





Nether Mind



The Nether World

is a recurming idea in most culfures - the infemal
region, often a pliace of confradiction - out of
nature, and out of the natural body. lfcanbe a
unconirolable are your forte, but a curse if you
are a candidate for formeni. Can such a ‘place”
exist in the Westem World in the fwenfieth
century? in Aldous Hudey's seminai futuristic
novel, Brave New World, the duling effect of @
recregational drug. Soma. provided the
popuiace with a respite from fhe equaily duling
impact of a technocratic confrol world. Our
defivered Virfud Rediity - a meaons fo actualize
what could only be imagined - and creafed the
fhrill indusiry of special effects and fechno-
mutation. One recent example s Amold
Schwarzenegger's fim, Total Recall, based on
fthe ‘mind vacation® and the question: Are the
events imagined or reai? This 'reaily” may. in
fact. be one-dimensional, having no lasfing
presence or meoning. The underlying condifion




of a fim such as Toid Recall, where “the
message is the medium*, s the anfithess of a
Nether World, whose mysieries are passed on
fhrough oral culiure. imagine a grandfather
sitiing a grandson on his knee io tell ihe "Story of
Amold’. The response might be Tum on the VCR
(or CD-ROM, or whatever). and lef’s see”.

Alice’s Wonderiond was a Nether World -
a dimension beyond the illusory mimor.

The trick is geffing past the mirror.

I londed in Istanbul and wanted to visit the
Giand Bazaar. This desre was ingrained by
Hollywood's exoficism - the lure of Arabian
Nights (Yes, | know. it's fhe wrong place, but
who's checking the map). Ii wos not whai | had
imagined. Antiquity had fumed into Honest Ed's
bargain emporum. Buf as g visitor, with no
comparative scale. | could nof judge the prices,
even of a cup of coffee. The real experience
was in the Spice Market: heaps upon heaps of
coloured siuffs and aromas. | could have asked

what they were, but probably wouldnt have
understood their uses. Nothing could be clearly
idenfified. of least by a Westemer whose spices
are bottied. For those who crave the prediciable,
fhis couid fruly be an infemal region.

A year later, | found myself in Tunis and plunged
into the Souk - a iabyrinth of winding alleys.
streets, and finy stores surounding fhe ceniral
mosque. | wonted to "get lost *- not ke Chet
Bakes, but to absorb it through the san. My
companion wanted fo visit the Grotio of Ferfility.
We found it, but os a man, | wos bared from
entry. |siood oufside the gate, and waiched
the comings and goings. | could heor
cavemous echoes of conversation, feel the cold
air driffing out info the heat of Norih Aftica (how
was fhis possble?), and smel somefhing. Not

a fragrance, nof the musty odour of ruin, but
something | could not describe. | asked what
the Grofio had been like, but | knew ihe answer:

You had to be there.
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All fhe male paris are also found in women,
there is not any difference except for one poinf.
that &, that the female parfs are infemal

ond those of the male are extema.

-Gaien, De usu part.. 2nd cenfury AD. ¢ t
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Sunday July 18

Carl Skelton ushered me info his basement 1o
show me his latest work. and a work in progress:
Orocle. blinking "Yes, No”, from two ight bulbs
whose cords snaked up fo fthe ceiing; a
“uranium giass” piece - its black stem embedded
with glass eyes, unbinking. fraiing up. There
was an odour | could not idenfify. [ peered info
fhe dark comers, fo see what eise was ihere.

Monday July 19

The gatiery was closed, but Olga lef me in to see
Reinhard Reffizenstein’s show. | knew nobody
eke would come through the door. There
would be no disiractions - the idle conversafion
of the Saturday gallery-goer. |stcod. examining
two spiit frees, tied and hung from the rusfing
steel beams (1 had forgotien how rusty they
were), and smelled the beeswox covering the
frees. Bxamining the direciion of the wanx drips,
| fried to determine whether the piece had
been made somewhere else and brought in,
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of done on site. | saw the smal spun meial bows,
mounted on the wall above eye level. | knew
fhat Reinhard had filed them with essential os.
| could smell ihe frogrances, somehow more
pungent because | could not see ihe contents.

I remember having dinner with the geologst,
fracking the surface of the nefher world. Geology
seems lke such a praciical, "down o earih’
profession. Inesf matier, categonies of mineraks,
sef procedures, sirata maps. efc. But how do
you know what's really down ihere, what youre
looking for, and where fo look? Standing on the
infinite vista or on fop of a meountain range. it
may seem impaossble. Perhaps it wos the wine,
or the company, bui he finally broke down and
fold me the secreh:

Kiss the rock, then you will know.



Wednesday August 11

One of those heavy, humid summer days.

I stared out of the bus window. The frip fo the
Koffier Gallery was longer than | remembered.
1 was certain that it was ‘just post the hil®, but
where was the hil? | knew | was in North York,
but it had the feel of the exofic: Kosher shops
(was | back in Israef?), high rises baking in the
sun, and sfeamy gardens.

