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 1928-1987: beginning and end of the life of a man, Andrew Warhola. 
 1949: in the world of Art a new star appears on the horizon for the first time, Andy Warhol. 

 1964: from Paris to New York, the Art world turns toward the West.

Faces
Timeless faces, those of Andy Warhol, gaze far away, transfigured and projected into an intangible dimension. They are masks of life, incorporeal imprints of existences destined to be engulfed by the spiralling line of time that, imploding on itself, will extinguish them. What, then, will remain? What they wish to be remembered of them, for a brief time: success as triumph over existence and over death, Eros defeating Thanatos, the Sun overcoming the Moon.
The faces in Warhol’s portraits seem to cry out, “We are those who will not be forgotten!”. Resplendent faces of actors and actresses recall the personages and films that have let us dream. Singers evoke beloved songs, unknown men and women become famous and celebrities are confirmed as such. Marilyn, a "suicide" in 1962, John F. Kennedy assassinated in 1963, Liz Taylor hospitalized for severe health problems in 1984. Is all this mere coincidence, or the business acumen of a shrewd advertising man?¹. In any case, the portraits of Marilyn, Liz and Jackie, recently bereft of her husband the President, are contemporary to all of this. The moment the world is informed of these dramatic events and seeks answers to the questions they inevitably evoke, these images are repeated in series, capturing the obsessive attention of the media, instantaneously successful! 

Another coup de maître of Andy Warhol– already used in the art world – consists of faces portrayed with enigmatic smiles, either complying with or contradicting the reality of the facts. One who smiles before a drama, a tragedy, who smiles and smiles again – Mao Zedong (1972), America’s great enemy, appears on the scene. A bogeyman for most Americans, he becomes something very different in Warhol’s hands: irony, sarcasm, a fetish to be exorcized or the unscrupulous intuition of one who knows how to arrive at the masses, and hence at success. Undeniably, the artist was among the first to grasp the fact that many Americans were no longer able to interpret, or even try to understand, the reality of the times. 

The Years 1940-1970
In the USA the destabilizing reality of the ‘40s and the ‘60s aroused fear and uncertainty, both within the national boundaries and beyond. Since 1947, in fact, American Communists, intellectuals and artists (including actors, film directors and screenwriters), progressives for the most part, had been considered public enemies. In this atmosphere of suspicion and informing, anyone deemed guilty of betraying American institutions was barred from working. Hundreds of names were blacklisted. Civil commitment and discussion of social issues were banned in the interests of national security and of a vacuous, pervasive optimism. In March 1947, in an important speech broadcast on the radio, President Truman stated, “Every nation must choose between two alternative ways of life, one based on majority decisions and democratic institutions, the other based on the decisions of a minority, imposed by force on the majority and marked by terror and oppression.”
"Is this Tomorrow – America under Communism!" proclaimed a poster of the times.

The Cold War, the world split into two blocks, the balance of terror, McCarthyism (1950-1954), the Korean War (1950-1953), the Hungarian rebellion (1956), the Berlin Wall (1961), the Cuban missile crisis (1962), Vietnam (1962-1973), Prague (1968), and the State assassinations – John F. Kennedy (1963), Malcolm X (1965), Martin Luther King (1968) and Robert Kennedy (1968) – induced the American establishment to orient public opinion toward an alternative reality, unreal but pleasing and reassuring. Verisimilitude, a kind of simulacrum, could take the place of reality, for the good of many, if not all. An ephemeral, superficial world triumphantly emerged, inhabited by objects produced for mass consumption and by subjects who were alive only because they appeared in newspapers, magazines, fashion world or television and films. The artificial world had become the only safe place in which to project desires and find one’s dreams come true. And while the world, the real world, was wearing mourning for its many wars, Warhol’s works flaunted the brightest colours; colours both mixed and pure, orange, purple and green, gaudy colours like fuchsia, electrifying colours like pistachio, azure and apple green. Always exaggerated and unreal, they captured the eye like a magnet, alienating the subject portrayed from the space around it.² In the USA everyone, not the art public alone, noticed, discussed, loved or hated Warhol’s works, immediately recognizable to all. The artist explained that Coca Cola and Campbell’s Soup were exemplary products of American democracy, being the same for both rich and poor: "A Coke is a Coke, and no amount of money can get you a better Coke than the one the bum on the street corner is drinking”³.

