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Faux-Choix, a trompe 'oeil image by Michel
Leclair, and Slow Danse, by Edmund Alleyn.
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'_tht life = at least for- NoW-= has replaced intimacy

HENRY LEHMANH :
EF‘EEIAL TOTHE GF\EETTE

mnments for meditation on the relation-

the works in-a current show about still life
and its. rﬂmts rumble into view like items on a su-
permmketmmreynr-belt i

Titled Vanités: Hegﬁrds surla h~fEt'£t:lr-‘;': Mm‘te
Enntempﬂramc: this: 'Jumpy cavalcade now on
‘view atthe Galerie de I'Université du Québec a

£ ._I*.{ ontréal i an’ amhltmus effort to check gut the

present mndltmn of anar tiorm that—in its pure

sen sehmw Have p"lEEEd its expiry date.

Tumdge by rhE E"LGW ‘curated by artist Mona
m and mﬂudmg worlchy 17 Guehec artists,

with b:}m}:rasl And_ the melanchalic sense that all
r_hmgs are. peuahahie has itself perished, like de-
caying frunit. Indeed, this é*{hxhlt of: mulh-mer!f@,
multi-dim ensmnal er eatmng SEEIMSINOTE am 0c-
casion to BTy Sl Tife ratREr than o p‘r*ai‘sé e

Certainly Paryse Martin's acrylic relief titled
Les Glaces locks still life into a deep freeze — in
the form of a large bluish oval within a thick,
kitschy frame. Thus ensconced in a kind of cryvo-
cenic limbo, the com pacted remains await a bet-
ter world, where art isn't just annther word for
nothing lﬂf[ tosav

Jean-Marie Martin's industrial-strength wall-
relief, titled Domestic Landscape. turns architec:
ture inside-out, liberating that unsung sanctum

of self: Elat]_flﬂ‘ltlﬂl‘l the kitchen. Of course, this:

iz the room dedicated to the preparation of meals,
perhaps the one true remaining form of still life,

But Martin's take on the “counterculture” has lit-

tle to do with the sense that all things ultimately

pass. The sole hint of transience in this work = in+

dustrial-strength Cézanne - is the drain of the
stainless steel sink at its centre,

On the ether hiand, Michel Leclair, a protégé of
the late popster Pierre Avot, whisks us far from
the raw realm of Draine to the land of grace and
1m]1ah What we get is fancy trompe Voeil, a life-
size hall table that is part cardboard photograph.,

{

il lLﬁ:—:E ar e tI'Elﬂ.ltan'l]l},T meant as private: -

-ship I:retween zelf and time passing. But

t|Il life looks like spent form in UEIAM exhibition

......

The amazing lack of seams and ihc. cr,lspnese of
design will a'lpl‘;*ﬁl to the most stringent of house-

-_L.Eepers but somehow questions about life aml
._i-:art ret lost in the sheen. :

Jean-Jules Soucy’s invincible, hi-cal tidal wave
of faux-pastries, covering a:vast table, threatens
to inundate the whole Efﬂler} and the whole con-

signant has long been interested in visual effect,
which in his deft hands franscends mere optical
decoration and-aspires to archetvpe and myth.
MNature Morte ransacks the closets of fashion for

bits and pieces — a tinted glass sphere, some 1950s

Kidney shapes, a nondescript table. These allu-
“sionsto allusions seem suspended in the timeless

cept of still life. I.FDI'HE&H}; the one saving grace of 4 rblue aspic of theid.

thiswork-atleastin termsof iniplied idea - isifs
sheer: al‘tLﬁclai 1ty.. Sugﬂes’fed is thepr nhabﬂl“:gﬁ;

that tI‘UE bliss doesn't lwahy nake alone, b
needslavers of self- dEEE‘pi’ID]’lt ¥l o

! F_.-‘n.""-'-.
J_..1 nﬁ"'l-' i'

