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The aptly titled Cuts is a rather choppy compendium of texts by the minimalist sculptor 

Carl Andre. Sutured together by the art historian James Meyer, the current volume is often 

infuriating but occasionally fascinating if one is ready to follow a rather disjointed trajectory 

through the thought processes of a major American artist of the 1960s. Cuts features many brief 

writings, often excerpted from longer interviews and statements to better fit into the structure of 

the book, which is organized by alphabetized thematic segments, among them Art, Capitalism, 

Forms, Language, Painting, Place, Sculpture, and My Work. Interspersed throughout are proper 

names as well, mainly of artists to whom Andre has an affinity: Hollis Frampton, Sol LeWitt, 

Frank Stella. This could be a reasonable method (and indeed it is Andre's choice) but to my mind 

it fails to prevent the book from lurching awkwardly from one section to the next, without 

adequate transition. Again this is equally reminiscent of the "jump cut" of sixties cinema, 

becoming a Godardian montage. 

Andre gained his initial notoriety from such works as Lever (1966)—consisting of a row 

of 137 firebricks laid side-to-side and extending across a gallery floor—and grid-like 

arrangements of flat metal plates. In his installations, and using deceptively alluring materials—

squares of copper, zinc, and magnesium—Andre created an art to be literally tripped over. As he 

states, "I work in the horizontal plane … the area above a horizontal work becomes much more 
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part of its territory than does the area around a vertical stack." (109) This emphasis on horizontal 

form reflects his famous remark—"All I'm doing is putting Brancusi's Endless Column on the 

ground instead of in the sky” (67)—as well as his time working as a railroad freight brakeman. 

According to the artist,  

The four years at the railroad was sort of my sculptural finishing school, working in the 

New Jersey flats and the industrial wasteland out there, working with masses of material, 

the freight cars and trains and engines and locomotives and the tracks. (222)  

In fact, many of the strongest sections of Cuts are, like the preceding quote, excerpted from 

Andre's interview for the Smithsonian's Archives of American Art—a large collection of oral 

histories—in which he frankly recounts biographical information. This becomes all the more 

intriguing when one considers that Andre's art in particular and minimalist art in general deflects 

any speculation concerning the biography of the artist. (Art historian Anna C. Chave has 

addressed this point in depth.) 

In comparison with his artist-colleagues of the period, Andre was neither a perceptive 

working critic in the manner of Donald Judd or Mel Bochner nor a compellingly idiosyncratic 

essayist, as was the case with Robert Smithson and Dan Graham. Andre's most significant 

literary influences included modernist poets Ezra Pound and Gertrude Stein. He is, for all intents 

and purposes, modernist to the core, as his remarks echo William Carlos Williams's (Objectivist) 

dictum, "no ideas but in things.” He is part of a lineage of artists, reaching back to Cézanne and 

Courbet, who sought to create a more "concrete" art. The strength of Andre's own approach to 

writing is—much as in his artworks—a consistent dedication to a lucid materiality. While the 

bulk of the texts included here are, properly speaking, sentences, his prose is generally aphoristic 

and succinct. Meyer quotes the artist in his introduction as admitting: "I have never been a writer 
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of prose, I have never felt comfortable writing prose; it is something that is very difficult for 

me." (3) 

In many respects, Andre went against some of the prevailing notions of late twentieth 

century art practice, and he presents several of his contentious arguments here. Andre is 

antagonistic toward photography and "illusionistic" art, favoring a more experiential 

identification with the artwork. "I think it's an atrocity,”he asserts, “that the photograph or 

reproduction of a work of art has replaced the work of art in the contemplation of art students 

and so forth." (180) The artist also displays little regard for painting:  

All my interests lie outside painting. I am a sculptor and work by tactile-physical 

extension rather than by the visual-physical extension of painting. There is some painting 

which moves me very deeply but outside of that, I have great difficulty distinguishing 

one painting from another. (169)  

And again, he is impatient with Conceptual art:  

I am certainly no kind of Conceptual artist. … I wish to separate myself entirely from any 

Conceptual art or even with ideas in art. My art springs from my desire to have things in 

the world that would otherwise never be there. (85)  

This latter statement is essentially the converse of Douglas Huebler's arch Conceptualist remark: 

"The world is full of objects, more or less interesting; I do not wish to add any more." Are we as 

readers expected to praise Andre for his considerable (and unenviable) blind spots? At any rate, 

Andre serves in large part as an example of an adamantly material artist emerging in an era often 

characterized by the "dematerialization of the art object" (to cite Lucy Lippard and John 

Chandler's well-known phrase).  
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Andre does command a memorable voice in certain of the best passages in Cuts. 

Unfortunately these are few and far between, particularly when encountering such an extensive 

selection of texts. The book suffers from an imposed monotony due to repetition of many of the 

same ideas, some even phrased in exactly the same way. This is perhaps unavoidable, but Andre 

in the end becomes both less interesting and more diffuse, the remarkable individuality and 

cohesiveness of his art smothered by layer upon layer of overtly portentous and solemn 

philosophizing. 

The arrival of Cuts is also symptomatic of a resurgence of interest from younger scholars 

in both minimalism and its related aftershocks, as seen in the work of figures such as Eva Hesse, 

Robert Smithson, and Gordon Matta-Clark. Recent museum exhibitions, such as A Minimal 

Future? (MOCA, Los Angeles) and Singular Forms (Sometimes Repeated) (Guggenheim, New 

York), both occurring in 2004, have further consolidated this shift by increasing the public's 

awareness of the actual breadth of many of the so-called minimalist artists' works. Cuts will 

undoubtedly serve a purpose for those who are busy embarking upon doctoral theses addressing 

minimalism or teaching Andre's formidable work, although the absence of an index would slow a 

researcher down. Nonetheless my own experience of reading Cuts brings to mind Donald Judd's 

1965 statement that "a work of art need only be interesting." I wish the same could be said for 

much of the writing here. 
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