Advertising
In the USA, then as now, everything orbited around advertising; to know and be known, this was and still is the question. In a capitalist system, it is advertising that reassures, convinces and succeeds: "Advertising is like eating peanuts. Once you start, you can’t stop" (A. W.)⁴. The world that produces must promote its products, if it is to continue to exist. This rule applied to the art world too, except that Warhol does not use advertising to promote himself and his art, but on the contrary appropriates it, by encapsulating the things that everybody knows, uses and likes. Taking the world of everyday life, he first raises it to a higher level, then moves it from the great shopping centres to the great museums. Art, perennially in the throes of death, needs ceaseless innovative stimuli to revitalize it. Warhol, with his intuition, threw opens to critics and gallery owners the door to a boundless market overflowing with infinite opportunity. And not this alone; the technical reproducibility of his works of art had actually changed the way in which these works were perceived by the senses. Every age has had its own artistic currents, producing works which, studied later by various schools of thought, have promoted new modes of perception over the centuries. The history of works of art is thus the history of how they have been understood, appreciated and/or forgotten over the years. Repeating a work of art in series has destroyed the traditional innate aura (Verfall der Aura) that surrounded any one-of-a-kind work. In passing from unique to serial production, the condition proper to traditional art, its typicality, its hic et nunc, has disappeared. The individuals portrayed by Warhol risk being recalled in the future as persons without a “halo”: vacuous, superficial and inconsistent, icons of a Humanity that, at a certain stage in its history, forfeits being itself, deleting mankind from the Earth to replace it with a more dependable copy. All of this has happened inasmuch as "(…) society is no longer a space for interpersonal relations, but a place of exchange: the pure passage of merchandise. (...) The theatre of Andy Warhol is America, where merchandise is the great mother who watches over the sleep, the dreams and the nightmares of American man; who assists him in all his needs, to the point of incentivating and creating new kinds of consumption. The city is the natural riverbed of the American dream, an endless dream of opulence and stupefaction governed by merchandise. Art becomes a moment of resplendent, exemplary exhibition of this dream (...)"⁵.
The portraits, the products for daily use, the horrifying car crashes, the tragedies and the re-elaboration of Italian Renaissance paintings thus become "icons", symbols of the decadence of a society that has lost itself. Gaudily coloured, over-sized subjects, repeated in series to the point of saturating the space of perception, lead to reflections on the negative effects of the consumer society. Presences imbued only with aesthetic value, they are devoid of any subjective identity of their own, being empty of all meaning (6). 

On the subject of American Pop Art, presented and publicly consecrated at the XXXII Venice Biennale of 1964, Giulio Carlo Argan wrote, "Mass man is stupid and greedy (…) he neither suffers nor enjoys (…) all he can (…) wish for is a bigger tube of toothpaste, an enormous one, or a redder pepper, ultra-red. Hence things grow and expand around him, while the human being becomes smaller and smaller and finally disappears (…) painlessly, in total anaesthesia; because two things are inexorably banned in the terrestrial hell: memory of the past and expectation of the future"⁷.

Other European artists and intellectuals of the time viewed Pop Art with disdain. Edoardo Sanguineti predicted for it a "destiny of clownish sterility" (Il Verri,1963), since, no longer distinguishing itself from the tools of mass communication, it appeared to side with the market rather than opposing it.

The Artist

Pop Art drew its inspiration, in fact, from the typical, recurrent images of the period, familiar to the mass culture. Warhol neither criticized nor opposed the wave of consumerism imposed by capitalism; on the contrary, he used his knowledge of consumerism to exploit its prerogatives and needs in his pursuit of success. His faces, portrayed in series, are not testimonials to the history of the individuals concerned, but only to their triumph in the media and their definitive consecration in the collective unconscious. To make these faces more familiar and more acceptable to the mass public, the artist purposely adopts the stylistic traits of advertising. Hence advertising becomes the inspiring muse of the new art, Pop Art. Shoes, bananas, Coca Cola bottles, cans of Campbell's Soup go to join Warhol’s personages, increasingly numerous, some even unknown. Ordinary mundane life, from homes and newpapers, first enters art galleries and then immediately afterwards great museums, forming a new chapter in the history of Art.

