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Portraits of the Lady and her lovers

~provide a source of hidden pleasure

VISUAL ARTS

Lock: (Now
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By ZOE PILGER

Portraits of Lady Worsley's 27 lovers
line the walls. The gallery has been
transformed into a boudoir of myth
and seduction by a lick of egg-shell

blue paint and a lot of gold fringing.
Flickering candles lend the atmos-
phereanote of decadence. This show
is ahomage to the amorous adven-
tures of the long-dead.

While the lovers may or may notbe
fictions, the Lady herself was real.
BornSeymour Dorothy Fleming, she
wasan 18th-century noblewomanand
resident of Caddington Hall, Bedford-
shire. Demolished in the 1970s, the
spirit of the once illustrious stately
homeisreincarnated along Hackney’s
Regent’s Canal. Lock has collaborat-
ed with a range of writers (notably,
Jessica Hart, author of Harlequin ro-
mances, Oh-So-Sensible Secretary and

Honeymoon with the Boss) to create
site-specific works that are inspired
by historical truth and salacious ru-
mouralike. Transition is the last stop
on a tour of grand locations, includ-
ingSamuel Johnson’shomeand Ala
Rondein Devon.

A portrait of Lady Worsley hangs
in the midst of her lovers. Her glam-
orousriding costumeis red and fash-
ionably masculine. The original was
painted by Joshua Reynolds around
1776, an artist who liked scandalous
female subjects. It wasincluded inthe
Royal Academy’s first exhibition at
Somerset House. Lock has re-imag-
ined Reynolds's portrait, casting the

Lady out of her pastoral scene and
into a punkish galaxy. Her riding-
crop, however, remains firmly in
hand. The lovers are numbered, but
unnamed, whereas the Lady is afford-
ed her own wall. She is imperious,
albeit concealed by what appearsto
bealunar rock.

The portraitsaresmallin scale, dig-
itally manipulated, and elegantly van-
dalised by glitter, tacks, and ribbon.
Images of teapots, plates, and fig-
urines of creatures playing instru-
ments blot out the lovers’ faces.
Dressed inred velvetand lush fur trim,
their pomposity is absurd. The Chap-
mans’ desecration of Goyaisrecalled,

sotooistheiconography of Mexican
Catholicism. Lover 24 peers mourn-
fully out of a china platter. Only his
eyesarevisible, therestof his features
havebeen erased. Thisisan eeriere-
minder of the human foundation of
the Worsley myth.

Decked out in kitsch and happily
unrepentant, the Lady is perhaps more
of a female Don Quixote than a Har-
lequin heroine. Implicated in a trial
in1782 for “criminal conversation”, a
euphemism forgeneral debauchery,
she is vindicated by this fun and
intricately researched show.

To 5 February (020 7254 4202)



