poetic names.
One is titled GARDEN OF MY SPOUSE (2006) but I am
reluctant to elicit facts about this work. After all, it is
art, so its associations can be evocative for me with-
out merely belonging to the artist’s
of-consciousness. Here I glean a special quality, that
of Arshile Gorky's Garden in Sochi series—take, for
example, the nostalgia of the most resolved gouache,

stream-

one with a yellow ground, sharp slipper shapes, and
floating objects.”)
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2005—it’s as if the installation scheme anticipates
the mores and ethos proffered by a particular art
institution. Un condamné a mort s’est échappé (1956),
Robert Bresson’s film, is amongst those to which
Warren relates. A man sentenced to death by the
Gestapo escapes, or goes where the wind takes him.
In the cinematography, the details are exaggerated
and sounds reverberate. A slow developer, Warren
wants to keep her options open while trying to “get
to the bottom” of what it means to make art. “I’ve not

found it an easy thing to achieve. At first. You get AUGUSTE RODIN, standing figures and
some kind of love, in some sense, from the things THE GATE OF HELL, Musée Rodin, Meudon /

L s ”
that you're doing. Skulpturen und HOLLENTOR. (PHOTO: COURTESY

OF IVOR HEAL)
1) “Rodin at the Royal Academy,” 26 September 2006-1 January

2007 and then the Kunsthaus Zurich, 9 February-13 May 2007.
2) This quote and subsequent ones not given other references
are from the recording in Warren’s studio on 18 May 2006 for
Rodin: The Sculptors’ View, directed by Jake Auerbach, and notes
from a previous conversation in the studio on 11 April 2006.

3) Hughes le Roux, “La Vie & Paris,” Le Temps, Paris, 20 June
1889.

4) A typical quote is “Nature offers symbols and synthesis on the
breast of the strictest reality. It suffices to know how to read
them,” Camille Mauclair, Auguste Rodin. The Man—His Ideas—
His Works, trans. Clementina Black (London: Duckworth and
Co., 1905), p. 53.

5) “amplifying it, exaggerating the hole and the bumps so as to
give them more light,” Rodin, Le Journal, Paris, 12 May 1898.

6) David Sylvester, Interviews with American Artists (London:

Chatto & Windus, 2001), pp. 48-53. WILLEM DE KOONING, LARGE TORSO, 1974,
7) Clarrie Wallis, Tate Triennial 2006, “New British Art,” Tate

Britain, 1 March-14 May 2006, p. 138.
8) Rebecca Warren speaking on the film produced by the Tate 91,5 x 91,5 x 67,3 cm.
for the Turner Prize 2006.

9) Arshile Gorky, GARDEN IN SOCHI, 1940-41, gouache on board,
22x 28", purchase with bequest of C.Donald Belcher, High
Museum of Art, Atlanta.

10) Germaine Greer, “Are Rodin’s bronzes erotic? Hardly—
but they do tell us a lot about the sculptor’s womanizing,” The
Guardian, 9 October 2006, p. 24.

11) Tate Turner Prize film, 2006. One thinks of the dismal male
physiques and libido in John Coplans, Paul McCarthy, etc.,
Nevertheless the British critics rail against her subject matter,
Adrian Searle “bored,” by her “big-assed and -breasted clay
floozies,” (The Guardian, 3 October 2006), several complaining
about a “feminist message.” Julian Keeling, in his article,
“Shapes of things to come,” Harper’s Bazaar, November 2006,
p. 200, explains with charm that his efforts to turn the conver-

bronze, 36 x 36 x 26 /27 / GROSSER TORSO, Bronze,

sation into personal territory are rebuffed “with a discourse on

art” or another distraction. AUGUSTE RODIN, CROUCHING WOMAN, ca. 1893,
12) Michael Craig-Martin, “The Power of Now,” The Guardian, bronze, 20 /4 x 13 3/3" / KAUERNDE FRAU, Bronze,
14 October 2006, p. 11.

13) Lizzie Carey-Thomas, Brochure, Turner Prize 2006, Tate
Britain 2006.

53 x 34 ¢m. (PHOTO: COURTESY OF IVOR HEAL)
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