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Warious verives; untll 27 April
{mome everits exterdinto bay)

GLASGOW 15 CALVANISED. The
banners fiv highin the breeze, Everything
from apublic bathhouse 1o aderelict fac-
tory may be a venue, Artists have flown
in from o5 far xs Mew York and Shanghai
and the place is thick with international
curators quru.‘lin“ the streets. The Gi, as
they call it is onCe again active

There was no festival last year. Things
faltered: bicninials were discussed. But
new money was found for commissions.
And these are now the backbone of an
event that combines b Pl:l_‘:lir: shiows,
smaller ones in private galleries and
nssorted weird spots, plus a succession
of performances, debates and parties of
the sort for which the Glasgow art scene
is undeniaby famous,

At the astounding Centre tor Contem-
porary Arts = where a row of Alexan-
der Greck” Thomson's ﬁ..T:'IIfIl.l hiouseEs is
glazsed over, a neoclassical street turmed
ingide out - the space is made terrify-
ing in Catherine Yoss's new work. Yass
filmed high-wire artist Didier Pasquetic
preparing towalk the wire between two

towerblocks at l:.'r|.1.-.|q1:-1.-."h Red Road fAnts
last year, She shaws him from four per

spectives. You see him way above vou,
from the top of the opposite building,
close-up, and then you see what he saw
- a hiorrifying vold, with the wind sway

ing the high wire as if munting him with
imstant death,

Time compresses and you are back
theere, ke the tioy crowd fur below, heart
thiad |hr|[.'_ as Pasquette steps out it
space, Then your heart staps as he sud
denly wavers. Glancing back and forth
between the sereens, you eventually
deduce that he s stepping backwards
to salety, a retreat that looks even more
frightening than continuing forwards.
His failure becomes Yass's success.

Her installation is appallingly vertigi-
noaes; 1 saw one spectator topple to the
fioor. But it also erystallises the beauty of
thie moving image in art, the way it osay
take one back and forth in time as well
as space, multiplying vour wiew, letting
you see through the mind's eye of bath
artist and subject.

Yass ig a Turner nomines; Simaon
Starling, who won the prize in 2005,
was cormmissioned by Gi to make a silver
seilpiure that ey or may ot epitomie
the decline of Trongate - for technical
reasons, the piece can’t vet be shown
But in the Incal bathhouse, you ean see
ancther of his maddeningly laborious
yet elegiac projects: the resurrection of
a bt called Ddgniny from the battorm of
Windermsere which is bovingly restored
only 1o be fed invo its own furnace spar
by apar on the waters of Loch Long. Dig
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Glasgow makes a show of itself

The city's international art festival is backin fine style with stunning events including a scary high-wire act and aleather Sputnik

nity becomes its owm pyre in a burial, so
to speak, af seo.

The trouble with Starlings work or,
rather, the visual record of it, in this
caze, dull slides, is that it never adds
amything to the original idens, wheneas
Jim Lambie keeps on recycling his idea,
npp|}-|nl|z:~:rirh' tape to ]._l:uHﬂ"_- Hoors to
creabe optical and spatind illusions

Glasgow Gallery of Modern Art has
been done out in black und-whih:, winid-
scTeen-wiper stripes so that the floor

Then you see what

he saw - a horrifying
void, with the wind
swaying the wire,

as if taunting him
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seems (o ripple and whirl. Shipwrecked
on thiz tde are old LPz entombed in
concrele blocks - Harry Secombe, Dravicd
Bowie - a Sputnik made of the sleeves of
atuiffed leather jru.'l:rr.: and giind 5 refer
ences o the art of the past (Domaldd Judd,
Robert Gober), It a retro-cnvironment,
a late-pogp milicu and, given that Lam-
bie is in his mid-forties, wryly autobio-
graphical,

Which i% exnetly the undertow you
shoubl - but don't = feel across the Chnde
in Jonathan Monk’s nugntory show for
the Tranmwway. Monk hag glded the trams-

Art all arsund: the loer of Glasgow Galbery of Modarn
Arf presents a striking pattern of stripes in Jim Lambie's
Tha Strokes’, Balow, Alxsdair Gray's “The Mew Room
(film saquence with Liz Lochhead)®, 1972,

Courtesy of the artist, Sorcha Dallas.

fain phatograph by Murdo Maclecd
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line=s so thar the vast, white terminus
feclsa ;.-urd closer lr.'|-||l:-al.'|.'1r.. it ks dis-
play of other people’s works (‘question-
ing notions of originality” and so foerth),
for all the wit of its titles, strikes a= sim-
ply secondhand

Gio instead to Stephen Hurrels won-
derful installation next door in which
clata from seismie evenis coming in lve
irom around the world are ransformed
into a modern son-et-lumiére: an
abstract topography of alps and glaciers,
endlessly reforming on screen, visualises
a soundirack that sounds lke Brian Ena
crossed with supernatural ambience.
It's the world beneath our feet, if only
wie had eves and ears to pereeive it

Eee the festival and wiMl 8w G lasgone,
Alasdair Gray's collages are down by
th qu:u:.'si.r[.,', Dyl Blarta's fime film of a
beeprpenr's worldview reduced to receding
feet on concrete is next to the Saltmarket
puwnhrl:ul:or's where wedding rings scll
F{:-rrl_l::‘m'r.

Kalup Linzy, all the rage in Manhar-
tan, is showing his blaxploittion-cum-
hip hop parodies in a disused shop by
the Tron. Up a dark tenement, hard by
the private detective and the Highland
factor's nffice, the Modern Institute has
a post=-posimodern show of texts and
photographs,

In the sweeping splendour of Wood-
lands Terrace, Douglas Gordon's town-
house is home to an Algerian artist’s
flms, which almost miss a trick by being
so lightsome in their polideal nuance.
In 5t Mungo's musewm, vou can see the
suhlime landscapes of the American

photographer Thomas Joshua Cooper.
G per teaches at l:'uln::mw School of
Art; Starling and co, =0 internationally
successful, suill live here, What you
experience throughout Gi is the strength
of the city's art community,

Bast the most haunting work here con-
cerns a Glaswegian tragedy - the rape
and murder of Polish student Angelika
Eluk. Her compatriot, the award-win-
ning painter Wilhelm Sasnal, wrote a
ballad aboast her death and then filmed
it, performed first by a Polish punk and
then by a poor naked girl,

The song is powerfal enough, but
the film ks shown in the dark cellar of
a desolate printworks. Kluk was bur-
ied beneath such fosrboards; going
bkack up through the decaying limbo
above feels terribly melanchaly. This i
a deathless memorial and does exacthy
what it should: it makes Angelika Kluk
unforgertable,

»THREE TO SEE

Howard Hedgh in Gagoslan Galery,
London WCT; until 23 May Mew
paintings froem the senior British star,
taking tithes froan Home o6 the Range’.

The Terentioth Cerdury: How it Looked
il Hews it Fell Tate Liverpoal; urdil
April 200009 Terrific display of 20th-
century &l from the Tale collection.

Agairst Nature Henry Moone Institute,
Leeds; umtil 5 Mary Some of the
stranges hybrid hguees in soulpture:



