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I have intentionally left out any mention of prices.
I want you to come to my exhibition to enjoy if possible and
not feel beholden to buy.
These are difficult times of contraction and creativity is hard
in such times. Anxiety undermines creativity either of the
maker or beholder.
So come and look. Take your time to find relationship with
my pieces. If you do then I am happy. If you don’t I
understand.
And were you interested in owning one of the pieces just ask
and I’ll give you a price list. And I shall work with you in
whatever way so that you can afford the price.
I do not need to sell but I would be very pleased were you to
want to buy.
NB. Because of the size of the venue not all of the sculpture
will necessarily be shown on the same day. Please enquire or
even better, arrange to see them at my house and home.
Warmest greetings,
Terry McGinity

Terry McGinity

I have called this exhibition ‘One Two’ because I am drawn to
explore the tension between ‘attachment and separation’
and all that this means for our attempts to survive on this
speck of dust in the universe. I mine into myself for signs of
wholeness and division and I see the dialectic with the world
I live in. I feel the yearning to return to a mythical secure
home. But I know the nature of life is dualistic, impermanent
and shifting.
“All that is born deserves to perish” declared Goethe. And
stone too. But not just yet. And of all the materials stone has
the quality of human fragility. The best and oldest figures I
have seen and been deeply moved by are sitting in the British
Museum pillaged from ancient artisans. I choose to look back
and try to emanate their skill at creating the illusion of life.
In May, this year, my home was attacked by someone with
mental illness. I fled to save my life. But I left behind my
family of sculptures. I feel deeply sorry for that.

1. Seekers. Hornton stone. 2002

I was passing a queue of men at the back of a truck in West
End Lane. They were outside a hostel for the homeless and
waiting to be fed. I was struck by their dignity and shuddered
to think of myself in their place. Oh god! To have no home!
And I thought about the kindness of those who serve and
help seekers. I thought about the big empty houses boarded
up against trespass and the meanness and fears that live in
them.
And I think how divided are the opportunities in this world
and how ubiquitous is suffering.

2. Taking a piss. Griff stone. 2008

For nearly sixteen years I have been collecting
my stone from Nigel Owen Stone Yard in Yelvertoft. I love
talking to Michael, his son, about all things stone. If only I
could carry larger pieces! Now, they really are getting heavy.
So, I find the tallest and narrowest and say, well, you’ll just
have to fit inside it.
In my shed I may spend hours touching, staring at, drawing
and waiting. And then something in a tiny moment happens.
With the peeing man I was just peeing in my bottle and felt
the ‘peeingness of peeing’. I felt the absent concentration
and the moment of introspection and privacy. A moment
when all else stops except for the peeing.

My shed.

I started in 1995 when I
returned from a stint on Broadway. I started with clay life
classes at the Working Men’s College in Camden Town. Then
I went down for a short course on Portland Bill and foraged in
the Portland limestone quarries.
For a while I used to take my wheelbarrow and stone to
Regents Park and chip away in a remote corner. Then I had a
shed built at the bottom of my garden. The bench I made out
of sleepers and elm. And I began to collect a vast amount of
chisels. Well, later I learnt you really just need a good point.
When I use power tools to diminish the unwanted outside
stone to reach a form the dust becomes unbearable and I
flee up the garden. Windy days are best.
I dream of a place to work.

3. Dressed for the Dance. Ancaster stone. 2010

I have no idea who this man was but he made
such an impression on me standing amidst a crowd of
onlookers watching Morris dancing on the embankment. I
think it was the complete sense of this person being at home
and loving the quality of his femininity. But there was also a
delicate vulnerability shining through in his smile. He was
safe amidst the dancing music and joy of the lookers. He
stood out in a world of female/male stereotypes in a more
honest way than I have seen anyone stand before.
A little while after I heard of a ‘cross dresser’ being pushed
onto the track of the underground and worried whether it
might have been him. It wasn’t.

4. Fallen Angel 2. Alabaster. 2008

Once, a long time ago, I felt I’d fallen
from the sky. I tried to tell my story hoping to ease the
shame. I told my story to friends and they listened.
And I have wondered about all those ancient stories of Eden
and the ‘casting out’. What have we lost?
I made a large sculpture of the Green Man for my sister Katie
and placed it in her garden. I didn’t know how alabaster
suffers outside. So I rescued it and drew from it this Fallen
Angel which I dedicate to Katie who died on March 2nd 2010.
I have never felt such deep loss.
This exhibition is dedicated to her memory. She lives on in
the many people she touched.

