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ves Klein's nude means

blank canvases;

| Chris Burden stag-

that we will be seeing
models rolling on  more events like it.

s and Elvis,
(mostly) young men and
most (but not all)

people  of their clothes, and ended up
on the floor in a sort of choreo-

& hed group grope, while
e B g
' them with raw chicken, fis
art began in the early years of and sausages, which duly
became i into their

the 20th century with the
Futurists, Dada-ists and Surre-
alists. With the collaborations

t Merce Cunningham,

thn(hg !
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mance art entered the blood-
stream of art history.
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minutes, — and not
just laughed, but howled,
rhoph.mdmckud. whimpered,

g Tolaot | Lamiag sside the stamina -

=

s men came into th;gallery
wearing jockstraps Pun-
- chinello masks; when they left
15 minutes later, they were
- covered in paint, glitter,
whipped cream and a cherry.
- In between, they battered and
poked one another, making
arude jokes about farting, diar-
rhoea and urinating.

1 hate slapstick and loathe
mime but, as [ watched this
performance, 1 realised that
what I was seeing was probably
as close as I'll ever come to the

igins of comedy. This is what
Romans and the Greeks
thought funny. It existed long

n her 1964 performance of Meat Joy, which now seems like an nment celebration of youth

before the concepts of deco-
rum and good taste. It has all
but vanished and, though I
didn't crack a smile, I was
grateful to dt;e it.

For me it disappoint-
ment of the wﬁ?wax a perfor-
mance by the legendary Vien-
nese Actionist artist Hermann
Nitsch. Since the Fifties, he has

been staging the Orgies Mys-
teries Theatré, spectacles in
which the ritualised consump-
tion and destruction of food
and wine is followed by the
symbolic humiliation, torture
and mock crucifixion of young
men and women. As befits a
Viennese -artist, Nitsch starts
with the Freudian idea that the

repression of our violent
impulses and desires is |
the source of all human mis-
ery, By ritualistically acting out .

e desires, he prompts us to
acknowledge these buried
aspects of our humanity. That,
anyway is the !heorg.

allons of pig’s blood spilled
on to the gallery floor; the bod-
ies of sacrificial victims were
smeared with fruit, vegetables
and offal; in a climactic orgy,
white-clad assistants used
their bare hands to pulverise
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whole thing was so
and so phoney that as the men
in white coats were scooping
out the intestines of an ox to
pour over the blindfolded vie-
tims, 1 found myself thinking
of last week’s episode of ER.

hat's more, | find the
Wac!iviﬁiea efzf H;i.r

Nitsch profoun
offensive, an excuse to dignlfg
voyeurism and sadism in the
name of art. Maybe he loses
something in translation, but
he left me cold.

The week ended with the
Greek-born artist Jannis
Kounellis bringing 11 live
horses into the Whitechapel,

instantly transforming the
main lery into an e&?’mt
stable heady with the smell of
horseflesh, straw and dung.
This was a recreation of a
famous event that took place in
a Roman gallery in 1969, and 1
was surprised by how beautiful
and powerful it was. I couldn’t,
however, understand why it
was included in a series about
performance art, since it is
simply an installation — until
tm:f of the horses decided to
perform spontaneously, spec-
tacularly, all over the ;olj.shed
floor of the venerable White-
chapel. We all applauded.
For more reviews by Richard
Dorment, visit his website at
wngno. arferiticlondon.com
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