Manigué Regimbald: Zeiher’ Lt mqnmnenmi s **'
5’&'131&11@11 oneof the more. mtEl Fstmg worksin thea

ichéle Assal's acrylic titled Présent
- Imparfait also-walks the line, this
one between genuine passion and
cheap thrills. One of the more note-
iworthy pieces on view, this image, with a lowly

show: simulates the r‘iF‘SC«E‘:ﬂl of the stilllife qenrﬁ, iaa € © ashtr ay at its aching he art. almost reeks of loneli-
into oblivion. Fixed to flig zallery w '{]11'4: a tmyﬁiﬁ‘ﬁ” ness—of dreams going up in smoke. Infact, the -

ange fra ement, a blossom left over froitolder 8

i}ﬂ in work can be ﬂ."fE’l.'rE:d as mock-serious. Butitalso

lifes already ED]ISI]E_'.,IIEd ‘to the com lmst heap. Eﬂtf;ma can he seen as :1 511‘]'1131& statement of hard fact —
separated from us By 5 wide checkerboard ﬂmt tgt‘.;;v that today 11ure Tove — or pure anvthing - is a
...Dainted panels, this “flenrde mal’ seems g_le,gggf 2 heady mix of delusion and consumer hype.

1telyheynndrearh

f]ETI‘!'E"TIt l::f TNRMOEYT =
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' Nﬂt 20 wlfhe Eﬂmund ﬁﬂe:-;n’a&iumhmg E&ll"f,aﬁr e
i *Slmﬁ TATcE A eraptic demonsttatiot 6F Hote= tographs by Ginette Bouchard. One work titled

more is less. h.crlhmg r:c}uld h-: stﬂler th'm the no-

thistoo- sllch p*ummg

It'smuch harder to situate Peter Krausz’'s alnmst
too beautifl odes to memory on the emotional col-
or-spectrum. No doubt the sickly orange-vellow

overcast of the sky in parts of Paysage et Me-

moire: Tolede does not signify pure u}ntentmerlt
This is the landscape of loss. But the Icmmg]:y
pamted hills in the background do hintatec s‘n VL.

- Dominigue Morel's menacing aluminum '111d
latex pods have a more than passing 111~.enefa5 i) -
‘ordinance and, we imagine, may well explode,
One unlikely set of cones, titled Fruit et MNoyaul; .
is an ominous cross between plant-life and air-

plane fuselage, Yet, though unfit for the ﬂ 111'1#-1'
table -
co's colossal ceramic bowl nearby- these neo-
symbolist forms have the powerful pl esence Ebf la
tent life.

However, when it comes to rﬂ] 1151011, .'Sm'ge Tou-
sipnant's grand photo-triptyeh Nature hMorte aux

Spheres steals the light, at least in this show: Tou-

}'{; {;*:fﬁf?zi: /:’fjfﬁﬁf.:ir;;, ZiJ

"tl-' ..l'l."ﬁ‘Tl}

and too bulky even to fit in Joseph Br an- -

Also among the stand-outs in this big exhibit
are the delicately inflected black-and-white pho-

Floris Umbra No. VIII focuses on a kind of dried
“plant form, perhaps-a deteriorating corsage cast
., off atlove’s énd = of vanity gone to rot. And this
plaintive cortex of crinkly shapes also refers to
- the possibility that the human psyche can be-
come the ultimate nafure morte,

Infact, the entive exhibit itsclf can be imagined
. as a vast still life for, wluch more 1s nev er quite
enﬂugh Perhaps one reason the show never quite
“amountstoa mhc rerit statement is the tendency
-to keep too much material. If classic still life is
about the vanity of thmgt this one is about-the

- angst of never gettlng enough, which may result

in another type of eiotional emptiness, Though
tightly packed as any 17th-century Dutch still Tife,
the exhibit seems oddly arid at the core - too
many artists and too little true affinity on a the-

~maticlevel. 5till, such innovative attempts as this

show to convey an idea are to be applauded.

| \imités: Regards sur la Nature Morte Contempo-
raine ison until March 1 at the Galerie UQAM, 1404
Derrt St (Room J-RIZ0 Pavillon Judith-Jasmin).
[nformeation: 987-8421.
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