CASHI SM
. Origins

The origins of CASH SM are subnerged in the wake of
wrecked fortunes , reputations and |lives scattered over
three continents by the cunni ng vengeful ness of the nost
notorious art collector of our times, the Viscount Ml colm
Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbr oom

| scham Cheekbroom s fortune was built over a lifetine
by innovative investnents in the armanents industry. Hi's
i mredi ate forebearsl had nade quite a bit of noney in
sausage-casings. It was no secret however, that the root of
all the | scham Cheekbroom noney was derived fromthe
stocking Jamaica's plantations with Wst African slaves in
the 17th and 18th centuries.
Qur story has little to do with the neans by which Sir
Mal col macquired his mllions, but only with the fact that
he had them Sir Ml col mwas many things to many peopl e2: a
dilettante, a poseur, cynic and m santhrope, a |over of
crude practical jokes, and a financial genius; but he was
al so known for his serious side. As an art student in the
1910's he had studied with fanous teachers in prestigious
schools. Before World War | he counted Wndham Lewi s, Ezra
Pound, Gautier-Brezhka and the other Vorticists anong his
personal friends.
In 1918, as soon as the war ended, he set out on the G and
Tour. He lived in Italy for 3 years, absorbing the
experinments of Futurism before heading up to Paris, where
he spent another two years horsing around with Tristan
Tzara, Andre Breton, Max Ernst, Sal vador Dali, Modiglian
and kindred ilKk.
It appears that Sir Mal col mdedicated his whole life to the
fine arts until the age of 30. After 1925 he drifted into
the traditional famly obsession with noney-neking: it does
not appear that any of the |Ischam Cheekbroons have ever
done anything else. Yet, by that tine, he could, with fair
justice, lay claimto having a discerning eye for the
visual arts. Despite his rapacious nercantilismthe poet in
hi mwas never entirely killed off, surviving, as wth
nmost people, in a nore or less enbittered form One cannot



hel p thi nking that he woul d have been a far happier nman as
a painter, even a mnor one, and that he had been prevented
fromfollowng his true calling only because he knew there
wasn't any noney in it. Few persons in the nodern world
have ever been as perceptive as |scham Cheekbroom of the
hi deous disparity between the creation of art objects , and
their traffic through the venues of conmmerce.

It is therefore reasonable to surm se that the Viscount

Mal col m Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbroom , |i ke nmany anot her
artiste manqué , tended to invent and to dwell wupon
scenari os for vengeance. |Indeed one finds oneself forced
into the conclusion that Sir Ml col m know ngly devoted 40
years of his long |life to a grandi ose schene for destroying
Art.

From 1925 to 1960 Sir Ml col mwon an uncont ested reputation
for being the only <collector in the Euro-Anerican art
wor | d who conbined a profound intuition for that which is
truly great in art, with the pecuniary resources necessary
for its acquisition. He was buying up the etchings of
WIlliamBlake in 1925 5 years before the intelligentsia
realized that Bl ake had been as great a graphic artist as
he was a poet. Long before Matisse becane popul ar, |scham
Cheekbr oom was buyi ng his canvases by the score. For as
short tinme, he owned Le Grand Jatte of Seurat before

di sposing of it at a huge profit. There is even a sel ect
group of art historians3 who go so far as to state that

t he Pi casso phenonenon canme about primarily through the

i njection of Cheekbroom noney. There may in fact be sone
truth to this. None of us can ever be entirely free from
the feeling that Fine Art nakes it nysterious way in the
wor |l d through the presence of sone sort of netaphysica
"Qonph", wthout the necessity of any encouragenent from
the base and strategies of vulgar tradesnen; all the sane,
it is entirely possible that even the imortal Picasso
needed sone sort of boost at the beginning to nake it to

t he top.

We are not finished with our catal ogues of the effects of
Sir Malcolnms discerning generosity. H's acquisitions so
catal yzed the markets in Futurist, Dadaist, Surrealist.
Cubi st and Orphist art that we can truly say that, had it
not been for his inexhaustible checkbook and di scrimnating
eye, the works of all of these novenents and schools m ght
now be consi dered nothing nore than droll, eccentric
curiosities, sonetines to be found hanging in the backroons
of courageous or beni ghted nuseuns.
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In 1946 the Viscount Ml col m Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbr oom
sent his agents around the world on a curious mssion: to
find the worst living painter. It is not a easy matter even
to define such an individual. Soneone who can't draw at al
m ght be deened worse than soneone who can, but does it
very badly. A painter with lots of talent but no technique
m ght be considered better, or worse, than sonmeone with no
talent and |ots of technique. And so on.

