
are  like thoTe wild dreams which seem 
uttelly  rldlculous  nilen  recalled In the 
llght of the  mornlng Stlll, they  are  unac- 
countably depressing Under the WeaIlrer 
is comlc  and  dlsturblng 

Part 1, “the  westher  picture In the 
Northeast.” IS about a nllddle-aged drng 
salesman-he has a Bachelor of Sclencc 
de5ree”who Induce5 a heart  attack In hlm- 
selE to avold marly1ng hlc old  sweetheart, 
now wldowed. We are rmcertaln that  thls 
IS truly hls mohve, but It would  seem so. 
Though  overabundantly  fleshed  and  no 
longer  young, Flora Sharhey  makes  the 
imprewon of an emmently  sultable  mate 
for  the  complacenlly  alllng (or hypo- 
chondrlac)  Harry  Fauflll  She IS eager,  en- 
thtrcraqtrc enerzettc and hyTterlcnlly help- 
ful  Drrplte all tills. Fauflll want3 out and 
so arranges  €or 1115 collapqe Laughter  and 
pur7lementl 

P a I t  2 .  . ihe  weather In the  Southeaqt.” 
prekents Solomon Ithlm:~r, a top-qecret 
atomic xlentlbt on his w a y  to a cosmlcally 
slgnrfrcant conference In Geneva  He  stops 
off a t  a thlrd-rate Mlnml hotel to see a 
chddhood  flame w t h  whom he has slnce 
had  no  contact.  she I \  a respectably  mar- 
rled Jewlqh matron, Marcella  Vankuchen. 
To what  end7  The  memory  whlch  has 
sustained hlm through h1s  rlqe from 
butcher’s w n  to nuclear  emlnence was the 
slght  vouchsafed  hlm hy hlarcella  durlng 
thelr pre-adolescent  sex  games of a tlny 
wen  located In the  reglon of her  genltals 
Nothlng slnce that flrrt ~ntlmacy  has  ever 
so stlrred  hlm.  The  great  man  pleads ~n 
a n  ecstaqy of antlclparlon and I n  fear of 
rejectron for pernmlsslon 10 behold  the 
i?;ag,c apo: oiicc aga,:, 2nd thus regxn 
hls  capacrty for pure  elation. 

If I am clrcultous In slatlng thls c1r- 
cmn~tance  ~t I $  prohably  became  Ithlmar. 
llhe so many  rnrnhl glnnts, 1 5  glven to 
protracted  verbal  e)aculatlonc  One IS  not 
sure I f  thls logorrhea I S  w n p l y  a form of 
humor cultlvated hv Bellow to mock ~ n -  
tcllrctuals whose tenslons  manlfest  them- 
selves through an cnormous splll of words 
(he  uses  the deb1c.e In several of hls 
no\els). or ~f r t  15 a hind of artful paddlng 
“ I h e  rhetorlc of comedy-to compensate 
for 3 lack of chnracterlzatlon  through  de- 
veloped actlon In  any  cae,  what  makes 
thls  eplsode  memorable 15  the  dry  nervous 
srplggle of Ihe  Impotent Blg Bran  whom 
Eello\v. very ably  ahetted  by  Harry  Towb 
as Ithlmar, caricatures I should  add  that 
the  type  has  become Famlllar to me 
through  much  frequentation of 11terary 
partles  On  that  account  alone these events 
are  seldom  pleasant  experlences  Some of 
thelr  uneasmess  rubs off on this part of 
Uricle? rlre Wculher. 