5. The Violinist. Ancaster stone 2003

My partner says that sometimes I
resemble this figure.
Clearly he has finished playing. And perhaps there is
applause. But he seems oblivious; lost still in the music.
Applause can be savage especially when it cuts into the last
notes. There is something peaceful with this man. He could
be standing on the Titanic.
I wish I could play the violin. There is something beautiful in
the way it is held almost as an extra limb.
And perhaps the music has left him sad. Why not? Sadness as
yearning is human, is it not?

6. Harry. Zimbabwean soapstone. 2006

Let’s pause for a little bliss
perhaps with the sun’s warmth on our faces after a long
winter.
I spurn the ‘culture’ of ‘fun’ and am quite content with
occasional ‘joy’.
I’m not keen on perfect symmetry either. Isn’t it interesting
to observe the lopsidedness in faces?
Isn’t it beautiful to observe a face at rest when the mask of
living drops? But it is the life in the face that excites me.
What draws us to one face more than another? Even the
plainness of faces may have beauty.

7. “Nice!”. Ancaster stone. 2011

Picasso came to me in a dream recently and I
felt so encouraged by his warmth. I didn’t think at the time of
the traces of Guernica but I see it now. Perhaps outrage
always has a pointing finger to the sky these days.
Look at the video leaked by Wickyleaks on YouTube. See how
these distant American figures in their high up helicopters fix
figures on a street in their cross sights and like a game snuff
them out of life and comment “NICE!”
Two journalists were also murdered here; obviously not from
Fox.
The British dropped Phosphorous on Berlin and the
Americans napalm. Dirty, filthy business.

8. The Reader. Ancaster stone. 2009

What are you reading lately? Care to tell
me? I read the History of Love and Great House by Nicole
Kreuss. Mmmm.
Isn’t it amazing how we can get lost in stories? And who’s to
say who should read what? I’m just glad my partner also
loved Kreuss.
The man is standing reading. Hmmm. Don’t often do that.
Perhaps he’s on the tube; or just walking in a park.
But reading he is. I wonder what?

9. Handala 2. Ancaster stone 2009

I dedicate this stone to Juliano Mer Kharmis
who was assassinated outside the Freedom Theatre in Jenin
refugee camp April 4th 2011. I worked at the theatre during
the summer of 2009. Even then the theatre was becoming a
threat to many on all sides.
Just as in the case of Naji Al Ali who was assassinated in
London in 1987; his political cartoons a threat to both Israeli
and Palestinian leadership. His Handala was a boy always
with his back to us till the day he could ‘return’ witnessing
yet some other atrocity. My three Handalas all show the face
of the artist Naji.On a wall in the café Delicat in Jenin are
some original Naji cartoons.
Juliano was a witness and we know how witnesses are most
often despised and ‘taken out’.

10. Father and son. Alabaster. 1999.

I suppose I always yearned to be held by my father. I still
do.When I played Gregor Samsa in Kafka’s Metamorphosis
my father wept at the scene of the apple being thrown into
the beetle’s back. “Could that have been you, father….?”
This father is embracing his hydrocephalitic son; an image I
once saw and remembered.
It is the love that I remembered; the closeness and love.
My father returned from war, like most, fucked up.
Now, when I see the tenderness of some fathers I want to
weep a little.

11. Kneeling Woman. Polyphant. 2011-04-29

The polyphant comes from a quarry in
Cornwall owned by Nigel Owen. His son, Michael, brings it up
to the stone yard in Northampton in all shapes and sizes. I
normally work from clean cut blocks but I love to explore the
shapes in the polyphant rocks. This little woman popped out
of this one.

12. “a price worth paying”. Carrara Marble 2007

I saw an image in a John Pilger documentary of an American
bombing in Iraq. Two sisters had been buried under the
rubble just their heads showing. And I remember the
American Madeline Albright saying she thought that such
‘collateral damage’ was “a price worth paying”.
My teacher in Carrara, the sculptor Boutros, had the idea of
turning the image into a book. Their story.
I love Carrara and would love to return. But the mountains
are being eaten away by big mining companies; great white
gouges.

13. “a price worth paying 2”. Mixed. Alabaster and concrete.

I have always been wary of my work being just a political
statement. Conceptual work has value. But I start from the
figure and the context is imagined.
I was worried my Carrara piece might have been too
polished.
The reality of drone killings is highly bloody. But the faces of
the children seemed to me to be sleeping. It was the agony
on the faces of their family that told me the real story.

14. Looking up. Griff stone. 2006

How often do we look up to the sky and to the
top of buildings? Epstein made some beautiful sculptures to
sit at the top of the medical centre in London. This was 1908.
They were all defaced because of their nudity and fear that
they would ‘deprave’ the public. Look up and see the ruins.
There is an extraordinary sculpture in Rotterdam of a circle of
children looking up as German bombers were about to drop
their loads.
I look up at the clouds or blue skies and birds flitting across.
At night, I look up at the stars and wonder, wander.