Yet Sir Ml col mhad a very clear notion of what he was

| ooking for: a highly skilled nediocrity, soneone with too
much training, with credentials fromthe best academ es,
yet without a spark of inspiration, a man of depl orable
taste, sterile and uninventive, whose imgination could not
even rise to the level of comrercial kitsch. In a letter
witten to one of his agents in Spain in 1947, Sir Mal col m
specified that:

e his, ( or her, as the case may be), work nust be
such rubbi sh that sophisticated and vulgar alike wll join
hands in condeming it. Neither academ cs, nor
intellectuals, nor any other artist, nor dealers, nor the
unwashed brai nl ess rabble, nor any rich bastards |ike
mysel f, would find anything good to say about it. And |
want himto be a failure, too! No sales, no conm ssions, no
teachi ng posts! Just a clerk in a departnent store - no -
worse than that - a ticket collector in the Tube; a bottle
washer in sone wetched digs in Polynesia or the United
States or sone such forlorn outpost. He nust be reduced to
the condition of a subservient |ackey wthout - and I
absolutely insist on this point - w thout having | ost any
of his anbition! "

It was to be another ten years before Sir Ml colms agents
found soneone neeting all of these conditions, several of
whi ch may appear to be self-contradictory. For, howis it
possi bl e that a person so overtrained in every graphic
technique to the point of being able to say precisely
not hi ng, could have failed to obtained a teaching post in
any art school of his choosing? The answer, clearly, lay in
sone corrosive vice, drink, or heroin, |lechery, ganbling,
or sone conbination of all of these.

While waiting for the right man to surface, the Vi scount
did not slacken in his customary industry. Together wth
his princely profits off the Cold War and the nucl ear arns
race, he increased his assets from 1945 to 1955 by

£20, 000, 000 t hrough wheeling and dealing the Quattrocento.
aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa



There is a curious fascination that clings about the life
story of the Hungari an pai nter Oskar Banésh. Anong ot her
things, it serves as a useful counter-exanple to nost of
the cherished nyths that have grown up about the 'agony and
ecstasy' of the artists' life.

We restrict our attention to the essential facts: Oskar
Banésh was born in Budapest in 1900. H s famly was very
hi ghly placed within the Hungarian aristocracy. It was
because of this that he was able to avoid participation in
Wrld War |, although it did ruin his famly's fortunes.
Bet ween 1914 and 1918 he was sent to Switzerland to study
in an art acadeny in Lucerne.

Even at this early stage his teachers remarked in himthe
conbination of a totally depleted inagination wwth a
bottom ess capacity for work. H's studies brought no
alteration in this routine forrmula, and when his famly
joined up with himin 1918, fleeing Hungary with their
jewels sewn into their clothing, Gskar's teachers
concurred in recommending to themthat, although he shoul d
not continue to seek a career in the arts, he was certain
to be an outstandi ng success in any field for which he did
show an apti tude.

Poor Oskar! His father was a bully, a tyrant and a fool.
The Baron Banésh was obsessed with the dreamthat at |east
one of his heirs nust be a painter, and, since all of his
brothers and sisters had either fled the house or been
killed in the war, Oskar was all but tortured into a

prof ession for which he showed neither talent nor |ove.
Still very nmuch alive, GOskar was rendered permanently deaf
in his left ear fromthe beating his father gave hi mwhen,
at the age of 16, he found the courage to state that he
really wanted to be an engi neer.

Eventual | y, Oskar Banésh was di smissed fromthe Lucerne
acadeny. His father then bribed an official at the Beaux-
Arts in Paris so that he could study for another 4 years.
At the age of 22 there was no graphic technique or artistic
medi um t hat Gskar had not been trained to use, yet he had
not done a single painting that anyone had ever |i ked.
Baron Banésh , still obstinately refusing to acknow edge
the possibility that his son didn't have any talent, |et
alone interest, in painting, continued to believe that
Oskar's | ousy painting was part of an insidious and
mal i cious plot ainmed at spiting his benevolent father. A
famly friend suggested to the Baron in 1923, that his son
| acked what they call 'life experience', which is supposed
to be good for an artist. He took the idea seriously and
enlisted Gskar in the arny; not any old arny, since they
remai ned stateless: the French Foreign Legion.



Baron Banésh ordered his son to send honme a sketch once a
week. This collection of drawi ngs, which may still be

exam ned in an obscure alcove of the British Museum is
known to art historians as his "Sand Period". Traces of it
haunt everything he has ever done. Alas, for it was in
those terrible ten years of isolation fromcivilization in
the deserts of North Africa, that Oskar Banésh descended
into al coholismand drug addiction. He also fell victimt o
several serious illnesses, including the typhus that earned
hi m his discharge fromthe Legion in 1933.

To appreciate the full dinensions of his personal tragedy,
one nust understand that none of these horrible sufferings
did a thing for his art.

