FROM THE EARTH... BACK TO THE EARTH AGAIN
Do not read me if you haven’t flown a kite on Clean Monday.

Do not read me if you don’t know any past perfect...

Nikos Karouzos
That lad, Angelos, will drive me crazy! First, I was fascinated by his award winning film "From the Earth to the Moon", a moving poem that flies me to the skies of imagination and then, he throws me back to reality and to the question : "What is painting today?" All the more so, by showing me a series of enthralling paintings in which the virtuosity of the execution competes with the noble-mindedness of the conception. In this new series entitled "Christ  Re-Crucified" there is more than the artist's effort to settle old scores with the 70s, the symbols, the myths, the star system or its multilevel picture-making. There is also the artist’s decision to paint a timeless comedia divina commencing with the Death by Crucifixion on Mount Calvary and ending with the dead body of Che, with his eyes open and so vivid.
In between there are falls and rises, the beggars and the rulers of the world, Holbein and Columbus, as well as the anonymous people if it weren’t for whom, no one would know the lives and stories of the famous ones.
How am I to explain to Angelos that what he does, that is an enchanting acrobatics between painting and cinema, moving and static images, the techniques of collage and montage, is exactly what I am trying to teach - I’m afraid not with great success – at the university; a lesson in visual conscience, and a presentation of aesthetics as a way of life. An uphill battle in insensitive times. For it is not the students whom I actually seek to teach, who still indulge in the presumption of innocence, but their parents, my generation with its mistakes. All those who hide behind a faux art and a spurious culture in which false has long ago ostracized true and original is jeered as dangerous. 

Fancy lawyers-collectors who buy paintings passing bad checks while laurel-crowned poets and intellectuals acknowledge establishment-serving journalists who have decided to wash away their sins in the doggerel of mere striplings. And all this is praised within the walls of the new Acropolis Museum in the presence of high-ranking politicians. In this country appearances always triumph over essence. This - and much more - is what Angelos is painting in an implied and penetrating way. This is what he is talking about. For those who can appreciate it…
Spartalis’ art, a géniale effort that brings together painting and cinema as well as the Greek way of doing things and the international avant-garde, stands out although it is not subsidized by a bank or supported by the Ministry of Culture. It’ a safe bet: Spartalis' art won’t be exhibited in the National Museum of Contemporary Art.  Instead the museum will exhibit the work of those in charge. For contemporary Greek art often resembles a silent wild river running literally under the feet of the “officials” and the “connoisseurs”. Just as well!

Manos Stefanides
Tinos, Easter Monday 2014
P.S. Our era is full of empty self-complacency. We are proud we have seen Bob Wilson’s work. But imagine that, in the end of the 15th century, the Dutch villagers were able to watch the "Mysteries", the religious representations by the monks of the "Illustre Brotherhood of Our Blessed Lady" illustrated by Hieronimus Bosch. The latter made a living by completing/finishing his father’s, Anthonius van Aken, unfinished paintings, at the same time Jorge Manuel did the same for El Greco. Reverse genius, adverse course. May the future, whatever it may hold, vindicate Angelos’ efforts (not Akotantos, but our  Angelos). And this, mostly because he is dreaming of the future in terms of history without underestimating or ignoring the past. In other words, loving and exploiting every single way in which yesterday inseminates tomorrow.. 
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