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Mariko Mori has
filled the Royal
Academy with her
whispering poetry
and gigantic lava
lamps. It's new age
twaddle, but it still
leaves Waldemar

wo

mportant  cvenis
are due 1 ocour
Friday Both have
conncctions with the
Royal Academy. The
the last day of the
Algermon Newton  exhibition;
Newton was an undervalued
Royal Academician whose
atmaspheric cityscapes from the
19505 I'll be adminng further on
in this review. Before that, we
need 10 deal with Friday's other
big event: the end of the world

on

st is

According to complex read
ings of the Mayan calendar,
Friday is going to be the last day
of human existence. Fascinat
ingly, the Mariko Mori show
that has just opened at the
Royal Academy also cites this
big day, December 21, as its peg
The show has been timed, the
press release says, speatfically o
te in with the winter solstice,
the Mayan apocalypse and
the ensuing cycle of cosmic
regencration. Indeed, its e,
Rebirth, &s a direct reference
w the big incrrelationship

Januszczak
with a
warm glow

between these big beginnings
and ends

All this is, of course, complete
twaddle. As an institution, the
RA's press office is spectacularly
unqualibed o make any trust-
worthy pronouncements upon
cosmic chronology. Regular
readers will know already where
| stand on new-age thinking,
Mayan calendars, winter sol
stices and the like. In this case,
however, having enjoyed a quick
guffaw at the RA's antics, it
SCCmS PErtinent 10 tPoe acToss
the outer perimeters, at least, of
the druidic mind-set

The fact is, Mori's art is so
ransparently addicsed 10 cosmic
ideas, so deeply embedded in
new-age thinking, that to leave
the implicanons of December 21
entircly unconsidered  here
would consttute an aa of
The first thing you
the the
opening stadrs is a glowing blob
of pale ectoplasm, suspended
from the ceiling, which seems
10 be whispering cosmje poetry
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at you. On doser inspection,
the glowing blob wrns owt to
be two interconnected blobs,
vagucly birdlike in their out-
hnes, a pair of phantasmagorical
peace doves, Inspired, | fancy
by the streamlined bird forms
of Brancusi, an
abstracted cuddle

Their poem tells you: “We are
here/We came here to experi
ence love/We came here to feel
peace/We came | 1o share
harmony.” It's twaddle
but because it is delivered by
Mon herself, in a sexy Japancse
whisper, it scems somchow %0
have done away with the need
0 mean anything secure. This
is the poetic equivalent of the
canned  music hear in
Japancse Bfts: soothing word
sounds welcoming you to the
bullding and promising an
absence of fnction or harshness

enjoying

yes,

you

in the experience ahead

The exhibition that follows
duly relentlessly
cosmic agenda, with a succes
sion of soothing sights that cbb

pursues a
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and flow, pulse and throb,
quiver and glow. Mood-wise, it's
like swimming through a gigan-
tic lava lamp. The huge opening
installation, called Tom Na H-iu
Il, is a perfectly white room, at
the end of which stands a throb
bing glass monolith shaped like
an emormous truncheon, three
times taller than you. White it

glows, then blue, then white

'he work Mori
creates is elegant
and minimal —
it's as if your
spirit is being
massaged by an
invisible geisha
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again. Apparcntly, this glass
menhir is hooked up to a science
kb in Japan that is actally
monftoring neutrinos ematted by
a dying star, so what you are
waiching is the final ballad in
light of a fading supermova

A few wwilit throbs deeper
into the show, you come across
Iranscircle 1.1, a ring of nine
more artificial menhirs, coloured




he painted land of the bhouses starts 10 I«

Game of Althot :
spooky. The evening hight effects

stones: scapes it is his mo

¥
the colours VICWS Juict of nortt stop feeling uil and stan
of Morl's London that are truly ocla fecling ominous. Something s
Transcircle n a Newton cityscape, nothing sbout 10 happen. On  seco
L1, left, are nuch happen here's a can thoughts, perhaps the Algernon
in syne with A road. Some houses. Some Newton exhibion would not
the planets hadows. The ordinary world is  be a good place 1o head on
In our solar yein wch-perfectly described  Friday. G

system <l engoyed for its ordinariness

Below, Tom That's what you think initially Mariko Mori, |

mdon W1, un

Na W I hen the Newtonkan effect takes

hold. The shadows begin to feel

permon Nesston, |

s tad lengthy. The ordinariness  Lomdlon W1, sumai! Fri

pink, green and yellow. This  dress up as a manga robot and  racing another mystenous sparal

time. their colours are In syne  photograph  hersell nd n the dark. Impeccably pe
with the orbits of the planets In  escalalors or dancing sented,  preciscly akulated

our solar system. Imagine the of 1oy shops. The faulthessly eng

Avcbury ring remade In < vixen®, they called her 1otally batty cres

and hooked up to an nser ime the Cindy Sherman era  sort you get

planctary LED dusplay s of women artists were  artsts. Yayol Kus has her
All this Is gently fascinating  dressing up as other people and  dots. Yoko Ono has her all-whil

and dreamily beautiful. Every nergetically sifting through the  chess pleces. Mariko Mori has

thing you see here is done with  gender wines muddled up in  her plastic cosmos

plastics and polymers, LED wer. Yet wher at And if, on Friday, the cosmx

ighung and yet U an investigation gloomotogists tum out ¢ &4

moods that arc ersion right, and the end of the world

for are invariably ancient and emed Insicad 1w celebrate  does indeed commence can
Buddhistic. Somewhere way female superficiality. Presenting  think of far worse places o
back in past, hersell as a cute manga robot and face It thar n
the new and the okl sex encased In stlver Jo sh he oval opening of Morl's
amazingly, to have settded thetr  became one robot a pering artificial sky
differences and bonded. 11 In this dasplay, o« s inler See you there
proportions Mor refers | n onnect ess that Is contnu At the Dandel Katz Gallery
lranscircle 1.1 may be primity ously being stressed, rather than  Algermon Newton would make
and Stonchengey — the propor difference. The show’s finest  another good o 1 for the
sons of monoit whirs  work is her newest: a dark spiral  big goodbye, His vision was so

but  the simospheres  sh mnned down which you wander calming and gemtle. Beaven
creates are clegant and mir axd from whach you emerg away quictly i
as i your spirit is being exper blinking, into a haunung twilight 19305, Newtor
massaged by an invisible getsha.  with an oval opening above it of presences

When Mori first appeared, in hire 1 this oval, you look out

¢ 1990s, having trained  at an aruficial sky across which

gner, shewouki a wandering glow is nimbly 1he sofa