After 1933 , Oskar's famly gets |ost anong the swirling
mul titudes of Brazil. Free at last, he emgrated to
Australia. H's portfolio was useless for building a career
as an artist, but he was still exceptionally qualified to
be an art teacher in Australia' s finest academ es. However,
owng to his nental illnesses, his al coholismand other
corrosive addictions, he could never hold a teaching job
for very long. H's nost stable position was as a draw ng
instructor at a private arts acadeny in Nockatunga,

Queensl and.

As his qualifications for being an art critic exceeded even
those for being a teacher, Oskar nmade a fairly good |iving
from1940 to 1950 as a critic for several newspapers in
Sydney and Mel bourne. Wien he was no longer able to fulfill
even these part-tine assignnents, he becane a honel ess
derelict in the sluns of Adelaide, surviving on charity,
the wel fare system and tenporary factory jobs. In all this
time , though no gallery would touch him he never stopped
pai nting.

This was the condition in which Oskar was di scovered by the
Vi scount Mal col m Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbroom s agents in
1955. A psycho-anal yst mght well be able to build his
reputation on a study in depth of the saga of Oskar
Banésh's life. One nust admt that the Baron's self-serving
rationalizations contained an elenment of truth: Gskar's

sel f-destructive urges may have led himto live a fail ed
and ruined life just to get back at his father. If in fact
this is the case, then the tinely intervention of Sir

Mal col m although it may have gratified his conscious m nd,
it probably nortified his unconscious. For it was Oskar
Banésh's destiny to know a brief and dazzling fane,

conbi ned with a super-abundance of wealth that woul d enable
himto live in high confort for the rest of his days4



Sir Mal col m persuaded Gskar to cone to Engl and where he was
installed in a nodern state-of-the-art studio, one of the
finest in England, on the grounds of Cheekbroonis grand
country estate in Devonshire5 He received good nedical care
and a liberal expense account. In exchange for all this,
Banésh was required only to grind out a painting a nonth
for 4 years. Ginding out paintings being the only thing

t hat he knew how to do, both parties acknow edged

t hensel ves satisfied with the arrangenent.

For the next few years, Sir Malcolmsolicited his circle of
friends in the fringe aristocracy and persuaded themto

i nclude half a dozen or so Banésh paintings, with
meti cul ously docunented fraudul ent pedi grees, anong the

| ots they intended to dispose of by auction.

The Vi scount Mal col m Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbr oom struck
his nortal blow against Art in 1959. A certain Lord Gawkl ey
was selling off his properties in Northunberland, and the
accessories of an entire castle, including books, craft
itenms, plate, arnor, hangings, furniture, and paintings,
went under the hammer at Sot heby's Parke-Bennet. Sir

Mal col m showed up on March 23rd, 1959, the fourth day of
the sale. A dozen of his confederates had been infiltrated
around t he audi ence using various pseudonyns and sinple

di sgui ses.

The bi dding began at 1 P.M The first Banésh painting, 3
cows on a Devonshire neadow, was put on sale at 3 o0'clock
for a suggested price of 2 guineas. It was knocked down to
1 pound for a representative from a hospital in Brighton

| ooking for sonething for its energency ward.

The next Banésh painting, a surrealist experinent, pictured
an enornous sand dune suspended in md-air above a

muni tions factory. Nobody wanted it. A man who turned out
to be a representative for the Getty nuseum was persuaded
to take it back wwth himto Los Angeles for nothing. Yet
anot her of those incorrigible ironies of history: it
woul d soon be apparent to all, that rewards always seemto
go to those who al ready have them

The third Banésh arrived at 4 o' clock, weathed with the
enbarrassed apol ogies of its auctioneers. This was the
historic "Cyclops at Trafalgar". It is truly a nost hideous
painting, a blend of historical genre painting ( The Battle
of Trafalgar), Synbolism( the eye of the Cyclops), and
Surrealism ( the odd juxtaposition of nonster and event).
It has every painterly vice and but a single virtue:
advanced techni que.

The Vi scount Mal col m Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbr oom nade t he
front pages of the world s maj or newspapers by paying

$1, 000,000 for it. The skill with which the escal ati on of



bi ds had been orchestrated between himand his paid chorus
of false art collectors, was astoundi ng.

It is inportant for us to recall that Sir Ml col mwas not
just anybodies' rich old art-addled eccentric, but Mdern
Art made flesh. Forty years of his |ife had been devoted
to establishing his reputation as the one infallible taste-
maker in the tiny universe of collectors and curators who
deci de which artists and what fornms of nodern art the
public should worship. It was just unthinkable that such a
person could stake his reputation and the loss of a mllion
dollars on a acquisition of worthless trash.

A nmonth later , a promnent critic of the London Tines

rem nded us that Art never reveals its secrets in an
instant. In such matters one nust rely on the experts, and
Sir Mal col mwas an expert's expert.

