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MARCUS HARVEY ON RAY RICHARDSON

“Why don’t you make
films?” 1 say,

and Ray responds,
“Well I already do
really. With a film,
you have so many
specialists in different
technical areas, sound
experts say, then the
script, then the acting;
you probably start

to lose control.
Ifyou’re a painter,
you're the director”.

Ray Richardson you will know as the
artist who paints English Bull Terriers,
South London Geezers, fat motors
strobing through the Rotherhithe tunnel,
and gauzy coastal Essex Landscapes.
And sideburns. “The Sweeney’ on canvas.
For decades now.

This doesn’t seem to sit squarely

with so much art out there.

Can this be tolerated?
An affection, a pride, and a tenderness
toward local white working class
machismo, swagger, at ease with black
friends and wedded to soul music,
united by geography and council estate
ennui, and with no one barrelling into
shrill identity politics...

In the early 2000s, Karen
Wright asked a group of artists to
illustrate a literary work for Modern
Painters magazine. Ray was asked to
respond to Hanif Kureishi’s Ladybirds_for
Lunch. Kureishi and Ray clicked over
their similar stories — coming to art from
working class backgrounds — and in turn,
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Kureishi later penned a catalogue essay
for Ray’s Beaux Arts show, Storyville,
in 2004.
When the two met, Kureishi
scanning Ray’s back catalogue in old
slide format — holding the sleeve to the
light, said, “you should be directing films”.

In 2012, Ray was asked by
Dexter Fletcher (the actor/ director from
Lock, Stock and Twwo Smoking Barrels),
to come on set whilst he was directing
Wild Bill, a film that combined social
services drama and gangland intrigue,
and described by The Telegraph as
“English council-estate miserabilism refracted
through a spaghetti western lens”.

Ray was there to help frame the shots
and bring his visual clout to the direction.
Much of the action was filmed around
East London and Stratford, where the
Olympic Stadium was later built.

What is the figure in Our Side of
the Water looking at? On the other side of
this raw, industrial part of the Thames,
where dredgers prowl the wide muddy
bends, I imagine that he’s looking at the
infestation of tower blocks thrown up for
city workers; their steamed-up, street-
level yuppie-gyms casting the streets
of Limehouse back into Dickensian
daytime-darkness. He is not one of
Hopper’s passive creatures, secreted in
a sad motel or foyer; he has a weather
eye for all that’s piling up ahead. Bullshit
detector switched on.

Ray and I are having a pint
of Guinness. He’s having a pie and I'm
having a bowl of chilli at the Anchor &
Hope on the Thames at Woolwich.

Ray’s CV says: “Bom in
Woolwich Dockyard™.

As we chat about his work,
he tries to define what and where he is
as an artist. To illustrate a point, he uses
someone else’s perspective; a guy from
his studio block at Thames-Side Studios,
who says to him, “Ray, how come you just get
to paint what you want?” And Ray says,

“I dunno, I just do what comes into me head™.

Ray offers this rather
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