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ANDY WARHOL

FROM APPEARANCE TO TRASCENDENCE
Andy Warhol, vertigo in reverse

Catalogue text by di Paolo Balmas

In 1949 the twenty-one-year-old Andrew Warhola, a student in the Fine Arts in Pictorial Design course1 at the Carnegie Institute of Technology, sent one of his paintings to the annual exhibition of the Associated Artists of Pittsburgh, his native city. The picture, a little tempera called The Broad Gave Me My Face, But I Can Pick My Own Nose2 was rejected by the jury, despite the protests of one of its most famous members, the German artist George Grosz. 

After having been awarded a B.A. Degree in Fine Arts in June of the same year, Warhola, who was none other than the future Andy Warhol,3 changed the title of the picture to Don’t Pick on Me4 and entered it in a students’ exhibition held at the Pittsburgh Arts and Crafts Center, where it attracted considerable attention.  
According to the critic Kinaston McShine, this work, in which Warhol himself appeared, was not merely a gesture of youthful rebellion, but an act of self-definition, inasmuch as the playful title postulated the freedom of the artist, and the possibility of altering nature, albeit through the artifice of choosing his own nose.5 Although this is undeniable, the feeling remains that Warhol’s provocation actually hints at more specific problems disturbing him. They seem linked to the difficulty of reconciling a functionalist approach to the question of “natural beauty” with his own experience of always distinguishing, without a doubt, a striking image from an ineffective one, on purely surface considerations(6). 
This theoretical, but also psychological, node probably depended on his inadequate elaboration of visibilist thought(7),  perhaps influenced, but certainly without clarifying effects, by an echo of the renewed interest in subjectivity, in the expressionist sense, that had accompanied the recent success of Action Painting in the U.S.

Whether or not the young Warhol’s bizarre debut held some premonitory significance is uncertain. But when he decided to devote himself exclusively to painting in the late ‘50s, although by now a successful commercial artist and art director,8 at least three of his main themes would remain traceable, however faintly, to this matrix: namely, the idea that his own appearance could be managed like any other image; the certainty of always being able to control the quality of a visual text on the basis of immediate structural evidence; and rejection of the concept of “personal style” as the only true font of aesthetic value in a work. These three fixed points go far to explain how he formulated the ensemble of traits that was to make him an indisputable leader of the Pop movement9.

Before attempting to summarize that journey, however, we should glance briefly at the experience acquired by Warhol during his years in advertising. It is best summarized by his own words, spoken in an interview granted in 1963 to G.R. Swenson10 where he describes the difference between his work as “commercial artist” and that of “artist” tout-court, as he had been for some years now: 

“I was getting paid for it, and did anything they told me to do. If they told me to draw a shoe, I’d do it, and if they told me to correct it, I would – I’d do anything they told me to do, correct it and do it right. I’d have to invent and now I don’t; after all that “correction,” those commercial drawings would have feelings, they would have a style. The attitude of those who hired me had feeling or something to it; they knew what they wanted, they insisted; sometimes they got very emotional. The process of doing work in commercial art was machine-like, but the attitude had feeling to it.”

It appears, then, that what bothered Warhol was not so much style, or the precedence assigned to this or that “language game”, perhaps even for instrumental purposes, but rather style presumed as proof of the superiority of one individual over others, as the product of a unique sensitivity that, throughout history, has authorized only one in a thousand to act the role of groundbreaker, a kind of specialized operator delegated to express himself for those unable to do so for themselves. This was exactly what the glorious aesthetics of Action Painting had become during those years, in the eyes of the new generation of American artists, under the impetus of the market and criticism that was now propaganda.  Action Painting had originated, instead, from a genuine condition of existential angst deeply rooted in social factors (as seen in Pollock’s implicit protest against industrial products, and Franz Kline’s denunciation of racism). 