Indeed , he went on to say , by a mnute scrutiny of the
details of 'Cyclops at Trafalgar', one starts to recognize
faint yet unm st akabl e traces of genius, things that an

ordi nary observer woul d overl ook but that only an |Ischam
Cheekbroom coul d spot : that ingenious daub of col oration
in the upper corner of the Cyclops' right eye - that
‘counterpoint' of lines and textures on the deck's of Lord
Nel son's ships - and THAT TRULY | NCREDI BLE BLUE - a ki nd of

"nmystic's revelation", in the patches of sky between the
snoki ng cannons......... Yes, and well, there really is
sonething to it after all. But, | ask you, is it really
worth one mllion Amrerican dollars? | have to concl ude,

after a long investigation, that it is. You nust examne it
very closely, you nust steep yourself in other Banésh
mast er pi eces, sone of which are clearly the direct
precursors of this great work and, yes, you can see how it
woul d be worth that nuch. Take that, well, it's a kind of
"coif" notif in the hairs of the Cyclops just above the
ears. It's certainly "deft". The control of the brush is
absol utely superb, | can characterize it in no other way.
One just doesn't see that kind of thing being done anynore,
it's a distinctive characteristic of the Geat Msters.
find it difficult to find exactly the right word for this
quality. A special aura seens to hover about it. Wen you

i mrerse yourself init, it makes you want to curl up , I|ike
a warm puppy, in bliss. Shall we call it a species of
"subjective verisn? Perhaps a termlike "sacra
sinplicity"? | would dare say that it is unique in the
history of the art of our civilization; there is perhaps
sonething of this quality in the vases of 3rd m |l enium
China... "6

What nore is there to say? Oskar Banésh was the arts
sensation of the 60's. He soon had nore commi ssions than he



could handle, at any price he chose to nane. The front
doors of his now fashi onabl e London studi o stood open day
and night so besieged it was by the com ngs and goi ngs of
the rich, the powerful, the glanorous and the elite. It is
superfluous to add that Oskar never again traveled in the
nei ghbor hood of Devonshire, and never indicated that he had
ever had anything to do with the Viscount Ml col m

Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbr oom

And it was only a matter of nonths before artists in every
country around the world started claimng that they were,
and had al ways been, disciples of the Banésh school. That
unm st akabl e hal | mark of the Banésh style - overconpetence
conbined with stupidity - now filled the walls of all the
galleries until there was not a square centinetre of space
remai ni ng for anything el se.

Then the teachers in all the art schools began training
their students in the Banésh style, and the art critics of
all the newspapers and nagazi nes, even the prestigious fine
arts journals, began to inspect all painting, past,

present and prospective, with the derivative bifocals of

t he Banésh vision. The decade that was to foll ow woul d

W t ness the nmass production of a certain kind of 'educated
product by the | eading art schools, a pitiful freak trained
to see the world through Banésh eyes and to faithfully
reproduce what it saw.

Worse junk has scarcely ever been manufactured in the

hi story of Western Art, which as we know, has experienced
nmore than one |l anentable nadir: the allegory painters of

Vi ctorian Engl and, the excesses of the famly of Annibale
Carraci , Russian Socialist Realism and so on.

So awesone is the glitter of a mllion dollars on the
retina of Mankind's collective brain.

Concurrently with the Banésh craze, the nmarket in good art
suffered a correspondi ng decline. It was now possible, for
a brief period, to buy, for a few hundred dollars, a

Pi casso, Chagall or Klee that, only a few years before, had
been selling for thousands. Nor were there nmany buyers to
be found: with one curious exception.

Even as he was beating the drum for Banésh, Sir Ml col m,
in strictest secrecy, was buying up the canvases of the
nmodern masters as fast as they appear on the world market.
Hi s agents were everywhere: London, New York, Paris, Tokyo,
Ri o de Janeiro, Sydney, Singapore. Every penny of profit
fromhis thriving armanents specul ati ons was si phoned of f
into the acquisition of the now despi sed creators of nodern
art.

In 1965, Sir Ml col mburst the bubble that he hinself had
inflated. He did this in the sinplest possible way by



dunpi ng 30 Banésh paintings on the narket at a conbi ned
price of £50. As the sand castles of Art crunbled about his
feet, the Viscount Ml col m Hobbl edehoy | scham Cheekbr oom
snuggl ed up before the blazing hearth in the huge |iving
room of The Ri dings, rocking his precious antique arnthair
back and forth, an angora quilt about his varicosed | egs,
his 1loving basset hound, Reginald, «curled up by his feet,
cackling the triunphant giggles of the frustrated arti st
who has at | ast tasted the sweetness of his revenge.

For Sir Malcolmhad ruined Art. Al the painters of the
present generation were functional inconpetents. Al the
painters of all previous generations were either dead or
out of work. All the collectors blinded by the Banésh hoax
wer e crushed under nountains of worthless art that they
coul d not even persuade the dustnen to recycle. Many of Sir
Mal col M s busi ness conpetitors had been bankrupted by
foolish investnents in the Banésh school .

