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New York NY 10011
tel 212 445 0051
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McENERY

AMERINGER

YOH E

WOLF KAHN
19 November – 23 December 2015
catalogue available







Alexandre Gallery
New Location: 724 Fifth Avenue, 4th floor (at 57th)  New York 10019  212.755.2828   www.alexandregallery.com

Bait II, 2015, oil on canvas, 84 x 66  inches

John Walker  

LOOKING OUT  

TO SEA
November 3 through December 22

Exhibition will be accompanied by an 180-page 

fully-illustrated book published by the gallery  

surveying fifteen years of John Walker’s paintings





Kay WalkingStick
New Paintings

19 November 2015 –5 January 2016

The artist is also having her first career retrospective 
Kay WalkingStick: An American Artist at the Smithsonian’s National Museum

of the American Indian through September 16, 2016.

JUNE KELLY GALLERY
166 Mercer Street, NewYork, NY 10012/212-226-1660

www.junekellygallery.com

“Aquidneck Cliffs,“ 2015, oil on panel, 16" x 40"



Once-in-a-lifetime display  

of Japanese masterpieces 

#sotatsuasia.si.edu/sotatsu

Through January 31, 2016

Sōtatsu: Making Waves is co-organized by the Freer Gallery of Art and Arthur M. Sackler Gallery and the 

Japan Foundation. The exhibition is supported by All Nippon Airways Co., Ltd. Special thanks to Tokyo 

University of the Arts. Additional generous support is provided by the Anne van Biema Endowment Fund.

Sōtatsu
MAKING WAVES

only in washington dc



bonhams.com

© 2015 Bonhams & Butterfields Auctioneers Corp. All rights reserved. Principal Auctioneer: Patrick Meade. NYC License No. 1183066-DCA

UPCOMING AUCTIONS

November 4 19th Century  
 European Paintings

November 4 Impressionist  
 and Modern Art

November 9 Fine Oriental Rugs 

November 10 Post-War and Contemporary Art

November 17 Post-War and Contemporary 
 Prints and Multiples

November 18  American Art

November 20 Fine and Rare Wines

November 23 Treasures from the Dream Factory

November 23 California and Western Paintings

ALEXANDER CALDER (1898-1976)

Push Toy, circa 1955 

32in. high

$200,000 - 300,000

Artwork © 2015 Calder Foundation, New York / 
Artists Rights Society (ARS), New York

+1 (888) 379 3240

info.us@bonhams.com



CARLO CRIVELLI

OF VENICE

Opening Oct 22, 2015

Media Sponsor

Exhibition support is provided by the Gladys Krieble Delmas Foundation,
The Samuel H. Kress Foundation, Robert Lehman Foundation,
The Andrew W. Mellon Foundation, and the National Endowment for the Humanities.
The exhibit is supported in part by the Massachusetts Cultural Council, which receives
support from the State of Massachusetts and the National Endowment for the Arts.



C I T Y S C A P E S

 141 Prince St NY  212.677.1340  gallery @ meisels.com  meiselgallery.com.LOUIS K. MEISEL GALLERY . . .

Tom Blackwell

Anthony Brunelli

Robert Cottingham

Betrand Meniel

Robert Neffson

Raphaella Spence

Richard Estes

Robert Gniewek

Don Jacot

19 November 2015 — 30 January 2016

Betrand Meniel, TKTS, 2015, acrylic on linen, 49 x 79”

Photorealist Paintings of City Life By:
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EDITOR’S LETTER

NOVEMBER 2015

T he self-imposed rules artists live by and their directives to posterity 
can be as engaging and confounding a subject as the works themselves. 
Clyford Still, for one, famously stipulated in his will that paintings re-

maining in his possession at the time of his death would go to any American 
city that would build a museum for them; Denver’s Clyford Still Museum 
opened in 2011. And that is fortunate since underlying the celebrated Ab-
stract Expressionist’s paintings is an unusual and thorny issue waiting to be 
explored. In these pages, Patricia Failing looks at Still’s “replicas,” copies he 
made of his own paintings that stand as artworks in their own right. In her 
piece, Failing looks at how the replicas, to which the museum in Denver has 
now devoted an exhibition, are not only central to Still’s entire artistic project, 
but have a far wider resonance. “Replication,” Clyford Still Museum director 
Dean Sobel tells Failing, “turns out to be the basis for Abstract Expression-
ism as a whole.”  