The search for a style that will always be one with the subject permeates, in fact, the various exhibitions and publications used by Warhol to promote his work as illustrator, cultivated in parallel to, and not without osmosis, that of advertising designer. For instance, his one-man shows, including the exhibition held at the Hugo Gallery in 1952 (15 drawings inspired by Truman Capote), the show at the Loft in ’54 (a highly original installation of marbled paper of his own invention) and the one held at the Bodley in ‘56 (a series of humanized shoes) can be compared to his self-produced publications, such as A is an Alphabet (1953), A la Recherche du Shoe Perdue (1955) and A Gold Book (1957), not merely for the type of imagery employed but also and above all for a supra-historic melange of stylistic references. Ranging from Rococo to devotional art, from Deco’ to the Sezession, from intimist drawings to cartoons, they express a festive eclecticism that the artist renders immune from any self-importance through the fine balancing of techniques11 and materials, and by always hovering on the edge of a splendid parody of the very concept of naiveté.

Now that the guideline of “style” has helped us put in focus what Warhol left behind him when he gave up “commercial art”, we still need to understand the logic of the operational revolution that accompanied this step, that is, what he meant when he told his interviewer, “Then I’d have to invent and now I don’t”. And here too the best answer can be found in a now-famous passage from Swenson’s interview, which is reported in its entirety below, including the interviewer’s questions12:

“Someone said that Brecht wanted everybody to think alike. I want everybody to think alike. But Brecht wanted to do it through Communism, in a way. Russia is doing it under government. It’s happening here all by itself without being under a strict government; so if it’s working without trying, why can’t it work without being Communist? Everybody looks alike and acts alike, and we’re getting more and more that way. I think everybody should be a machine. I think everybody should like everybody.

Is that what Pop Art is all about? 

Yes. It’s liking things.

And liking things is like being a machine? 

Yes, because you do the same thing every time. You do it over and over again.

And you approve of that? 

Yes, because it’s all fantasy. It’s hard to be creative and it’s also hard not to think what you do is creative or hard not to be called creative because everybody is always talking about that and individuality. Everybody’s always being creative. And it’s so funny when you say things aren’t, like the shoe I would draw for an advertisement was called a “creation” but the drawing of it was not. But I guess I believe in both ways. All these people who aren’t very good should be really good. Everybody is too good now, really. Like, how many actors are there? There are millions of actors. They’re all pretty good. And how many painters are there? Millions of painters and all pretty good. How can you say one style is better than another? You ought to be able to be an Abstract-Expressionist next week, or a Pop artist, or a realist, without feeling you’ve given up something. I think the artists who aren’t very good should become like everybody else so that people would like things that aren’t very good. It’s already happening. All you have to do is read the magazines and the catalogues. It’s this style or that style, this or that image of man – but that really doesn’t make any difference. Some artists get left out that way, and why should they?

Is Pop Art a fad? 

Yes, it’s a fad, but I don’t see what difference it makes. I just heard a rumor that G. quit working, that she’s given up art altogether. And everyone is saying how awful it is that A. gave up his style and is doing it in a different way. I don’t think so at all. If an artist can’t do any more, then he should just quit; and an artist ought to be able to change his style without feeling bad. I heard that Lichtenstein said he might not be painting comic strips a year or two from now – I think that would be so great, to be able to change styles. And I think that’s what’s going to happen, that’s going to be the whole new scene. That’s probably one reason I’m using silk screens now. I think somebody should be able to do all my paintings for me. I haven’t been able to make every image clear and simple and the same as the first one. I think it would be so great if more people took up silk screens so that no one would know whether my picture was mine or somebody else’s.

It would turn art history upside down? 

Yes.

Is that your aim? 

No. The reason I’m painting this way is that I want to be a machine, and I feel that whatever I do and do machine-like is what I want to do.”
The length of this quotation, for which we apologize, has of course its raison d’être. It is, in fact, not only Warhol’s first public declaration of an aesthetics, but also the only place where he extensively discusses the entire ensemble of historical and theoretical nodes needed to understand the basic coordinates of his work; from which its developments can then be traced as logical consequences.

We may attempt to analyze Warhol’s discourse step by step. At the beginning we find a social/political observation that plunges us for a moment into the climate of the Avant-garde, recalling the many combative declarations of its leaders on how to keep step with progress. What is missing, however, is the Italian Futurists’ fervent sprit of propaganda, and the Russian Constructivists’ determination to act in the name of the people. 