Yet the Viscount hinself was richer than ever before! For
now he seeped out a Kandinsky - a Roualt - a Matisse - a
Munch - one at atinme in a mserly fashion, at prices only
an Arabian oil sheik could afford - and got them In 1975,
when he was decl ared i ncapabl e of handing his own affairs
and his estate turned over to a conservatorship, his
fortune was appraised at £10, 000, 000, 000. Never in world
hi story had so nmuch noney been put together through a
shrewd conbi nation of investnents in the Cold War and the
mani pul ati on of Mddern Art.

It was inevitable that Sir Ml col mwould find hinself
canoni zed as the patron saint of Cashism the art novenent
that flourished soon after his retirenent fromthe world of
public affairs.

aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa

1. History of the Cashi st Movenent
The art novenent that has been given the [ abel of 'Cashisni
is not very difficult to understand, but it is also very
easy to m sunderstand. One can safely venture, | believe,
the assertion that not one critic out of five has correctly
described its ideol ogy, goals or nethods. Even anong the
artists who call thensel ves Cashists, | would bet that only
a handful really know what they're tal king about.
Look at this statenent by Marian MIler, a promnent art
dealer , typical of many pronouncenents that have been nade
about the cashist novenent:
"The worth of a painting is equal to its market val ue at
any given tine and pl ace. ™



This quotation appears in the catal ogue drawn up for her
exhibition of Cashist art in Santa Fe in 1982. Wat she is
describing is not Cashism, but Auctionism a very

di fferent phenonenon.

O anot her:

"...the content of a work of art is perceived only
indirectly. It is rather in the aura of nonetary
transactions that articulate its history that the synbolic
val ues dormant in the latency of its substratumyield us
their aptitudes towards transcendence, and that in
retrograde.”

This definition appeared in an article entitled " Cashism
and Aesthetic Tradition" published in [0, a hokey arts
magazi ne i ssued by the IRAV ( Institute for Research into
Aest hetic Values) at Harvard University.

The paragraph is straight gibberish. If it is to be given
any neaning at all, it is saying that Cashists believe that
the aesthetic value of an art work is to be found in the
history of its market price. This statenent is no nore
correct than that of Marian MIler, although it nust be
admtted that the naive, largely uneducated , public does
subscribe to such a view a great work is neglected for a
long tine, even centuries. Gradually people cone to
recognize its value. It becones a classic. At long last it
ends up in a nmuseum sonewhere and is priced at nmany
mllions of dollars.

In fact, the true Cashists ridicule this idea. The counter-
exanpl e nost often cited in the literature is that of the
Benoi s Madonna, painted by Leonardo DaVinci in 1478. After
his death it disappeared for several centuries, only to
surface in 1824 in Astrakhan on the Caspian Sea. Here we
have two versions: the first is that it was bei ng guarded
in a nonastery run by Italian Jesuits. The other is that it
was being carried around Europe by a troupe of Italian

act ors.

Wi chever version is the correct one, it canme into the
possession of Price Kulagin, who sold it to an art deal er,
Shagochi nokov, who passed it along to his grand/ daughter,
Mre. Louis Benois, who, around 1916, persuaded Czar
Nicholas Il to buy it for the Hermtage Miseumin St.

Pet ersburg. The 150,000 that the Czar paid for it nmade it

t he nost expensive painting in history.

The Russi an revol ution cane al ong before the sale could be
conpleted . This canceled all governnment debts incurred by
the Czar, and the Benois Madonna becane the nost cheaply
obt ai ned Renai ssance masterpiece of all tine.

Now, what does this curriculumyvitae tell us about the
intrinsic worth of the Benois Madonna? Not hi ng, our common



sense tells us, and the Cashists would agree with us. There
is in fact only one aspect of this drama that woul d be of
interest to a Cashist: the catastrophic reformulation of
its market value by an act of war. The revitalizing effects
of warfare on the art nmarket is a perennial thene of the
Cashi st polemc

"There is a nakedness in matter which thirsts for
exploitation ." So wites the Cashist scul ptor, Anps
Banberger. This is an adm rabl e experience of the Cashi st
ideology in ternms that the working artist can understand
and use. It |acks, however, that scientific precision which
is required by the critic desirous of assessing the social

i npact of the Cashist novenent.

In his best-selling study of the novenents of nodern art,
"The Chanber Muisic of Armageddon” ( Tine/Life Books, 1984;
$76) lavishly illustrated) , Ronald Gaines has this to
say: "Cashismrelates to all previous traditions in

pai nting much as physics relates to netaphysics. Because of
this , it shares features with Conceptual Art and with
Abstract Expressionism It differs fromthese, however, in
its valorization of the art object qua object, in a nmanner
t hat has never been done before in the history of Wstern
civilization. "

He goes on : To the Cashist way of thinking, the visual,

( rmusical , poetic, dramatic ) pleasure that we take in a
work of art is but the precursor, indeed only the catal yst,
to the nore authentic raptures that are stirred up at the
monment of purchase, specifically that instant in which the
money, ( or its equivalent), changes hands."