Pop Art aimed to free itself from Art by destroying its "aura", its authenticity and uniqueness, through widespread serial reproduction. At the same time, the art world was eliminating painting and sculpture, deemed no longer able to communicate contemporary reality, from artistic expression. With the coming of Pop Art, instead, new horizons opened out for exploration. Painting and sculpture were regenerated, while simultaneously revitalizing the world that had excluded them. 

Although Warhol may have been an unscrupulous, cynical, opportunistic artist, he was undoubtedly honest. He never tried to hide what he aimed to obtain from art. Certainly, he was not trying to save anyone, since after Hiroshima and Nagasaki, who could still believe in the miraculous redeeming power of art? Had Guernica, by chance, prevented the bombings of World War? And had Charlie Chaplin’s film The Great Dictator (1940) opened the world’s eyes to the threat of Nazism? 

Warhol was acquainted with the theatre of Bertold Brecht, having worked with the "Theatre 12" group directed by Denis Vaughan in the early ‘50s. He had known poverty, and he knew only too well what it meant to be poor in America. He also knew that if he could not save humanity, he could at least save himself. Once, however, he agreed to produce a more critical and politically committed work. In 1964 he made a mural, the Thirteen Most Wanted Man for the architect Philip Johnson, in connection with the New York World’s fair; but it was destroyed later for political reasons. Warhol had now understood how far he could go. In 1965, at the Sonnabend Gallery in Paris, he presented Flowers¹º, a series very different from the severely criticized Disasters from 1963, which had also been exhibited for the first time in Europe in Paris¹¹. How far his art had now come from the “tactile values” praised by Berenson, to be found only in the great painters! In their works, vision alone could evoke all of the senses and sensations: the feeling of silk between the fingers, the fragrance of flowers, or the taste of a fruit. 

Warhol’s representation of the real world is, on the contrary, always cold, devoid of any natural or sensorial reference. It is a pure graphic sign, reproduced in hundreds of silkscreen prints. His creatures are so far from perfection that he neglects to represent them perfectly, leaving flaws and drips of paint in his work. Knowing the world so well, he knows his signature alone is enough to raise the price of anything he signs. Although the one-dollar bills bearing his signature are famous, he also signed other things he found aesthetically interesting: magazine covers, pages from his publication Interview, catalogues and books that publicized his works. In a notorious ad in The Village Voice of 1967 he declared, “I’ll endorse with my name any of the following: clothing, AC-DC, cigarettes, small tapes, sound equipment, ROCK ‘N” ROLL RECORDS, anything, film, and film equipment, Food, Helium, Whips, MONEY; love and kisses Andy Warhol. EL 5-9941”. And when some of his works became famed beyond importance of the subject represented or even the artist, he left a blank space in place of his signature, to be signed by the future owner of the work ("Fill in your own signature" is written on the back of some of the prints in the Sunday B. Morning series. Art and success have just this power, especially in an economic system incessantly seeking new opportunities for business; and yet only a few years had passed since his early one-man show at the Bodley Gallery in New York, displaying the twenty works of the Gold Book series in 1957. Done with the Blotted Line technique on paper, they were described as revealing an "incredible innocence", "unripe" and hence more "authentic" by Pier Paolo Pasolini in 1975 in his introduction to Andy Warhol: Ladies and Gentlemen¹². But in the ‘60s society had changed, and was now focussed more intently on its image than on any reflection on itself. The traditional works of past centuries, often motivating men and women to reflect on the secrets they harboured, were now replaced by the commonplace, routine life of the streets, the homes, and the new shopping centres. 

In those years America was also faced with intricate problems of foreign policy and growing conflict in domestic politics. It seemed necessary to exorcise the present, and art, as history teaches, with its multitudinous forms of expression, can be the ideal tool for attaining objectives that politics may be unable to clarify. Moreover, the period was dominated by the myth of progress, of the self-made man, and of the chances society offers a man to have, to possess, and thus to be. The ‘60s and ‘70s were the years of sexual and linguistic freedom, marked by excess, experimentation and, above all the enthusiasm of a generation that thought it could have anything it wanted.

