
Sprlng Hurlbut: lnstallation view ol La Somnolence,
1995; at the Power Plant.

the ritual scream, the act of
mourning," they were among
the most erotic and therefore
life-affirming objects I have
encountered in recent memory.
Against the innocence and purity
of childhood sleep, this installation
evoked ripe, mature indulgence in
sensual pleasure. Life asserts
itself once again in the presence
of death. -Roni Feinstein

DIJON

Philippe Parreno
at Le Consortium
One of the main issues in art has
always been space and what to
do within it. In Le Vrde, Yves Klein
dealt with it by leaving the gallery
completely empty; in Philippe
Parreno's most recent work,
Snowdancing, this young French
conceptual artist sidestepped the
issue of space to focus his atten-
tion on another aspect of the
creative process: time. How can
time be given a shape, he asked,
how can it be taken hold of and
used as raw material?

The artist decided to limit the
duration of his work to t hour
and 45 minutes. The time was
used for a party, held at Le
Consortium the night before the
opening and attended mostly by
young people of Dijon who had
heard about it by word of mouth.
(The official invitation said noth-
ing about the party.)

At the entrance guests were
given a key-made on the
spot-that allowed them to open
all the doors of the Consortium.
For the occasion, the space was
modified by temporary walls
built with the structural detritus
of past shows. Each room was
different: in one you could get a

drink at a bar; another room,
kept at a cool temperature, was
full of beach accessories (wind-
surfing boards, beach balls, fins,
masks). There was a room
where participants could put on
wigs and then have their fake
hair cut, according to instruc-
tions given by the artist, in the
fashion sported by young hooli-
gans all around Europe-long at
the back and short on top.
Another area offered boots with
Italian phrases carved into the
soles. When you jumped on the
specially prepared soft floor
wearing these boots, one foot-
print read "sono uguale" (l'm the
same), the other "sono diversd'
(l'm different). Big loudspeakers,
scattered in the rooms, played
music from Japanese sitcoms.

It was hard to separate fiction
and reality among the many
activities taking place during that
hour and 45 minutes. For one
thing, you could never tell which
participants were acting on
Parreno's instructions and which
ones were responding sponta-
neously to the situation. During
the official opening, the following
evening, the rooms were left
open, the keys were useless
and the characters who attend-
ed the party were gone. Having
missed the actual event, you
could only attempt to reconstruct
what had happened the night
before. Parreno made an audio
recording of the event which was
subsequently aired on a local
radio station, in the same time
slot as the original party.

Snowdancing continued
Parreno's fascination with the
jungle of signs that is youth cul-
ture. There was also a subtle
institutional critique at work. But
the chief effect of the show was
to create a series of absences:

by Fortuneto Asia on a two-year
assignment. He stayed 25
years. Although the magazine
wanted stories of postwar indus-
trialization, Bristol had a more
personal approach and docu-
mented daily life. On view in this
show were a number of images
from Japan. These shots of sea-
weed divers and silk farmers
provide a glimpse of a world
which was then little known in
the Occident. ln 1956, despon-
dent over his wife's suicide,
Bristol abandoned photography
and returned to architecture. But
shows like this one ensure that
his fascinating photographs will
be saved from neglect.

-Tracy 
A. Smith

TORONTO

Spring Hurlbut at
the Power Plant
ln two installations, Spring
Hurlbut employed elements of
architecture and design to
examine rituals of death and
mourning. Both works were res-
cued from the brink of the
horrific and maudlin by being
possessed of a strong and
beckoning life force that opened
them up to multiple levels of
meaning and interpretation.

l-a Som nole ne was approached
from a darkened corridor, at the
end of which hung an intricately
beaded white pillow form, a type
of wreath used a century ago to
mark a child's death. ln the large,
dimly lit main gallery, 200 turn-of-
the-century wrought- and
cast-iron children's beds, most of
them white, were arranged in
cemeterylike rows. Gathered
over many months in rural
Quebec and southern France,
they were organized-cata-
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logued-by size, type and
design. The first rows began with
cradles or bassinets, then came
cribs, then child beds, and finally
beds for larger, grown children,
with dolls' beds interspersed
among the others. Within each
row, similar styles were grouped.

Although the beds are rusted
and in varying states of decay,
their graceful traceries and intri-
cate finials seem to speak of care
taken in manufacture as well as
of parents' love for their off-
spring. These gorgeous relics
of 19th-century mass production
contrasted with the bland, white,
industrial light fixtures from our era
hung at intervals above, a con-
trast further dramatized by the
ornate webs of shadows cast by
the beds upon the concrete floor.
A woman's voice singing a lullaby
in Berber was intermittently heard;
it was not a song of pain and loss
but of sweetness, love and hope.
Like the installation's title, which
means "sleepiness," the lullaby
displaces the theme of death,
making the work appear a medita-
tion on growth and time, on lives
lived and on childhoods passed.

The Lingual Console, Hurlbut's
second installation, was an exten-
sion of her "Sacrificial Ornament"
series [see A.i.A., Jan.'93], in
which the sources for classical
architectural motifs are found in
pagan sacrifice rituals. In the new
piece, two sets of 10 architectural
brackets faced each other across
a corridor. Each was white and
featured plaster casts of cows'
tongues, two vertically aligned per
console. As opposed to the rigid,
stylized appearance of the tradi-
tional acanthus leaves, each
tongue was vitally, sensually alive:
fully extended, it licked, curled and
strained to one side or the other.
While Hurlbut claims that the
motifs are "based on lamentation,

Philippe Parreno: lnstallation view of Snowdancing, 1995i
at Le Consortium.
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