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Art sometimes asks questions that appear to be negated by their palpable absurdity, drawing us in 

to a world where conventional lines of demarcation are blurred and logic dissolves into paradox. 

Richard Stone’s gleam compels us to enquire about the differences between heroism and 

romanticism, painting and sculpture, the figure and the landscape. The answers to these questions 

are embodied in the works themselves, which form an ongoing investigation of how contradiction 

simmers just beneath the surface of all things. 

 

Stone’s work always has certain lines of thought guiding both its aesthetic and conceptual content. 

The paintings are landscapes, plucked from the 19th Century and appropriated in the present 

through a careful process of removing layers of paint to the point that depiction ceases to function 

as it was intended. As a result, the paintings depict foggy, swirling, cataclysmic unknown 

landscapes that might just as well be a mere abstraction of thought or feeling. This communion of 

landscape painting and appropriation has an artistic tradition as its conceptual content, but one 

which unfurls in an aesthetic that is unmistakably contemporary. These lines of thought, however, 

are always already blurred by the titles of the paintings, which suggest an attempt to situate the 

work within an utterly timeless domain of human commerce with nature, as with the last wave 

(2012).  

 

In Stone’s sculptures, the logic of representation is in question. There is the human figure in a 

moment of human drama of motion, thought and feeling. But some part of the figure – usually its 

head – is submerged in wax so that the effort to represent a character or an instance is obstructed, 

thus turning the logic of representation from one of figuration to one of partial abstraction. A 

paradox is therefore created insofar as the sculpture must both reveal and conceal: in trophy 

(2012), for instance, the wax arrests and petrifies the brass legs, making it unclear whether this is 

a representation of motion or stillness. 

 

These two features are marshalled in gleam through a series of surprising questions about 

difference, the first of which revolves around the very notion of contradiction.  

The painting, i want to be heroic; but i’m just too romantic (2014) alludes to a conflict between 

doing what is right and doing what one wants to do, where heroism and romanticism are 

incompatible lifestyles. The difference here might be philosophically stated as the difference 

between Kierkegaard’s conception of the Ethical life as of responsibility and the Aesthetic life of 

indulgent pleasure. 

 



But just as the eventual dissatisfaction with the Aesthetic naturally gives rise to the Ethical for 

Kierkegaard, Stone realises an innate harmony between heroism and romanticism in the very 

fabric of the landscape. The towering rock-faces in the foreground, craggy and gnarled by the 

elements, express the heroic triumph of persistence, while the shimmering sea and wispy sky 

embody the romantic ideal of freedom in a state of flux. A contradiction is resolved almost before it 

arises, rendering the difference between heroism and romanticism minimal if not necessary 

partners in a cosmic order. 

 

The gulf that separates painting from sculpture is a function of the ways in which materials are 

handled to differing degrees, from Clement Greenberg’s insistence on painting’s supernatural 

flatness to Anselm Kiefer’s placement of objects on the canvas. Stone emphasis this difference – 

and ultimately repudiates it – by adhering steadfastly to the constraints of each medium. 

The flag, only in the ruins will you be free (2014), captures motion in stasis with finesse and 

emotional gravity by giving life to the folds in the fabric through the pristine, exacting contours of 

the stone. And under the cover of the moon i (2014) utilises the fluidity of paint to create a surface 

that differentiates regions of representation at the same time as merging the scene into the flat 

plane of a coherent totality. Painting and sculpture are here doing their expressive and 

representational work in their own ways. 

 

It is in virtue of this fundamental understanding of his media that Stone is then able to dissolve it by 

giving his sculptures a surface that expresses as much as their form and his paintings a 

transparency of process which reveals the artist’s hand as physical origin of meaning. The silver 

marble dust surface of he became a silver cloud (2014) glints in the light, creating delicate areas of 

shadow that accentuate the form of the figure with a painterly sense of the importance of the 

surface as a vehicle for meaning. And under a bruised sky (2014) reveals both the act of scraping 

away layers of antique pigment and that of adding new layers, as if the picture sculpted, drawing 

meaning from both process and materiality. The gap between painting and sculpture suddenly 

narrows in both process and product, which, when viewed together, exemplify a mystifying 

continuity of form and idea. 

 

The figure and the landscape receive the same treatment in the way that Stone merges them in 

bronze. It lies somewhere between an audacious gesture and the logical conclusion of attempts to 

renew tradition to cast in sculptural form the subject of painting, but when a land becomes a sea 

(2014) unites the rigidity of sculpture and the drama of painting. As the landscape becomes a 

figure the art historical distinction between the figure and the landscape, as a distinction between 

man and nature, evaporates. It is an overarching sculptural statement – with painterly accents of 

meaning in the detail – of Heidegger’s mystical fourfold of earth, sky, divinities and mortals as the 

singular totality. 



 

It would only have been absurd to enquire about the differences between heroism and 

romanticism, painting and sculpture, and the figure and the landscape if there was a difference 

because it would have been obvious. But here Stone has melted those differences in order to 

demonstrate how art can continue to illuminate the subtle inflections of human life. It is through 

these erasures of common sense differences Stone deconstructs and reconstructs art history, 

enacting an analysis of traditional materiality and how it can combat the entropy of the 

contemporary. The bronze cast has been wrestled away from its traditional role in figuration and its 

modern incarnation in solid imitations of banality to update Stone’s own headless figures, so that 

the rescuer (2014) is still petrified and blind, but all the more burdened by his heaviness. 

 

The entire art historical ethos of gleam seems to be that whilst human history is a narrative of 

change, art history has at its core timeless themes and preoccupations. There are disquieting 

echoes of Turner in looking back at a land from a sea (2014), not as homage or aspiration, but as if 

the history of landscape painting had turned in on itself and discovered only an abyss in which the 

perpetuity of nature remains entirely itself even in the face of humanity’s belief in progress, change 

and revolution. It is against the background of this conflict between an unchanging eternity and a 

volatile instant, where contradiction simmers and fizzles, that art continues to gleam. 
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