The Personage

Warhol was loved, imitated, envied, discussed and even hated, to the point that in 1968 Valérie Solanas¹³, a fanatical radical feminist, entered his studio in New York and fired three pistol shots at his chest. Severely injured, he managed to recover after a long convalescence, but had to wear an orthopaedic corset for the rest of his life. After such a close brush with death, it would be logical for anyone to seek a different meaning to existence. This dramatic event did in fact change the life of the man and the artist, but in unexpected ways. As a man he became more fragile and suspicious. "He was the shadow of Andy, not the Andy you could love", observed his friend and collaborator Billy Name. As an artist he discovered that time was the only variable, within a perfect organism he had created but was unable to control. Accordingly, his activity grew more fervent and his production always more business-like¹⁴. “Business art is the step that comes after Art. I started as a commercial artist, and I want to finish as a business artist. After I did the thing called ‘art’ or whatever it’s called, I went into business art. I wanted to be an Art Businessman or a Business Artist. Being good in business is the most fascinating kind of art. During the hippies era people put down the idea of business – they’d say ‘Money is bad’, and ‘Working is bad’, but making money is art and working is art and good business is the best art." (Andy Warhol). 

At this time, to promote his numerous and diverse initiatives, Warhol founded the magazine Interview and opened a nightclub under his own name. The son of an immigrant Slovakian builder who died when the artist was thirteen, he had lived through the Great Depression, and never forgot it. " I'd prefer to remain a mystery. I never like to give my background and, anyway, I make it all up different every time I'm asked.” Always recalling poverty as a nightmare, Warhol experienced success as an obsession. In the last years of his life he promoted and assisted the still unknown artists Keith Haring and Robert Mapplethorpe¹⁵. Success did not keep him from appreciating the talent of those who approached him for help. Nor it keep him from seeking ever new forms of expression, at times shockingly provocative. He could do anything in New York, and in 1975 he presented the Ladies & Gentlemen series: ten enigmatic figures, bearing witness to a new sexual identity. They were ten black transvestites, taken from the sidewalks of New York, always posed in frontal or three-quarters view, never in profile, and photographed dozens of times with a Polaroid camera. The shots were then cut out, glued, painted over with heavy graphic signs and wide brushstrokes, transformed into disturbing creatures, voluptuous and fascinating. "The feminine arrogance of these males is merely the grimace of the victim who wants to soften the slaughterer's heart with a clownish regal dignity." (Pier Paolo Pasolini)(16). In the same year, the artist published The Philosophy of Andy Warhol, an autobiographical diary where these ten faces are described as "living testimony to the way women used to want to be, the way some people still want them to be, and the way some women still actually want to be … ambulatory archives of ideal moviestar womanhood …".

Pier Paolo Pasolini, again in the presentation of Ladies & Gentlemen, added: "...There is then, in its perversity of cruel, astute and insolent ‘game’, a substantial and incredible innocence"¹⁷. And this innocence appears again in many of his productions from the 1980s. 

The Man

The game had to be played, and playing it was fun, but in his book Self-portrait, published in 1975, we discover a Warhol surprisingly different from the man seen in the media; a person who is ingenuous, shy and cold. To defend himself he is obliged to wear a mask that separates his intimate self from his appearance (Alberto Boatto, 1995), and to play a role imposed on him by society. Henry Geldzahler (his friend and the curator of contemporary art exhibitions at the Metropolitan Museum in the ‘60s) describes him in these words: "There were at least three Andy Warhols, and confusing them has led to apparently contradictory evaluations of his work". Rauschenberg saw him as shy, afflicted by problems of communication going back to his childhood, but nonetheless capable of creating a network of communications on a global scale.  

Andy Warhol, an artist who, always and in any case, "knows how to manoeuvre through the obstacles of a hall of mirrors where the reflections are confusing to any flesh-and-blood being (…) Provocative, manipulative, both indifferent and passionately enthusiastic, incoherent and lucid, the dandy Warhol shows himself to be amazingly intelligent. Whether he is speaking of painting, cinema, fashion, sex, superstars, or the mediocrity of American life, he never loses sight of the exigencies of his own art", wrote the critic and art historian Alain Cueff. 