With an attitude more like that of Mondrian, Warhol takes the stance of one observing an ineluctable change. Like the Dutch painter, he proposes a kind of abjuration of the ego’s gratification. But while Mondrian asked artists to go out to meet the “age of collectivization”, seeking permanent aesthetic values beneath the variety of nature, to be made into “elementary forms” usable also in architecture and design, Warhol proposed instead, and not to artists alone but to everyone without distinction, something much more radical: transforming themselves directly into machines. 

This statement, purposely disarming and devoid of any subtle shades of meaning, nonetheless makes a first point. The theme of the artist’s depersonalization, so dear to the whole culture of the Modern, has been virtually dissolved by its excessive acceptance, along with the concept of a planned utopia, now out of the question. Remaining in its place is a sort of prophetic faith in ordinary people. If we truly manage to feel ourselves all equal, we will manage to love one another, and only by loving one another can we manage to be all equal. But for the painter, what form will be taken by this objective attained through compliance with a general tendency more vaguely indicated than precisely described? And in what sense can art promote, or at least not hinder such a tendency? 

Clearer answers are given in the artist’s reply to Swenson’s next two questions, asking whether we are not already in the midst of a definition of Pop Art, the subject of his interview. Warhol’s answers do not focus on the man of our own day, but immediately, strategically, on things, what the industrial age calls products, which are based on serial multiplication and managed through the consumption system. Pop Art means “loving things”, and to love things, created by machines, we must participate in the very nature of the machine, just as a child could not love his mother unless he belonged to the same biological species. With this explanation the discourse becomes more concrete, calling into question a concept that, in the 1960s, was arousing great hopes of redemption for artistic activity, in an egalitarian sense. This was the concept of “creativity”. Warhol was well aware that creativity in relation to art is only a presupposition, and that art in relation to creativity is only one of its possible specifications, or rather, the “specialization” that is least direct and hardest to justify as concerns its scope and reason for being13. Hence he avoids falling, like so many others of the time, into the facile temptation of having the two things coincide, by elevating this or that practical activity, more or less widespread or spontaneous, to the rank of art. He attempts instead to imagine a meeting point where the most avant-garde art relinquishes the traits that divorce it from the public at large, and the public, which cannot be only that of exclusive exhibitions and museums, manages to reacquire faith in the achievements of the “contemporary”. Creativity, which everyone can in some way, every day, experience directly or learn to recognize in his or her surroundings, should provide the fertile soil for work of a new kind that will bring production and appreciation much closer together than has ever before been attempted. But if the public seems ready, as shown by its attitude toward the cinema, one obstacle still remains: the prejudice of style, the idea, a legacy of the Avant-Garde, that there will always be one who is more advanced and more important that the others, bearing the only vision of the world worth cultivating and striving to impose. In clashes among the various currents and fear of backing the wrong horse, everything comes to a halt, paralyzed, and we miss the chance to adapt to a change that is in any case proceeding, and that crucially concerns us all. 

The new kind of artistic work proposed should be able to unblock this situation, insofar as it no longer attempts to cage reality and project it toward a future that has, in fact, already arrived, and that staunchly refuses to be dominated by a single intellectual trend. 

At this point, Swenson breaks in again with an inevitable question. A current that is not a style and that has no project is called fashion. Is this what Pop Art is?

Warhol, who seems almost to be asking for this question, answers once again with disarming mildness. The antithesis between fashion and style no longer exists. No one style can grasp the ultimate meaning of reality, each of them is only a means of communication that focalizes a certain type of attention rather than another. The historical provenance of a style is of little importance. What matters is that it can still be used to say something interesting, without, however, entertaining the illusion of ever going beyond the sphere of its diction. The only current innovation concerning the question of styles is the chance to play with them, to take them or leave them with the appropriate levity. And this is what will inevitably happen!

Still another prophecy in real time, which was more than confirmed by what happened in the next few decades. Warhol is quicker to draw conclusions than the most eminent theorists of the post-modern, but the solution he has in mind is not post-modern. He immediately begins to hint at it, a solution that has, as we will see, its own logics of expectation, its own hidden grandiosity, more Faustian that Mephistophelian.