Part  3 ,  ‘ the weather  plcture for the 
hldwest.” 15 the moqt telllng Hllda,  a 
prosnlule of Poll\h orlgin. begs Pennlng- 
ton, an octogenarian mllhonalre  whom 
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she has been serving in monthly install- 
ment?  over the  years, to set her  slster up 
In a dress  shop  Thls shlt IS notable  for 
its exposure of a not uncommon  male at- 
t m d e  toward sex It IS crudely  functlonal. 
Hdda IS  a dornestlc personality  she IS 

patlent.  understandlng  and ~n her  own 
way  falthful.  Pennlngton pay? fol her 
serwces but  resents rhe m r u r l o n  of senti- 

ment or any  recognltlon of her  except as 
an instrument of hls need 

Do the  three  parts of the  evening pur- 
port to be pencll  sketches of grotesque 
aspects of Amerlcan  mascullnllyv  The 
gamut  runs from fear  through  employ- 
ment of neurotic  surrogates  to cold and 
unfeeling possesslon as a touchstone of 
power. Since the plays on the  whole  are 
unpretentlous,  one  cannot be sure  that 
thls IS  the  plan  The  effect IS of a  wrlter 
of complex talent rtlII mecure  I n  handllng 
a medlnm 10 whlch  he IS not accustomed 
He  appears to be exprewlng frrnge facets 
of hls  moral  and  psychosornatlc self We 
mlght  descrlbe  the  process  metaphorlcally 
as that of a n  arllst  who  took to deplctlng 
speclal portlons of hls anatomy-the tlps 
of hls fingers,  the  pornts of hls elbows, 
the  space between h n  toes-rather than 
hls essential belng. The  rewlt stimulates 
curroslty  wlthout  belng  gratlfylng 

Whlle Harry  Towb In the  three roles 15 

offered  the  opportunily of alterlng hls 
mask  from  asmne  burgher, to 11ttery 
genlus, to ludlcrously  superannuated  pow- 
erhouse. Shelley Wlnters IS for the most 
part effeclively  conslgned to the  role of 
femlnlne vlctlm. It IS her most satlsfymg 

stage performance to date.  She gasps, 
sighs and moans In a mell~fluous  mono- 
tone  Rhlch 1s at  once  humorous  and  rouch- 
Ing 

The  llne of Arthur Storch’s dlrection 
seems  too close to "realism" and  thus 
falls to capture  the  peculiar  elements of 
“fanta\y” Nhlch are woven Into Bel- 
l o u ” ~  wrlllng But  hl\ Id has not been 
an e‘lsy one I believe UtIdtJt the Weorher 
mlght  fare  better.  commerclally as well 
as  artlstlcally,  \ornewhere or  anywhere 
off  Broadway  The  New  York  mldtown 
framework IS damaging to such  enrer- 
prlses 

It so happens  that goon wrltlng. 
acting  and  dlrectlon  are rmrnedlately avail- 
able for ohservatlon In How’s the Wot Id 
Ttcolrug Yorr” by Roger Mllner at the 
Muvc Box Peter Baylrs\ and,  much  more 
\tarlllngly as well J\ brllllantly. Patrlcla 
Roulledge.  are t h a e  on dl\play In a v m -  
e ly  of madly  eccentrlc  patterns and PO+ 

tules  Hdrdly  any of our Amerlcan 
actre%es  are  capable of the hlnd of wr- 
luoslty In comic dlstortlon of whlch hllss 
Routledge 1s a master  The  mode  seems 
to he an Engllsh specialty. 

The trouble 19 that  the  evenlng IS much 
loo long for 115 rpeclal  attracnon:  each 
act alone would be  sufflclent  Then. too. 
the qulps a n d  ImnFes are <o thorouFhlb 
Brltlsh (Prrtlclr IO the  nlh  degree)  that most 
of  our  playgoers  probably  frnd  them as 
welrdly  folelgn as an “In” Joke o l  the 
Hottentot soclal rzglster  The  com  has  no 
currency  here. 

It  occaslonally  happens  that  one IS re- 
luctanlly  forced to describe  an mrrlgumg 
work of art by what I t  IS not Smllarltles 
that I I  mrly have wlth othsr  art. or blmpl) 
the  already  known.  have lo be  strlpped 
away  because they rmg fahe Confutrng 
thls w u e ,  a  plctorral  apparatus  may nor 
:Iltogelher account  for an effect. Or a 
iormal  element  may  not do  what I t  had 
previously, in  other  clrcumstances. not 
hekitated to do Parts, In thl \  Instance, 
reslst addlng up  to  a  whole,  although n 
whole there  certamly 1s. And all thls  can 
grow  under  the  aegls of some obscure 
negatmn  that  has yet the  pecullar  grace 
nof to  be mallgn.  Such, I would say, 1s 

roughly  the  sltuatlon with the  current 
plclures of Agnes Marun,  at the Robert 
Elkon  Gallery. 

