lole de Freitas. Untitled 1993 meta

the angel (their wrestle 15 more amorous
than any of the four evangelists ever
dreamt), and even as a crowd, a whole
nation sprung from his image, a kind of
crowch popdi. What makes Zenul's art even
more intnguing 1s how much 1t owes to
the Mexican folk art tradition; 1t elabo-
rates a special sort of willed naveté. The
equally selt-dehghting pantings of anoth-
er Mexican artist, Juho Galin, use ele-
ments of folk art as well, but the mix here
is with pop culture; he 15 inspired more by
media than by melancholy, more by sys-
tematizing than senumentahizing. But
what he shares with Zenil 1s a compulsion
towards the art of autobiography; map-
making 1s self-making for these two Mexa-
cans; the cartographer 1s a mythographer.

Brazihan José Leonilson 1s no less con-
cerned with autobiography, but the van-
ously thirtatious and cautionary aphorisms
sewn onto fragments of matertal which he
then tacks onto the gallery walls are
heart-breaking in their fragihity. (The
stitching on the cloth looks hike awkward
wounds, as if a bumpkin scar came 1n
from the country.)

There 1s a similar extension of the ma-
terial of art in the work ot a Brazihan
painter-turned-sculptor named Carlos

H S B e

Fajardo. One unutled piece 1s made from
two elements; a bole of pink chiffon
1o0d on a 610-kilogram slab of Mani-

\(w‘l stone. The cloth teases the

v oudf the stone, so much so that
ppears about to take off,
kind of assumption into

nnl‘

dt‘ll(
the enugp

the agent oflx
aesthetic heaven. Fajardo has also fabn-

in sphere that resem-

cated a green glye
bles a massive bocSesb: s with all his
work in this exhibitio & egl the urge
to rub and touch and polis ese are
objects with a tacule lure. o alires
with British sculptor Tony Craggin
ty to effect almost magical trans

tions in the matenals he uses. Cragg
up quite often in Cartograplues; along wi
Brancust he scems to have touched the
work of the Colombian sculptor, Germén
Botero. Butero's vaguely realistic hats and
musical instruments are at once curious
and elevant, and the way the eve traverses
the alternately rough and smooth surfaces
of these floor sculptures seems a particu-
larly Craggy apprehension. Juan Davila, a
Chilean artist living in Australia, also has
uses for the British sculptor who lives in
Wuppurtal, Germany. Davila’s huge pamnt-
ings are an elliptical anthology of art and
soctal history in which artists as different

as Cragg, Robert Indiana, Gilbert and
George, Miro, General Idea, Sol Lewitr,
Frieda Kahlo and (in the wounded can-
vas!) maybe even Lucio Fontana tumn up.
They are part of a camival of ideas, atu-
tudes and artists that are not so much
recorded in Davila's work as placed in a
common arena where they compete with
one another for the viewer's attention.
These paintings may acknowledge the
scale of the art of Rivera and Siquerios
but they have nothing of the singleness
of purpose at the centre of Social Realist
art. Davila’s production operates outside
that kind of singulanty and insists upon a
recognition of irony, multivalency and
smething | want to call concemed dis-
¢. Cragg may be one aesthetic guide

e quotational map being drawn by

: @ srican artists but so, it seems, s
the swilder, Bertolt Brecht. Re-
'ﬂrw. we're reminded of

ss of the amists in Car-

i
peated as

the acute :
tographies. craphs of Salvado-

rans by Mario € cto appear, at first

v 1& same Jdubious

N, OF irom

¢lance, to come |

1
anthropology as does

the eroncizad gze of Robe lethurpe.

But Neto lives among his <Pcrs and his

motuvation in photographing them s
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more about honouring their image than
taking their images, less about fetishiza-

tion tha¥ aesthenicization. Neto has been
abled ce the dianstic mythical; he
may gaips® around in the mud but he
comes hfmefwlth the formalists goods.

The sameSis
Freitas, who wa
the exhibition. S

reBrazilian lole de
in-restdence for
icted her wall
2 and it
ek in the

lormer

1s exquisite, perhaps th
entire exhibition. The an
dancer and if dance could into
an object, this piece would be 1ts moves
able apotheosis. Made from sheet m
copper mesh and wire tubing, de Frei®
sculprure hugs the wall. It seems to have a
pulse; 1t has a memory of gesture.

