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Paula Rego
The Artist in her Studio

1992-93

acrylic on canvas

Bought with
Leeds City Council
funds and with the aid
of grants from the
VgcA/MGC Purchase
Fund the National
Art Collections Fund
and the Leeds Art
Collections Fund
Paula Rego, horn in
Portugal in 1935 but
resident in Britain
since coming here
as an art student, has
been described recently
as 'one of the most
interesting figurative
painters of our
generation'

ED ITO RIAL
Exactly ten years ago, the LACF spearheaded a
Turner'
successful
to
purchase
appeal
celebrated album of Bird Studies from the
Farnley Hall collection for f.223,000. During
the Summer, the City Art Gallery was faced with
the task of raising a similar sum (6234,000) to
another
acquire
treasure,
great Yorkshire
Auguste Rodin's life-size figure The Age of
Bronze,
commissioned
directly
from
the
sculptor by the Beckett family of Leeds in 1906.
Once again, the LACF, which has, over the
years, played such a crucial role in enriching the
Leeds collections sportingly agreed to make a
direct grant of f.10,000 and also launch a public
for funds. Donations
comfortably
appeal
exceeding the amount committed from general
funds were received, so once again the City is
infinitely grateful to the LACF for its inspired
support. Before approaching major grant-giving
bodies, in this case the NACF, the HMF, the
NHF and the V8cA/MGC Purchase Fund, it is
essential to show that one has been energetic in
seeking to generate funds locally, so while the
appeal raised only just over 10/o of the total it
was a decisive contribution.
While lottery money is likely to change the
whole landscape of museum fund-raising, it is
unlikely that this is the last time Leeds curators
will have to embark on an exhausting campaign. In fact, the famous oil painting by Sir
Peter Paul Rubens The Holy Family with St John
from the historic Temple Newsam collection is
currently on the art market and seems an
obvious candidate for a lottery bid. The picture
was featured on the cover of the Leeds Arts
Calendar, No. 110 (1992l and earlier this year
we borrowed it from Agnews for display both
at the City Art Gallery and in the very spot
where it had originally hung at Temple Newsam.
Members may have heard about the imminent
merger of the Art Galleries and Museums
Services in Leeds. Nearly all local authorities,
including Sheffield, Bristol and Hull, who in the
past ran their museums and galleries separately,
have decided to unite them under a supremo
director, and this is now about to happen in
Leeds. It is not yet clear to what extent the Art
Galleries will preserve their identity under the

new regime, which will control eight buildings.
These changes are likely to create challenges for
the LACF.
Since the last editorial appeared, progress has
been achieved in improving signs at the Art
Gallery; happily, the LACF now has its own
notice board to advertise events. A start has also
been made on installing a modern lighting
system, the first space to be upgraded being
the Watercolour Room. The small Sculpture
Gallery and Models Room, which had become
something of a disaster area, are being redesigned and will shortly house new displays.
Daru Rooke, Keeper of Lotherton Hall, and
Samantha Flavin, Curatorial Assistant, both
transferred to Armley Mills Industrial Museum
in August. Together, they organized memorable
costume exhibitions at Lotherton, transformed
the Oriental Gallery and created a very special
Edwardian
atmosphere
at the Hall. Adam
White, formerly Keeper of Educational Services,
has been appointed to Lotherton and takes up
his duties in the new year. The vacancies
caused by these moves will, when filled, bring
welcome new blood into the curatorial team.
There have been no major new developments
at Temple Newsam, although the programme of
recreating historically authentic interiors by
reinstating chimneypieces and hanging exact
copies of indigenous wallpapers continues on
the West Wing, while a firm of architects from
York recently completed a survey of the structure and fabric of the building. Finally, members
may like to know that we did very well at the
Raby Castle attic clearance sale in October. Our
haul included a handsome Regency canopy bed
with single foot and head posts, plus all the
original striped and fringed hangings; a suite of
two footman's
grained pine servants'urniture;
stump beds with corded bottoms; an anthology
of argand lamps converted to electricity, which
are precisely what we need for Temple Newsam,
and an elephant's-foot
stool destined for
Lotherton, which used to bristle with big
game trophies until the last Lady Gascoigne,
who was chiefly interested in the World Wildlife
Fund, ordered them all to be burned.
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Introduction

Galleries are sometimes accused of being temples of high culture and the
curators who work in them of being priests and priestesses, dispensing arcane
knowledge to the visitor.

The television film made at Leeds City Art Gallery by Alan Bennett,
Jonathan Stedall and the production company Scorer Associates, and first
broadcast to popular and critical acclaim on the BBC at Easter 1994, showed the
Gallery to be anything but that. In fact Alan Bennett alludes to the Gallery as
being 'not unlike a park'nd the programme saw him not only reacting to the
works of art themselves but also watching and listening as people made their
way through the Gallery.
This book and the exhibition it accompanies follows on from this television
film but it also acknowledges the fact that Alan Bennett has been a quizzical and
consistent visitor to art galleries since boyhood —ever since a challenging visit to
Leeds City Art Gallery with Miss Timpson and Standard 3 of Upper Armley
National School in 1942 brought him face to face with art and the reactions it
inspired in people.

In the book, as in the film, Alan Bennett explores something of what it
means to be a 'gallery-goer's well as his personal selection from the modern
art collection of Leeds City Art Gallery, a collection he holds in great affection,
and which was hailed recently as 'probably the best collection of 20th century
art outside London'.
From tramps, 'smut'n art, a proposal for an 'in-gallery'arrow gauge
railway system to make it easier on the visitors'eet, to a meditation on why
Holman Hunt's Jesus is devoid of hair and smiles, and a impassioned plea that
Galleries must remain free and open to all, Bennett writes with characteritistic
wit and wry observation about a gallery —its contents and discontents, pictures
and people alike.

