TheArts Art&Food

Pickled cow for starters

HERE has always been a

natural alliance between

artists and chefs and over the

years many a restaurant has

enhanced its reputation by

the paintings on its walls or the painters at

its tables. Toulouse-Lautrec sketched for

his supper all over Montmartre in the

1890s, Picasso and Matisse did the same

on the Coéte d’Azur, and in London in the

Twenties, Augustus John was such a

regular at certain Soho restaurants that

Entrecote a la John appeared in his honour
on the menu.

In the Fifties, Soho was again the centre

of artistic life with Freud, Auerbach and

Bacon all treading a well-worn path
between the Colony Room and Wheelers
and, although the focus shifted to Mayfair
in the Seventies, under the steam of the
archetypal chef-patron Peter Langan,
recent years have brought Soho back to
the fashionable fore. Nowhere is this more
evident than in some of the capital’s most
modish restaurants, where the old
relationship between art and food has
never seemed so healthy.

One of these, Oliver Peyton’s The
Atlantic, even goes so far as to have a press

58 PUNCH Fanuary 25-31 1997

Richard Ingleby on the trend for displaying
artists such as Damien Hirst in restaurants

release proclaiming its mission: “To
expose some of the world’s most exciting
contemporary artists to those uninitiated
who prefer to hang around in bars than
galleries.” Their selection includes this
yvear’s Turner prize-winner Douglas
Gordon and the ever-so-fashionable
young painter Peter Doig, whose fuzzy
landscapes have also appeared on bottles
of their house wine. These limited-edition
labels are
something of a
feature at The

Atlantic -
Artlantic, they call
them — and
include designs by
Damien Hirst
(quite a decent
Macon  Uchizy)

and the habitually
offensive Jake and
Dinos Chapman
for those who like
a little penis with
their Pinot.

Peter Doig has
also featured on
the walls of

Euphorium, a
lower-key but
equally stylish

s Lamie b O i
restaurant, which
proves that Soho
doesn’t have a
compilete
monopoly on the
trendiest painters.
The cooking at Euphortum is more reliable
than the art, but both are invariably well-
presented and (nice touch) the artist
always gets a credit on the menu.

There are no such pointers at The Ivy,
where one is presumably meant to
recognise the hand of Howard Hodgkin,
Peter Blake and Eduardo Paolozzi — three
men who look like they know a good meal
when they see one and who were all

Examples of Damien Hirst’'s work in the upstairs bar of Quo Vadis

commissioned to make work for the
restaurant’s reopening on the fringe of
Soho in 1990.

The latest and most extreme marriage of
art and food has just opened in Dean
Street and marks the newest outpost of
Marco Pierre White’s ever-increasing
empire. Quo Vadis, as it is called — taking
its name from Leoni’s QV, an
unremarkable Italian restaurant that
occupied the site for the last 70 years, is
the result of White’s collaboration with
none other than Damien Hirst. Unlikely
bedfellows, but on the evidence so far, it
seems happy ones. The food is much as
you'd expect from White — meticulous,
inventive, delicious — but the art,
provided from Hirst’s personal collection
of his fashionable friends, is not.

HITE’S own taste in

pictures is as cultured as

his cooking — the

evidence of this covers

the walls of his flagship
restaurant at the Hyde Park Hotel in
Knightsbridge. However, his involvement
with Hirst & Co looks like a shrewd move
at a time when young British artists are
fast becoming the world’s hottest cultural
property.

The Hirst originals at Quo Vadis are
saved for the upstairs bar, a kind of dimly
lit, gothic grotto with a cabinet of carefully
arranged medical instruments just visible
in the half-light and two pickled cow heads
looming in the gloom.

Wisely, White has kept Hirst and his
formaldehyde out of the dining rooms,
which manage a kind of cool elegance
despite some pretty peculiar bits of art
whimsy in the shape of a cast banana skin,
a box of cracked eggs and an orange worm
wriggling its way through purple fur.
Alongside these oddities are more serious,
if equally fashion-conscious pictures by
Gary Hume and Fiona Rae, a measure of
whose standing is that they currently share
a two-man exhibition at that great arbiter
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