
EXTRACT: SALLY O’REILLY 

 

On one side is a series of passages, mostly some form of obscure critique, all in 

pink ink with numerous crossings out and underlinings, scribbled comments in 

the margins, edit arrows from one line travelling in great hoops to different 

sections, different parts of all the pink paragraphs, the lettering low on the line, 

succinct and compact. The style is sometimes waspish, sometimes mirthful, 

sometimes cold-eyed and refined, oddly angular. In none of the passages can she 

fully define exactly what is being appraised: elevated or thrown from the rocks.  

 

Many of the pasted images from facing pages have been removed but some remain, 

each is different and appears with absolute clarity not exactly in opposition to the 

writing. Firstly, a peacock, its feathers sprayed, suspended upside down in front of 

a rapturous blue, suspended beside a beautiful figure, lithe, long limbed and 

androgynous, staring back out of print of the mural with absolute indifference. 

(Her eye flicks, travels to the pages of text and back to the occasional images.) 

Another image of a figure half obscured by fading, flaking paintwork, also Roman 

or Pompeiian in its neutral pinkish background: a naked man or boy pulls a large 

cup of wine to its lips and there is something about this figure that is endearing: 

quaint and at the same time an affirmation; it appears bent on its own destruction, 

its own wild and endless debauch and there is something about the set of its limbs 

and the subtleties, the delicacies of the coloration that make its course, its self-

destruction an act of surprising grace. It is like another turning, a missing image 

from the Warren Cup. On one page there is the Correggio painting of Io and 

Jupiter, on another some of Morandi’s bottles. 

 

On the last page, an image of some graffito from the back of a tomb - a man’s head 

in profile, leering, half-laurelled, bald and penile. The text below says: ‘Pompeii: 

Villa dei Misteri. Drawing of a politician’.  

 

Over on the opposite penultimate page, the pink writing reads: 



 

‘ …pretending at first that it’s nothing – a scandalous swipe at expectations – but actually 

merely goosing the conventions of hanging. It pretends to float, pale and gauzy like breath, 

and rectilinear as hell. It wants to be a cloud, like a dog wants to be a human, but without 

the daffy charm. This self-styled nimbus of fragile beauty has the presence of a mid-range 

kitchen cabinet. It suspends its riches three times too high, showing their bottoms through 

lightly frosted walls, like bathers in a Dutch hotel. And these riches are intentionally slight. 

Just a few shallow pants’ worth of attention to draw up the most basic cylindrical form. 

Pen holders for the gods. It looks down on the realm of pedestrians and worms. As if 

nothing bad ever fell from a great height.’ 

 

 