'...

the hope is, the faith is that the art will rub off, and I believe that because
that's what happened to
me.'IGEL

WALSH
Senior Assistant Keeper (Exhibitions)
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This book and the exhibition it accompanies, arise out of the television
documentary Portrait or Bust which Jonathan Stedall and I made about Leeds
City Art Gallery in December 1993 and which was first transmitted on BBC2 in
April 1994. It includes many of the paintings featured in that programme and
incorporated in this book is some of the script.

Other than 'These are the pictures I like''m not sure I'e much else of
consequence to say about the actual paintings. What I did in the programme
was to advertise my own ignorance in the hope that it would encourage people
with similar feelings of inadequacy where art is concerned to come into the
Gallery nevertheless. Leeds after all is not an intimidating collection. To begin
with it's relatively small; you'e not outfaced by it and anyone with two hours to
spare can see most of it. Watercolours apart it's weighted toward the twentieth
century and has some of the best modern British paintings to be seen anywhere
in the provinces.

The Gallery is friendly too and (not the least of its virtues) has plenty of
seats, often with quite odd or eccentric characters sitting in them. This is all to
the good. People come into an art gallery for all sorts of reasons;, some, it'
true, because they like paintings but with a lot of visitors looking at the pictures
is quite low on the list; they come in out of the rain, to keep warm maybe or to
take the weight off their feet; perhaps they'e early for a meeting or they'e on
the lookout for a meeting and have come in hoping to pick somebody up... all
of which are perfectly proper and legitimate reasons for being here. An art
gallery after all is not unlike a park. But the hope is... the faith is... that the art
will rub off, be taken in out of the corner of the eye. Because the corner of the
eye is a good short cut to the back of the mind. 'Only what is seen sideways'ays
E. M. Forster, 'sinks deep'.
When I way a boy, I used to do my homework in the Reference Library next
door, and I'd come down to the Gallery not because I wanted to look at the
pictures but because I wanted a break. I got to know the pictures by accident, by
osmosis almost; I just absorbed them. And I can see that it's from this
experience that I derive my attitude to television, believing as I do that a lot of
people switch on at random and with no definite idea of the programme they
want to watch, just as they come in here at random and for a variety of reasons;
but given good comedy, good drama, good documentaries, they can be diverted
and elevated, just as they can be by good paintings.
My appreciation of painting is quite shallow. I find it hard to divorce
appreciation from possession, so I know I like a picture only when I'm tempted
to walk out with it under my raincoat. However much I like a painting I seldom
hang about in front of it, but go and get a postcard instead. Art is hard on the
feet. I loathe standing, and get more speedily exhausted in a gallery than
anywhere else, except perhaps a second-hand bookshop.
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My ideal gallery would be traversed by a narrow gauge railway where one
could be shunted into a siding in front of the pictures one likes. How Bernard
Berenson could stand in front of a painting for hours at a stretch, just taking it
in, beats me. Give me a postcard any day.

The first visit I paid to the Art Gallery
was early in the Second War when I was
aged eight. There was very little to see in
the way of art as, in the expectation of airraids, most of the city's pictures had been
evacuated to a place of safety. Frantic
operations of a similar kind went on all
over the country in the early months of
the war and famously in London, where
the precious contents of the National
Gallery were crated up and taken off to a
slate quarry in Wales, there to be hidden
in caves.
Il

Lacking metropolitan masterpieces
Leeds chose a handier refuge, Temple
Newsam. I like to think the pictures were
loaded onto a tram and taken the little
ride along York Road, through Halton
and up that leafy incline by the municipal
golf course to Temple Newsam House. It
was a trip I'd done several times with my
grandma. The contrast though was
revealing: in London a get-away in the
nick of time to a remote and romantic
haven; in Leeds a twopenny halfpenny
tram-ride. From as early as I can
remember life, or at any rate life in Leeds, never quite came up to scratch.

Photo lohn Freeman

But now we are in the Art Gallery sometime in 1942 and Standard 3 from
Upper Armley National School has been brought into town by our teacher, Miss
Timpson, to see an exhibition in the Art Gallery to do with Ark Royal Week.
Miss Timpson is a thin, severe woman with grey hair in a bun and the kind of
old lady's legs that seem to have gone out now which begin at the far corners of
the skirt and converge on the ankles. We have looked at the fund-raising
thermometer on the Town Hall steps and now Miss Timpson has shepherded us
into the back of a crowded hall in the Gallery where a row of Sea Scouts from
the Boys'ome are singing and whistling 'Pedro the Fisherman'.
Entertainment was scarce in those early years of the war but even I knew
that this performance was no crowd-puller and it's not long before the attention
of Standard 3 begins to wander. Except that there's not much else to look at,
just one large picture that hasn't been evacuated, either because it's too big or is
of no artistic merit. Merit not really at the top of their list, two of the bolder
boys in the class, Rowland Ellis and John Marston, have gone over to take a
closer look.
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It's a vast work, acres of paint varnished to an over-all brown and it depicts
the aftermath of some great battle, the kind ofbattle that's always being
described in the Bible with mountains of dead and piteous and imploring
wounded. Night is coming on and women wander over the field comforting the
wounded and searching for their loved ones. Prominent among these is a striking
figure (what my mother would have called 'a big woman')... bold, scornful, with

her many bangles proclaiming her a person of some consequence. She stands
astride a wounded warrior, possibly her consort and certainly someone with
whom she is on familiar terms because she has tom aside her bodice and,
standing back from the prostrate figure, displays an ample breast.

Some of the boys in Standard 3 (not me) have begun to nudge and snigger.
But I am thought to be a shy child (sly would be nearer the truth) so I hedge my
bets, keeping one eye on Miss Timpson while stealing looks at this
extraordinary canvas.

