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We wana talk about art criticism. wana talk about 
why we’re doing it our way and not any other way 
(not like Jonathan Jones, Adrian Searle, Jonathan 
P Watts, Waldemar Januszczak, Jerry Saltz, Time 
Out Art, HorribleGIF; not any boy body).
but to get into this we gotta reading list for u. most of 
the writing we do on thewhitepube.com is fast food 
because everyone deserves to eat, but this feels like 

~the time and space~ for a three course meal. 
Please start off with Mal Ahern’s baby essay ‘Naked 
Criticism’ bc it goes the whole way, saying what we 
want to say and more:
https://thenewinquiry.com/naked-criticism/

 * and now ur back, hello,
I can no longer tell you about being in a room full of 
art without considering things like: how i am, who 
i’m with, what I have eaten that day; the stuff I read 
on twitter on the bus to the gallery; when i last had 
sex;; how we are even conscious and walking on a 
planet thats simply balancing in mid-air etc. etc. I 
mean, genuine life things effect how I encounter art-
works and so when I go to write that criticism=record 
of my experience in the gallery, my life comes with. 
The writers listed above dont work like that, and 
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oftentimes I think it makes their art criticism invalid. 
how they sit down, easy, write about art, and move 
on with their lives I don’t know. the objectivity they 
afford themselves i will not/cannot.
I hav made a graph to illustrate what is going on here 
inside our different critic bodies. how we cope dif-
ferently with art. (we are on top although we are not).

bc oh, dear friend;;;; truly truly, i feel things deep-
ly. My sun sign is cancer, i have an aries moon and 
a sagittarius ascendant. I am sensitive to change 
and atmosphere and the mood hanging in the air. 
i am prone to feeling something intangible, and 
being unable to translate that into words for you. 
I am full of qualms about relevance and author-
ity and translatability and relate-ability; all these 
things weigh me down.
we can get self-conscious thinking that ye when 
we publish a text every sunday on our loud and tiny 
website, honestly, does the reader care about the 
life-things we mention, or do they simple wanna 
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know how good a painting was? (u have the right 
not to care about us as people, but maybe you really 
really do, and even still, it’s hard to shrug that feel-
ing). how do i tell you about my dreams without bor-
ing you with my paranoia and my worries? Do you 
recognise how much it matters that when I went to 
review Wu Tsang’s show at FACT, i went straight to 
the gallery from therapy (and my brain was hot and 
the art felt like someone’s arms to fall into).

I wonder how daily vloggers keep on recording, 
editing and publishing all year long. I have been 
watching the regular videos of a young family in 
Sweden n the other day I watched the son squash 
orange play dough into the table before they left 
for school. They get there through a forest n bring 
their tall grey poodle with them. the mum, whose 
channel it is, keeps all these bits in the video be-
cause thats what has happened in their day. May-
be that’s how basic our approach to writing should 
be. the reviews we publish are sticky with our lives, 
and that’s what matters to us, so it stays. here we are together in gab’s favourite chinese bak-

ery in liverpool;; 
i get char sui buns and pork dumplings and some-
times a mango pudding. Sometimes when I have 
enough money I’ll get a box of custard buns to take 
to my nan’s house and share w everyone.
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Please now read the second article on the reading 
list, network fatigue by pablos larios: 
https://frieze.com/article/network-fatigue/

Truthfully, I have been obsessed with objectivity // 
subjectivity for a long time. i feel like all the ppl i’ve 
talked to about this r keen to say nOpE it exists on 
a spectrum, that there are grey areas in between 
and beyond. but i am only interested in this as a bi-
nary. i like it best with clean cut lines. and anyway 
i’m not convinced. i am not convinced, dear read-
er, that it is indeed a spectrum;;; that there’s a gra-
dient between, i am not so sure n i cannot qualify 
why, i j feel that deeply in my gut i have only ever 
known one or the other. 
The key thing i want to take away from Ahern’s es-
say is: when a critic speaks, they speak with author-
ity. they have the authority to presume that their 
experience predicts yours. that their experience is a 
universal one. that their speech is objective fact. it’s 
a game, a state you enter, and then slip out of when 
you’re back home on the sofa. you inhabit briefly, let 
it possess u, but return to the warmth once you’ve 
typed everything up.