An identical point of viewis stated nore succinctly in the
excellent little " Illustrated Dictionary of Contenporary
Arts and Artists" ,( Chanbered Nautilus Press, 10th
Edition, editor Lancelot Frazier, Brattleboro, Vernont,
1982; $49.95) : " CASH SM nai ntains that the essentia

aest hetic experience does not derive fromthe beauty or
message of any art work, rather fromneditation and
reflection upon the beauty with which it has been bought or
sold."

No other arts novenent has ever brandi shed so audaci ous a
claim A debate early in the Cashist novenent arose over
the correct interpretation of the effect of the discovery
of the New World in 1492 on the evol ution of European art.
In an article witten for the National Review in April of
1970, Sinmon Orwell argues that the plunder stolen fromthe
New Wrld lay the foundation of all European cultura
activity fromthe 16th to the 20th centuries . He found
nothing wong with this: "Surely", he states, " One Picasso
is worth the whol e conquest of Mexico!"



This statenent |ead Lionel Stokes, in a review of his essay
in Art Marketplace , to call himan " inverted and affected
snob with little understanding of true Cashist principles.”
To quot e:

" Sinon Orwell has m sconstrued the real purpose behind the
Cashi st novenent. For a genui ne Cashist the real
significance of the Spani sh conquest of the Anericas |ies
in the magni ficent commerce in forged pre-Colunbian art. W
know that at | east 90% of all the pre-Col unbian bric-a-brac
in Anerican nmuseuns are forgeries. That somewhere in the
jungl es of the Yucatan peninsula there hides a gang that
has been manufacturing the entire ruins of a totally
fictitious pre-Aztec culture, the Chaknecs. Only | ast year
a Mayan tenple site, conplete with pyramd, stelae and
astronom cal observatory, arose as if through nagic in the
interior of the state of Chiapas. Every single stone was a
forgery but the Metropolitan Museum paid $100,000 to its
"di scoverers' before the fraud was exposed. How can you
conpare Picasso to so grand a conception? Fromthe

vi ewpoi nt of true Cashismhe's just a hack."

The Cult of the Ready- Made: 1972-85
" There is no thing that IS, there is only joy in trade"

- Anos Banber ger

Most Cashi sts claim Marcel DuChanp as an aut hentic
ancestor. It is virtually a certainty that DuChanp, were he
alive today, would vehenently reject this honor. DuChanp
ridiculed banality. The Cashists on the other hand revere
banality: the exquisite banality of the nmarketplace has

i nspired much in the way of rapturous expostul ation.
DuChanp , however, is revered as the inventor of the
"ready-made' . This is a manufactured item an appliance for
exanpl e, or gadget or utensil, that can be magically
transfornmed into an inportant work of art because sone
fanous artist has picked it up, |ooked it over, and said,
"This is beautiful ". He may then sign his nane to it
and send it to a nuseum The process has analogies to the
way in which a naturalist goes into the Amazon jungl e,

di scovers a new plant, puts his nane ( in Latinized form
to it, and sends hone specinens of it to the Museum of

Nat ural Hi story.

The difference between these two lies principally in the
interaction with the workings of the Free Market. Let us
say that soneone goes into a hardware store and buys a

bi cycle wench for $3.59. It is seen by a fanpbus arti st
who, by calling it a great work of art, is able to sell it
all auction for $5,000. Inagine |ater on that another,



