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ydern art rywher L lingua
nea with a loeal spin. But this
n't be quite right. Artin Brazil
s done more than digest and re

Aqlate. [fone can make generali

ions about a nation’s art, whatone

0 say about Brazilian artis that it
been an art ol synthesis, of trans
ormation, transposition and gen
sity. And an art too, with spirit.
[ate
hibition Century City, the section
fevoted to Ri
ot the confusions elsewhere
\part from anything else, it looked
witiful, and delivered rather than
nerely explained. The Rio section
focused on the art of the city
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I'here is adetectable current run
r from the Max Bill-influenced
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welomerations of glass
laboratory-ware and iron filings,
dyed sea-sponges, billiard-balls and
elt; from Lygia Clark’s “therapeutic”
ddball forms ol
Ernesto Neto's recent work. | can
mly desceribe itas akind of openness,
mtertainin g the possibility ol a
yoetic, sharod language, rather than
the private exploration or expression

o the self. 1 Brazilian art is multi

to Tunga

Ltoys to the squidgy

rave Nnew wori
Brazils artists aren’t afraid to take on big
jects like sex, death and decay. But
hey do so with a boldness and playfulness
hat is all their own, says Adrian Searl

s b l il
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nd the u Lions of colour pi 1
1 i lutios tility and
physical intermetion another he di
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man. But he is not a
mly an empty suit. He s ele-
[ think, briefly, of

tufled shark, cruis
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man
wed, floating
Damien Hirst
ing its chemical tank. This man 1s
floating in the centre of an empty
white diorama, beyond a plate glass
Maybe he's dreaming, or

ween life and death, He's

window

hovering
in ameditative, vegetative state. [ can
see energies flowing through him
the invisible wiring of the earth’s
magnetic field, the life force - or
superstrings of particles. Or it could
just be New Age spaghetti, alotofold
rope coursing through his empty suit.
[t splays from his collar, pours from
his cufls, shoots from his trouser legs.
It holds him aloft, strung out be
tween the walls, The stuff that comes
out of his arms slithers to the floor,
where it coils in a spreading tangle.
I'his is called, portentously, The
Next Omen (Experiment on the Vis
ibility of & Dynamic Substance), as
though that explained everything
What a bizarre, impure, peculiar

thing Jose Dama ceno’s workis. Cut

The great white form
hangs on the wall like
a giant pillow or a
fattened white calf,
oregano garlanding
the bulbous shape
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Laughabl 1 painted halo, a
mra, LOT crawled
lectur | board. It illusts
the unseen. Itis a bitunnerving,

Damascent n his early 3¢
Near his work sits a grid-lil
wrangement of fresh apples on the

floor. A couple of the rows of apples
have been replaced by mounds of
black hair. On the apples rests a big
bunch of bananas. There's a banana
dangling overitall, as if to make us
hink the fruit’s still falling, while a
couple of strings of threaded-up
apples climb upward from the floor,
like a fruitarian’s model of Brancusi'’s
indless Column. Lygia Pape’s
Curtain of Apples, a remade 1996
work by a 70-year-old veteran of the
Neo-Frente and  Neo-Concrete
groups, to which the better-known
Lygia Clark and Helio Oiticica also
belonged in the 19505 and 60s, is
both memento mort and a kind of
Eden, a eyele of fertility, plenty and
decay. Hair, of course, keeps growing,
even when vou're dead.

[t may be significant that Pape
used to teach semioties. Semiotics
teases oul the subtle, unfixed rela-
tionships between things and the way
we deseribe them. Over time, as the

fruit rots, our relationship to this

work will change, as will our reading
ofit. This will also affect how we see
the other works in the room, and our
relationships to them.

[his largest gallery at Moma is

3

wercrowded.
white
form hangs on the wall like a giant
pillow, or a fattened white calfwith
pointy limbs, 1 cloth tube stuffed
with regano garlanding the bulbous
shape. Nearby stands a black, conical
sculpture by Carmela Gross, a cypher
for a widow, 1 "negress” as an cmpty

sithouette, reduced to aothing but a

terrvifie, if a little
Ernesto Neto's bi

norphic

mound-like tulle veil. She's there,
she's not there, like a hole in space. 1
think this is meant to say something
about Brazil's descendants of African
slavery, but it 1s a subtle, sorrowtul
work, less i complaint than a gesture
touching absence.

\nd here is the Vaseline, creeping
over the floor. A veined, white
marble slab stands in the puddle,

which has overflowed a trough run-
ning along the top of Nuno Ramos’s
sculpture and run down the sides.
The goo is still spreading. Is this sim-
ply a conjunction between two states
of matter, or is there something more
furtive in the relationship between
the cold marmoreal block and the
slithery Vaseline? I'm  enjoying
myself, without a doubt, even if all this

!

Local spirit...clockwise
from far left, works by Jose
Damasceno, Antonio Manuel,
Carmela Gross and Tunga

on the Pape film, and Clark s playin
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tone, She smiles inscrutal

moves her hands. Clark desenlix

clf as a therapist rather than i
and in the movie she t

her world. Both artist fi
for material | objects. (
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and small objects is a pic
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sometl

that an artist’s cosmology of fant:
fictions and symbaols exists. Ata
tain point, you have to go vour
way with it. Oiticica, Pape and Clar}

all involved themselves at a

point in small acts, to keep the in
intimacy

ination and a sense ol
between the maker and the audience
alive. In a way, their later worl
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dream
abeliefin akind of mass international

that of rationality, purity and

modernism - for another, something
much more local, shared and com
munal. Only the arts are capable of
keeping such ideals alive, without
them turning into a kind of fanati
cism. This singular relationship, of
1

speaking one-to-one, is a bulwarl

among several other things

mediocrity. It is an affectin
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['hese artists never forgot the im

portance of the singu
the spectator has with the art work
like the reader’s relationship with the
with the

stuff is about sex, death, decay and
ethereal forees. Standing beneath lTole
de Freitas’s curving translucent
canopies, which arc and torque across
the end of the room. No coincidence:
the artist trained as a dancer.

I could go and play an imaginary
game of solitary ping-pong with
Waltercio Caldas’s phenomenological
table-tennis game, or get down on a

poem or novel, the listener? !
piece of music). This attention to the
ingular and the intimate strikes me

S iulpul't;mt. and \(b{llufiililj; we can

curtain behind my head@h
Manuel’s 1969 “I'm crazy [
Under the curtain is a red,
silhouette of the South American
tinent. In the same space are two films
from the period, devoted to Lygia
Clark and Lygia Pape, playing on
ditferent TV monitors. Their sounds :
collide. There’s some hippie-ish music 1865 722733 or www.n

nagic and spectacle, some-

to forget. There's a difference

artists here seem to have

Showme

the monkey
John Pattarsonchecks
out Planet of the Apes in
his weekly look at US films
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1s were lodged in the David Lynch was on Dune, and
el mn ] trademark virtues are subdued b
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