For example,  they  are ostenslhly Fleld 
pruntlngs, worked all over,  ahlch nevrr- 
theless ash to be  “read” as IS type  face. 
ln addition, theu  oyster or buff whlte 

facades.  each 6 x 6 feet, qomehow sug- 
ge\t an err:mt tun:llltv, a n d  :In Induced 
Lolorlrm ’They are 11.11  plL~! l le \ ,  too, that 
M I  get bach rap~dly mto q u ~ e  wlthout 
so much  as  even J tohen  value change. 
Martrn‘s worh. then, 1 5  not  geornetrlc. It 
is not  reductlonlst In the usrlal sense. 
nelther  does ~t purvey a serlal or a slngle 
lmage So far, this IS euclly enough ob- 
served But 11 \ t d I  leaves  unexpla~ned 
those dlverse presences on the walls  whlch 
flnally  bow out f lom b a n g  even  palnt- 
mgs-slnce palntlnge  are rndtcllLtllzed h) 

plgment.  rather  than as hele glven face 
mostly by pencll 

Large  canvases  drawn  upon as I f  to 
resemble  magnlfled  graphs are what 
phywcally  meet the  eke  Unrnflected. In- 
cessant  horlzontal  rulings  are  met h y  
some-hat wenher or less frequent ver- 
t1ca1 ones. evenly  spaced On certaln  can- 
v:l\es, a mld-hey  ground rellevec whlte 
tracmgs, llhe a solarlzed  prlnt  Mechanlstl- 
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cally straight, the lines, fine tipped as 
lhey are, flake or granulate  minutely 
over the acrylic primed cotton. Further, 
the micro-intervals of these works seem 
to contract  upon  examination.  They  hover 
on the verge of becoming  tone, but never 
lose their porasity. Moreover, one sees 
through variously regulated meshes that 
are translucent  without be~ng lummous, 
gridded wlthout belng discretely struc- 
tnred. Less noticeably, these pictures 
conceptually pair w t h  one another,  in 
the manner of alter egos. The  same 
checker  pattern 1s grounded by gray and 
eggshell m two separate Instances; and  a 
channel  sequence whitens where It re- 
mains bare  in  the pendant. It is like step- 
ping in  and  out of the shade, or better, 
half-light. 

One mlght be  tempted to dismiss 
this self-contained display  as "sensitive," 
were It not uttered in deliberately mat- 
ter-of-fact language. Still less should It be 
called  monotonous, smce it yields the 
most differentiated sensations. , In the 
quietest way, the’ pictures invoke a kind 
of visual raveling that tautens therr un- 
stressed webbmg. Largely this IS because, 
as energy flows everywhere and  nowhere 
at the same trme, the eye requires, or 
P~ucks  at, a focus, just as an organism 
exhibits a tropism. But thls is no primi- 
twe experience. I was aware not merely 
of the impoverished materials but of 
then diffident, and elegant, selzure of my 
attentlon. It IS an’ indication of how 
ramified is this art  that its sensuallty ex- 
ists more richly and vividly as a psy- 
chological state’than as physical fact. One I 

