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MESSAGE T THE KUNOT

AT THE END of my review of the Platform
section of the 1986 National Review (new and
untried young artists selected from auditions
around the country) | wrote ‘The Platform is
great but it's not enough.” (Performance 44). |
wrote this at a time when the fate of the Midland
Group, where the platform started and grew up,
was in the balance. Since then of course the
Midland Group has collapsed and the National
Review, complete with Platform, has found a
temporary new home at Riverside Studios, Lon-
don. Clearly its survival beyond the Midland
Group and the willingness of the Arts Council to
support its continuation away from the Midland
Group is some kind of testament to the annual
events significance. It is still the only major
attempt made in this country to seek out new
performance artists and intervene in the usual
process of artists going ignored for years until
gither they stop making performances in favour
of some more ‘acceptable’ way of working or,
rarely, hang on with ferocious tenacity and join
Britain’s meagre ranks of ‘established’ perform-
ance artists. The translation of the Platform to
the larger, prestige London venue will mean
there's even less excuse for the event to be
ignored by the media, the funders and the prom-
oters. It is obviously more than the Midland
Group Platform and the test of whether this wil
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be enough will come slowly in the years that
follow when we see whether this showing really
benefits the artists involved.

As to the National Review itself, Nikki Milli-
can, the events doggedly determined organiser,
has complained that the event has no foreign
participants this year (last year it included
Academia Ruchu and Peter Baren), through
lack of funding. I'm not sure this is such a failing.
The programme for this year's Review includes
a.great number of British artists who, whilst
earning some of the respect they deserve out-
side of London, and indeed abroad, remain for
the most part unknown within the capital. It is
one of the most inexcusable phenomena of
British artistic life that there is no regular London
promoter of performance art. Alistair MaclLen-
nan, for example, who is without doubt one of
the most important performance artists in
Europe, who has worked extensively abroad,
has never had a major London showing. Nick
Stewart, one of the most promising young

artists working in the area in Britain has made
only cursory incursions into the capital. Annie
Griffin, who must be one of the most sort-after
young performers, spends most of her time on
the road doing one-nighters away from London,
and so the list goes on.

The absence of any international ‘stars’ from
the programme may well be a blessing in dis-
quise since it will force the audiences to focus
on British work without the glamorous distrac-
tion of foreign visitors to fete. The quality of the
work on offer in the National Review will speak
for itself. The irony of the lack of attention paid
by the metropolitan Kunst Fuhrers to this work
which has been proliferating outside of London,
especially in the north of England, is that much
of it fits quite neatly into the neo-expressionist
international style which the arbiters of taste
have hyped so successfully in recent years.

So this is my message to London’s globe
trotting curators and programmers. Britain is
producing some of the best new performance
artists in the world. Now is the chance to catch
up on what you have turned your backs on. It's
time to make amends for your inactivity. @

Full details of the National Review of Live Art

from Riverside Studios.
STEVE ROGERS.
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the British contribution to Time Code, an inter-
national experiment in co production that will
also bring works by Robert Cahen (France) and
Gustav Hamos (Germany) among others, to t.v.
screens all over Europe this autumn. It should
have been broadcast by the time Bracknell hap-

pens, but as the tape is still under wraps, the
First Couple of video love comics will be absent
from this year's programme. Graham Young
continues to develop his idiosyncratic brand of
English surrealism in the Accidents in the Home
series: no 15, Domestiques was, for my Money
(sic) the best thing in the recent series of Alter
Image, and probably represents the UK's only
hope of honours at the Eurofestivals this year. It
is an elegant, eloguent and totally seductive
work whose three short minutes stand up to
repeated viewing.

But my primary concern s not to take stock of
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what the better known have done over the past
year, but to fry to unearth new talent, or if not
entirely new, then at least as yet unestablished.
Last year's student prize at the festival went to
Simon Robertshaw and this year he will be back
with Biometrika, an accomplished, intelligent
and innovative work that will | am sure be a talk-

ing point at the festival. Robertshaw manages
the unusual double of producing a tape that
deals committedly with a subject of serious
social concern while at the same time defining
new modes of visual presentation. Many a
lesser work would earnestly advocate an
argument but ultimately fail by not holding the
interest of the iviewer: Robertshaw is never
hectoring or boring, his opinions are refresh-

ingly uncompromising, though | fear some of his
arguments would not stand up to the assault of
‘informed medical opmlon

Among this year's crop of graduating art stu-
dents, Sheffield Polytechnic’'s Communication
Arts school, where Steve Hawley now teaches
video, has produced three lively talents in Liz
Power, Leigh Cox and Colin Scott. Sheffield's
position as the breeding ground for new video
artists is rapidly becoming unassailable: in re-
centyears it has produced Pamela Smith, Sven
Harding and Mike McDowall, collectively Acci-
dent Tapes, and before them, St. John Walker
and Clive Gillman, who, as Nine Attrition
Magnetic are currently drawing attention to
themselves.

At the time of writing, the deadline for entries
to Bracknell is still some time away. | hope
therefore that there are undiscovered treasures
awaiting my attention in the August mailbag.
The full festival programme will be available
from The Media Cente, South Hill Park, Brack-
nell, Berks, from early October. @




