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Paris Art: Pollyanna to Candide 
By JOHN CANADAY 

Spécial to The New York Times. 
PARIS. 

The third Paris Biennale, 
which opened Sept. 28 (ix) close 
Nov. 3) under the distinguished 
patronage of André Malraux, 
Minister of Cultural Affairs, is 
limited to artists between 20 
and 35 years of âge, on the 
sound principle that youth must 
be served, seen and heard. 

Among the Works from 60 na-
tions represented in the endless 
galleries of Paris’s Museum of 
Modem Art, there are paint-
ings, sculptures, and objects of 
an ambiguous nature by artists 
young enough to be forgiven 
their shortcomings and others 
by artists who are certainly old 
enough to know better. 

The trouble with so large and 
spotty an exhibition is that the 
question soon becomes not what 
is good but what is new, or 
seems new». The... Ameican rep-
résentation, for instance — a 
group of West Coast sculptures 
selected by Herschel B. Chipp, 
professor of art history at the 
University of California, Berke-
ley — is a respectable display. 
even though it is not widely 
représentative of current trends 
in the United States. It is worth 
thorough inspection, but there 
is not much chance that it will 
be given more than a glance 
since the manners are familiar. 

Standards Change 
This is a sad state of affairs 

and an argument against exhi-
bitions of this kind—big, ex-
hausting, and selected by am-
biguous and shifting standards 
.from une section to the next. 

What could be worse than the 
iPolish showing, a weary and 
commonplace group, described 
by Ignacy Witz, the commis-
sioner general of the section, as 
“putting into relief certain new 
and important tendencies” while 
as a matter of fact anyone with 
any acquaintance with contem-
porary Polish art can recognize 
that much effort must hâve 
gone into finding such trite and 
stale examples in a country 
where contemporary artists are 
so inventive. 

With so much that is bad con-
taminating the little that is 
good, the weary eye soon stops 
trying to distinguish a sheep 
from a goat and asks only to be. 
startled by a monster. The star-
tiers m tHe Paris Biennale are 
the “Travaux D’Equipe,” " or 
teamwqrks, designed by paint-
ers, sculptors, architects and 
others working as a unit. 

One enters them somewhat as 
one enters the sideshows on the 
midway of a fair, and the works 
hâve the primary advantage of 
offering somethingycompact in 
an otherwise spravding display. 

One of the mor© .elaborate 
team works, exhibit humber 219 
in the French section, called 
“Laboratory of thé Arts,”: may 
serve as an examplê. A synthe-
sis of just about everything, its 
list of team members ihcludes a 
“coordinator responsible for the 
team,” a “space philosopher,” a 
“space organizer,” an “action 
and time organizer,” a technical 
counselor, a plastic artist (scup" 
tor to you), a painter and cre-
ator of “color ambience,’ a com-
poser, - a singer (soprano), a 
[poet, a cinematographer, two 

60 Nations Involved 
in Big, Exhaustihg 
Biennale Display 

dramatic readers of the kind 
once called elocutionists, a 
sound man, a theatrieal techni-
cian, an experimental musicolo-
gist and a projectionist. 

Various commercial concerns 
also teamed up with contribu-
tions of such things as alumi-
num, light bulbs, motors, sound 
equipment and so on, and an-
other nine came through with 
scientific photographs. The man 
who deserves most credit, how-
ever, is whoever did the wiring. 

What you get out of all this 
is a sort of abstract opera or a 
beatnik game, depending on 
hpw seriously you want to take 
Mi 
— Large, forms resembling sails 
or radar antennas move round 
and round; an abstract glass 
sculpture swings at erratic in-
tervals along a semicircular 
track; lights go on and off and 
•change color; experimental po-
etry is delivered from numerous 
speakers with a really extraor-
dinary effect suggesting that 
the readers are flying around 
above your head. 

Mixed in are electronic music 
and something resembling hte 
sound track of exobic bird calls 
from a movie of sonie years ago 
called “Burma Road.” All this 
time the soprano is working 
hard. The idea is to “extract” 
both the actors and the spec-
tators from their “habituai di-
mentions.” 

This spectator was not quite 
extracted. Sbmehow he re-
mained firmly seated in the Mu-
séum of Modem Art divided be-
tween lively interest (he likes 
Electronic music and exotic bird 
calls) and an inability to believe 
that a collection of professional 
cliches becomes original by be-
ing stirred up and served as an 
amateur hash. 

Rather more satisfactory and 
much less eomplicated is a Bel-
gian team job organized by the 
painter Octave Landuyt. Mr. 
Landuyt’s painting often re-
sembles stained glass, and in 
this case, the resemblance is 
very close. 

He has painted in brilliant 
colors on transparent plastic il-
luminated from behind, some-
times superimposing one paint-
ed sheet over another, and in 

ohe case painting on a pair of 
transparent cylinders, one with-
in the othër, and. illuminated 
from within, that rotate in op-
posite directions. In an archi-
tectural arrangement aceompa-
nied by electronic music filled 
with agreeable bubbling sounds, 
this display is optioally luseious 
and aurally diverting. 

An Italian team offers a truly 
elegant sheet-metal architec-
tural miniature composed of in-
terseoting corridors resembling 
the interiors of submarines 
sliced up and reassembled. 
Painting and sculpture of great 
ornemental character is dis-
played here as in a muséum. 

The worst of these sideshow 
displays is also French, and let 
us say of it only that one of its 
units is an ordinary tank of 
goldfish labeled “Living Mo-
bile.” Any group of Benrnington 
freshmen could improve on this 
one on stunt night. 

Several projects for team jobs 
are presented only in the form 
of technical drawings or archi-
tectural models, since they 
would hâve been too large for 
construction and exhibition. A 
promising one is a study for an 
approach to a sanctuary by stu-
dents of the Ateliers D’Art 
Sacre. Another is “An Area Ap-
propriate for Méditation,” by 
the students of Bath Academy 
of Art, Corham. 

‘Collaborative Problem* 
Ail these inventions are con-

temporary extensions of the old 
beaux arts “collaborative prob-
lem” in which a painter, a 
sculpter and an architect com-
bined their efforts in the pro-
duction of a single harmonious 
structure. The integration of 
sounds and controlled light and 
literature as well as the ab-
stract art-for-art’s-sake ap-
proach transform them. 

If team art is a new art form, 
it must range, like any other, 
from the prostitution of novelty 
to thoughtful exploration. Ail 
you can hope for is that the bad, 
which so often has a theatrical 
advantage over the good, won’t 
capture the audience. 

The trouble with the Paris 
Biennale in all its parts is that 
this tends to happen. It takes a 
real Pollyanna to be grateful 
for all the bad in order that the 
little good may get shown 
mixed up with it, and it takes a 
real Candide to believe that this 
is the beat of ail possible exhi-
bitions of art by young people 
between 20 and 35. 