is beguiled into unforeseen expectancies, 
of landscape, for example, or sky, be- 
cause  there is no alternatrve to viewing 
Agnes Martin’s canvases as screens for 
unfigurated seeing. Here emerges the 
cmx of her work for, without grving the 
beholder  the  faintest  nuance or pictorial 
transitlon, it conjures an atmosphere and 
a rather airy one  at  that. This is all  the 
more startling because the tactility of each 
work arises fiom  nothing  more than the 
physically even-pressured  meetlng of pen- 
cil and canvas. All  other shaping or ac- 
tivlty IS banished to  the choice of frame- 
work whlch remains  ultimately an mtel- 
lectual conception. The ‘show stands mid- 
point,  therefore, between the sensibility of 
the early fifties, with Its loosely struc- 
tured  and  empathetic recall of the  outer 
world,  and the “computerized”  plctorlal 
systems of today. It is a conditlon per- 
haps emphasized by the fact that  the 
artist herself is of the middle generation. 
I am reminded  by  this exhibition of 
ValBry’s remarks on  the paintings of 
Berthe Morisot: “Made  up of nothing, 
they  mdtlply  that nothing, a suspicion of 
mist or swans, with a supreme, tactile 

T= NATIQN i November 14, 1966 

art, the skill of.  a bn~sh ,that scarcely 
feathers  the surface. But that featheriness 
conveys all , . . the great glft . , ,. for 
reducing matter to a minimum and thus 
giving the strongest possible, impression of 
an act ~f mind. . b‘ 

The Lucas Samaras exhibition at 
the  Pace  Gallery delrghts me with the 
knowledge that  art can be a proper  re- 
ceptacle for all those Impnlses whlch m 
social life would be abashing or atroclous. 
The work slmultaneously represents the 
degree to  whch  the artist  can  purge  him- 
seIf of h1s fantasies (or outright  sublimate 
them), and creates the dlstance necessary 
for his public to see them‘ as in a sense 
ordered, and unthreatenmg. How gentle, 
in fact, it all seems, now that it is pos- 
slble to vie* these images m the  hght 
of artistic  metaphor. 

It has  already  been  noted that his 
prickly objects enact some aboriginal de- 
fense  which may also maim,  puncture or 
slice. They  are the porcuplnes of modern 
art. Yet Samaras hardly considers him- 
self a practltloner of standoffishness: 
“the manner in which art objects are 
made are [sic] erotlc gestures. The Greek 
word lick and sculpt is the same. Artistic- 
creation-eroticlsm may be a substitute for 
genltal-biological-creation-eroticism, how- 
ever  the  eroticism 1s dxperlenced in the 
brarn  in elther case. . . . The  erotic isn’t 
connected with llfe and death . . . it is 
continuous. - . . Narclssism is making 
one’s body into art ” It apparently  also 
means  maklng one’s house into  art,  and 
each of its  furnishmg or artlcles into 
rellquarles of one’s own erotmsm.  From 
?IS words, one would 1 never guess that 
Samaras  has a St. Sebastian comp!ex, and 
that  he equates the  erotlc with the en- 
thrallmg  nightmare of self-impalement. 
But It hardly  ends even here: “To be  an 
artist is to  be god (an ambi-sexual one. 
no doubt),  and I don’t know anythpg 
more erotic  than that.” The  Pace show 
IS a veritable cosmos of open nerve ends, 
of touchy, tacky, t1ngIy glamour  germmat- 
ing everywhere from  the inammate. In- 
deed, one of his typical fancies IS to 
figuratively X-ray himself (in drawmgs), 
preferably hrs colon and spine, seen un- 
der a spangled, celestial mdky way. 

This iconography is paraphiliac and 
callow in  about  equal measure. Many 
would even cons~der  it juvenile, which 
hardly invalidates it as a basis for creat- 
ing art. Perhaps  the most  remarkable 
illustration of the effect  to which Samaras 
can put it is ‘his new 8-foot-high room, 
its walls, floors  and ceilings completely 
covered with mirrored panels. It will most 
literally  expand the consciousness of any 
who enters  it,  repeating or showing him 
off from “lmposslble” wgrrn’s eye. or 
overhead mulhple views in a gaudy dls- 

play of ornnisc&nce, ~n terms of crea- 
tive process, the artist can be imagined 
giddily incarcerating himself in. such a 
chamber-of the mind, 