The sight of a breast so insolently displayed was, even in the hygienic context
of art not a common sight in 1942 so it was hardly surprising that Standard 3

had started to smirk. But the gallery was gloomy and the picture was gloomy
too, so it was only gradually one made out what it was this brazen woman was
doing with the breast, and as it became'plain Standard 3's mirth turned to awe.
Seemingly without shame the lady, who may have been Boadicea (though
she also bore some resemblance to Mrs Hutchinson, the vicar's wife) was
squeezing the contents of her breast into the (presumably) parched mouth of
the injured warrior. Novel though this procedure was, what really staggered
Standard 3 was the accuracy of her aim. The range was at least three yards. Of
course she may have been all over the place before she got it right but certainly
at the moment of depiction she was dead on target.

Perhaps I was less surprised at this achievement than the others. I knew boys
who could spit a's accurately as that and I took this to be a possible female
equivalent. I could not spit, at any rate over any distance, and had none of that
copious supply of saliva that the more brutish boys seemed always to carry in
readiness. I think I knew, even at the age of eight that not being able to spit
would mean not being able to do a lot of other things too (dive, throw a cricket
ball, piss in public, catch the barman's eye), that not being able to spit was only
the tip of an iceberg so vast that it would float beside and under me all the
length of my life. However.
A hiatus before the choir struck up with Bobby Shafto brought us back to
Miss Timpson's attention and she suddenly caught sight of her class, myself
included, clustered round the picture. Now, whereas Miss Timpson would
expect nothing better of boys like Rowland Ellis and John Marston (both of
whom could of course spit) than to be found sniggering at rude pictures this
had never been my role. I was not that sort of boy and here I was about to be
tarred with the same prurient brush as the rest. But I was a precocious child and
no sooner did I perceive the danger than I retrieved the situation. 'Miss', I asked
innocently, 'Is that what they mean by succouring the woundede'No,
Miss Timpson crisply, 'it is what they mean by smut. But very good. Do any
of you others know the word 'succour't And what are you smirking about,
Alan,'aid
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Rowland Ellis, perhaps you can spell itP's-v-c-K-E-R'ays Rowland Ellis
proudly and is mystified to get a clip over the ear. 'Come along, children', says
Miss Timpson. 'Next door there are some ladies demonstrating how to knit seasocks. We may pick up a few tips. And pay attention all of you, I shall want you
to write a composition about this when we get back to school.

I'e

no idea and nor has the
Where that 'After the Battle'ainting is now
Gallery. So utterly has it disappeared that I began to think I had imagined it; but
my brother remembers it, several viewers remember it and the Chairman of the
Cultural Services Committee, Bernard Atha, remembers it, so I'm not just
romancing. Still I suspect it's no loss to art, or even to memory, because if it did
turn up it would probably seem much milder now than it seemed to our eight
year old eyes then.

For all Miss Timpson's strictures one of the earliest lessons a child learns in a
gallery is the propriety of art, that art and antiquity make it quite proper to

peep.

'It's all right if it's art'. I was once in the Hayward Gallery at an exhibition of
Indian painting, Tantra, and there was one panel on which a goddess, I suppose,
was having everything possible done to her through every conceivable orifice by
half a dozen strapping young men and enjoying it no end. Looking at this were
two very proper middle aged, middle class ladies. Eventually one of them spoke:

'Goodness! She's a busy

lady!'hoto

'

lohn Preetnon

J,l
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WILLIAM HOLMAN

HUNT

The Shadow of Death 1870

This painting is perhaps the most famous in the Gallery, Holman Hunt's
The Shadow of Death, in which Mary sees Jesus's death prefigured. There's a
larger version of the painting in Manchester but this one was the original,
slightly smaller than the other versions so that Hunt could carry it around with
him and make alterations as he went.
He painted the picture on location in
lengths to get the background and fittings
one model, the head to another, who was
villain in fact and on one occasion before
the local gaol and bail him out.

Palestine and went to elaborate
right. The body of Christ belonged to
not at all Christ-like, a notorious
he could paint him Hunt had to go to

It's not at all plain what Jesus is supposed to be doing apart from casting the
appropriate shadow; I suppose he's meant to be stretching after a hard day'
work, but it hardly looks like
that. What always used to
puzzle me as a child was that
apart from the hair on his head
Jesus (I mean not merely this
Jesus, but any Jesus) never had
a stitch of hair anywhere else.
.
Never a whisper of hair on that
always angular chest; God
seemed to have sent his only
begotten son into the world
with no hair whatsoever under
his arms. This rang a bell with
me, though, because I was a
late developer and at fifteen
was longing for puberty. So
I~
Jesus's pose here is exactly how
I felt, crucified on the wall bars
during PE, displaying to my
much more hirsute classmates
my still unsullied armpits.
I

Ih..
hai a.

t

I

St Cyril and St Justin thought
that Christ must have been, (or
should have been) mean and
disgusting, 'the most hideous
of the sons of men'. This cut no
ice with the powers that be.
Louis B. Mayer had nothing on
the Farly Fathers. They knew
that someone with billing and his name above the title couldn't be a slob. So
never a fat Jesus or a small Jesus even, and always a dish, though of course we
must not say so.
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John Atkinson Grimshaw

Park Row, Leeds, by Moonlight
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And so serious. Scour the art galleries of the world and you will not find a
picture of Jesus grinning. Jesus enjoying a joke. A God who rarely smiled, a man
who never sniggered. Did he see jokes, one wonders? And were they ever on

him!

