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The Freud Museum, an increasingly significant venue for art stars, has interpolated the paintings and sculptures
of Glenn Brown and Mathew Weir into that curious treasury of objects and ideas in Hampstead. At one end of
the heavily muffled study, Weir’s painting of a torrent dividing a cliff hangs directly below a closeup of Freud’s
head. At the other end, Brown’s double-headed portrait, in his wildly writhing vet infinitely careful
brushstrokes, hangs behind the Janus statue that still stands, directly opposite the famous couch, on Freud’s
desk.

A detail of Glenn Brown's 'The Endogenous Soul’, 2024

Brown is closer to drawing than ever, his meticulously painted lines depicting the look of brushmarks;
depictions of depictions. A tree dangles upside down, its roots turning into clouds, its branches into a gesturing
hand. His Renaissance woman, deep in thought but riddled with enigmatic organs and eyes, is like a Diirer print
rendered in grisaille oils. A bronze nymph, halfway up the stairs, disappears into a towering cornetto of 3D
brushstrokes: painting subsuming sculpture.
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Mathew Weir's bronze wolf on display at the Freud Museum
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‘Weir’s bronze wolf, fairytale-scale, has no tail, fur or eyes and an axe in its back. Red Riding Hood slays. His
wide-open animal trap, with its golden teeth — positioned beneath dream paintings by Freud’s Wolf Man patient
— is an obvious vagina dentata. Weir has made extraordinarily refined drawings in his own blood, resembling
sepia ink, in which the human anatomy is minutely represented as a flourishing arterial tree.

Connections between the two artists are ever more apparent. Both work their canvases with meticulous, not to
say obsessive, industry, constantly alluding to the surface flatness. Weir has found a way to reproduce blurs that
is simply invisible to the human eye. Especially startling is his transcription of a child’s drawing of a terrifying
critter — one of Freud’s patients, depicting domestic abuse — on to a landscape that conflates The Sound of Music
with Caspar David Friedrich. What was confined is now marauding outdoors.

Some shows at the Freud Museum illuminate the artist more than the analyst. This one, uniquely, radiates in all
directions. A perfect old master drawing of an ear (by Weir) is pinned high among the bookshelves to remind us
that Freud’s work was about listening to his patients, not looking at them in the manner of his teacher, the
French neurologist Charcot. But of course dreams are fundamentally visual. All the statues, totems and

archetypal images Freud collected reflect the teeming visions in our minds in exactly the same way as these
wild modern artworks.

Glenn Brown and Mathew Weir: The Sight of Something is at Freud Museum, London NW3, until 19 October
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