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From the caves of
Lascaux and the genius of
Leonardo to the doodle on
the back of an envelope,
we have always been
drawn to draw. On the
eve of the UK’ first art
fair in the UK dedicated to
drawing, Laura Cumming
celebrates this freest and
first of all art forms

rt starts with a
drawing - specifically
a drawing by a clever
young girl named
Kora, otherwise
known as the Maid
of Corinth. Kora is a teenager in
ancient Greece who has fallen in
love with a soldier. Alas he is called
up to war. Desperate to keep hold
of him, or some memory of his
handsome presence, Kora asks him
to stand against a wall in bright
sunlight so she can draw the outline
of his shadow. His trace remains,
held there for ever by her perfect
line. And thus drawing is born, at
least according to Pliny.

It’s a tall story. We all know that
drawing goes right back to the wild
horses running across the caves of
Lascaux, to the prehistoric riders
of Bhimbetka and the magnificent
bison of Altamira. There are
drawings on ice-age animal skins

| and ancient Egyptian papyruses.

But the story of Kora endures, partly
because she has a name, but also

because she is driven to drawing by
love: you might say that the Maid
of Corinth is, like many of us, a
passionate amateur.

Drawing is democracy. Everyone
does it. You doodle in the margins
of this newspaper. I sketch the view
while hanging on the phone. We
draw on our hands, on walls, on the
back of envelopes (like Monet), on
office notepaper (like Van Gogh),
on restaurant napkins (like Picasso
and Warhol). We draw to pass
the time, to catch the moment, to
remind ourselves what we saw, felt
or thought. We draw to see what
life looks like in two dimensions.
We draw because we can — and
everyone can - and because we're
trying to improve. We draw to see

| what we can make of the world,
| or for the sheer joy of it; to show

something to somebody else —
here, this is what it looked like. We
draw to make a map, with a couple
of decorative trees; to see if our
two-circle cat looks anything like
the real thing; to play games with

each other, show the police what
we witnessed, send a message to
someone else; to give each other
something particular, something
special, to say something that

| cannot otherwise be said. We all do

it. And we do it from the first.
Drawing is the speech of art. The
words we utter, the stories we tell. It
comes before writing - tiny infants
do it - and quite often after script

| has departed (my artist mother can

scarcely write now, in her 90s, yet
still she draws). Holding a stub of
crayon or chalk comes early and late.
All children scrawl and scribble at
first, absorbed by their own power

to leave marks on paper; then they
may describe something seen in the
world. The sun is a circle radiating
ray lines, a flower the same but with
loops, stick figures abound from
Lascaux to the present day. Perhaps
it is true, as the Swiss psychologist
Jean Piaget proposed, that children’s
drawings have a universal quality
Certainly our brains are able to read
two dots and a dash as a face from
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- ‘Whenever I moved
- into a new place I'd
| paint murals on the
walls ... even bad
murals make a room
| rather magical’
l

children's book illustrators, so | grew
up drawing and painting. Strangely
enough, in the last 20 yearsor sol
stopped, which is an awful shame —
it was something to do with writing
books and bringing up children and
everything getting too complicated.
But I'm quite visual — | can always
see the scene in a novel whenI'm
writing: | can see the room and the
pattern on the carpet.

lused to write longhand on the
right hand side of an A4-sized ring-
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| pictures. This, for me, was the true

- power of drawing.

| And now this art has come
stealthily back to the front of the
stage. If you've been keeping your

'~ eyes open, you will have noticed
 the rise of drawing shows in recent
years. Not just the masters —
Michelangelo at the Royal Academy,
Raphael at the Ashmolean, Leonardo
da Vinci: A Life in Drawing,
currently on at 12 different venues
across Britain, and culminating in
an all-together-now show at the
Queen’s Gallery, London, in May

- but the drawings of Monet and
Degas, of Klimt and Schiele and
Jackson Pollock, on to Agnes Martin,
Bridget Riley and Rachel Whiteread.
Whiteread’s drawings seem to

me far superior to her sculptures.
‘When I was a baby critic, a veteran
colleague once told me to avoid
drawing shows at all costs, since
they were just preliminary exercises.
But some of the greatest shows

