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Coosje van Bruggen, and Valentine Perfume explodes with love

bullient proclamation of love
i the Serralves parkland. Its
ely controlled ardour makes
possible (o ignore. But Valen-
Perfume's seenming spontanei-
deceptive. It anly emerged af-
v period of trial and error,
1 the artists struggled to pre-
a model of a sculpture for the
lar entrance of the Ialian pa-
1at the 1997 Venice Biennale.

that stage, they knew i
Id be based on a perfume boi-
ne solution only came, howey-
hen Oldenburg began work-
1 avariation of the model as a
iine's Day gift for van Brug-
By transforming the principal
‘nts into heart-shaped forms,
ulpture came together — but
)y balancing the perfume bor-
the bulb in the most precari-
ianner imaginable.

in a gravity-defying dance with
cach other. The bottle appears to
pe on the point of falling off the
bulb beneath, and yer somehow
these two tilting performers retain
their poise. The striations running
across their surfaces, made by cut-
ting the expanded polystyrene
slabs with a hot wire, give them
an almost geological sense of tex-
ture. They look like continents
cauezhtup in an unstable yet exuli-
ant relationship.

As if 1o make Valentine Per-

Sume even mere ecstatic, the small

heart-shaped nozzle at the top of
the bottle ¢mits a white spray. It
streams upwards 1o the trees and
sky, unfurling like a delicate,
windblown  banner that affirms
the exuberance of love.

® Down Liguidamber Lane: Sculp-

Davls Coatrnnss v e

Fore

EXHIBITIONS Brazil
has one of the hottes:
art scenes on the
planet. John Russell
Taylor joins thic party

L ny faintly art-oriented European visiting

8- Brazil will be struck by how much
there is around itle we ki
about it. For once this is no bad thing

artists have such an
io0me they have i

;

All the sam

tle by little some of the more advanced arti (s have

been turning up in Europe.
Ihe Century City show at Tate Modern earlier this

year picked Rio as one of its global art capitals, select-
ing the years 1950-64 as the crucial moment. This
year at the Venice Biennale two major figures of the

current avant garde, Ernesto Neto and Tunea, are

leatured. And for once London, so often lageard in

the promotion of cutting-edge art from abroad. does

not have so much 1o be ashamed of: in the Sixties two
leading avant-gardists of the day, Mira Schendel and
Sergio Camargo, had their earliest European show-
ings at the Signals Gallery

Still, there is so much to learn and. usually. so little

chance of learning it. But help is at hand. Last vear in
SA00l0, Latin America’s biggest art exposition, Re-

2ry, embraced all aspects of Brazilian art from
a@to post-modern. This year much of it comes
thav in bits and pieces. In October, Ox-
: and London will host shows with a
canwhile, at the Museuin of Mod-
ern Art, e 1s Experiment Experiencia.
Itis a
anisers have elected 1o jump the
on us first. Right at the beginnine

forms in brilliant colot
admire them, but 1o pu
wearing them imperativel
nio Manuel's Soy loco por ti
black fabric backing and a 108
front. Puil the toggle and the blac
opy-like, to reveal another black she
Latin America cut into it, which pulses s
Both these works date from the Sixties ¥an
ginning of this phase of Brazlian experim
with the so-called Neo-Concrete group. In fact,
gradually emerges, the show covers three distinct h
erations, though each evolves out of the one before,
and at least one figure, Lygia Pape, spans all three.
Pape is probably best known for her Divisor of
1968, photographically represented here, which con-
sisted of a piece of white cloth 20 metres square, with
slits cut in it through which heads projected while
those beneath moved this way and that, indiy idually
ar collectively, to create an extraordinary effect of hu-
man vitality and diversity. Also, in a large glass case,
is Jose Damasceno’s The Next Presage, in which a hu-
man dumimy is slung like a very taut hammock in the
middle of the space, supported by dozens of pure
whilte cords. Nearby, on a wall, hangs an untitled soft
sculpture by Ernesto Neto, currently the darling of
Venice, which looks as though a painting by Mata or
Wifredo Lam has sprung into three-dimensional life.
It also sets the mind racing through vague recollec-
tions of earlier South American Surrealism, or the
Magic Realism of much recent Latin literature.
which has specialised in giving the essentially implau-
sible a local habitation and a name. The show is a
roller-coaster ride through the psyche of a nation. as
discomposing as it is exhilarating. And just round the
corner, at the Ashmolean, is the present touring ven-
ue for Ana-Maria Pacheco’s latest prints and 1he
large sculptural group she made during her Nationui
Gallery residency
Pacheco is our own resident Brazilian — resident (o
such effect that sometimes one forgets she is Brazil-

s invited not oniy 1o
atebinove around as
hNarby is Anlo-
J staw with a

1an. But in the context of Brazil-in-Oxford she is un- |

mistakably in herelement.

e, globalisation is not to be resisted. and lir-

es, cape-like fabric |

ar from easing us in by way of [

Antonio Manucl's Crazy for You, a symphony in wood, cloth and straw

|
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