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ARTS & LIFE

An artful stroll on gallery row

Left to right: the windows at
Winsor, Equinox and Douglas Udell
galleries.

FINEART | An autumn walk along South Granville takes you into a wonderland of visual creativity

In the middle of a room at the Bau-Xi Gallery sits a large papier-maché canoe.

BY LLOYD DYKK
VANCOUVER SUN

ne of the most interesting

things you can do, say on a

Saturday late morning, is

stroll down what they call
gallery row on South Granville in Van-
couver.

That s what | did on a recent Friday
which, by some miracle, was sunny
and as crisp as a fall apple.

There are about 15 galleries, most of
them for some reason on the west side
of the street, and strung loosely
together like a sparse set of pearls. Not
so many that you Il come down with
gallery fatigue but enough to give you
a charge, as though you d stopped for
several lattes from the coffee shops,
which are even more numerous than
galleries in those blocks between Fifth
and 15th avenues. The rent gets high-
er the further you climb the ascent
southwards.

First | dropped in on the Douglas
Udell Gallery and a show by Edmon-
ton artist Dean Drever called Big
Guns, which hadn t yet opened. It s
made up of the symbols that are paint-
ed on the military tanks of seven
countries. Each represents one of the
seven deadly sins and is covered in up
to 120 glossy coats of lacquer as
applied by Ferrari. Irony alert.

I was more drawn to seven superb
Picasso prints, works by the hyper-
realistic Dutchman Ruud van Empel
whose stunning images suggest a new
Rousseau, and the chance designs,
apparently based on chess moves, by
the Mexican, Gabriel Orozco. Oh, and
an amazing Inuit sculpture.

Doug Udell bent my ear for around
an hour about everything from the
New York gallery scene to what he did
last night. Uh, are you this talkative
with everyone who comes into the
gallery? 1 asked him. He said yes and
apologized, quite unnecessarily.

The Atelier Gallery is showing
David Wilson s More Than Blue with
its ache of rain-slicked east end
streets, always at night, and their jan-
gled refractions of traffic lights, tail

lights, neon, streetlamps and loneli-
ness.

At the Petley Jones they were
showing primarily works by David
Tycho, whose works, cold with the
feeling of snow and enhanced with
black slashes, I d be happy to have on
my walls. As | think 1 d also be to have
the works of Dominic Besner, a Mon-
treal artist whose works are hectic
with colour and charged with mystery.
It wasn t too much of a surprise to
learn, from the charming and beauti-
ful attendant, that he s done work for
Cirque du Soleil, which really does
manage to bring art into the circus.

Just up the street is the Heffel
Gallery, which reeks of bon ton and
frankly, I couldn t much stand any of
the historically important Canadian
oils that will soon fetch record prices
at the art auction. | breezed through
that one, pausing at the Leroy Nie-
mann that revealed a jazz saxophon-
ist in a way that seemed to capture the
essence of jazz in paint, and at a cou-
ple of Andy Warhols, which suggested
he definitely did have talent. There
was also a Bernard Buffet that looked

mighty tasty.

But everywhere in most of the gal-
leries, copies of Marcel Breuer chairs.
Elegant, almost invisible in their taste-
ful chrome and leather. Was there
some law that said Marcel Breuer
chairs in art galleries?

And then, oh dear, the Kurbatoff
Art Gallery, featuring new work by
one of the most respected artists on
the West Coast  Donna Baspaly.

Hefty prices, too  around $5,000.
These works seemed as if designed
mainly to be shown off to house
guests and proclaim the purchaser to
be more interested in the contempo-
rary, don t you know.

Every cliche was there and set rigid-
ly in place. There was also sculpture,
at the hands of Stephen Booth  mas-
sively pin-headed things. I m not call-
ing Stephen Booth a pinhead, just
describing the look of his sculptures,
which we Il call manneristic and be
done with it. Just looking, thanks . . ..

The door took us next to the Monte
Clark, where rather snooty attendants
were dealing with a show of drawings
still on the floor so I left. The whitest
walls yet.

At the Equinox Gallery is the work

of Gathie Falk. The show is called
Dreaming of Flying, and represents
Falk at her most quixotic and charm-
ing with large painting of moths, hung
at a higher level than youd normally
see in an art gallery, and the wing-
spread suggestive of flight.

The images are pale, opalescent and
mothy at one end and increase in
colour towards the other. In the mid-
dle of the large room of this welcom-
ing gallery is a large papier-m chg@
canoe, its skin looking as larval and
irregular as the body of a moth.

It must have to do with transport in
the most general sense. The canoe has
already been put on reserve by the
National Gallery in Ottawa.

Let s bypass the Marilyn S. Mylrea
Art Gallery with its promise of spir-
itual and sensual art that youd nor-
mally find painted on the side of a van.
Why is it that things that promise you
the spiritual and sensual are always
anything but?

Don Yeomans solo exhibition of
Haida art at the Douglas Reynolds
... Okay, it was nice. The use of
colour in different ways is a strong
theme of this show . .. adding new

Keefer Street Study (above) and |
Thought of You (left) by David
Wilson are showing at the Atelier
Gallery.

colours, expanding my sense of design
. Got you.

I almost forgot about Diane Farris,
not on Granville but a block west,
with her huge wooden sculptures
(Michael Dennis), which looked East-
er Islandish in the sun.

Inside, what struck me most were
the otherworldly, intense, macabre
images of Neil Wedman. And Sam
Lam s preternatural mimicry of crum-
pled paper.

At the Bau-Xi were the lyrical yet
strict colour-saturated acrylics of
Sylvia Tait. Ravishing colour, more
ravishing than anything Meinhardt s
probably had across the street. Many
of the titles are musical, but andante
contabule had to be an error in trans-
lation.

And one of the pleasantest visits
was to the newest kid on the block, the
Winsor Gallery. | ve written about it
already, almost smack up to the Bau-
Xi, a beautifully renovated building
staffed by wonderfully friendly peo-
ple such as Jennifer Winsor and Ali-
son Keller.

They happen to be showing a two-
some: John Barkley and Mark Mizgala.
| found that Barkley s works would be
perhaps a bit too hard to live up to
with their highly colourful abstrac-
tions but I loved the Mizgalas: brilliant
doodles and lots of play on iconogra-
phy: a delirious funland of roller
coaster rides, shoot-em-up cowboys
and cartoon characters.

But catch the edge of the Playboy
bunny in the window. It seemed to
play to the vanity of the passing
parade on South Granville.
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