equal ly fanous artist, calls it a piece of rubbish: its
mar ket value falls to $0.77. Yet this may not the end of
the story: arich art collector who is building up a
coll ection of ready-nmade for his private nuseum actually
buys up, not only the bicycle wench itself which he
displays in a glass case, but the patent for the wench
whi ch he keeps | ocked up in a vault.
This is Cashismin all its purity. Here are the facts:
The bicycle wench was purchased in Goleta, California on
July 8, 1972, by Kenn Thomasék, a Czech inm grant who
operates a bicycle rental and repair shop for students at
the University of Santa Barbara. It was seen on Thomasék's
wor kbench by David Daub, fine arts instructor at the Center
for Creative Studies at UCSB. Daub, a nuch respected figure
in Anerican |ithography, declared the design of the bicycle
wrench to be one of the nbst stupendous conceptions ever to
energe fromthe human brain.
Thomasék, who thought the whole thing a joke, donated the
bi cycle wench to the CCS, which placed it on pernanent
exhibit in their |obby. In 1978, when the CCS was goi ng
through a financial crisis, the wench was auctioned off on
May 7th . Ready-mades were then at the crest of an
unprecedented vogue and it was sold to the GQuggenhei m
Museum i n New York, for $5,126.94.
On June 4th , inside the Guggenhei mand next to the wench,
Andy War hol stood before the TV caneras and decl ared, quote
"This bicycle wench is a piece of shit." On July 3rd the
Museum qui etly di sposed of the wench by selling it to one
of its janitors for $0.77
The story does not end there. The janitor was quite fanous
in his native |and, Kenya, as a wood scul ptor, although
totally unknown in the West. He had taken the job as a
janitor in the Guggenhei m because it would allow himto be
in touch with the art world. Wen the political situation
that had forced himinto exile changed he returned to
Nai robi and used the wench as the cornerstone of the
ready- made col |l ection of a nmuseum of contenporary art that
he and his associates set up in Nairobi
The nmuseum was successful and served as a nodel for other
museuns around the world. It becane standard practice for
any nmuseum starting up a ready-nade collection to purchase
a copy of this now infanous bicycle wench directly from
its manufacturer, a small factory in Indiana.
Finally, 1in 1982, Arlo Harbison, a Texas oil man opened his
private collection of ready-nades ,in the nuseum he had
establi shed on the grounds of his estate outside Tucson
Arizona, to the public. He nade the decision to protect his
i nvestment by buying up all the patents for every object in



the collection. Today the patent for this bicycle wench,
along with the patents for over 300 other itens, including
a shower curtain, hangers, an electric orange juice maker,
rakes, shovels, spark plugs, a Sterno can, an inflatable
gas nmask, a dozen different nodels for glasses, curtain
rods, hammers, screws, thunb-tacks and so forth, rest in a
vault in a Dallas bank.

Cashi sm and the Avant-Garde, 1979 - 1985
This is a great work of art - Russ Qppenhei ner

The vogue of the ready-nmade was parallel inits
devel opnent to the Cashi st novenent. They col |lided head-on
in 1979: June 16th to be precise. It was on that day that
an ot herwi se unrenmarkabl e painter by the nanme of Russ
Oppenhei ner was sitting in The Blue Cat, an artist's
hangout in the Soho district of New York, in the conpany of
several very fanous painters, including Robert Mtherwell,
Robert Rauschenberg, Hel en Frankenthaler, WII|em de Kooni g,
and Jasper Johns.
At 1:37 AM Oppenheiner lifted up a glass filled with
water, pointed to its contents and said: "This is a great
work of art." He made it very clear that he was referring
specifically to the water and not to the surroundi ng gl ass.
Rauschenberg seconded him Then de Kooni ng announced t hat
he intended to give up painting, because he had never done
anything so beautiful as the water in that glass. Then
Hel en Frankent hal er suggested that the water be preserved
and exhi bited sonewhere as the first ready-nade ever
di scovered in a natural chem cal conpound. Before the night
was over, they had conposed a joint letter to Art in
Anmerica, in which they affirnmed that they had di scovered a
work of art in a glass of water and intended to sell it to
either a nuseumor a private collector who would pronmi se to
protect its inherent aesthetic qualities.
They were probably only thinking of having a bit of fun.
However the publication of this letter just happened to
coincide with the vogue for ready-nmades in the galleries.
The letter, furthernore, had been witten and signed by the
nost prestigious contenporary artists at that tinme- the
| etter alone could have been sold for $10,000. The water,
whi ch by consensus vote had been deened the property of
Russ Qppenhei mer, was put on sale , in a party atnosphere
and acconpanied with nuch bantering publicity in the
press, in the Upper East Side art gallery, Eye Contact, a
few weeks | ater.



The bi ddi ng stopped at $3,276.42. The water was sold to a

Chi cago neat baron. It may still be found in his collection
of ready-nmades and ot her avant-garde art in a special room
on his estate in Evanston, Illinois. It is kept in a glass

box , the tenperature of whose danp, regulated interior

is permanently set at 1 degree Centi grade.

The Cashists went wild. The paynent of an astronom ca

price for less than half a pint of water was only a

t hreadbare step away fromthe purest of all Cashi st
conceptual artworks: the sale of enpty space. This idea, by
t he way, had been suggested a year before in an article in
The New Yorker, as a way of bringing Cashismin line with
the popularity of the ready-nade.

By 1981 there were Cashi st auction houses in all the major
centers of the Anerican art commerce. |t appeared that
certain nenbers of the class of the super-rich derived a
lurid erotic thrill fromthe act of throw ng away huge suns
for enpty boxes. Such auctions took place in an atnosphere
of distenper and abandon, even intoxication. One m ght say
that they exenplified conspicuous consunption at its nopst
conspi cuous.