There aren't many pictures of Jesus in the Gallery, which suits me as my
threshold for Jesus pictures is quite low. The later they get the harder I find
them to take so that by the time we get to the nineteenth century, Jesus is
uncomfortably close to the only slightly sicklier versions we were given to stick
in our books at Sunday School.
REMBRANDT VAN RI JN

Christ returning from the Temple with His Parents

1654

Excepted from these
irreverences is the
Rembrandt etching,
Christ Returning from the
Temple with His Parents,
who don't look like the
Holy Family at all but
peasants out for a walk
complete with dog. He'
one of Rembrandt's
frisky and utterly nonsymbolic dogs. Maybe
that's why he's frisky,
because it knows it
doesn't have to represent
fidelity or trust or anything at all from Hall's Dictionary of Subjects and Symbols.
He's just happy to be All Dog.
ATKINSON GRIMSHAW
Park Row, Leeds, by Moonlight

1882

Anyone who knows Leeds will find this painting, Park Row by Atkinson
Grimshaw, almost a documentary record (the church apart) ofhow the street
looked as late as 1960 which was when the city fell to greed and mediocrity.

Some silly people on the right nowadays wish the Sixties hadn't happened
because that was when people discovered sex and pot-smoking. I wish the
Sixties hadn't happened because that was when avarice and stupidity got to the
wheel of the bulldozer. They called it enterprise and still do, but the real
enterprise would have been if someone in 1960 had had the clout and the
imagination to say 'Let us leave this city much as it is, convert it perhaps, replumb it but nothing else'.

If they had, Leeds today would have been one of the architectural
showplaces of the kingdom, a Victorian Genoa or Florence on the buildings of
which many of its banks and commercial properties (like the one in the right
foreground) were modelled. Instead it's now like anywhere else.
10

Mr Bennett's Pictures

ANTONIO

CANOVA

The Hope Venus about 1818 to 1820

I'e included this sculpture by
Canova simply as a reminder. In all the
fuss there was earlier this year about
retaining his Three Graces in this
country I saw no mention of this or
other sculptures by him that were
already in public galleries in this
country and which were comparatively
unregarded. Now it's true that Leeds
has only one lady not three but whereas
the Three Graces are in a bit of a huddle
here you can at least see Venus in the
round.

PATRICK WILLIAM

ADAM

Interior, Rutland Lodge, Potternewton

1920
Photo lerrr Hardman

Interior, Rutland Lodge: vista through open doors 1920

Jones

GEORGE CLAUSEN
A Girl in Black 1913

The name Sam Wilson suggests some bluff mill owner standing four-square
on the hearthrug with his thumbs in his waistcoast, holding forth about the
shortcomings of the workers and generally laying down the law.
In fact Sam Wilson seems to have been a discerning, if rather conservative
collector and his house at Potternewton must have been crowded out with the
pictures he left to the Art Gallery in 1915.

I'e chosen

'iE

three, two which I remember
from childhood, the third, by George Clausen
because it appeals to me now. The two pictures of
his house by Patrick William Adam aren'
remarkable as paintings but I used to look at
them and think that this was the kind of house I
would one day like to live in —a place of hushed,
handsome rooms, and rooms that gave onto
other rooms and rooms beyond them, all bathed
in a subdued aqueous light and the setting for a
life of great elegance. Nothing could be further
removed from our homely (but entirely
comfortable) kitchen-living room in Otley Road.
This vision of gracious living remains a vision
(and now an unwanted one) though the sense of
long views through a house still gives me
pleasure when I walk through the upper floors at
Temple Newsam.
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Patrick William Adam
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Interior, Rutland Lodge: vista through open doors
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Walter Richard Sicker t
The New Bedford
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JOHN SELL COTMAN

On the River Yare

Refectory of Walsingham

Priory

1807/8

A Ploughed Field about 1807

I can see that in
aesthetic terms my liking
for Cotman's
watercolours is related to
my fondness for the
Camden Town school of
painting. With both the
colour range is quite
narrow, the closeness of
the tones imparting a
kind of glow to the paper
or canvas and which,
more than subject, line or
setting, draws me to it.

~

'L

I can say nothing
A
about the composition of
these wonderful works though even I can see that the man's red cap at the centre
of On The River Yare is an inspired touch. Part of the pleasure, I'm sure, is
nostalgic, a longing for England as it once was —or perhaps never quite was, as
Cotman creates as well as records a world.

Ploughed Field

On a more prosaic note the crow that hangs from the stick in A Ploughed
Field is a feature of the countryside that has always puzzled me. Displaying the
carcasses of crows (and also moles) is (or used to be) a favourite device of
gamekeepers though quite to what end I'm not sure. Perhaps the farmer or
gamekeeper is simply advertising his skill as a killer of crows and catcher of
moles. But it seems to me that the unfortunate creatures were also strung up as
an Awful Warning. The unshot crows and unsnared moles were meant to take
note of the carcasses of their unlucky fellows and take the lesson to heart: in
future they must Mend Their Ways (i.e. not behave like crows or moles). It
seems flippant when spelled out but there is some unthought-out notion like
this at the back of such displays, deriving, I suppose, from the assumption that
potential human wrongdoers would be deterred by the bodies of thieves left
hanging on gibbets.

ANDRE DERAIN

Barges on the Thames

about 1906

LUCIEN PISSARRO
Wells Farm Railway Bridge, Acton

1907

I remember thinking as a boy, and without knowing anything about Les
Fauves, that this was quite a fierce picture and being rather pleased with myself
that I liked it. The colours were so bold and uncompromising, and literal14
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minded as I was then, I knew that they were untrue and that the much muddier
Camden Town version of London on view elsewhere in the Gallery, was closer
to the real thing.
I like the unashamed

way the blue crane turns red when it's crossing the line

of the blue bridge and the cheeky toy train
in what, I suppose, is a version of

Southern Railways green, puffing
across to Broad Street. A nice
exhibition (I'm sure there's been one)
would be the English scene through
French eyes. It would include Derain,
Monet, Pissarro (of which Leeds has a
good example) and Agasse, two of
whose slightly sinister paintings were
in a recent exhibition at the National
Gallery.

