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Von Jeanette Winterson : Art Objects: Essays on Ecstasy and Effrontery  before purchasing it in order to gage 
whether or not it would be worth my time, and all praised Art Objects: Essays on Ecstasy and Effrontery: 

KundenrezensionenHilfreichste Kundenrezensionen1 von 1 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. (I can't 
summarize in one line -- please read on ...)Von Frank DrakeWhat is our typical reaction upon completing an 
experience of a work of art -- be it reading a novel, listening to music, viewing a painting, or any other interaction. "Do 
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I like it?" "What does it mean to me?" Am I entertained? Touched? Thrilled? Changed forever? Wrong, wrong, a 
thousand times wrong, says the lonely voice of one Jeanette Winterson, author of a beautifully piercing set of essays 
collectively entitled 'Art Objects' (the second word is read as a verb). Winterson makes many excellent points in this 
work, but for my money the best is her call to objectify art, especially the appreciation of art. A work of art is its own 
thing, and deserves to be taken on its own merits. If it fails at this, ok, but we need to stop seeing everything in art 
reflected through our own subjective prism; otherwise we risk lowering it to entertainment and diversion. We already 
have plenty of that; besides, art deserves better. This seems a fresh idea, but Winterson points out that it's actually 
quite old -- we've merely forgotten as we've been soaked with a century and a half of Victorian frumpiness. Most of 
history has taken art for what it is or could be; only in our self-possessed 20th century have we demanded that art 
come to us personally, not actually ventured ourselves out into the artistic universe, a strange and difficult land. 
Winterson's historical perspectives need more flesh, but she's chosen a good villain. At her toughest, Dickens and 
Trollope come in for some hard knocks. At her most generous, she extols us to keep reading Victorian literature; if 
only we would stop writing it as well. This would be some of the best art criticism I've read in years if it stopped there; 
fortunately, she presses on. If we can't subjectify art, how do we know it's worthy, good, revolutionary? We know 
already -- the answer is in us. Winterson points the way: look to the tools, the precision, the craft. Language is the 
writer's tool; how is it used? Examples are drawn from the aloof moderns -- Woolf, Stein, Eliot -- to great effect. New 
subject matter is not what they're after -- didn't Shakespeare pretty much exhaust every plot anyway? No, art aims 
higher: at new ways of thinking, new ways of seeing. I don't think Jeanette Winterson an optimist, though she ends on 
an up note. She rants aplenty. Art -- especially new work -- is hard, and society likes soft. Art is currently being 
shunted off to the wasteland of entertainment (been to a museum lately?), off to do battle with cinema, popular music, 
and the great Satan itself, television. And it is sure to lose. We are simply too much in love with nostalgia, with art that 
"works for us." So what are we -- those of us who claim to care -- to do? Ms. Winterson doesn't draw up a list of 
commandments, but I could venture a bold guess. Buy (yes, purchase) new art; voting with your wallet is one of the 
best ways to push work forward (see the Renaissance church for an example). Stay with a work of art for awhile; let it 
work on you. Don't dismiss everything within the time it takes to say "I don't like it." Appreciate the artist's craft; look 
for exactness. Most of all, when you're moved by something, ask yourself why, on a profound level. Is it because you 
made an emotional connection with the work, or the work made a larger one, say, with the world? 'Art Objects' is 
stuffed with stunning insights; I've not highlighted this many passages in a book since college. I suspect, however, that 
the author might cackle at my review. She writes in her last essay that she is perplexed by the question "what is your 
book about?" She appropriately finds that words to answer this question are unnecessary. The book is about itself; read 
it and find out.0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. An insightful look into the nature of art and 
the artist.Von Ein KundeIn "Art Objects," Jeanette Winterson dishes up a feast of delectable essays on the nature of art 
and the artist. Such essays emphasize the importance of creation and innovation in today's society. With reference to 
some of the world's greatest writers and poets such as Virginia Woolf and T.S. Eliot, she paints a beautiful picture of 
the role of art in every person's life, and how the appreciation of such art is often unacknowleged. With writing 
prowress paired with a passionate theme, Winterson ensures that her points are made well and absorbed by every 
reader0 von 0 Kunden fanden die folgende Rezension hilfreich. Absolutely Everyone should read this book.Von Ein 
KundeAs an artist, I have never read a more wonderous piece on looking at art than Ms. Winterson's in this book. If 
you think you don't know anything about art, there is no better place to start than here. If you are an artist in any field, 
it will bring tears to your eyes. Read it outloud to someone, anyone. I dare you to be able to complete reading it 
without being interupted by tears of joy. The entire book is illuminating. A must have in hard cover, it is a treasure. 
Then, happily, we have "Gut Symetries" to move on to afterwards. This woman is priceless.

KurzbeschreibungThese interlocking essays uncover art as an active force in the world - neither elitist or remote, 
present to those who want it, affecting even those who don't. Winterson's own passionate vision of art is presented 
here, provocatively and personally, in pieces on Modernism, autobiography, style, painting, the future of fiction, in 
two essays on Virginia Woolf, and more intimately in pieces where she describes her relationship to her work and the 
books that she loves..deIn Art Objects, Winterson asks us to ignore the hype and judge her by her words and her words 
alone. After all, she asks, does anyone ask Iris Murdoch about her sex life? And is Winterson's "diffidence, arrogance, 
madness" anything more than just the single-mindedness that writing--good writing--demands? After bursting onto the 
literary scene in 1985 with the highly acclaimed Oranges Are Not The Only Fruit , this "ego-bound" seducer of 
women has been dogged by a "media moronicness" that focuses on her personal life and often neglects to discuss her 
work. But Art Objects is not merely a response to her critics. This collection of essays is a passionate, rousing defence 
of the elusive pursuit of perfection in language, the sifting of ideas and impressions to create highly charged words that 
throw you across a room. Her favourites dominate--Virginia Woolf, TS Eliot and Gertrude Stein--and every essay 
reflects her love affair with literature and language, with words that "work along the borders of our minds". There are 



also intimate essays on her introduction to art, how she learnt to look into the "deep and difficult" eyes of a painting, 
and her obsession--the collecting of first editions to read in a red room with deep chairs and a fireplace lit. Of course, 
Winterson places herself amongst the giants of literature that she worships. There is a slightly unpalatable arrogance 
about this--would the same be felt if she were a man--but also a humility. She acknowledges that in her "gallop with 
words" she sometimes goes too fast or takes a high fence badly. But she is trying to gallop. It's this clarity of purpose, 
along with an appetite for eating words, that distinguish her from others, from the "white-collared cataloguers of 
crap".--Jane HoneyPressestimmen"Courageous... Her writing is spirited and insouciant in its fusing of love of words 
and sensual desire" (Scotsman)"Winterson is in fine form in these essays about art" (Observer)"Flashes of sly wit have 
an epigrammatic power... On Joyce, Woolf, Conrad, Dickens and the development of English literature she is acute 
and always interesting...covetable, infuriating, stimulating" (Independent) 


