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The Colonel
An Affectionate Look at the Life of a Great Artist
by Nic Costa

This artist never had an exhibition whilst he was alive. He 
never sold any of his works but would either barter them 
or just give them away as a gift to other great artists who 
had befriended him. 
Both Marcus Reichert and Francis Bacon were his friends; they exchanged 
paintings, and were proud to have his work up on the walls of their studios. 

Nowadays his paintings make the international headlines when they are put 
up for sale and, despite their diminutive size, sell for many thousands of 
pounds.

Earlier this year he was posthumously elected to the membership of a radical 
new art movement know as Idiosynchronism, for his services to art. It has 
been said that his work readily exposes the fraudulence and hypocrisy of 
much contemporary art practice, and it is thought by members of the group 
that, given other opportunities at an early age, he could have become one of 
the masters of modern art.

Yet from birth the odds were stacked against him. He was born to a poor 
family in the back streets of the East End of London. In that milieu there was 
no place for art or the art world. The thing that counted most was survival 
and gaining the respect of your peer group by any means possible. And this is 
what he managed to do.

So much so, that despite his obscure origins, eminent photographers such 
as David Bailey vied to take his photograph. Images of him are now part of 
the national collection in the Portrait Gallery in London. In his latter years, 
the press fell over themselves to write headlines about him and he was feted 
by the rich and famous, who wanted his portrait on their mantelpiece. It has 
been said that he counted at least one aristocrat, the former Lord Chancellor 

no less, amongst his long list of lovers!

He was affectionately nicknamed the Colonel 
by those who knew him, and he always made 
certain that he was dressed impeccably in a 
natty suit, with gold cufflinks, and an original 
Rolex watch on his wrist. 

Before he died he published at least two 
bestsellers about his life, times, and career.

He died of a heart attack in 1995, caused it 
is said by drinking and smoking too heavily, 
at least 2-3 bottles of gin per day and a 100 
cigarettes. 

He was loved and respected by many, in spite of 
the fact that he had been imprisoned. According to his admirers the System 
had imprisoned him unjustly and they campaigned long and hard for his 
release because they thought he was an honorable man who had rid London’s 
streets of criminals, and made them safe once more for women and children.

In his book My Story he wrote: “They were the best years of our lives. They 
called them the swinging Sixties. The Beatles and the Rolling Stones were 
the rulers of pop music, Carnaby Street ruled the fashion world... and me 
and my brother ruled London. We were fucking untouchable”.

If you’d like to find out who this man was and perhaps purchase an original 
work of art by him entitled “The Long Road Home”  then just type the 
word Idiosynchronism into Google and click onto the site that comes up.

Nic Costa is a practising artist, freelance writer, and director of tekniart 
in Paphos.
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