While leaving to the conclusions our somewhat unorthodox considerations, we will go on to examine the aforesaid hint, which is both direct and indirect at the same time. Warhol is still speaking in liberating tones of giving up the right to authorship when he begins to describe one of the instruments he uses to paint like a machine. The silkscreen, a device he thinks everyone should have, is a made-to-measure frame he applies directly onto a canvas or sheet of paper in order to imprint on it, seriographically, one of his many “icons”, repetitive but infinitely variable in colours and distribution. His initial rejection of the idea that “the artistic” has to do with personal style has been transformed into a boundless opening to communication, while the certainty of always being able to control the quality of an image purely as regards its surface has become a sort of guarantee of itself. Everything stands on this principle, and the principle itself condenses into an impenetrable form of self-limitation, of the relentless elimination of any possible intrusion of the heteronomous or the ideological. “The reason I’m painting this way is that I want to be a machine, and I feel that whatever I do and do machine-like is what I want to do”. Here we are on the verge of tautology. In laconic but densely significant language, Warhol has brought us to a point of no return that is a kind of vertigo. The statement is so peremptory that the reply given a moment before – a simple “yes” – to the amazed Swenson’s question of whether his ideas would not end by turning art history upside down, passes almost unobserved. 

Rising, or if you will descending, from theory to practice, we have now gained an overall view of the historical development of Warhol’s work. 

Having decided that his painting would have nothing to do with any manifestation of his own individual personality, but would offer the public only images that were both legible and intransitive, that is, recognizable but not reducible to description or narration, his choice fell on the cartoons and advertising found in newspapers (not the sophisticated ones he himself had devoured for years, but the cruder ones of simple commercial ads). As in the case of the five paintings displayed in the Bonwit Teller show-window in April 1961, (where Superman and Popeye appear beside a “before and after” exaggerating the effects of nose surgery along with a collection of commercial trademarks and technical drawings), at first glance we see enlargements done by hand on canvas, using acrylic paints touched up, in a few cases only, with pastel crayons or oil paints. We are in 1960, and Warhol’s repertory contains many other images, all selected with the same maniacal care to find something that is stereotyped, but not truly invading, taken from the urban environment. 

Like voices and sounds heard in the street, some strains suddenly rising clearly, only to fall back immediately into a single indistinct buzz, the subjects of these works remain disconnected from one another and disconnected from the great events against whose background “mass man” leads his anonymous existence. Whether it be Batman, Dick Tracy or Nancy, products for pedicures, household appliances or wigs, we are always confronted with images “presented” at their best, selected, manipulated, and recombined with an intensely studied nonchalance, so sophisticated that it even manages to exploit the effects of paint drips and erroneous brushstrokes. But something is still not right. Warhol, who admired Rauschenberg and Johns for their decision to work on everyday objects, but thought them still too closely linked to the exuberance and emotionalism of Action Painting, came to understand that all of his stratagems to isolate the beauty of the significant from the attraction of the signified were, in actual fact, still expressive forms designed to keep the onlooker’s perception within the frame of a secure, culturally stabilized taste. Warhol’s art was not yet encouraging the public to grasp the potentiality of the present in full autonomy and perfect harmony with its very evolution. It was merely educating the public to a new “style”, albeit an irreverent and casual one. It is no coincidence, in fact, that in ’61 his images, still enlarged and painted by hand, become crystal clear, standing out against a perfectly neutral background. This is the moment when the world-famous cans of Campbell’s soup and the equally famous bottles of Coca Cola appear, but also the moment when the principle of iteration makes its debut. In addition to providing an alternative to a simple picture, iteration had the further advantage of alluding to consumption, which if not yet truly the “love of things”, is always a testimonial to affection, perhaps the only one still possible in the new era of disposable goods. 

Another drive toward change probably came from Warhol’s direct acquaintance with the works of Lichtenstein, which he saw in ’61 at Leo Castelli’s gallery. His reaction to them was however entirely his own, bearing the traits of what might be called his genius. 