But behind the facade of uninhibited madness one m ght

di scover a kind of grim, utterly ruthless, economc

cal culus. A Rockefeller could not afford to |ose face to a
Cetty; nor would a Vanderbilt permt hinself to be outbid
by a Hunt. The seem ng foolishness of these Cashi st
auctions was but the canoufl age over a bl oody battlefield
in which the nenbers of the Anerican ruling plutoclass
waged their pitiless war for dom nation.

The direct beneficiaries however were the adherents ,

whet her sincere or nerely opportunistic, of the Cashi st
school. Wth the utnost skill they worked these auctions up
to a riotous, screamng pitch. In the deliriumof them
veering at tinmes on psychosis, hundreds of thousands of

doll ars passed into their hands w thout their custoners
even taking notice of them At the other end of each
transacti on was Packaged Not hi ng.

The phenonmenon of the Cashist auction died aware in 1985
because everybody becane bored with it. No bubble had been
burst, no deception exposed; nerely a disease that had run
its course.

Still , it was good for sone people, because there were
hal f a dozen years in which certain people and groups of
the avant-garde had mllions of dollars to play around

with. Mst of the noney di sappeared, as one m ght expect,

i nto manmot h nonsensi cal projects such as wapping the
Wrld Trade Center in SaranWap, or hiring 10 Phil harnonic
orchestras to play C# for 24 hours.



Epi | ogue

In the hall of fame invoked by the Cashists, of
persons who anticipated or exenplified their ideas, one
finds DaVinci, DuChanp, Rouchonouvski, Dossena, Basti anini,
Marinetti, van Maegheren, Buffet, Warhol, I.M Pei. ,
Ri chard Feynman , ( the physicist, for playing bongo druns
at Al amagor do), Napol ean, Goering, Adah |saacs Menken, and
Ner o.
It is clear fromthis list that the Cashists reserve a
special place in their hearts for war. One of our inportant
contenporary aesthetic phil osophers7, Marvin Burke,
recently wote a book in which he sets out to denonstrate
that of the three notives that inspire the creative
i magi nation to the invention of deadly weapons, nanely
def ense, econom cs or aesthetics, the latter is by far the
strongest.
In a long chapter devoted to DaVinci's notebooks, he
descri bes how a great artist can becone deeply fascinated
with all the subtle details of the craft inplicit in the
design of instrunments of cruelty and nurder.
" Conpared to Leonardo", he wites, " Archi nedes was a
barbarian. The brilliant G eek nmathematician only designed
catapults and burning | enses, whereas the subline
Florentine | abored for decades on the |oving el aboration of
spears, knives, pikes, swords, arrows and staves tw sted
about in every diabolical fashion, so that any attenpt to
extricate themnust tear out the organs in which they are
| odged. How, | ask you, can one begin to conpare the barren
ingenuity of the enpirical scientist with the sensuous sou
of the master artist?"
War, the Cashists want us to believe, because it excites
the imagi nation of artists, is a good thing. They give many
reasons in defence of this view
War stinulates trade by encouragi ng the plundering of art
treasures. Marvin Burke, adapting the classic dictumof von
Clausewitz, remnds wus that "War is tourism by other
means. "
Then , war is a rich source of ready-nmades. You can find
Cashists who claimthat, although the MX-m ssile should be
considered a great work of art, the only way that one can
know this is by taking it out of its silo and putting it
into the Museum of Modern Art. In 1985, the Israeli's Uzi
pi stol received the DuChanp netal for being, " an artwork
of such splendour that it renders the Parthenon
irrelevant.”
Finally the Cashists approve of war because it interposes
t he machi ne between all normal human rel ati ons. These vi ews



derive directly fromltalian Futurismin the early part of
the century, which is why Marinetti is one of their heroes.
Cashi sts part conpany with the Futurists however, over the
i ssue of praise for the "manly virtues' that war is
supposed to bring out, at |east in sone people. Cashists
enphatically, do not believe in manly virtues. To quote
Ronal d Gai nes once nore:

" A coward can accunulate a mllion dollars. A hero can die
a honel ess derelict. It is only in the context of buying
and selling that human identity attains to authenticity.”

1 A parallel branch of the Spencer-Yardl ei ghs through a
common ancestor, Lord Throttl ebeak, sonetinme keeper of the
royal seal in the age of the Hanovers

2 He was born in 1895. He becane senile in 1975 and died in
a old person's hone for the very rich in 1988.

3 clustered around the Journal for Studies in Cubism
publ i shed by the University of Kansas in Lucas, Kansas.

4 Banésh , nowin his 90's, is still very nuch alive. He
has broken his drug addiction and keeps his al cohol
consunption under control. He lives in an elderhotel in a
wel |l -to-do London suburb. As a painter he is now nothing
nmore than a househol d j oke.

5The Ri di ngs

6 Manfred Stoat, London Tines, Arts Section, April 22, 1959
7 He has been called the " Benedetto Croce of the NY Review
of Books"