U ~

Derain had a sad end. He behaved
rather disreputably during the Second
War and was one of several artists,
including Vlaminck who went on a
Wells Farm
sponsored tour of Germany and at the Liberation
was denounced by Picasso. Tall and burly he was a boxer in his youth; he died in
1954 after being run over. When asked if there was anything he wanted his last
words were 'A bicycle and a piece of sky'.

w
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Railway Bridge

WALTER RICHARD SICKERT
The New Bedford 1916—17
MALCOLM

DRUMMOND

The Coconut Shy about 1920
HAROLD GILMAN

Mrs Mounter

1916—17

In Sickert's House about 1907

Portrait of Spencer Frederick Gore 1906—7
Interior with Nude 1911—12
SPENCER FREDERICK GORE
Interior with Nude c1907

In Berkshire

1912

JEAN EDOUARD VUILLARD
Mlle Nathanson in the Artist's Studio about 1912

It's said that when people come to London they settle near the station where
they first arrive. Thus north of Euston (the station for Liverpool) one finds the
Irish; Southall (near to Heath Row) is the centre of the Asian community and
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Andre Detain
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Harold Gilman
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even the Australians in Earls Court fit
into the theory because once upon a
time British Airways had its passenger
terminal there.

I conform to the theory myself:
King's Cross was the station I arrived at
and for thirty years
lived not far
away in Camden Town.

I'e

kb)

Spencer Gore, 1nterior with Nude

The Coconut Shy

g

Though the dreadful Camden Lock
and its attendant touristification has
driven out anything resembling normal
life from large areas there are still parts
of Camden Town that haven't changed
since Sickert, Gilman and Gore were
painting here at the turn of the century.

Sickert lived all over the place, and
briefly in the street where I live now, but
his blue plaque is in Mornington
Crescent. Spencer Gore was nearby
though his lodgings were demolished in
the Thirties to make way for the Black
Cat cigarette factory, itself an Art Deco
monument but stripped in the 1960s of
everything that made it distinctive.
Portrait of Spencer Gore

is

Mr Bennett's Pictures

When I first moved here part of the New Bedford music hall was still
standing and the site is still vacant even today. I like Sickert's painting of it
though the picture of his I would have chosen was of the front of St Mark's in
Venice. This used to hang in the Gallery in the 1950s but it was only on loan and
has now been reclaimed.

I came backwards to French painting. I like Vuillard's interiors but it was
Harold Gilman's I knew first so that I came to Paris via Camden Town. There is
no pariotism involved but I think it's a pity that so many modern English
painters are ranked a poor second to their French contemporaries. The reasons
are as much commercial as artistic; their prices remain relatively modest
because few Americans know much about English twentieth century painting
though a notable exception was Vincent Price who had several Camden Town
pictures picked up for what in international terms was a song. Leeds owes most
of its splendid Camden Town pictures to the taste and foresight of Frank Rutter,
who was Director here from 1912—1924 and who said of Gore, 'He was the most
lovable man it has been my privilege to know'. In some ways the most refined
painter of the group, Gore died quite young from pneumonia just when his
paintings were beginning to be flooded with sun and light.

GWEN JOHN

Portrait of Chloe Boughton-Leigh

1910—14

Gwen John was the sister of
Augustus John —or perhaps one
should say Augustus was the brother
of Gwen, because whereas since her
death in 1939 her reputation has
continued to grow his is now rather
patchy. She was the opposite of her
brother in almost every respect, by
nature diffident and retiring and
painting with restraint and delicacy
but with great strength. She was a
friend of Rodin and an admirer of
Whistler and a few years ago she was
vividly (and bravely) portrayed on
television by Anna Massey.

In her dedication and asceticism
and her lack of concern for her
reputation (she seldom exhibited her
work) Gwen John conforms to one
notion of what an artist should be just
as her more flamboyant Bohemian
brother conforms to another.
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John Sell Cotman
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ROGER FRY

Portrait of Virginia Woolf about 1910
Portrait of Nina Hamnett
DUNCAN

Still-Life

1917

GRANT

1930

Roger Fry is represented in the
collection by a small and not very
interesting landscape. He was more
influential as an aesthetic theorist than as
a painter but I'e always found his
portraits particularly satisfying. The
portrait of Nina Hamnett which is in the
University of Leeds'rt collection is an
excellent example.

The portrait of Virgina Woolf is on
loan to the Gallery and must have been
painted abou t 1910.The strained
expression and hunched shoulders
suggest that it may have been done on the
verge of one of her frequent breakdowns.
But she didn't like having her portrait
painted so maybe that's where the tension
arose.
Still-Life

Portrait of Nina Hamnett

Duncan Grant was married to Vanessa Bell, Virginia Woolf's sister and this
still-life was painted in 1930.
Painters seem an altogether nicer
class of person than writers, though they
often make very good writers themselves.
They'e less envious of each other, less
competitive and with more of a sense
that they are all engaged on the same

enterprise.

I once met Duncan Grant when he
was very old and asked him if he was
envious of other painters. There was a
pause, then he said, 'Titian, sometimes'.
It was a good remark because besides
being a joke it was also a rebuke to me for

being so shallow-minded.

Seeing the little boy when we were
making Portrait or Bust laboriously
spelling out the label under Barbara
Hepworth's Dual Form then looking up at
it, grinning and saying, 'It's good is that! ',
22

Mr Bennett's Pictures

makes me realise that there comes a point, particularly in music and the visual
arts where one's taste stops developing —or at any rate falters. Thus in English
music I never got much beyond Walton and Vaughan Williams, and in English
painting, though I don't quite stop, I certainly slow down in the late 1950s and
begin to settle for what I know already. Thus I like the smoother, suppler forms
of Henry Moore and dislike (or don't feel easy with) the pointy-headed figures
that come later. And, unlike the little boy, don't go much for Barbara Hepworth.
JACOB EPSTEIN
Bust of Jacob Kramer about 1921
JACOB KRAMER

The Day of Atonement

1919

Tramps are, I suppose an occupational hazard of art galleries, particularly
these days, but I should be sorry to see them turned away, their right to look at
the pictures (or not look at them) every bit as inalienable as mine.
Still I can see they can pose problems. I wrote a television play once in which
there was a scene in a provincial art gallery with a conversation between a down
to earth attendant and a casual visitor.