By isolating a comic strip image and reproducing it in a painting that foregoes none of its sumptuous prerogatives, Lichtenstein indissolubly linked Art and Mass-Media, but did so by limiting himself to a single field of activity and remaining captive to it. Warhol, instead, increasingly came to feel that all of the media, none excluded, should be consulted in the search for epochal images. In all of them, the ordinary product and the exclusive item, the daily event and the exceptional occurrence, the common man’s experience and that of the rare privileged individual, are entities equally subject to the same kind of consumption, a symbolic consumption that originates and grows in inverse proportion to reality’s loss of substance. This first attempt, somewhat literal, to explore the possibilities offered by the newspaper, still the means of mass communication par excellence, gave birth to the stylistic invention that would indelibly impart to the artist’s future production its exceptional drive, the supra-individual and meta-historic acceleration that even today amazes us for its ability to call into question apparently immutable schemes and values. 

After having tried to copy, again by hand, some tabloids revised and simplified to achieve a “first-page” effect in which the images, they too redrawn, would stand out as forcefully as possible, Warhol came across the striking photo of a plane crash. Showing only the detail of a broken wing against an almost blank background, it allowed him to communicate, with the simple aid of a laconic title, “129 DIE IN JET!”, much more than would have been possible in writing a whole article. Once again Warhol copies an image by hand, but he now knows that images of this kind, if copied on canvas by mechanical means, do not lose, but on the contrary enhance their power of signifying, if no attempt is made to connect them more clearly to the message appearing as news. In this case, for instance, the news, no matter how shocking, is so only due to quantity (the number of victims, the intensity of the impact, the improbability of the event, and so on) while its quality – what we would have felt had we been closely involved in the event – has all been transferred to that wing and that background, like a secret force that cannot be exposed to light. 

To generalize this principle, an image is the more densely communicative the more impenetrable it is to any analysis other that the visual one.

The artist thus becomes the custodian of the image, he who controls the quality of his transmission and explores all of its possible variations but can “immortalize” nothing, consign nothing to eternity. He merely records another salient episode linked to something that can no longer be called history because, like reality, it has lost its substance, that is, its sense (humanistic) and its direction (teleological).

Like a sort of reverse nemesis, the cycle that breathes life into the experience that begins to realize Warhol’s ideal of “machine-like” painting, is a cycle devoted to “disasters”, followed immediately by another dedicated to the dead, or those who have come close to death. This cycle contains the artist’s three most famous images, those of the suddenly widowed Jackie, the recently deceased Marilyn, and the severely ill Liz.

Obviously, it is impossible here to trace all of the inventions and counter-inventions that, from this turning point on, marked the remaining twenty-five years of Andy Warhol’s career and his Factory’s activity. Before concluding however, we will mention another theoretical node in his work, the one most fruitful on the level of actual production. The stratagem allowing him to give the impression that he was acting, with his art, within a universe where reality and history had lost substance and sense, always consisted of starting each time from an already existing image, which, being itself a sign and hence lying within established codes, always triggers that chain of references called by scholars “unlimited semiosis” (one sign that interprets another, and so on to infinity). The many works where he started from his own ad hoc photographs or drawings do not in any way contradict the aforesaid principle, thanks to an ulterior principle he established through experience, namely, that every one of his own photos and drawings could be considered a product according to codes already belonging to the public domain, and thus easily related to the flood of signs in which the extended society of information has by now engulfed us. Included among these signs are the stylistic trends of the past, continuously reactivated or re-elaborated, more or less correctly, by an infinity of operators in the present.