His copious, multifaceted production (from 1962 to 1964 the Factory¹⁸ produced two thousand 16-mm films; in 1970 it made Flash, its first feature-length film, followed immediately by Trash) caught the art world by surprise, even forcing it to confront the great themes of religion and spirituality, and hence of life and death. In 1985, in fact, Warhol began The Last Supper, arguably the most complex work of his whole career. No other subject in the USA has been studied and reproduced by an artist in so many hundreds of variations. Some years before (1981-1982) Warhol had produced the Crosses series, works of large format, icons consecrated to a faith that was never discussed, abandoned or desecrated. Around this same time, going further in this direction, he created the series called Eggs, a subject that has always been symbolic of immortality and resurrection. But there was no room for God in Warhol’s art. God had to remain “outside”. In some of his works with religious themes, such as Raphael Madonna-$6.99 and the above-mentioned Last Supper, the unmistakeable images of Raphael and Leonardo are repeated over and over. In Raphael Madonna we find an oval sticker with the price ($6.99), a cynical reminder that in the consumer society everything, even the most sacred, is for sale, and that even the most deeply committed art is inevitably subject to conditioning by its economic system. 

Warhol believed that the evocative power emanating from Eastern icons, felt in the churches he frequented, had been irremediably lost, since the social tissue such inspiration was based on no longer existed. If then the absolute value of a work of art was no longer tenable, the artist could only replicate in series the new icons inspired by a neomaterialist-consumerist faith. It will then be these images of the ephemeral and the void, mirror images of the Eastern icons, to represent the eternal and the fullness of a pure spirit. 

"Whenever people and civilizations get degenerate and materialistic, they always point at their outward beauty and riches and say that if what they were doing was bad, they wouldn't be doing so well, being so rich and beautiful. People in the Bible did that when they worshiped the Golden Calf, for example, and then the Greeks when they worshiped the human body. But beauty and riches couldn't have anything to do with how good you are, because think of all the beauties who get cancer. And a lot of murderers are good-looking, so that settles it.” (A.W.) (19).
In Private


After the death of Andy Warhol, an altar was found in his bedroom, and beside the bed a prayer book given him by his mother. On the first page is a little copy of Leonardo da Vinci’s Last Supper. The real Warhol we find alone, before this image, far from the world where, in order to live, he is forced to play a role, sometimes burdensome but essential to his success. 

His privacy is probably the only thing that ever really belonged to him, binding him closely to his mother, a Catholic, and to the religion he had received from her, intermingling the Creeds of the Orthodox and the Western Church. Religion was important to Warhol, as shown by the fact that he attended Mass often, even on workdays, at the Church of St. John Chrysostom in Pittsburgh and at Saint Vincent Ferrer on Lexington Avenue in New York²º. After his death, the altar and prayer book discovered beside his bed bear witness to the presence of “God” in his life. God and Warhol met in this private chapel, where the artist, with all of his contradictions, fears and anxieties, could at last feel free of scandalous behaviour and flaunted eccentricity. "The truth, for Warhol, was in the hands of God, not of the liberal humanists. Any aspiration toward ‘truth’ in this world is inevitably worthless and superficial. Art cannot be the depositary of wisdom. It can only reflect, disguise (and enjoy) the world around it"²¹. This statement, while revealing his refusal to assign any deep meaning to art, nonetheless allows us to understand his choices, perhaps questionable, but always financially remunerative. Two parallel lives, the private sphere and the public "scene", the former concealed from all, the latter ironically recited, according to a script written by others but accepted by Warhol to the point of total nullification. 

On April 1, 1987 the art critic John Richardson, in his eulogy of Andy Warhol at his funeral in St. Patrick’s Cathedral, New York City, said: “I would like to recall an aspect of his personality he kept hidden from everybody, except from his closest friends: his spiritual side. Those of you who met him in circumstances that were the exact antithesis of spirituality, would be amazed that that side really existed. But this was and is the key to the psyche of the artist. Even if Andy was perceived –quite correctly- as a passive observer who never imposed his convictions on others, in some occasions he could become a very effective advertiser. Indeed, I am aware that he was responsible for at least one conversion. He considered it a privilege to support the studies of his nephew in the seminar. And he gave regular help to an organization for the poor and homeless. Andy trusted he would keep these activities concealed from everybody. Knowing this secret piety inevitably changes the way we see the artist, who fooled the world into believing that his only obsessions were money, fame and glamour, and that he was cool to the point of callousness...”²².