Another artist famously diicult to pin down, but for diferent aesthetic 
reasons, is Frank Stella, who at 79 is still going strong. Rather than repeat-
ing or playing of his signature style, he changes it. His stark paintings of the 
1960s led critics to tag him as a Minimalist, but then he veered of in a very 
diferent, much more baroque direction. He has never been content to settle 
in a groove. On the eve of Stella’s career retrospective at the Whitney Mu-
seum, Andrew Russeth visited him in his upstate New York studio, and there 
found an artist who, as Whitney director Adam Weinberg puts it, remains 
“absolutely fearless.”

Also in this issue, Jon Lackman visits two artists who are also, in a dif-
ferent way, equally fearless. he team, known as !Mediengruppe Bitnik, has 
been hacking into surveillance systems. hey even mailed a hidden camera 
to Julian Assange. hey are interested in power and privacy, and they have 
judiciously walked the line of legality to make their art. With some recent 
high-proile commissions coming to fruition, Lackman wonders, can their 
work work within the system?

And inally, our cover story: as the Performa biennial takes over New York 
for its sixth edition—and its tenth anniversary—Hannah Ghorashi speaks 
with performance art’s breakout star, Marina Abramović, and looks at the 
questions being raised by ever more elaborate performance artworks—not 
the least of them, how should performers be paid for their work?

SARAH DOUGLAS, EDITOR-IN-CHIEF
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“I DON’T KNOW HALF AS MUCH AS THERE 
IS TO KNOW, BUT AT LEAST I KNOW HALF”: 

A TALK WITH RICHARD PRINCE

BY BILL POWERS

richardprince1234 58s

richardprince1234 I thought this was the end. Then it
started over.



Q&A

NOVEMBER 2015

BILL POWERS: WHY IS KELLY MADISON YOUR FAVORITE 
MOVIE STAR?
Richard Prince: Because I know her. I don’t know any 
other movie stars. I’ve photographed her a couple of 
times in L.A. She makes her own movies. Runs her 
own production and distribution company. Most of the 
movies she makes, she’s in. And she’s never messed with 
her God-given body.  

BP: IS IT TRUE THAT A FAMOUS SERIAL KILLER ONCE 
WORKED AT THE POST OFFICE NEAR YOUR HARLEM 
STUDIO?
RP: David Berkowitz. Son of Sam. Right across the 
street from my studio. In the post office. What’d he 
shoot? Like, seven people? I’m not sure if it’s true, but 
Berkowitz told the police that a neighbor’s dog talked to 
him. Told him to kill people who were necking in cars 
parked in Lover’s Lane. Fucking making out and you get 
one in the head.

BP: THE BEST SUPER GROUP OF ALL TIME?
RP: Blind Faith was the first super group, wasn’t it? 
I don’t know. Crosby, Stills & Nash? Not sure if they 
qualify as a super group, but Bob Wills and His Texas 
Playboys swing pretty hard.

BP: WHO SHOULD WE ELECT AS OUR NEXT PRESIDENT?
RP: I don’t vote. Why? There’s no one to vote for. Never 
has been. I didn’t even vote for class president in high 
school. Bunch of schmucks. Seriously. They’re all the 
same. Always have been. I grew up having to stomach 
Nixon and Spiro Agnew. Who the fuck cares? Can you 
tell me who the president of France was when Gauguin 
was off in Tahiti painting his beautiful paintings? 

BP: IS IT TRUE THAT YOU GOT DEATH THREATS OVER 
YOUR RECENT INSTAGRAM PORTRAITS?
RP: Yes, that’s true. Can you believe that? The 
Instagram portraits hit a nerve. “Is it safe?” That’s the 
way some people reacted. Like I was Laurence Olivier 
in Marathon Man. No Novocain. Drilling into an 
exposed cavity. 