Visitor:

Now then, Neville, Not busy?

Attendant:

Ay. Run

Visitor:

I could do with your job.

off us feet [ The gallery is empty]

Attendant: It carries its own burdens. We get that
much rubbish traipsing through here I feel like a
social worker. This is one of their regular ports of
call, you know. Here and the social security.
Mind you, they don't come in for the pictures.

Visitor:

No?

Attendant: No. They come in for the
central heating. Genuine art lovers you can
tell them a mile off. They'e looking at a
picture and what they'e looking for are the
effects of light. The brush strokes. Economy of
effect. But not the lot we get. Riff-raff. Rubbish.
Human flotsam. The detritus of a sick society.
Shove up half a dozen Rembrandts and
they'd never come near. Turn the
Dimplex up three degrees and it'

Bust of

jacob Kramer

packed out

[He stops another visitor]

You'e not looking for the

Turner?

Visitor 2:

Sorry?

Attendant: No. Beg pardon
That's generally what they all
23
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Francis Butterfield

Figure Derivation
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Francis Butterfield
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want to see. Anybody who has any idea. 'Where's the Turner''laming
I can't see anything in it. Looks as if it's been left out in the rain.

Turner.

We had Kenneth Clark in here once. Same old story. 'Where's
never seen a suit like it. Tweed! It was just like silk. Then some of them come
in just because we have a better class of urinal. See the Turner, use the urinal and
then off. And who pays> Right. The ratepayer.
Afternoon Off 1979
theTurner'?''e

There was often a tramp in here in the late forties, hanging about the gallery
or slumped over an art book in the corner of the Reference Library. Except that

he wasn't a tramp; he was quite a distinguished painter, Jacob Kramer, and his
bust by Epstein is one of the most powerful pieces of sculpture in the Gallery.
Kramer was Jewish, his family from the Ukraine, one of many thousands of
Jewish families who came to Leeds at the end of the 19th century. As a young
man he was a Vorticist and an associate of Wyndham Lewis and William
Roberts. I'd find it hard to say what Vorticism is; I think of it as the jagged
school of painting, Cubism with an English slant, but both Kramer's Jewishness
and his Vorticism can be seen in his The Day of Atonement which was unveiled
in the Gallery in 1920 to a storm of anti-Semitic protest.

There was still a lot of anti-semitism in Leeds even after the Second War, and
I can remember Jewish boys in my school being regularly bullied, one boy in
particular, Alan Harris, always coming in for it. The masters used to turn a blind
eye and even collaborate, one master catching him a terrific slap across the face
for very little reason. Years later when I was in Harrogate I ran across this master

r(
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now tranquilly retired, in a tea shop, and as he came up to me I thought, Oh yes,
you'e the one who hit the Jew. Nowadays the Asians have replaced the Jews in

the front line, living where the Jews used to live, the difference being that
nowadays we talk about prejudice, whereas in those days one never mentioned
it. Kramer himself died in 1962 indistinguishable from a lot of the tramps
whom you'l see outside. Except that in 1966 Leeds College of Art was renamed
after him, briefly, so he was more respectable in death, for a short time, than he
ever was in life.
His finest painting, I think, is of that unexpected Yorkshireman,
it's in the National Portrait Gallery.

Delius only

FRANCIS BUTTERFIELD
Figure Derivation about 1937

Composition
JOHN TUNNARD

Davy

Jones'ocker

1940

These two abstract paintings are quite mysterious. They'e very much of
their period, the late 1930s, with something of Ben Nicholson about them and
also John Tunnard. I like them immensely and if these were the kind of pictures
Francis Butterfield painted I'd like to see more. Except that nobody seems to
know anything about him. He had a studio in Bradford and might just be alive,
maybe even painting still... though I doubt if he's painting like this because it'
a style so particular to its period. But if anyone does know anything of Francis
Butterfield or can say where more of his paintings are to be seen, I'd be happy to
hear from them.

Though the collection is particularly strong on twentieth century British
pictures there are inevitably gaps. There's only two watercolours by Eric
Ravilious, for instance, one of my favourite painters who caught the atmosphere
of Wartime Britain better than anyone. Though there are two paintings by
Duncan Grant there's nothing of any great interest by his wife and long
associate, Vanessa Bell.
Another absentee is Hockney (except for several etchings) though with the
glut of his paintings at Saltaire the region isn't exactly going short. Perhaps
some of the ancient rivalry between Leeds and Bradford still persists. I'm sure
one of his paintings would be better placed here than on the wall of some
Californian millionaire.

In Portrait or Bust I told the story of how I was mistaken for Hockney in a
tea shop in Arezzo. It continues to happen. A few months after the programme
went out I was marooned in Nice airport with two or three hours to wait for a
plane. Unless I'm being paid for I travel economy but my travel agent, who has
an exalted view of my status, has VIP put on my tickets, a largely futile gesture
which seldom even gets me up-graded. However rather than sit on a hard bench
for three hours I thought I'd use my notional status to wangle my way into the
Club Lounge.
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Id.

A stone-faced stewardess barred my way and I laboriously stated my case
where upon she grudgingly undertook to make a telephone call. As she was
'phoning there was a tap on my shoulder. It was an English woman who judging
by her luggage and general demeanor had a hereditary right to be in the Club
Lounge and had been in Club Lounges from the cradle. 'Could I,'he said
kindly, 'congratulate you on your designs for the Rake's
Progresst't

which point the stewardess put the 'phone down and said, 'No. You can'
come in here'.