The transience of life is a recurrent theme in Warhol’s works. In Golden Jackie, President Kennedy’s wife appears on the day of his funeral; in Liz Taylor, the actress is portrayed at a time when she seemed about to die of cancer; in Disaster, from 1963, victims of traffic accidents appear marked by these dramatic events; while the Big Electric Chair shows this instrument of condemnation in a violence devoid of humanity; and the evocation of death is unmistakeable in Skull (1978) ²³. Warhol had known death as a child, with the early loss of his father, a traumatic experience that was to be re-enacted many times with friends who died of AIDS. In 1964, when Freddie Herko, one of the Factory’s stars, committed suicide, Warhol exclaimed: “Why didn’t he tell me he was going to do it, we could have filmed it”. His disconcerting response is that of a man no longer able to face grief and mourning. Indifference became a mantle of self-protection. Warhol purposely chose to smother his feelings and then to lose himself in a whirl of meetings and experience, of inventing and enacting endless provocative situations, crude, fascinating, never trite, to crumble in the enduring obsession, in the voyage through difference aligned with sameness, the hard fact of the inevitable. The work in acrylic paint and silkscreen ink on canvas, completed the year before his death, Repent and Sin No More! (1985-'86), leaves no doubt of this. 

Warhol’s works, almost always produced by unorthodox techniques (as in the Oxidation series, 1978, whose colours derive from oxidation of the artist’s urine on bronze- or copper-coated surfaces), originate from an artistic inspiration free of any ideological supra-structure. His productions were then codified by the interpretations of others, which Warhol awaited with amused curiosity. The actress Mary Voronov, who played some very scandalous parts in his films, wrote in fact that, "He said the silliest things and people went crazy over them, feeling compelled to read in them the most hidden depths of meaning". 

A work of art is like a stone thrown into a pond. The artist only throws it in. Afterwards he will be unable to control or predict the number of reflections and circles that will form on the surface. As long as man is a curious being, Art will exist. To the artist pertains the task of stimulating and provoking; to those who appreciate works of art, that of discovering what lies hidden behind the appearance. 
The Last Act

Andy Warhol’s death has never been explained. It is wrapped in a cloud of mystery, a dense smoky mist that has never cleared away. 

Could it be a case of mixed-up hospital files? 

Or the desire to change something in his life, far from the world he knew, from the many financial interests orbiting around his great talent?

The many suspicious deaths and strange disappearances of persons very close to him are elements to be put in relation to his sudden, absurd death. With his demise a new chapter was opened, but was never investigated and hastily filed away. A life of excess prevailed over obvious doubts, to such an extent that his death appeared inevitable. 

The consumer society, with its rules and tributes, had had its victim. The lamb had been sacrificed. Only the liturgical ritual had changed, but the goal had been attained: not to save his people, but to guarantee and perpetuate its wealth. 

Is this mere arbitrary speculation, or fantasy? Is what we know the truth?

The death of Andy Warhol is only one of many sudden inexplicable deaths of famous Americans. Other deaths came before his, and still others were to come, surrounded by other mysteries and inevitable doubts ²⁴.

Notes

1) In 1952 Andy Warhol receives the Art Medal of the Art Directors Club, as best advertising illustrator.

2) By 1962 Warhol was no longer painting in oil, being one of the first artists to utilize industrial, photographical and typographic inks. Consequently, his range of colours was not vast, but on the contrary highly restricted, particularly aggressive, anti-naturalistic and extraneous to traditional artistic production.

3) N. Printz, Warhol in His Own Words, in K. Mc Shine (edited by), Andy Warhol. A Retrospective, exhibition catalogue, New York, Museum of Modern Art, 1989.

4) Ibidem.

5) A. B. Oliva, Warhol, artista statistico, exhibition catalogue "Andy Warhol", Barcelona, 2007, pp. 17-19.

6) With cold, acute, cynical objectivity, Warhol portrayed the reality of a certain America and its inhabitants, whose behaviour, not mediated by filters or censorship, has embarrassed and annoyed many Americans, who have attempted to neutralize it have by relegating the artist to the sphere of New York eccentricity. This partial ostracism is only partly compensated for by the high prices his works command (see Alberto Boatto, 1995).

