6th Feb 2015

This morning, I went to “Marlene Dumas: The Image as Burden” exhibition at the Tate Modern. I wondered whether it would be interesting from our Art& Homeopathy perspective.

 

I have to admit that sometimes I am guilty of believing that in our modern times art has run out of things to say, but this artist has definitely spoken to me on a level that I would have never expected.

For me, as a homeopath, there were common themes running through the entire exhibition.

These were:

Asymmetrical faces and especially eyes; faces pulled to one side; eyes misaligned; eyes wide-set; big eyes in proportion to the rest of the face; pupils misaligned, ie one pupil pointing further out than the other – I see that a lot in real life; eyes different sizes.  This is completely in line with the homeopathic Syphilitic taint. 

Dark colours, especially black, a lot of black; also, a bluish tinge to many paintings; white backgrounds. This combination evoked in me the feeling of lack of feeling; numbness; numb after too much pain; the only way to get through the pain is to become numb; spaced out. A lack of perceived sympathy; a lack of being empathized with. Black is the Syphilitic colour per se. Syphilis has no empathy. 

Political/social themes of abuse of the feminine/female – society having an abusive attitude towards the feminine in general; even perpetrated by females themselves, ignorant of what they are doing, or by lack of better choices; various aspects of this abuse. Abuse of homosexuals. In my view, the Syphilitic miasm isolates the body from the mind. It splits off the feminine (feeling/emotion) from the masculine (brain). It perpetrates violence and justifies violence. It is perverted. It is unfeeling, completely unsympathetic. 

Political themes of war and separation of people due to religion - Syphilitic religious theme – Syphilis justifies war if it is for a greater good.

Images of dead people; one tortured martyr, one RedArmyFraction German terrorist; one Chechen rebel – Syphilitic theme of people sacrificing themselves for an ideal. 

There were no paintings exhibiting fauna or natural landscapes. The only piece of non-human nature she painted were large blocks of stone chiselled out by man and put up to separate one part of humanity from another, somewhere in the Middle East. Syphilis is not interested in nature. It has completely split off from it, tries to deny it any power, denies its existence or calls it evil. The only power is given to the mind and to reason. 

 

The artist also comments on her own work or expresses some general ideas. One was that she does not know who she is; another that she is neither one thing nor another, but many things; another, that art cannot be given meaning or something along those lines.  Some of her comments are enigmatic to say the least. This seems to me like someone avoiding being pinned down, always trying to leave everything open; always keeping all interpretations an option, in a way reminding me of cheap horoscopes. 

If I were tempted to prescribe a homeopathic remedy to summarize this exhibition (please note: not for the artist, since I do not know her generals or physicals), I would construct a totality out of the pictures and the comments about these. I would suggest Marlene Dumas has created a visual sample of a very Syphilitic remedy if not Mercury itself. Furhter, one could postulate that expressing Mercury or Syphilis on canvas would heal the artist herself of that part of her nature.  

My thoughts are going in this direction of art becoming a homeopathic remedy itself, because in one painting, the artist depicts her own toddler daughter naked and gives her evil, defiant eyes and paint-stained hands, but to me it looks as if the little monster had just committed a blood bath in a severely doubtful state of innocence. It is shocking and deeply disturbing, but perfectly depicts the Syphilitic taint in all of us. When I look at it I instantly recognise and forgive the daughter, the artist, myself and all people who have this in them. If a child can have this terrible evil inside (whilst being completely innocent), then we all do, with absolute certainty. It is indeed inherently human. 

I find some of her other paintings equally deeply unsettling, but remarkable and unique. In my view, this painter has the courage and shocking honesty to depict the Syphilitic taint in all its lack of empathy. At the same time, there is the possibility that the person looking at Syphilis in its human forms becomes cured of it as they realise that they must strive to avoid the various disasters depicted in the paintings. I have never felt this with any artist before and I never looked at art in this way before, but perhaps my eyes have been opened by our Art&Homeopathy weekend together. 

For me, this is a question to be further explored: can we cure Syphilis or indeed any human dis-ease with art? 
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