The English tend to treat pictures as part of the furniture and I certainly
prefer pictures in settings, feel easier with a picture in a room than when faced
with it on a blank wall. Twentiethth century paintings in particular benefit from
a domestic surrounding. I liked the mixture of paintings and furniture in the
recent exhibition about Herbert Read for instance and the intimate galleries at
Kettle's Yard in Cambridge carry that mixture further. The paintings can benefit
too and the shortcomings of the Bloomsbury painters become virtues when one
sees their pictures as a part of a comprehensive (if haphazard) decorative
scheme as one does at Charleston. And of course this applies to much grander
artists too. How many old master paintings now seen in splendid isolation in
galleries were once part of rich and complex decorative and devotional schemes
that we can now scarcely imagine t
Which makes me feel less frivolous five centuries later for liking to see a vase
say, beside or even in front of a painting.

of flowers,
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I feel there ought to be a section in this show devoted to paintings I don'
like. Indeed I often feel that even the grandest galleries could afford to put up a
notrce Sayulg, YOU DON T HAVE To LIKE EVERYTHING.
One candidate would be Renoir's Apres le Bain. I find Renoir difficult to like
of his modes but his rosy, rounded maidens seem to me scarcely above
Christmas card level.
in most

I'd also steer clear of Aert van der Neer's Dutch Town on a River by
Moonlight. I tend not to like Dutch seventeenth century landscapes simply from
having had so many of them to do as jigsaw puzzles when I was a child; the
brown of the sails indistinguishable from the brown of the shore, no people and
all that sky. No thank you.

The focus of this selection has been unashamedly retrospective,
concentrating on the pictures I got to know in this Gallery when I was young.
What my generation had then, which I think has weakened since, was a
powerful sense of the city. I'e mentioned that Atkinson Grimshaw's painting of
Park Row reminded me of Genoa or Florence I don't think it's fanciful to take
that further and say that in the '40s and '50s one had a sense of belonging to
Leeds that can't have been unlike the feelings of someone growing up in a
fifteenth century Italian city state.
There were the arms of the city for a start. Everywhere in Leeds in those days
one was confronted with the owls and the lamb in the sling and the motto,
'Pro Rege et Lege'. One could not escape those arms. They were on my
schoolbooks and they were at the tramstop; they were on the Market; they were
over the entrance to the Central Library (where, rather battered, they still
survive). At every turn there was this reminder that you were a son or daughter
of this city.
Its relics persist and in unexpected places. Staying at the Metropole Hotel
while we were making the TV programme on which this selection is based, I
happened to go down the side of the hotel and there, for no particular reason
and seemingly over the kitchen door, was the familiar coat of arms, the stamp
Leeds.

of

I'm sure this sense of place survives but in a different form. The West
Yorkshire Playhouse will centre some people's sense of identity. Leeds United
(always in the 3rd Division when I was a boy) will centre others'. And I would
not be so foolish as to say things were altogether better then or worse; they were
different. Of one thing though I am sure.
My affection for this collection began in the late 1940s and it's coupled in
my memory with other formative experiences of that time, with the books I
borrowed from the Public Library next door, for instance, or with the concerts
by the Yorkshire Symphony Orchestra that I heard every Saturday night in the
Town Hall. The pictures were free, the library was free and the concerts (at 6d a
time) were virtually free. And I was being educated at Leeds Modern School
which was, naturally, free and in due course went off to university, at first on a
scholarship from Leeds, then on one from my college, free again.
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Now if the assumptions... I would not call them a philosophy... that have
informed government and public life over the last fifteen years are true I would
not set much store by the paintings I saw here, the books I read next door, the
music I heard over the road or the education I had up at Lawnswood. I had not
had them to pay for and nor had my parents, so because they were free, I am
assumed to have taken them for granted. Only if I had to pay my way would I
really appreciate them. Or so the libertarian argument goes.

Nothing is further from the truth.
I valued then as I value now what I was given in Leeds, as I'm sure most of
my generation did and do.

But what am I on about, you sayP The Art Gallery is still free, and though the
suburban branches have been cut back the libraries are still free. Which is true.
But they are not free, as once they were, because they are every citizen's
birthright. I am not even sure we have a birthright now. No, they are only free
because government has not been able to devise a legal method of stealing them
from the public for short term financial gain and putting them out to private
tender. If, as seems likely, we are now going to have to pay to die why should we
not also have to pay to look and to read P

In this boy looking up at the Barbara Hepworth I see myself fifty years ago
and I know that through no fault of his own he is going to have a harder time of
it than I had. And I think that is wrong.

Still t'rom portmit or enct by kind pormtsston
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Patrick William Adam 1854—1929
Interior, Rutland Lodge, Potternewton,
oil on canvas
66 x 40.6
presented by Mrs Sam Wilson 1925

1920

Patrick William Adam 1854—1929
Interior, Rutland Lodge: vista through open
doors, 1920
oil on canvas

67.3 x 45.7

presented by the artist

Francis Butterfield born 1905
Figure Derivation exhibited 1937
oil on board

43.5 x 61.7

presented by subscribers

1937

Francis Butterfield born 1905
Composition
oil on board

54.5 x 71.5
anonymous

loan

Antonio Canova 1757—1822
Venus c1818—1820
marble
height 178
presented by Mrs D. U. McGrigor Phillips

1959

George Clausen 1857—1944

A Girl in Black 1913

oil on canvas

55.8 x 40.6

Sam Wilson bequest 1925
John Sell Cotman 1782—1842
On the River Yare
oil on panel

42.5 x 33.6

presented by the Leeds Art Collections Fund

1934

John Sell Cotman 1782 -1842
A Ploughed Field c1807

watercolour
22.8 x 35
bought 1923
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John Sell Cotman 1782—1842
Refectory of Walsingham Priory 1807—
08
watercolour