BP: I HEARD YOU PUT YOUR MOTHER IN A JEWISH 
NURSING HOME BECAUSE SHE WAS ANTI-SEMITIC.
RP: My mother was a lot of things. Old-school 
Republican. Worked for Joe Kennedy back in the ’40s. 
Joined the OSS in World War Two. Just before she died 
she told me how she used to hide in people’s closets. 
That’s when we lived in Panama. Spy vs. Spy shit. I 
was never sure what to believe. Innuendo. Half-truths. 

That’s how I grew up. I never knew what she or my 
father did for a living. I never cared. I did put her in a 
Jewish nursing home when she was in her 90s. Why? I 
always wanted a Jewish mother.

BP: DID YOU ONCE GET FIRED FROM A BOOKSTORE 
FOR FUCKING THE OWNER’S WIFE? 
RP: I never got fired for fucking the wife of the 
bookstore’s owner. He wasn’t the owner. 

BP: WHAT IS YOUR DEFINITION OF A PERVERT?
RP: I know you want some kind of sexual zinger, but 
I think people who fuck dead people is the only thing 
I can come up with. People who drug people and wait 
for them to pass out and then fuck them. Is that too 
obvious? Or am I being obtuse?

BP: WHAT’S THE STORY WITH THOSE BLACK BRA 
PAINTINGS?
RP: That was the name of a rock band I was in when 
I stayed in Rome in ’90 to ’91. It was me and this girl 
Dennis. The only thing she wore onstage was a black bra. 
She was keying off Valie Export. I was riffing on Mose 
Allison on piano, only sonically. I was a loud Jimmy Jiver. 
We always played two different songs at the same time. 
Dennis was a part-time terrorist. She had it in for the 
Pope. She hated religion. Said religion fucked everything 
up. She once went to the Vatican and defecated “in their 
temple.” She got arrested. Did five days in the stir. When 
she emerged, she started wearing an additional black bra 
over the one she was already wearing. She claimed four 
tits were better than two. I never argued with her. I was 
too busy learning how to play “My Way.” There are a lot 
of chords in that song.

BP: GLENN O’BRIEN’S PET PEEVE ON SOCIAL MEDIA 
IS WHEN PEOPLE WISH HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO DEAD 
CELEBRITIES. DO YOU HAVE ANY PET PEEVES?
RP: Junior minds. I’m a snob. I don’t know half as much 
as there is to know. But at least I know half.  

BP: THERE’S A STORY THAT THERE WAS A MADONNA 
ALBUM COVER SHOT ON YOUR BED?
RP: Like A Virgin. Yes. In my bed. That’s where the 
photograph was taken. Steven Meisel took the photo. 
The best thing about that day was riding around 
with Steven Meisel and Lisa Robinson. We went out 
that night to Coney Island. Senior minds. Nonstop 
exformation superb! They were mutiny on the bounty. 
Thrilling. They should have had their own TV show.
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opposite Untitled (portrait), 2015.

Richard Prince lives and works in New York City. His solo 
show at Barbara Gladstone, “Cowboy,” closed last month. 
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“JOHN BALDESSARI: THE STÄDEL PAINTINGS”
STÄDEL MUSEUM, FRANKFURT

NOVEMBER 5 - JANUARY 24

To mark the Städel Museum’s bicentennial, California Conceptual artist 
John Baldessari has produced a new series of works based on masterpieces 
owned by the museum. Baldessari, known for his wry art about art, will 
take on work by such artists as Dirck van Baburen, Lucas Cranach the 
Elder, and Maria Lassnig. In a typical move for Baldessari, the large-scale 
collages that result will pit text against image, likely with more than a hint 
of sardonic humor.

“ANOTHER MINIMALISM: ART AFTER CALIFORNIA 
LIGHT AND SPACE”
FRUITMARKET GALLERY, EDINBURGH

NOVEMBER 14 - FEBRUARY 21

With so many artists using light in large-scale installations, it’s high time 
an exhibition took a close look at the influence of artists like Robert Irwin 
and Larry Bell, who rose to fame in the ’60s as part of the California Light 
and Space movement. This show rethinks the history of Light and Space by 
looking at its inspiration to artists on both the West and East Coasts and 
beyond, from Jeppe Hein’s mirrored sculptures to Tacita Dean’s slow, pensive 
films.