15. Isaac. Pear. 2009

Working in wood is such a departure from stone.
Always there is a need to go with the grain. And what else is
different? Wood insists on its presence. It is very difficult to
make it work for the content. It’s a challenge to find a similar
vulnerability and humanness that stone may find. It has
another quality which I search to reveal. In time if granted.
I was brought up a catholic. My mother was Jewish as was my
father’s mother. I do not need to seek a Jewish identity. But I
feel a hole where the past was submerged. I identify with the
unknown past. There feels a need to understand.
I felt safest amongst the miners in 1984 when the working
class was strong and unions were more political. Remember

the struggle of the Grunwick women for unionisation? And
the dirty trade union leadership that stood by?
At that time fascism was just put at bay.
I need to be clear.
It was a fearful time to be Jewish when my mother was
young. It must have felt safe joining the Christian ranks. And
she loved my father. But something was lost. I don’t know
what.
I understand the desire to ‘come home’; to find security after
the nightmare in Germany and pogroms of the past. But for
me, real safety lies in identifying and engaging with the
political struggles of the international labour movement.
The rest has been further separation and bloodshed.
The biggest influence on me in recent years has been the
work of Daniel Barenboim and Edward Said in setting up the
West East Divan Orchestra.
Edward Said talked about ‘really seeing the Other’.
Paradoxically, when the Other is not seen there is Two not
One.
Nationalism is separation. Flag waving hovers on the brink.
We need to move on.

16. Orpheus and Eurydice. Pear. 2009

I work with some children who have separation
anxiety and some parents too. Working with wood perhaps
takes me more into stories. How easy it is for us to get
separated. How much more easy is it to feel separate.
I write this on the ‘Royal wedding Day’. I choose not to
celebrate. But I also think that far from ‘uniting a nation in
celebration’ it actually serves to separate thousands who
cannot imbibe this ‘bread and circus’.
But I forget. This is the story of a profound attachment and
separation. It has a bitter lesson. Shall we talk?

17. Rachel Corrie. Polyphant. 1998.

How could I forget!
What a wonderful young person who stood up in front of the
might of Israeli demolition monsters and was crushed in
doing so. A young American person, let us remember.
She was someone who saw from a very early age the cruelty
of exploitation and oppression and bravely confronted it. She
was eleven when she gave her first public speech at school.
Brave young woman! And shame on those who continue to
demolish the homes of Palestinians. It is shameful.

18. Handstand. Concrete. 2000.

I’d love to work more with concrete. It
expresses so much. This is one of ten pieces I’ve worked on.
It’s a memory of a snatched moment with my father after his
second heart attack. I met him in his pyjamas on the green in
front of the hospital. He asked me for a cigarette. He leapt
into a handstand to show me he was alive and kicking.
Amazing man!

19. Newcomer. Portuguese Marble 2011

I love to ‘sketch’ my carvings; the chisel lines and
marks being the pencil drawings. I also love the feel and sight
of polished stone. I try to combine the two into a whole. Too
much polishing is striving for ‘perfection’. I remember a
friend telling me how the Japanese artists include a flaw in
their work to avoid idealisation.
Maybe I started out with that in mind. But I’m glad it’s
leaving me.
I’m thinking of my parent/child therapy course. I hope I can
help build more secure attachments; including mine.
This young woman is breast feeding with her heart.

20. Violinist 2 Black Kilkenny Limestone 2011

I am thinking of John Berger’s “Ways of
Seeing”; his response to Kenneth Clarks lauding of western
classical ‘civilisation’. And I think of Miro’s cry “Down with
the Mediterranean!”
I try not to look through bourgeois eyes. I try to see beneath
the surface and glimpse at moments of fragility and honesty
when the mask is down. Some people are like that.
I love to find such people. This musician is one of them. His
playing touches my heart strings and makes me feel good to
be alive.
Perhaps it is the tenderness.

21. Violiniste. Ancaster stone. 2004

I want to say thank you for your playing and for
your lightness and joy. I wanted to sing along with you if my
heart hadn’t been so heavy.
I look at musicians in an orchestra, for instance, and wonder
about their lives. Are they always so much in love? I made a
sculpture of Menuhin once. I think he was in love with his
violin and the music it played.
Is that how it is with me?

22. The Saxophonist. Ancaster stone 2004

My musicians need to form a band. Once, in
Manhattan, I came across a small church where
Shostakovich’s ‘Piano Trio No 2’ was being played. There was
just a handful in the audience. I never heard this beautiful
piece of music played with such meaning and presence.
And in the jazz venues of Manhattan were musicians like this
saxophonist, virtuosos. And in Preservation Hall in New
Orleans old men played their instruments with such stunning
brilliance. Perhaps it was their understanding of suffering
that gave the sound such joy.

