surface. Here, this basic work 1akes on
MONSITOUS proportions in terms of action and
COnAeqUEnce,

lLachowicz's piece may be read
reductvely; visually, it rermnaing a gentle
confhience of modern forms, But what makes it
interesting is the way in which Lachowicz has
eluborated on this formal austerity by muking &
mess all around it She articulates buw many
furces of nature and culture must be subdued or
sppeased in order 1o make an impressive work
wf art. Simplicity for simplicity’s sake is
ulumately hollow and meaningless. Complexiry
for simplicity’s sake is something w think shour,

SIMON MORETTI

PLATFORM, LONDON

15 SEPTEMBER — 7 OCTORER 2001

Reviewed by Craig Burnett

Stmon Moretti has held plenty of performances
al Platform over the past few years, so it seems
appropriste that his latest show, *Caollection
Particuliére’, hus the air of a domestic interior.
Moyer has painted one wall green and created
a group of small, intimale works, with no
ubvious themaric coherence, und sprinkled
them lightly across the walls. The overall
display comes across as s room in someone’s
house, But whose collection is 1t? And what is
he doing o modernism?

Entering the gallery ane is confronted by
a streak of day-glow excrescence. Titded Orange
Girid, it hangs limp from the wall, and though
deflated, its colour makes it ecstatic. 1f
stretched our and strung up, the netting would
become a harsh grid, and thus an icon of
modernism, But the grid has collapsed, leaving
an ooze of fluorescent, shocking pinkish
orange. Orange grid starts the show, and lays
out @ few of Morem’s concerns, The ardst plays
with the leflovers of modernism, mking a legacy
that is at least partly rational, masculine and
severe. and converts it infe something off-hand
and garish.

A lot of artists pursue frivolity these
days, but few do it so seriously or with such a
lighmess of wuch. One cluster of images on the
green wall contains two found images with bire
scribbles over tiem, and another is a perspex
frame wirth amall yellow circles, bits of ready-
made stationery converted 1o drawing. The
yellow circles float over the wall and project
shadows on the green behind them. The
elaborate bwro seribbles cover a reproduction of
a painting of & dull, domestic interior ¢, 1900,
T'he biro swirds around, creating an organic,
ghost-like blob that floats over the top of the
image of the room. The perspex and spot
drawing floats on two levels, and it's
composition changes as vou walk on either side
of iL, never coalescing inta a fixed image.
Fverything, in the words of the arfist, is ina
‘state of suspension’. Suspended in space, and,
as found objects converted to originals,
suspended in their status as works of art.

Mext w0 this cluster of images, and an the
facing wall, three character-less illusranons
break up the collection, Two watercolours, aone
of an carlier Platform performance by the
artist, and another of 2 prece of gum tolded
nra a severe point, broaden the sense of an
inrimare place, a bunch of snapshots ar
keepsakes with Livde value beyond a mysterious,
personal one The watercolours are by Juan
Saffont, a revived fishermun who lives ourside
Barcelona. Moreti sends a few photographs to
the ardst by posr, and Sallont chooses one or

two to paint. He gives up his work o

unpersonal forces - or, conversely, very
personal forces. As a document of the
perlurmance, the watercolour is thrice removed

[rom the event. As a work by the urtist, his hand
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and mind barely wuch 1, and even the
selecdon process is almost completely our of
his conmrol, Another flustration, in black
muarker, 15 of the artist, with the resident gallery
cat in the window, | he illustration is marked by
lifeless professionalism, and yet it looks at
home, a tawdry souvenir in the collection. The
picnares provide a useful, and vialent, contrast
o Moreni’s abstruct interventions, and also
coatribute o the sense of the gallery and the
collection as a place that 15 at once intimate and
impersonal

Near the window of the gallery, rwo small
paper sculprures stand like garnishes atop their
plinths. Pink card drawing, is a tiny, day-glow
pink sculpture that vaguely resembles a
miniaturised David Smith or Calder. From
ufar, it could be a lefrover fram a brinstorming
session at an archirecr's office, The oter
sculpture, and one of the best pieces in the
oo, is o jegged, pseado-futuristic thing
congtructed from Lhe invitation to the show,
and it's called Serlprure for Sheila and Stman. Av
about eight centimetres high, you have
crouch to ook ar it and yet it mounes & witty
riposte to the inflzred aspirations of modernist
sculpture. Each sculprure - or drawing, as
Moretu calls them - perfectly enacts his theme:
they appear absrracr and impersonal, but the
scale and handling are intimare

When | spoke to Simon Morett sbour
the show, he told me that he had been working
4 lot lately, and rhat be needed a holiday. But
the sensation you get walking through
‘Collection Particuliére’ is like walking through
a graviry-free environment, a space berefr of
any exerton. In one corner of the gallery, a
pust-il note stcks carelessly 1o the wall,
ormamented by a scribble, a linde ink abstract.
Each work Iocks like a proposition, sn aside, an
1dea yer to be executed. Sume may long for
somerhing meatier or more substantal, Each
piece doesn’t detsin vou much - most appear
toa loose and haphazard on their own. Huras a
group, bagarelles pile up, and the collection
becomes a magnanimous, ecstatic gesture, In
the end, I'd have 1o agree with the artist: anyone
wha worked so hard 1o expel gravity from their
collection probably deserves @ holiday.

SAMUEL
BECKETT

ANTHONY REYNOLDS GALLERY, LONDON
7 DECEMBER - 23 DECEMBER 2000
Reviewed by Andrew Ghesher
Although plays normally fend themselves o
interpretstion - which after all is part of the
logic of staging - this is & concept that doesn’t
quire fit with the later drama of Samuel
Heckert, Everything in his work is so integral
that slavish reconstruction seems to be the onky
way forward. Bur reconstructions are tedious;
didactic and illustrarive. Asked what the best
version of a Beckett play committed w ape or
celluloid was, my response would be Comodie,
the [ilm which he made of his own Pluy in

il with the fil fer Marin
Karmitz in 1966, With Play, Beckert's theatre
becomes more compact and less easily

interpreted, yer Comodie is sufficienty
uncompromised and uncompromising that it
mukes s strong case tor the screen us the
nalural medium for the writee’s late work, As
only Beckent's second toray into film, his young
collaburater Farmitz muse take a large portion
of the credit. Comodie was shot with the cast of
the crigingl Paris production and screened at
he Venice Film Festival, after which it
disappeared for thirty odd years, reappedring
in Paris last year.

The film opens on three immebile heads,

+ Shnon Moreti Seeiplave for Sheifa and Siman 2001, Caurtesy Plstform, Liadan

it first barely derecrable spors of light in the
middle of u black screen,"The camers closes in
until they span the screen. The grey wrns from
which the heads protrude are almost
indistinguishable from the background. The
characters speak in turn, the faint light on each
face suddenly intensilying as they da so and
dimming as they cesse. Their voices are
impossilly fast every syllable is articulated but
cven a pative French speaker wauald not catch
half of it. This inbwumanly fasr speech was
poduced by recording the voices, then
elimminating the gaps berween words and
directing the actars mime w the resulbing tape,

Play’s characters interrupt each other as
they each give their separate perspective on an
unhappy love triangle, which we assume t be
their story. However, though their uros stand
side by side, they never address one anuther.
They [ace straight out and stare unsesing into
the wudience. The hell they occupy is that of
existing sulely in their never-concluding story,
unable ever w reach ourside it Are you
listening e me? Is any one listening w me? Is
any one looking at me?, In late Beckett there is
often a gap between the story being rold and
the scene on the stage or image on the screen.
In Play, vaices issues from vistble sources, A
rift opens acroas which the perfect past of the
memaries thar the churacters narrate (the
voice} and the present in which the characrers
na longer perceive (the iinage) alirace one
anether but never meet

The muost sriking ching about Comodre i
camparison with the original play is rhe
changes in scale uf the heads. They appear us
distant stars, infimtesimal poings, one minute,
only W loem before us the next. Sumetimes onc
of the heads will expund independently of the
rest. These alternarions and Lhe remarkable
rhythim at which they rake place give the work s
vertiginous guality and emphasise the isolation
of the charucters from one another in g way
which would be impossible on stage. The idea
of 2 mament in time sequestered from linear
narrative, the characters circling endlessly
within themsetves, is brillianty evoked,

Becketl’s late plays are not merely exts,
they are images. Waring for Choder, which was
inspired by & Casper David Friedrich painting
at two men looksng at the moon, can survive
withour the physical image. Mot [, based un a
tigure in a Carrsvagiio painting whe looks on
aghast as Johu the Baptist is beheaded, would be
Ioat without the image of sn open moutd, 4 lae
Beckem play is often little mare than a ableau
with accompanying words, and beeause of this
they can work fantastcally well on sereen.

I Clompoidse, the bare, grey box room
which appeared as the ser of Badgame is
replaced by the screen, on which Becken’s

imagery appears like writing on a page. There
18 nothing beyond i, everything happens on the
surtace. The heads seem tw brighten from
within rather than being illumined from
without They give the impression of being
imagined, made up like the graphics of some
early computer game, and disuppesr at the end
us i they had never been. What Robbe-Griller
suggests lics beyond the stege ser of Hudgame
wasn't the desolare landscape Clov reporis m
his blind master Hamin, but the endless
tmelesaness of non-being. The same might be
said of Comodie,

TRANSMISSION
BOOK

BLACK DOG PUBLISHING, LONDON, 2001
Reviewed by Sarah Lowndes
The eigh yeur histary of Cilasgow’s first

artist-run gallery is u convolured story. Even
more complex is the siory of how this book, a
project initiated in 1993, came to be published
Formunarely, its protraceed development mrns
out to be a blessing, allowing it o encompass
the major developments of the intervening
period in sddition to the two early phases of
the gallery, These could be described as the
ne-Expressiomisy/policical phase of berween
about 1983 and 198%, and the neo-conceptual
phase that commenced with Christine Borland
and Douglas Gordon's mvalvemenr arouncd

1989, A 1988 press release from an early

dursgonal performance by Gordon and
Richurdson stares, 'Our currency is memory’.
As Transmission is still run by sn unpaid
committee, fur a largely underfunded local
ardstic community, this phrase stll bas
FERBIANCE.

When Transmission first opencd, it
wasn't called a gallery, it was "a commirtee for
wisual arts’, and was as lelt wing in intentions
us Lhal otle suggests. At first. the art exhibiced
consisted mainty of paintings by the “New
Glusgow Hoys' Adrian Wisniewskd, Steven
Camphbell and the rest. [n the early vears,
pressure groups such as Worker's City staged
events there. Sole Britsh Situationist Ralph
Rumney and performance arist Stuart Brisley
were also favoured, This period is documenred
n the beok with ioforinal snepshos from

wpenings, old poasrers and Oyers, reviews, and

reminiscences from Maleolm Dickson and
Billy Clark, rwa of the mest prominent early
cummittee members

By 1993, T'mansmassion had shifted in
hath locarien and approach, w the ‘whice cube’
Eang Streer space, and 1o o programme
dominated by time-based, issue-based,

mstallation and site-specific work. This was the
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