ON O

Ll THURSDAY, JUNE 14, 2012 TORONTO STAR |E7

-WHAT’S ON

A virtuoso of sculptural mash-up

MURRAY WHYTE

What to make of Valerie Blass? It'sa question
the fast-rising Montreal-based scu]ptmss
seems to ask of herself time and again. The
AnGallzlyoanmﬂ!onh:mustnpeneda
half-size version of Blass’s gleefully irrever-
ent, high-fow mix-master of an exhibition

d Jast year at My F's M of
ContcmpcmxyAr( and even the abbreviated
version — 18 works here versus 30-plus there
— will leave your head swimming,

I mean this in the best possible of ways
’X‘hﬂe’ssomudigomgonhmnvoneot Bluss's
and consis-
tently hilarious p:m that keeping up can
leave you short of breath. Blass embraces the
history of her medium, sculpture, , but churns
it through with a joyful, absurdist and un-
abashed love of contemporary junk culture.
The result is a tightly compressed art-histor-
ical tour — somcﬂmcsallatcmmasmgle
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From left, “Femme Planche” and “Femme Panier”; "Mesure en Pied, en Jambe t en Queue”; and "le Loris perche sur son socle nec-classique”

piece —all of it shot through

ridiculous delight.
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drawn to Blass’s 2008 work. Etmlt donneé, le  subversive. Distortion et Al Anima-
Loris perché sur son socle néo-classiq lier, for 1 lsnndged.sh'lpcdwweruf
which, to h goes hing like 1 g forms,
“The Loris perched on his lassical  sculptor C Emﬂm Col-

punth" A stone-carved, satyr-like ﬁgure
arches in primal repose; elinging to it is the
Loris in question, a gangly, bug—eycdmamx
pialin glossy bright white, lookingshocked by
your presence.

Th 3

7, 1od

mnn,aniconofpumModmistfom

But look closer. Blass has skewered a dozen
and a half rubber ducks on a pole, and forced
the tower into a painted latex sheath. Blass
subverts Brancusi's proposition, of the eter-
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nal, ial and pure, with a plasticized fu-
sion of' The tension she triangu-
htns. between mamml and form and tower-
ing histord delactable treat.
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fantasy. More remarkable is the stmple pro-
duction of the piece: carving S and

Mesmm}’wimJanbedenQueuc a
shaped like a

applying a Faux-concrete finish, Blass hand-
made both the satyr and the Loris.
Forasculptor, this houldn't surprise. Butin
an era where many artists simply draf com-
putermodels for expert fabricators, Blass, 44,
craftsall her pieces i her studio herself.
Ma)msglsdlemotofnhss‘spmhwnndnl

sh-up of ceramic
pxpe. French onion soup bowls and a blown-
glass cowboy, is a symphony of junk-shop
delights, But she knits it together with oddly
primal forms that Modern sculptors like Bar-
bara Hepworth or Henry Moore conijured
forth from suggestive found forms in'wood

und stone,
The show p for the Hamilton gallery,

_includes a

dizzying array
enough, lzlms is one of the least
complexworks in the show, Blass is a famous
scavenger, combing thrift stores and flea
markets for objects and materials. The sur-
chaos is & raw material unto itself.
For her, “making” is a broad term. She spans

ing: forcing together unlike objects into
vaguely recognizable, entirely new forms.
Here, Blass works in overdrive. A mash-up
of trashy porcelain bric-a-brac — an Egyptian
bust, a snarling panther, a bikini babe in re-
pose, an ashtray in the shape of a swan — is
coalesced, then coated in velvety black flock-
lny, cnmplcnng lt.s trnn:formnhan from

which snapped it up the moment it was made
available for touring. There are inspired pair-
ings: A room offto the side of the main cham-
her jions two works, Femme Planche
(Plank Woman) and Fernme Panier (Basket
‘Woman), in akind of macabre duel, the latter,
with her thorax crafted from wicker, bran-
dishing a pointy, bngxtgmmlawnlool— 1
think — while the former, rendered in faux-
driftwood finish, cowers naughtily, a shovel
positioned at the high-point of her down-
ward-dog pose.

“When you look at an object, you want to
ﬁndumhmwpotnlfurmhmu.[m
recognizing it, very quickly” Blass said in a
2009 interview. "I like to stretch out that

! mh@mﬁ.
A classical bust, here in bachel d glossy
hla:k.huvnnmublnckcb)emguedmlls
hce.ltxnamz,hﬁdmgmv‘pmls.lﬂoemastof
Blass's § hensible titles, & hamb

of trying to " You don't
say, What shouldn't be a stretch is the guess
!hanbeQEWwﬂlseeahtﬁemoretmﬁcum
summer because of it. If this show can’t pry

zling thrill My for wi

fans from the confines of the big
city’s fferings, then nothing will

mnamnﬂgnldpomlnmﬂgmeufawnm—
an, wid: a g'em-eoppu' construction safety
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Beryg: crisde
mort deloudou dans Toulou. Of course,
A.ll this mash-

But Blass is more than this. As  hands-on
maker of things, Blass's practice represents a
collision of sensibilities and eras into a re-
markable whole.

Her relationship to Marce! Duchamp and
his revolutionary ready-mades is clear, Atthe
same time, Blass sculpts and casts like a clas-
sicist; she embraces human figures. She also
rescues objects from the scrap heap and rei-
magines them as pure form. All the while; she
stays firmly planted in the junk pile.
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Valerie Blass continues at the Art Gallery of Hamil-
ton, 123 King St. W, Hamilton, to Sept. 23.
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