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1 Not all classicists have been as respectful of the statues. In his essay “Kitsch,” Gilbert 

Highet wrote, “One of my favorite pieces of bad art is a statue in Rockefeller Center, 

New York. It is supposed to represent Atlas, the Titan condemned to carry the sky on 

his shoulders. That is an ideal of somber, massive tragedy: greatness and suffering 

combined as in Hercules or Prometheus. But this version displays Atlas as a powerful 

moron, with a tiny little head, rather like the pan- fried young men who appear in the 

health magazines. Instead of supporting the heavens, he is lifting a spherical metal 

balloon: it is transparent, and quite empty; yet he is balancing insecurely on one foot 

like a furniture mover walking upstairs with a beach ball; and he is scowling like a 

mad baboon. If he ever gets the thing up, he will drop it; or else heave it onto a Fifth 

Avenue bus. It is a supremely ridiculous statue, and delights me every time I see it.” 

From A Clerk of Oxenford: Essays on Literature and Life. (New York: Oxford Uni-

versity Press, 1954, reprinted 1970), p. 218. 