40.9 x 29.3

presented by Sir Michael Sadler 1923
Andre Derain 1880—1940
Barges on the Thames c1906
oil on canvas

81.3 x 99

bought from Alex Reid gt Lefevre 1937
Malcolm Drummond 1880—
1945
The Coconut Shy c1920
oil on canvas
35 x 29.9
bought from Fine Art Society 1970

Jacob Epstein 1880—1959
Bust of Jacob Kramer c1921
bronze
height 63.5
presented by the artist 1931
Roger Fry 1866—1934
Portrait of Virginia Woolf c1910
oil on board
41.3 x 32
private collection, on loan to the Fitzwilliam
Museum, Cambridge
Roger Fry 1866—1934
Portrait of Nina Hamnett 1917
oil on board

137 x 91.5

University

of Leeds Art Collection

Harold Gilman 1878—1919
Portrait of Spencer Frederick Gore c1906—
07
oil on canvas

36.8 x 31.7

bought 1936
Harold Gilman 1878—1919
Mrs Mounter c1916—17
oil on canvas

33 x 17.9

bought 1934
Harold Gilman 1878—1919
In Sickert's House c1902
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Lucien Pissarro 1863—1944

oil on canvas

59.7 x 45.7

Wells Farm Railway Bridge, Acton 1907

bought 1944

oil on canvas

45.7 x 54.5

Harold Gilman 1878—1919
Interior with Nude 1911—12
oil on canvas

bought by the Leeds Art Collections Fund 1925

Eric Ravilious 1903—1942
Barrage Balloons outside a British Port

50.8 x 40.6

bought Adams Bros 1949

watercolour
44 x 53.6
presented by the War Artists Advisory Committee

Spencer Gore 1878—1914
Interior with Nude c1907
oil on canvas

55.8 x 40.6

bought by Leeds Art Collections Fund 1932

Spencer Gore 1878—1914
In Berkshire 1912
oil on canvas

9.4 x 14.4

Lupton bequest 1952

38.6 x 53.2

Walter Richard Sickert 1860—1942
The New Bedford 1916—17
oil on canvas

bought 1936
Duncan Grant 1885—1978
Still-Life 1930
oil on canvas

185.5 x 72.4

bought 1937

60.9 x 50.8
bought 1931

John Tunnard 1900—1971
Davy Jones'ocker 1940
oil on panel

John Atkinson Grimshaw 1836—1893
Park Row, Leeds, by Moonlight 1882
oil on canvas

50,8 x 63,3
bought by the Leeds Art Collections Fund 1946

76 x 63.5
on loan from Leeds City Museums

William Ho!man Hunt 1827—1910
The Shadow of Death 1870—73
oil on canvas
94 x 73.6
presented by the executors for C. G. Oates 1903
Gwen John 1876—1939
Portrait of Chloe Boughton-Leigh
oil on canvas

Rembradt van Rijn 1606—1669
Christ Returning from the Temple with His Parents
1654
etch mg

1910—14

Jean Edouard Vuillard 1868—1940
Mlle Nathanson in the Artist's Studio c1912
oil on board

45 x 34.3
bought 1945

Unless otherwise stated all work are part of Leeds City
Art Galleries'ermanent
collection

All measurements

are centimetres

60.3 x 38.6
bought 1955

Jacob Kramer 1892—1962
The Day of Atonement 1919
oil on canvas

99 x 121.9

presented by the Leeds Jewish Community

1920

Henry Moore 1898—1987
Working model for Reclining Figure 1980
plaster
length 86.3
on loan from the Henry Moore Foundation
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The text in this book is based on the original script for the television film
Portrait or Bust
first broadcast on BBC Television, Easter 1994

The film, written and presented by Alan Bennett was commissioned
BBC South from Scorer Associates, Bristol

photography:

by

Mike Fox, Tania Hoser

sound: Keith Rogerson
on-line Editor: Steve Olive

production assistants: Mitch Turnbull, Rachel Pinnock
production manager: Christine Owen
film editors: Pip Heywood, Ali Merryweather
research: Daniel Percival
executive producer: Anne Scorer
produced and directed by Jonathan Stedall
Leeds City Art Galleries are grateful to Scorer Associates and the BBC
for granting permission on photographic rights. Other photographic credits:
John Freeman, Jerry Hardman-Jones, Torre Gill, University of Leeds
Leeds City Art Galleries would also like to thank lenders to the exhibition

Front cover Alan Bennett at Leeds City Art Gallery
Back cover Alan Bennett at home
Photos Torre Gill, courtesy BBG
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'But the crowds in the Gallery repel and as always
are there for and what I am there

I wonder

what they

for.'LAN

BENNETT

Writing Home

1994

Alan Bennett has been a quizzical and consistent visitor to art
galleries since boyhood, the starting point a challenging visit to his local
gallery with Miss Timpson and Standard 3 of Upper Armley
National School in 1942

'Art in general has always puzzled me. The first gallery I ever went into had
hardly any pictures and the only one that caught my eye was rude.
That was in Leeds early in the Second World
War.'n

this book which follows the highly acclaimed film made for BBC
television, Portrait or Bust, Alan Bennett explores something of what
it means to be a 'gallery-goer', as well as the modern art collection of
Leeds City Art Gallery, hailed recently by The Times as
'probably the best collection of 20th century art outside
London.'rom

tramps, 'smut'n art, a proposal for an 'in-gallery'arrow gauge
railway system, to a meditation on why Holman Hunt's Jesus is devoid of
hair and smiles, and an impassioned plea that Galleries remain free and
open to all, Bennett writes with characteritistic wit and wry observation.

'...the

hope is, the faith is that the art will rub off, and
that's what happened to me.'

I believe

that because