1 have ever seen were composed
entirely of graphic masterworks:
Goya’s Black Border album, the
drawings of Watteau, Botticelli’s
astonishing illustrations for Dante’s
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bound notebook, and on the left
hand side I'd draw grotesque faces
with huge noses and crinkly hair and
wrinkles, or sometimes beautiful,
young, naked women. I'd have these
creatures crawling all over: they'd
be my sort of subconscious page,
where my brain would loosen its
connections. | find it very useful to
have that arrangement, it helps
with concentration. They weren't an
illustration of what | was doing, it was
more a voyage into a fantasy world.
Whenever | moved into a new
place to live | would paint murals
on the walls as it saved on buying
pictures: even if murals are quite bad,
they make a room rather magical.
I would paint Douanier Rousseau
jungle scenes with herons and zebras
all over the walls. | also once muralled
aRenault 4 car. The other thing lused
to do was copy Diirer etchings line for
line: the finished product may have
been absolutely hopeless but the
process was the thing, Interview by

Kathryn Bromwich
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Inferno, in which hell drills down
like a tornado beneath the Earth’s
crust: tiers of theatrical balconies
from which tiny figures topple,
descending to an everlasting winter
— simply an icy-blue line, a circle
from which no soul can ever return.

Drawing was always cool, always
close, immediate, contemporary.
Now drawing has returned to art
colleges up and down the country.
Every year, the Royal Drawing School
receives hundreds of applications
for its unique Drawing Year course,
which allows postgraduate students
to draw night and day, for free, and
with the constant support of tutors
who also teach public classes in
still life, interior, draped figure, and
life drawing in ink, charcoal and
even iPad.

Collections of drawings are
assembled by public museums
but also private collectors. The
latter often give to the former.
Diirer’s drawings - including the
incomparable hare, quivering with
life in every line - are part of a
magnificent collection founded by
Duke Albert of Saxen-Teschen in
1776 that now includes a million
masterpieces on paper. These are
loaned to lucky galleries around
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Schiele drew his
friend and
mentor Gustav
Klimt as a
corpse in the
morgue... as if
unable to say
goodbye

the world by Vienna’s Albertina
Museum, just as our British Museum
sends its great drawing collection
out into the world. The late Milanese
jeweller Pino Rabolini, following the
duke’s example in the 1960s, put
together a body of drawings from
De Chirico and Morandi through

| to arte povera and beyond that

is nothing less than a survey of
Italian art through the 20th century.
It includes marvels made with
pinpricks, DayGlo markers, wax
crayons, Rotring pens and even iron
compounds (back to Lascaux). You
can see a selection now at London’s
Estorick Collection.

nd this spring, the
very first art fair
dedicated entirely
to modern and
contemporary
drawings opens

at the Saatchi Gallery in London.
| Draw Art Fair will showcase images
| by Francis Bacon, Lucian Freud

and Frank Auerbach, alongside
European masters from Jean
Dubuffetto Prancis Picabia. The
fair’s founder, Laurent Boudier,
who also started Le salon du

| dessin contemporain in Paris, likes

to quote from that impeccable
genius, Ingres, god to generations

| of draughtsmen from Degas to

Hockney, on the essence of drawing.
“To draw does not simply mean

to reproduce contours; drawing is
also expression, the inner content...
Drawing is the probity of art.”

As a young man in Rome, Ingres
summarised the faces of English
expats in a pencil line so lithe and
concise he could make enough
money to support his new family in
a few quick sittings a day. Drawings

| are made to be sold, like paintings,

but perhaps for many more reasons.
Diirer drew himself naked, pointing

| to the spot on his side where it hurt,

specifically for a doctor to diagnose
his condition. Schiele drew himself,
repeatedly, in a prison cell to record
each day of his confinement. He
also drew his friend and mentor
Gustav Klimt as a corpse in the
morgue, commemorating Klimt’s
handsome face in death, as if
unable to say goodbye.

Louise Bourgeois drew to
relax. Her Insomnia Drawings, of
gorgeous blue rivers flowing among
scarlet mountains, were made to
achieve peace in the sleepless dark