,If solipsism is the watchword that upites 
his boxes with their hypodermics, his pin- 
covered leaning chairs, his colored yarn 
whorls, bent forks, and razor-blade cock- 
tails, Samaras also joins an eccentric 
tradition in Amerlcan  art. -His work 
stands, i t  seems to me, between the nos- 
talgic jewel cases of Joseph Corn’ell, and 
the bone-chain-glass-eye aggregations of 
Alfonso  Ossono. But he is not as poetic 
as  the  first, qor anywhere near as brutish 
as  the second. There IS a rather calcu- 
lated effeminacy about his  effects that 
allies him, at times, with the chiffon- 
swathed, yet ghastly ashes and  pearl con- 
coctions of Bruce Conner. 

But  such  a comparison, oddly enough, 
makes  him look only the more detached. 
The  further one studies a Samaras as- 
semblage, the  more convincing does it ap- 
pear as an abstract,  even decorative, ob- 
ject. But I hasten to add that this  abstrac- 
tlon seems to arise out of its own obses- 
sive elaboration of patterns,  opposed to 
any halson  with the  current repeating 

’ formats of abstract  art. Then too, Samaras’ 
hovr 01 vacuri has pointillist connotations: 



pinheads  serve as color  molecules or 
breakups of chromatlc grounds-all deli- 
cateIy  relterated. His earher  fascmatlon 
w~th  the optlcal  changes  made by over- 
laps of colored  plastxs 1s another  aspect 
of that  decoratwe  instlnct  whlch is yet 
Crnged wlth a sllghtly panrc gropmg  to- 
ward  mfmty. 

In  the  end,  Samaras  accompllshes  wlth 
ease the  transfer of banal and repulvvc 
materials into  an  uncmny  glitter  It IS a 
sltuatlon for w h c h  the  Surrealist  denva- 

tiom of his works do not, in themselves, 
glve account  Some  larger Impulse wlthln 
seems to have  carned h m  past precloslty: 
a creatwe  prlnclple to whlch  all  motlfs 
are subsumed  Whether it be In the  damty 
hornelmess of hls execdtron, his capactty 
to change  scale  from very small to  grand. 
or In rhe menagene of hls sensations, one 
percelves a prodlgal lmagmatlon. It  feeds 
upon ~tself, but In domg so, gnnds up, or 
rather  pulverlzes,  the  psycho-sexual  alarms 
that can also be found  wlthln  ourselves. 

FILMS /Robert Hatch 
Chuslngura is the  flnest movie spectacle 
I have  ever  seen  These  gargantuan  epics 
are not my Idea oi how best to use the 
screen, but this tale of Japan’s forty- 
seven samura~ martqrs to honor ~b the 
only  pcture of the sort that 1 hare  ever 
sat through  ~n wllllng captlvity o r  could 
contemplate  seemg  agaln. 

Partly,  the  acceptance sterns from  the 
exotlclsm of the work. A legend of 18th- 
century  Japan  mevltably  contams  more 
novelty  and  pleasant  surprlse  than  can 
be  expected In accounts of Gcneslh, 
Lawrence of Arabla,  or  the  Wlnnlng of 
the West, as lmagmed by our commer- 
clal hlm makers. But  partly  the fllm’s 

lure 1s Intnnsc.  It E. m the  flrst  place 
extraordlnarlly  and unfallm_ely heautlfnl 
in its sites and  settlngs  Hlroshi  Inagahr. 
the directors. does  not  fall Into the fre- 
quent  Western  fallacy ot brlnglng  legend 
down to earth,  he sets hls tale ag‘llnst ;I 

background  painstaklngly  designed to 
ravish  the  eyes Beyond that,  the f l l m  
is performed  ~n a mannered  and pollshed 
style  that rnalntams an edge ok elegance 
and control ~n the sprawl of plot C h u m -  
guru 1s pageantry and dance,  ceremony 
and  tournev, I t  is never  happen\tance. 