Among the most interesting results that could not have been attained without the aforesaid restraint and its transgression (only apparent), one stands before the eyes of all. It is a remarkable portrait gallery of Warhol’s contemporaries, who paradoxically have entered, or are now entering, the history (of art) thanks expressly to a kind of art that, by definition, no longer believes in history. Another was an encounter that has an almost private feeling, his meeting with Giorgio de Chirico, the great twentieth-century master whom Warhol wanted to meet in person. After De Chirico’s death in 1982, Warhol dedicated to him an ample series that is not a portrait of the person, but of his work.14
As concerns the conclusions to be drawn from this excursus of ours, the starting point can only be the previously mentioned point “of no return”, Warhol’s almost tautological withdrawal behind the metaphor of the machine for painting.  We spoke of “vertigo” not because we believe some metaphysical abyss exists behind this metaphor, but on the contrary, because we believe there is nothing other than a limpid impersonal consistency. Warhol, in the final analysis, bets everything on his own ability to treat an image to the best without inhibiting a kind of natural expertise that always lets him choose the most striking solution (on condition that no ideological prejudice intervenes, nor any overestimation of his own personal impulses). In the end, it is clear that his knowing how to choose and present an image without structurally modifying it is too small a guarantee, consistently downgrading it to something that cannot even be spoken of in terms of visibilist rules. It is only the minimal instrument to be put to the service of an entirely impersonal idea that must not be betrayed. But what is this impersonal idea, and where does it come from? The answer is simple. It comes from without, from what is happening to our civilization, from how it is marching toward the future, or rather from the necessary decisions that our society must take and, upon closer examination, is already taking, to adapt to a future that has engulfed it; a future determined by the industrial system redesigned by the information system it has itself produced. What we see, in fact, is a kind of vertigo in reverse, all projected toward the outside and external to the artist’s person. But what, then, could be the final proof that will sanction the validity of this modus operandi, the need to adopt this style without a style, flashy but no longer vulgar? Nothing other than “success”, neither fashionable nor financial,15 but the only success that really matters, that of seeing people, the greatest possible number of persons, everyone, accept that mode of communication, identify with those images, filter the world through that concept of beauty, sanctify those “icons”, the icons that the artist offers us but that, in reality, come from the world itself.

NOTES

1) The name of the course and the diploma it awards reflect the Bauhaus organization that the school had attempted enact under the influence of such personages as László Moholy-Nagy and Josef Albers. The course was offered by the Department of Fine Arts and Design. The teachers to whom Warhola was closest seem to have been Robert Lepper and Balcomb Greene. On the years spent at the “Tech” (as the students called the Institute) see Victor Bockris, Andy Warhol, Odoya, Bologna, 2010, pp. 41-54.

2) The slang term “broad” for “woman” derives from the fact that women have wider hips than men. In vogue since the ’30s, the term had a rather vulgar connotation. By using it in place of Lord (“The Lord”) Warhol introduce into his discourse a functionalist viewpoint referring to nature, which has given women’s hips this form in the interests of pregnancy. The verb “to pick” associated with “nose”, on the other hand, is an idiomatic expression for an inelegant gesture that the person portrayed is actually doing.

The painting might thus be interpreted as an irreverent question formulated as follows: “For what functional reason could I find my flaring nostrils beautiful, if not that of letting me pick my nose more easily?” 

3) Eliminating the final “a” in his name may be seen as a way of Americanizing it, in line with Warhol’s efforts to escape the isolation he felt trapped in as the son of immigrants, who were, moreover, Catholic. This has been documented with certainty starting from 1949.
4) This title too is an idiomatic expression meaning “stop bothering me with your constant criticism”.

5) Kynastone Mc Shine, Introduction to the catalogue of the exhibition Andy, Warhol, una retrospettiva, curated by Mc Shine, Palazzo Grassi, Venice, 1990, p. 13. 
6) Obviously here “surface” does not mean “superficial”, but attempts to express Warhol’s attention, always very close, at keeping the problems of form separate from those of content. We have not used the term “form” to keep from evoking the current of aesthetic/critical thought that goes under the name of  “Formalism” and derives in good part from “Visibilism” (see following note). Our prudence depends mainly on the fact that in the American artistic world, in close connection with the evolution of abstract painting, the term “formalism” took on a derogatory meaning that it does not have in Europe.