In tracing the contours of self-definition
more than social articulaton, | don't
mean to suggest that Ivo Mesquita has
constructed an exhibinon in which poli-
tics has no part. To be sure, one of the
strongest pieces in Cartographics 1s by
Cuban artist José Bedia. Called The Liule
Revenge from the Periphery, it shows a
white European, surrounded by four mem-
bers of colonized cultures, whose face has
been obliterated by a storm of arrows,
spears, darts and swords. Bedia's piece 15
tinely—and his enemy 1s finally—execut-
ed; it 1s dramatic evidence that the re-
venge his title refers to may not be so
diminutive after all. But even with these
telling excursions inro the rough sea of
politics, the overall sense of Cartographies
is that the political has been mediated by
the personal and the formal. The result of
this mediation 1s a map that in s self-
conscious edginess gives us a world equal-
ly startling, eccentric and beautiful. @

Robert Enright co-edits Border Crossings
and s the visual arts comrespondent
for the C8C radio program, “The

Arts Tonight.”

Cartographies, 14 artists
from Latun Amenca, will be
on exhibiion ar the \Winnpeg
Art Gallery unul June 6,
1993. It will then tour to
Quawa, New York, Bogota

and Caracas
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MUSIC

Romping with New Music
by Chariene Diehl-Jones

ine nights, cight different
programs in this year's du
Maurier Arts Led. New
Music Fesuval: Winnipeg
Symphony Orchestra mae-
stro Bramwell Tovey and composer-in-
restdence Glenn Buhr available o
throngs of Winnipeg histeners—over
11,000 by week's end—an incredible
range of music, of ensembles and stvlings
gings. Bracketed between the tull

@ which opened and closed the
festival, wancountered the Chamber
wsO, the Pendereck

Le Nouvel Ensemble

Players
String Quflr
Moderne,
tions of solo and

a, and various configura-
wble performers,

including member < theatre and

the Dance Collecuve.
I say Tovey and Buhr
ing array of possibilities ate

haps | should say they made
Because something magical hap
again at this year's festival: New Mu
suddenly more hike a romp than som
thing to struggle through carestly, an
extra helping of hver to boust your iron
level. Along with the vision to program a

week's worth of listening, Tovey and
Buhr have the charnisma ro charge the
whole atmosphere with an infectious
plavtul excitement. Crowds this year were
Jdelighted, good listeners, buzzy with an-

ucipation and nowsy in appreciation.
There was no shortage of high-pressure
listening. Conghano’s Symphony No. [ on
the opening night, for instance, npped
through the anguish and rage occasioned
by alDs deaths. (:n.!rl),'ll.iﬂn_ a New York
composer who was this year's festuival
artist-in-residence, works expressively
without collapsing into description: his
capacity for self-reflexivity 1s apparent in
the suggestive scoring of tango fragments
for an offstage piano in the first move-
ment. Eerie, you might say, and as power-
ful 1n 1ts way as the simple eloquence of
the cello solo that opens the third move-
ment. The first program, which included
also John Adams's “The Chairman
Dances™ and Sid Robinovitch’s “Dream-
ing Lolita: Part 1," offered a provocative
opening to the festival: each piece carries
the hett of socual engagement—AIDS, in-
cest, pohincal might—and reminds us that

music can offer readings of the world.
The uthng tor this opening concert,
“Classics of Tomorrow” (and the billing
ot Conghano as a "Modern Master”), un-
nerves me somewhat: one of the chronic
rustrations for enthusiasts of contempo-
rt in any of 1ts facets 1s the rigidity of
on. Contemporary thinking in
s 15 challenging the unvoiced
ﬁ[\lllﬂc.ll. social, ideologi-
cal-mplien 8 annointing canonical
w nstead of imagining
whi It contemporary
-asured in some
¢ \h\'“ld }‘E
ks which

werience

\\U{k\ li

future, per

.|ddrc\\ \
in this présent: not a
canon that is vali-
dated in another
time and place
(we are too ac-
customed to that
in this country),
but a u\”ctrlt n
of works which

address our widely

left to nght Bramwell
Tovey. John Conghiano
and Glenn Buhr
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