	 but there are requirements. objectivity is hard  
and dark. i can hold it in my hands and feel its 
weight. i know what it looks like and i recognise its 
taste when i put it in my mouth, but its weight is 
too heavy for me to hold onto for long. like a brick i 
feel its weight against my fingers,,, and they scream 
and go white from the force of it. i trust it when it’s 
used to deliver facts to me, but i’m unable to use it 
myself. subjectivity is more slippery. i don’t know 
or can’t describe its texture (there aren’t the words 
to). it’s like when you smell something familiar but 
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you by talking about food and kanye west instead 
of paintings. it’s not my prerogative to be engaging 
because even though that is what capitalism is or-
dering of its citizens and internet users, u don’t have 
to simultaneously bend the knee n build an empire. 
if ur not funny don’t try to be etc; You can say clev-
er witty things and never tweet them you know. It’s 
taken me so long to realise this
	 My boyfriend got a synth last year and when 
he first played, I fell asleep on the couch next to him. 
The next day he sent me an email with an mp3 at-
tached, and he’d recorded the tune he was play ing 
for me. my heart felt big! i listen to podcasts to fall 
asleep;; and ah, over the coming weeks he recorded 
more sleep songs for me until he’d made a whole al-
bum. he named each song after a famous dog, like 
hachi or the ones that first went to space; and i put 
it on my phone so legit n happy. But ofc, as it was 
something he’d made he uploaded it to soundcloud 
and I felt so betrayed. suddenly it didn’t belong to 
me, tho maybe it never had
	 and thats a big part of this, that crossover from 
private 2 public. there’s a difference / specificity 
to the word ~audience~ that i am not prepared to 
commit to with what we do thru The White Pube. 

you can’t remember where its familiarity came from. 
Like deja vu or like that feeling you’re falling when 
you’re just about to sleep. it’s familiar n i use it as 
an envelope for my thoughts,,, let words flow out 
of me like subjectivity is a slide. it is a great friend, 
lean in to the push of it against ur back. 
 ~ maybe it’s that subjectivity is negatively defined. 
it’s what objectivity isn’t. ???? 

i want to be authoritative when i speak. i want to 
stop saying sorry for things i’m not sorry for. I go 
thru my emails and delete the just’s and sorry’s be-
fore i send.
i want to talk over people when they interrupt me, 
but i don’t know how
n i want to have faith that even if u came for the art 
speak, you’ll stay for me talking about my dreams in 
fact, or how the pace of applying makeup is close to 
the structure of a Kardashians episode; how good 
my relationship is atm; or my fear of the thrill of 
starving. 
what i want to address most from the network fa-
tigue essay is: i no longer want to care if i’m boring 



M
on

te
z 

P
re

ss
 

In
te

rje
ct

io
n

-0
0

4-
0

3_
Th

e-
W

h
ite

-P
ub

e.
p

df
 

27
.0

3.
20

18
 

15
.0

0.
40

 M
ES

Z

i don’t want to sign up to the idea of audience we 
think we assume we have to take on. ofc the white 
pube has readers, followers, subscribers but i think 
we’d prefer to see them as passers-by. visitors rath-
er than house guests. Doesn’t that sound so much 
kinder? even as the person consuming, i like dip-
ping in and out of engagement as a protective lay-
er,,, like sunscreen in the same way i like posting a 
lot or keeping to myself sometimes.



M
on

te
z 

P
re

ss
 

In
te

rje
ct

io
n

-0
0

4-
0

3_
Th

e-
W

h
ite

-P
ub

e.
p

df
 

27
.0

3.
20

18
 

15
.0

0.
40

 M
ES

Z

I know this is constantly flipping between consum-
er and producer/reader and writer, and we’re still 
holding that binary of objectivity and subjectivity 
but listen, n let me ask you to carry more
	 because the problem i have with all of this is; 
it’s hugely problematic. 
there is a weight to words that slide out of me;;; that 
are still attached to me with a string. The subjective 
has value beyond myself. It is worthwhile listening to, 
even if u can’t relate to me talking about my boy kiss-
ing my cheek as i drift between sleep and stillness. 
your intuition and your gut should be enough for you 
to trust it and it is only the men from the West that 
have taught us that emotional truths do not  =  Knowl-
edge. that there is only one type of knowledge rather 
than a sprawling array of knowledgeS. 
And in the same way that in 2016 i was obsessed 
with obj//subj-ectivity, in 2015 i was obsessed with 
neutrality: as a buzz-word///a conduit///a state of 
inhabited being. because as a brown girl, i’m not 
meant to be capable of inhabiting a neutral identi-
ty without shaving down my sides. i’m supposed to 
have extras, carry-ons. 
	 the critics’ ability to be neutral, to comment on 
abstract concepts as if they were outside, standing 

