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EDWIN MULLINS ON ART IN LONDON

es- f )

im HE history of the arts, so the Times Literary =

as Supplement would have us believe (Dec.

ind | 17), is very like that of the horse. Its function

~— lin the world was once assured: today it suryives &

I} entirely as a luxury. i
l_‘en. Probably I am biassed by the feeling that the

on horse is among the duller of God's creations, but

more I thought about this comparison the more
med nothing but a smart piece of intellectual
i If. one must argue in words like
then since it has never been a function
to drag a plough or procreate, they always
ury. What is the difference between
ingrto the theatre of Dionysus 2300
ndoners to the Old Vic today ?

was really working up to was
about the arts being * made

redundant by bgical progress.”” Applied to
the theatre o should have thought the
word * redunda i idiotic. It would

to describe, say, a
e which drew 464,000
modern painting
ymous writer of

Picasso exhibition af’i
visitors. - Nonetheless,
and sculpture 'in general,
that article did have a
It is incontestible that
combination of photography,
printing, advertising, television,
travel  facilities, literacy and
agnosticism has bled art of its

2 ed
more obvious descriptive func- h oliti-
where cian,”{ onaf of

tions. These functions,

they still exist, have either become his con tions
fossilised into academic art, or now
cheapened into the kind of

ideological propaganda that the New

Nazi and Soviet authorities have Gallery.

demanded of their artists.
With what can be termed the
mainstream of creative activity,
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any direct visual _connection paints in a whisper. I t
between art and life by and years spanned by his exhibi
large ceased to exist. What wor- Marlborough Fine Art (unti

ries me deeply is that although
occasionally a Picasso or a Moore
emerges to remind us that the
human passions are still the con-
cern of the artist, the majority
of serious artists grow increasingly
content to explore paths as nar-

6), there has been scarce
change in his pallid landscapes
and still-lifes that have grown
out of Bonnard and the later
Monet.
His fascination is for colours
whose true subtlety is revealed

row in outlook, and as remote only at the moment before they
from the general experience, as disappear into grey. The final
a minor religious sect. series of still-lifes shows him

There could be no more apt
example of this specialist men-
tality than Edward Avedisian,
who is now showing at the Kas-
min Gallery (until Feb. 13). He
is one of a group of young
American painters whose con-
cern is the formal arrangement
of coloured shapes on acres of
monochrome canvas. Stripes are

rearranging his bottles and jugs
with the care of a chess-master,
taking a long and careful look
after each move. Showing with
him is Lawrence Gowing who has
gone unconvincingly abstract. .
Oyer the road the New London
Gallery (until Jan, 29) is enjoying
one of its fits of ghoulish insanity,

in the form of robot figures by
Bruce Lacey, His creations are
like a goon's version of “Brave
New World.” Human figures are
&d), to dolls and electrically-
machines who  work
sert a penny, are fed

illing or comic
birth,

pating in one of
ences of life, Up
ideas are built §
ingenious contraptionsyg
that add very little. For Ii
professional funny-men,
both over-elaborate and at h
over-serious.

set within circles within a rec-
tangular canvas to create a series
of subtle rhythms; and a cunning
juxtaposition of colours induces
a mild vibration before the eyes.
And that is it,
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Em Londres estd montada
2 exposicao que nos interes-
particularmente: a Galerja
nals London apresenta desde *
le dezembro, devendo prolon- _ *
-se até 28 do corrente, uma ">
osicdo dos relevos de Sér-
Camargo. E a primeira ex-
¢do individual que nosso ar-

20, que o escultor nos envia, &k
o curriculo completo de —2;';
atividades artisticas. - o)

One-man show of sculglire b

the Brazilian

w.1.

artist

G o extended until FebfiTy,
_’ gignz\ls, 39, Wigmore Str

Sergio

'/G.
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D They are delicate, attractive
ity “ T 7
wn. | and  very cool. But their
ly quality is not the point. No one
ith | seriously denies Mondrian’s qualitu
sit | either, nor that of a cowrie shell,
res | It is the obsessive narrowness of
of outllook—the. minor-religious-sect
feeling again—which impresses
itself on the mind and makes me
ace | wonder in exhibitions of this kind
to | towards what beautiful and insig-
ble | nificant star art js travelling, and
net | if it really matters all that much
jor | anyway. Hasn't painting become
ing | rather minor art-form 2
The pure-white reliefs  of
amargo (SignalsGatlery until
ny- | Jan, 28) haye the same impersonal
re- | monotony™~Tike Wafching a tloid.
an | formafion or a-field of snow. _Af | |
ort | the same time fhey are infi tely )
the | ‘more sensifive,s Made of frag- | ¢
k- | ‘ments of wooden rods, arranged | ¢
1_e1]' in slightly-varied patterns, e (
l1al | suggest an attempt to achiey
I | sculptufe Something=of the disei i
ep | plineg & m _of musical \
composition. v
“Adrian StoKes is a man who 8
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