John Massier showed me the Igiest High Junk
exhibition. | stayed for an hour, drank his coffee,
talked, and watched the comings and goings.
We refumed downtown fogether. | fried fo
descrioe my earlier ‘mind vacation® fo him (the
frip up). The heat and hazy suniight were making
me sleepy (or hungry), and | began to Recal
the show. Lyia Rye’s “peelings’ of the pock-
marked linen covered galiery walls. The odour
of latex and falcum powder. | had stcod there
for some fime, not wanting fo fouch, but finally
began blowing. The sheefs undulated in the
"oreeze’, the kind that comes up from the deserd,
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or so | imagined. Greg Hefford's ersatz TV
monitors hanging from the lighting frack, with
curious and unfathomable images biinking and
rotating. John Dickson’s bal/sack shapes
termingfing in a glove, the giganticism of Disney
on some erofic binge of biack rubber and water
sporis (they were filed with water). There wosan
unexpecied acoustic quality to the galiery
space. | had called info the grotio and found @
ritual hanging of unidentifiable carcasses.

Friday August 27

| received aredrecied package from an
Aberia film-maker, dated May 25, with @
covering letier, dafed June 7. it was about Max
Sireicher - an invitation to visit his studio in
Toronto, between June 7 and 11- fo comment
on his work for a film being mode on the
refationship between artwork and fext: ‘How the
ways of looking. ways of documenting. and
ways of discussing inform the ‘crifical’ process’.

| was reading if, for the first fime, foday.



The same day, | went back to see Carl and fo
look af the calalogue images - not so much fo
find a connective thread, but fo survey the rest
of the ferrain. | had an overwheiming sense of
looking at unidentified remains (which should
come as no surprise in the Nether World). and
was struck by the manner in which these
pictures appeared os clues to a mysiery, or
narative, but resisted resolution or a conclusion.

Mary Catherine Newcomb's phofograph
appeared fo describe a sculpiure in progress in
the studio, or some pre-historic sea creature
being carved. or carved up.

Cathesine McCarty had submitted a "detai” of
a sculpture - buttocks perhaps (cropping plays
sirange iricks with recognition).

Max Sireicher’s photograph was equally
ombiguous - showing an dlabaster-ike form
with something connecied fo if, obscured by
darkness.
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Another imoge quirk was evideni in Lyla Rye's
photograph of a plumbing fixture. | was fold it
would be the starfing point for a ste work. | was
taken by the Duchampian pun (what else) of
the fixture’s name, *Dirt Pocket Dariings®. Car
thought it would be a good name for a band.
I agreed. but wished | had thought of it myself.

Greg Hefford sent a photo of ihe deserfed
Gardiner Expressway, viewed from below,
looking East (1 think). Carl was not sure what
relationship it would have fo Greg's piece in the
show. | couldn'timagine either, but it didnt
matter because | am fascinated by the
Expressway too - a lumbering beasi, officted
with a malignant rust virus.

Catherine Heord's image looked ke a drawing,
but this was another decepfion. iwasinfacta
photo, of on embroidery on fransiucent fabic.
The image. a sixteenth-ceniury medical
flustration of a vaging, had been woven fhrough
the cloth with (real) hair, sirands of which
showed through the back.



Anastasia Tzeckas hod submifted the only
*graphic’ image - a fransfer montage of a
plump, but demure, Venus balancing on a brain
(or was it a wainuf), and a skeleton looking
away, with a Victorian gesture of modesty.

How could such body language be possible
without fiesh?

Tom Dean - a photograph of carved ebony
*puddies’ from 1987. My mind's eye Recalled his
recent work feafured on the cover of the Spring
issue of C. | keep coming across that magazne
in my office. Cast plaster-looking-ike-old-metal
babies crawiing on the floor. Hod they come fo
fite, from the magazine, crying for my atienfion?

Iread in the Globe and Mail's fravel seciion,
recently, about @ corespondent’s joumey
through a funnel which had been consirucied
in the time of King David, fo bring fresh water
from the Judean hils info the old city of
Jerusalem. The arficle recounted a sense of
isolafion, a cold chill in the waters, and a panic
of claustrophobia - fhe nether regions, cut off
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from aif daylight - but aiso a sense of wonder at
fhis feat of engineering. | know that fravel
arficies are meant fo enfice the wouid-be tourist
to visit and partake of a smilar or idendical
expenence. Bui would fourists really ine up. no
matter how compeliing the wrifing. fo risk ife
and limb? Can arfworks. or for fhat matter art
writing. frigger something similar - a joumey fo o
nether worid, through the nefher mind?

Had |, inadverientiy, already passed through the
mirror fo this place?

Nether Mind's third exhibifion wil take place in
fthe basementi of ihe 53 Fraser Avenue building,
located in the industrial nether section of West
Toronto. The buiding (so | am told) was criginaily
constructed as a women's prison. More
recently, the basement has been a sweaf shop,
making felf iners for boots and, apparenty,
paris for fruck side mirors. Me. Sandman was
located upstairs af one fime - a business that
made sand-cost novelly ifems. The door fo the
space is aiso used by Sully’s Gym - sfill operafing.



Traces of the buiding’s past can be found here
and there. Works of art can aiso be found here

and there, for a viewer fo sift fhrough, assess,
and identify, fo see what stories come o mnd.

You're on your own.

hor Holubizky
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