For a Japanese,  the f l l m  may he an 
O C C ~ S I O ~  of patnotlsm,  even of plety, bot 
Westein  wewen  do best. I thrnk. to srnk 
into I t  passively, as Into a reverie It 
is so long  (three and a half hour\)  and 
moves  with  such  dellberatlon from one 
flst of vlolence to  the  next,  that i€  you 
lry lo pdrtmpate In Its narratlvc you 
w ~ l l  flnd  yourself  stumbling  ahead of 
the  actlon.  Moreover,  the  rnotlvatlons 
of  the work make to Western rnmds a 
kmd of dream senEe. The emotions- 
prlde,  loyalty,  greed, vengeance-are fa- 
millar enough,  but  wlth LIS they are hal- 
anced. negotiated and transposed accord- 
ing to dlfferent  formulas  Not even In 
feudalism or  the  code of ch~valry  can  one 
frnd satlsfymg parallels to the hehablnr 
of these warrior lords  and  thelr  ladles. 
What the protagomsts do IS clear and 
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convstent  enough, but I think i t  would 
be ~mposdAe  except In a  dream  for  an 
Occidental to “feel”  them  dolng It. 

So for LIL Chusirrgura 1s lnevltnbly a 
part14 experience I t  offers  v~sual  pIeasure 
a t  a superb level of restralned  taste  and 
provldes  teasmg  mslghts  Into  the  sprlngs 
of comples  and  remote psychology But 
for all Its redundant  and  Implacable VIO- 

Icnce, I t  does  not  offer us the  satlsfylng 
re5olutlon of tragedy or the  exhllaratlon 
of part~crpat~on In herox affam  that 
presumably Its countrymen  can  derlve 
from I I  It becomes  clearer  all the t m e ,  
I think,  that world brotherhood, If it 
ever comes. wlll rest on  mutual  trust  and 
tolerance  Jt least as much as on shared 
understandmg. 

structed The first third at least of its 
running t m e  I S  devoted  to the attempts 
of three rntddle-aged soldlers to plck up 
a t n o  of factory glrls in a prowncral 
dance  hall.  This  provldes a certain  amount 
of feckless  merrlrnent. but i t  goes on 
much too Ions for patrence or plausl- 
bhty,  and ~t has only  the most tenuous 
connectlon Kith the m a n  \tor), whlch 
IS of 3 lore affalr between one of the 
glrls and  the  plano  player from Prague 
who IS on the  platform  that  evenmg. 

The heart of thls tale. whlch amounts 
to llttle more than a bhort. 15 that ihe 
herome 15 LIS dlrect In actlon as she IS 

n a v e  In splrlt Some time  durlng the 
night, her  nlus~cal  \educer  (he  employs 
the “I can feel y o u  don‘t  truit  me” tech- 
nque,  which 1s s l ~ l l  apparentlSI new  to 
the grrls of Ihe  Czech h ~ n t e ~ l a n d )  says 
she must come to Prague 5ome ddy.  and 
advances hn purpo5e stlll further by 
glvlng her  the  address of the flat he 
shares with hl\ parcnth So a quick hltch- 
hlbe  later.  the  parents  are  confronted 
late In the nlyht ul th  what  looks to  them 
very much llhe :I stray  cat When the 
boy  comes  home  after  bemg  outwtted by 
a Prague g r l  who  understands plan0 
playen.  the f d m l l y  goes Into a slnpst lck 
round of mutual  recrlmmatwns  that  ends 
a l t h  the three of them thrmhlng about In 
one bed and the girl ueeprng  her eqes 
out on the other srde ot the door We 
are told rn a sequel  that  evervthlng 
work7 out splendidly. J prognow I 
drdn‘t €or J moment hel~e \e  nfrer  catch- 
Ing :I glimpse of the hero’s  wsle In 
Prague girls 

T h l \  I \  Irfc. dcfmed :rnd performed at  
the levcl of televrswn romance tLtnd 

from everyone’s  nose) 1 lihe 11  ell 
enotrzh. hut l’m surprlzed 1 h . r t  ar need 
to Import IL. 

pllutuyt.tphtd v ~ ~ i h  :hc :::::IC!.: 6 !pchpc 
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