23. Ship of Fools. Ancaster stone 2005

This is an ancient
allegory. But at one time that was how the insane were
treated by being sent to sea. Bosch later painted it.
I wonder how different we are with mental health today.
How many are trapped inside their homes with their carers
leading lives of quiet desperation. And where does the
‘madness’ really lie?
I can see a ship laden with the ‘righteous’ sailing rudderless
into slaughter after slaughter.
And who is on your Ship of Fools?

24. Portrait of a woman sitting. Ancaster stone 2007

Somehow, I think of our friend Nini Herman,
wife of the painter Josef Herman. Nini kindly allowed me to
hold my second exhibition in her home amidst Josef’s
paintings. Nini is old and unwell now. And when you see this I
don’t know how she’ll be. Nini was a child in Nazi Germany
and fled with her family in time. Nini lived in a palace in
Berlin. This is her remembering the sound of goose steps in
the streets or remembering her daughter.

25. My Father. Hornton stone 1999

Dad, there are such deep wounds . Perhaps you
were, after all, the wandering Jew transfixed in stone. I see
you with a shabby case always about to leave or explode.
Restless!
What was it you sought?
I see you standing on Lewes High Street smiling at the
camera about to give some CND supporters some support;
your hand looking for its wallet which had nothing in it.
Son of White Snow. Mr McGinity.

26. Tusker. Zimbabwean soap stone 2001

What am I going to do with
you, Tusker? Last time you came to an exhibition I was beside
myself with anxiety that someone might snap off your tusks.
It was a period when I made elephants. Maybe, it was the
African stone. But what amazing creatures they are! Graceful.
So, Tusker might stay at home and have to be visited there.
And then the rest can be seen too.

27. Boy 3. Black Kilkenny Limestone 2005

This is a hard stone. And a beautiful one too.
This boy could come from Kilkenny.
In 1975 I played James Connolly in an 18 hour non-stop show.
It was a very tough time and in Belfast I was threatened with
a shooting.
I think of the young men who died fighting for Ireland.
And I think of the young men who died for England, god and
country.

28. Separation and Attachment. Concrete 1998

My mother
gave up her Jewish family to marry a catholic. She never
talked much about her past. She was an only and lonely child
who didn’t feel loved by her mother. So, the first sculpture is
how it felt for her. The second one I wondered whether there
was ever a moment of warmth and attachment. It was a
fantasy.
For me, the unknown past is a hole I could never fill. It is a
wasteland where no memories exist.
I didn’t know what it meant till now.
I peer into it and stay away from the edge.
My mother was my mother and I miss her.

29. Soweto. Concrete and black dye 1998

I remembered an image of a man carrying a
child on his shoulders. It was in Soweto at the time of the
massacre.
I remember the freezing cold winter outside South Africa
house on the night time picket.
So much passes in this life.
Walls collapse in time.

30. Flight? Fight? Freeze? Mixed. 2011

I have learnt a great deal about
traumatic events that ignite the amygdale this year. There is
a vast difference between looking at news pictures and
experiencing the thing itself. And what comes afterwards
besides the shock and fear? The frontal lobes kick in that
question the primitive reaction to attack. But maybe, if I’d
thought about it too much I wouldn’t be here.
I grieve over the countless acts of terror and the poor minds
and bodies that still shake.

31. Howl! Ancaster Stone. 2011

Are you men of stone? I think of Ginsberg.
I’d love to return to play King Lear. I’m thinking of Michael
Horden. Do you remember what a great actor he was?
Forever present; seemingly bumbling through and bemused
by life.
And my poor fool is gone.

32. Death Dance. Portland Blue 1997

I went back to
Portland to find some of the far rarer blue stone. I’ve
forgotten how it formed its colour. But I brought back two
pieces. It’s hard to chip, brittle.
Have you ever listened to Pianno Trio No.2 by Shostokovich?
One movement refers to the horrors visited upon Jews by the
Wermacht. The title tells you all.
My ancestors danced like this.
I dance their dance.

33. Birdwave. Polyphant. 2005

I wanted to
see the essential unity of all things. The wave is the ocean
waving. The bird and wave are one, not two. We are one, not
two. The play for sake of drama, for life, is two. And that is, I
suppose, how it has to be.
But I like to remember amidst it all, the oneness.
Don’t you?

So, this is it. I hope you enjoyed the show.
I’ll keep working, looking for the elusive one, weaving my
way through the ‘fabric of life’.
Come again and maybe it’ll be here.

Oh, and this is me.

And this…

Thank you.