7) According to visibilist theories, first proclaimed by Konrad Fiedler and then developed in various ways by many important authors in the Historic Avant-garde movement, when we judge a work of art inspired by Nature to be beautiful or ugly, we do so within the limits of the autonomy of vision and not in relation to its illusionist effect. This is equivalent to saying that nature in itself can be called neither beautiful nor ugly, because at the moment when we judge it in respect to the visual aspect, we are already discussing an image, perceived in active manner, comparable under the cognitive profile to those that we ourselves create. The young Warhol seems to have perfectly assimilated the idea of autonomy of judgement of any image, with all of the consequent reassuring corollary of certainties linked to pure form, but also seems to have felt the need to argue, strong in these certainties, against another idea, that when nature appears ugly to us, it simply means that we are not taking account of its aims, that is, of the functional reasons for the forms it produces. It is hard to say whether this untenable short-circuit between functionalism and visibilism results from the teaching he received or from his personal elaboration of the problem. Considering however the orientation of his Department, intent on using the Bauhaus lesson to diminish or even eliminate the distance between commercial art and pure art, it is possible to think of a misunderstanding of the teachings of Klee, an author much appreciated by Warhol at that time. Some partial clarification of the whole question may be found in V. Bockris, Andy Warhol, loc. cit.
8) Having moved to New York in 1949, Warhol, although surrounded by problems, soon managed to win a name for himself in the sector of advertising and editorial graphic art, with commissions for jobs from such leading magazines as Vogue, Seventeen, The New Yorker and Harper’s Bazaar. His intense activity as show-window dresser also brought him work with exclusive stores such as Tiffany & Co., Bergdorf Goodman, I Miller and Bonwit Teller. Among his official recognitions we find: the Art Director’s Club Medal in 1952, the Certificate of Excellence of the American Institute of Graphic Arts in 1954, the Awards for Distinctive Merit, again of the Art Director’s Club in 1955, a further Certificate of Excellence from the American Institute of Graphic Arts in ‘56 and again the Art Director’s Club Medal and Art Director’s Awards for Distinctive Merit in 57. In the same year Warhol, to better manage requests for his work, founded the Andy Warhol’s Enterprises Inc., appointing Anne Mae Wallowitch his agent for advertising production in Philadelphia and Chicago. 

9) It is often said that Warhol created Pop Art, an idea that may have some validity as recognition of his fundamental support of this current, but that is entirely erroneous both historically and philologically. For a competent discussion of the origin of this name, see Lucy Lippard, Pop Art, Rusconi, Milan, 1989, Introduzione, pp. 9-25 and, in the same volume, Lawrence Alloway, Lo sviluppo dell’arte Pop in Inghilterra, pp. 27-67.

10) G.R. Swenson, What is Pop Art? Answers from 8 painters, part 1, in “Artnews, 63, (November 1963), pp. 24-27, 60-63. 
11) Especially important among the techniques used by Warhol is the “Blotted line”, experimented by him as a student. It consisted of tracing any drawing in pencil on slightly absorbent paper with a  drawing-nib and ink and then pressing the sheet over another more absorbent one, thus producing a new drawing with blurred lines. The importance of this technique in Warhol’s work depends not only on the elegance he managed to attain with it, but also on the new concept that won it respect despite the prejudice that a work must be unique and that the physical contribution of the artist is indispensable. Obviously, with this technique, any image can be made one’s own by using tracing paper or a transparency and then copying it or having it copied with infinite variations, none of which is less genuine than another.

12) G.R. Swenson cit. This author's translation. The few liberties we have taken were necessary due to the risk of misunderstanding Warhol’s way of expressing himself. In the English language version in this catalogue, the original text appears.

13) A discussion of this subject that is still exemplary today can be found in: Emilio Garroni, ‘Creatività, ad vocem, Enciclopedia Einaudi, 1978. Re-published separately by Quodlibet, Macerata, 2010.

14) On this subject, see the article by Achille Bonito Oliva, “Opera in Opera”, in the catalogue (published by Electa) of the exhibition Warhol verso De Chirico, Rome, 1983, curated by Bonito Oliva.

15) In this perspective, both social and financial success can be re-interpreted as mere corollaries of the vertigo in question. They confirm, not any idea of predestination as described by Weber, but the soundness of a decision, that of releasing art, in a manner that is apparently passive but in reality active and shared with others, from the present. A manner into which may be rightfully included the display, coram populo, by Warhol, of his own neurotic symptoms, only too clearly apparent, and the correction, only too obvious but fully effective, of his own physical image. 