apart from everything, watching thru a window,, 
this is reliant on their ability to transcend””””””” the 
context they sit within. the artist stands apart, ful-
filling a social or moral role. they have higher pur-
pose. the critic beside them, they face each other. 
they r outside the tent, they piss on each other. 
	 i vaguely remember the general gist of this 
James Baldwin quote well enough to paraphrase: 
he said something like: people of colour have an in-
nate ability to assess their positionality in relation to 
their surroundings, because that’s what’s consist-
ently demanded of them every day. that definition is 
the inverse of what white privilege is: the privilege of 
not needing to be aware of your position or relation 
or the way you exist within certain structures. be-
cause you don’t feel it. slipping thru space, stream-
lined and slick, this space was made for u. 
that’s what that is?: neutral // objective??¿ maybe 
that’s all there is to transcending context; if it’s there 
for you, you don’t have to try to ignore it, you just 
do. ur able 
to be universal bc u r default, u r the same colour 
as the white cube,,,, it’s not rly objectivity when ur 
subjective flavour is the same as what’s prescribed 
as factual universal neutral, the time we all set our 
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clocks to. you’re as rich as the white cube, and u 
have a blue plaque on your wall bc ur old af and 
think you’re important. but you’re just allowed to be 
these things because of who you are and what you 
look like!!!!!!! we don’t have the right costume tho.

i feel unable to be objective as a critic and neutral 
as an artist. maybe it is ok for me to not want to be 
either. i want to lean into the shove and celebrate 
my shadow. my shadow becomes me well. So it is 
decided. i no longer want to care about performing 
these states in my writing. if they reject me when i 
try to squeeze into them, i’m going to stop squeez-
ing into them. I don’t want to write in the old way 
or TO the old way, to the historical art speak that is 
deemed the only proper one.
i’m going to stop writing about art as the nexus of 
my reviews and instead tell you about my daily horo-
scope, what my mum texted the group chat last night; 
n how the art fits into that, after. i will be unapolo-
getically subjective, because that’s what twp has al-
ways been. we’ve never tried to deny our subjective 
specificities and our TMI banality when encounter-
ing art. but now i have a political reason to prop this 
all up with. i now have a come back to ‘who cares?’ 
meaning, authority and neutrality are all gendered//

racialised//all the others//in between-ed and be-
yond-ed objects. last night i felt my boy kiss my fore-
head in my sleep and i woke up with my hand on his 
face, fingers gently pressed to his cheek. 
i think about this more than i think about modernism. 
	 I am glad we get to professionally doubt the 
value and purpose of art like this. to finish, here is a 
list of things we just literally prefer:

1.	 �the huda beauty rose gold eyeshadow palette
2.	� zayn malik
3.	� cillian murphy in peaky blinders and 3b. how 

zayn is starting to dress like him
4.	� soft jumpers
5.	� hair masks
6.	� any aspect of skincare 6b. very thick n 

nourishing but not over occlusive 
moisturisers 6c. sheet masks 

7.	� my eyebrows
8.	� very good sex, like the type of sex that gives 

u a sex hangover the next day
9.	� vegan crispy chocolate from tesco 
10.	� I bought octagonal rose-tinted glasses in 

december and I’m so glad
11.	� chocolate twists from tesco 11b. pizza swirls 

from sainsbury’s
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12.	 �going into supermarkets in different countries
13.	� when someone gets you a present
14.	� stiff denim straight leg jeans that make every 

outfit immediately cooler
15.	� spin class because inside i am a middle-

aged american woman
16.	� not wearing underwear to bed
17.	� the part after a meal when you just stay and 

talk for a while
18.	� my grandma and also mine too 18b. my tiny 

cousin and her drawings
19.	� masala dosa
20.	� changeovers in big airports with shiny floors
21.	� phone charms circa 2007
22.	� chicken shop chips
23.	� coca cola
24.	� Holographic nails
25.	� Finishin a notebook, like genuinely getting to 

the END completing the GAME
26.	� Cindy auntie’s mooli paratha
27.	� airmax 90s
28.	� sriracha n nandos piri piri salt
29.	� writing on whiteboards the PRIVILEGE
30.	� DOGS, SAUSAGE DOGS, COLLIES, 

COCKAPOOS, AFGHAN HOUNDS