7) G. C. Argan, “Il banchetto della nausea”, in La Botte e il Violino, September 1964, pp. 3-8. Nello Ponente, in the Rivista Italsider, June-September 1964, pp. 17-18, laments the absence among the Americans at the Biennale of artists such as Lichtenstein, Segal, Rosenquist, Wesselman and Warhol. The Grand Prize of the International Jury went to Robert Rauschenberg. The heavy financial burden of American participation was incurred, for the first time, entirely by the United States government, as did not pass unobserved.  Many European intellectuals strongly disagreed with Solomon’s statement, "The fact that the world art centre has shifted from Paris to New York is acknowledged on every hand."⁸ A few days before the inauguration of the Biennale on June 6th, the French President Charles de Gaulle, in sharp disaccord with the United States, went so far as to desert the official celebrations for the landing in Normandy, departing on a trip to Latin America in September. Alain Bosquet, the poet and art critic, wrote in Combat, "They want to throw us to the lions (…) we must denounce this vile act (…) and this is not enough, we should refuse to participate in any future Biennale of Venice, should sabotage and denigrate its efforts” (9).

8) A. R. Solomon, Stati Uniti d'America, exhibition catalogue "XXXII Biennale Internazionale d'Arte di Venezia", Venice 1964, p. 272.

9) Quotation reported by B. Romani, Parigi leva grida di scandalo per la Biennale veneziana e i suoi premi, in "Il Messaggero", July 13, 1964, p.3. 

10) His mother, Julia Zawack, came to the USA in 1921 and remained beside her son until 1970. During the Depression of 1929 she managed to earn a few pennies by making and selling paper flowers.

11) Images documenting reality, when repeated an infinite number of times in the media, become invisible to the point of being no longer perceptible (On this subject, see The Stolen Letter by Edgar Allan Poe). To keep this from happening, Warhol takes these images out of context, frees them of their significance and, by transforming them into works of art, makes them newly visible. Only through their salvaged, and thus recognizable, identity can the images manage to convey what they really reveal; from over-exposure, resulting in indifference, to the artist’s provocation, triggering awareness in those who are struck by his works. 

12) See P.P. Pasolini, introduction to Andy Warhol: Ladies and Gentlemen, Milan, 1975.

13) In the late 60’s, Valerie Jean Solanas published at her own expense the manifesto SCUM (Society for Cutting Up Men), which she sold in the streets at a price of 25 cents for women and 50 cents for men.

14) From 1972 to 1987, the year of his death, the artist produced on commission an average of fifty to a hundred portraits a year. During this time Warhol preferred to use photographs, films and tape recordings for his work rather than to intervene manually, thus purposely identifying himself with the work done by a machine and rejecting the subjective role of artist. 

15) In 1987, after his death, the Andy Warhol Foundation for the Visual Arts was set up in New York in accordance with his wishes, to help young artists, museums and cultural institutions.

16) See P.P. Pasolini, op. cit. .

17) Ibidem.

18) The Factory, founded by Warhol in 1963, first occupied premises at 47a East Street, New York. In 1968 it moved to Union square, and in 1974 to number 860 Broadway.

19) See A. Warhol, La filosofia di Andy Warhol [1975], Bompiani, Milan, 2006, p. 62.

20) In 1980 the artist from Pittsburgh was received by Pope John Paul II.

21) P. Gilles, American Catholic Arts and Fictions, Culture, Ideology, Aesthetics, Cambridge (Ma), University Press, 2003, p. 282.

22) See Gianni Mercurio, Andy Warhol. Pentiti e non peccare più! (Repent and sin no more!), Skira, Milan, 2006, p. 18.

23) “I realized that whatever I was doing must have been Death”, stated Warhol in 1963.

24) On February 23, 1987, the Washington Post reported the following article by the journalist Richard Pearson: "Andy Warhol, 58, a writer, philosopher, film-maker and artist whose portraits of soup cans, celebrities and the social scene made him perhaps the best-known figure in what has come to be known as pop art, died yesterday at New York Hospital-Cornell Medical Center in New York City after a heart attack. 

A hospital spokesman said Warhol was admitted to the hospital Friday and underwent gallbladder surgery Saturday. The spokesman said that 'his postoperative condition was stable' and that his death was 'clearly unexpected.’”.

By Richard Pearson 
Washington Post Staff Writer 
February 23, 1987 