VIJA CELMINS
SECESSION, VIENNA

NOVEMBER 20 - JANUARY 31

Vija Celmins’s prints of oceans and spiderwebs resemble photographs. 
They seem, at first glance, to have been barely touched by the artist, and 
yet they are very much labored over. This show focuses specifically on the 
Latvian-born, New York–based artist’s prints, which play on the tension 
between the handmade and the mass-produced, and abstraction and 
figuration.

James Welling, #9818, 2009.

Vija Celmins, Untitled, 1970.

John Baldessari, Movie Scripts/Art: …With a fly crawling on it, 2014.
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Visit invaluable.com to bid live on fine art and antiques 
ofered at auctions from around the world.
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“JACKSON POLLOCK: BLIND SPOTS”
DALLAS MUSEUM OF ART, DALLAS

NOVEMBER 20 - MARCH 20

The title of this exhibition refers to the overlooked works by the Abstract 
Expressionist—the paintings, dating from between 1947 and 1949, that 
brought Pollock out of the rut of semi-figuration and into total abstraction. 
These so-called “black paintings” foreshadow Pollock’s signature paint splat-
ters with their all-over compositions and black dribbles. For Pollock fans, 
“Blind Spots,” the first survey of this kind in three decades, is essential.

“KATHRYN ANDREWS: RUN FOR PRESIDENT”
MUSEUM OF CONTEMPORARY ART, CHICAGO

NOVEMBER 21 - MAY 8

Los Angeles–based up-and-comer Kathryn Andrews gets her first museum 
show with “Run for President,” an exhibition that loosely follows the arc 
of an elected president. Andrews’s Pop-inspired assisted readymades, which 
often feature film stills, will track the rise and fall of an American leader, 
using that narrative as an allegory for the career of an artist. Though theoreti-
cally loaded, Andrews’s work is also funny—her interest in the instability of 
images is tempered by her use of pictures of fruit, sailors, and clowns.

“DIANA THATER: THE SYMPATHETIC IMAGINATION”
LOS ANGELES COUNTY MUSEUM OF ART, LOS ANGELES

NOVEMBER 22 - FEBRUARY 21

Californian artist Diana Thater has become known for her grand, oblique video 
installations, which can be so big, in fact, that they are difficult to exhibit. This 
LACMA survey is a treat because it brings so many works by Thater together 
in one space. Now, in the most comprehensive show of Thater’s work to date, 
viewers can move between the artist’s acclaimed installation about light, based 
on a video shot at Monet’s studio, and a newer environment about the architec-
ture of an Indian temple, all within in the same show.

Jackson Pollock, Number 15, 1951, 1951.

Kathryn Andrews, Lounge Chair, 2015.

Diana Thater, Untitled Videowall (Butterf lies), 2008. FR
O

M
 T

O
P:

 ©
2
0
1
5
 T

H
E 

PO
LL

O
C

K-
KR

A
SN

ER
 F

O
U

N
D

AT
IO

N
/

A
RT

IS
TS

 R
IG

H
TS

 S
O

C
IE

TY
 (A

RS
), 

N
EW

 Y
O

RK
/

M
U

SE
U

M
 L

U
D

W
IG

 1
9

7
6

, 
A

C
Q

U
IR

ED
 W

IT
H

 T
H

E 
SU

PP
O

RT
 O

F 
TH

E 
ST

AT
E 

O
F 

N
RW

; 
D

AV
ID

 R
EG

EN
/

C
O

U
RT

ES
Y 

G
LA

D
ST

O
N

E 
G

A
LL

ER
Y,

 N
EW

 Y
O

RK
 

A
N

D
 B

RU
SS

EL
S 

A
N

D
 D

AV
ID

 K
O

RD
A

N
SK

Y 
G

A
LL

ER
Y,

 L
O

S 
A

N
G

EL
ES

; 
PH

O
TO

: 
©

FR
ED

RI
K 

N
ILS

EN
; 
A

RT
: 
©

D
IA

N
A

 T
H

AT
ER

/
C

O
U

RT
ES

Y 
1

3
0

1
PE

, 
LO

S 
A

N
G

EL
ES



Postwar Germanic 
Expressions: 
Gits from Michael Werner

SEPTEMBER 12, 2015-

APRIL 24, 2016

Phillips Music: 
Sunday Concerts 
75th Anniversary

OCTOBER 2015–MAY 2016

UP CLOSE AND PERSONAL WITH  

MASTERWORKS & MUSICIANS

TICKETS AT PHILLIPSCOLLECTION.ORG

Paul Gauguin, NAFEA faaipoipo (When Will You Marry?), 1892. Oil on canvas, 40 x 30 1/2 in. The Rudolf Staechelin Collection; 
Pablo Picasso, The Absinthe Drinker, 1901. Oil on canvas, 31 7/8 x 23 5/8 in. Im Obersteg Foundation, permanent loan to the 
Kunstmuseum Basel © 2015 Estate of Pablo Picasso / Artists Rights Society (ARS), New York; Markus LÜpertz, Man and Mirror, 
2011. Mixed media on canvas, 32 x 39 1/4 in. The Phillips Collection, Git of Michael Werner; The Phillips Camerata performing in 
the Phillips Music Room, May 2014

Gauguin to Picasso: 
Masterworks from 
Switzerland, 
The Staechelin & 
Im Obersteg 
Collections

OCTOBER 10, 2015-

JANUARY 10, 2016

1600 21st Street, NW, Washington, DC
#PhillipsGoesSwiss  |

Gauguin to Picasso is co-organized by The Phillips Collection and the Museo Nacional Centro de Arte 
Reina SofÍa in collaboration with the Im Obersteg Foundation and the Rudolf Staechelin Family Trust.

Generous funding is provided by the Rudolf Staechelin Family Trust  
as well as Sotheby’s and the Robert Lehman Foundation.

With significant contributions from Les Dialogues de l’Art, Basel

Brought to you by the Exhibition Commi	ee for Gauguin to Picasso: Masterworks from Switzerland:  
Joan and Dan Mulcahy and Harold and Nancy Zirkin. 

The exhibition is supported by an indemnity from the Federal Council on the Arts and the Humanities.

Additional support is provided by



DISPATCHES

NOVEMBER 2015

T here have been two former attempts to translate the 
art world into a successful reality television series. 
Work of Art, which debuted in 2010 and ran for two 

seasons on Bravo, had up-and-coming artists compete 
for a solo exhibition at the Brooklyn Museum (“the 
world famous Brooklyn Museum,” in the show’s parlance) 
and a cash prize of $100,000. Each week, contestants 
made work focused on a theme (“Create a work of art 
based on your Audi experience,” etc.). A panel of judges 
that included the dealer (and contributor to this maga-
zine) Bill Powers and New York magazine art critic Jerry 
Saltz assessed their creations. The show was something 
of a rewriting of an earlier show, Artstar, in which artists 
competed to participate in a group show at the gallery 
Deitch Projects, which I don’t count as an attempt 
because the show was more of an extended commercial 
for Jeffrey Deitch, that gallery’s owner. Work of Art’s main 
legacy has proven to be the addition of 100,000 or so 
followers to Saltz’s various social-media accounts.

The next attempt, which also aired on Bravo, was 
Gallery Girls. The show featured “seven women trying 
to make it in the cutthroat New York City art world.” A 
suspicious number of them either worked at a high-end 
boutique called End of Century or were interns at 
Klein Sun Gallery (huh?), then located in SoHo, a 
neighborhood that in 2012, when the show aired, was 

more of a historic outpost of the New York art world 
than an actual place where people went to buy or look 
at art. Klein Sun moved to Chelsea after the show was 
canceled after one season. One of the women on the 
show became a real-estate agent in Florida.

Into this Götterdämmerung stumbles Art Breakers, 
which premiered in October on Ovation. (The network’s 
motto is “Art Everywhere.”) The title, and it pains me 
to have to spell this out, appears to be a pun on “heart-
breakers,” which itself—I suppose—is in reference to 
the fact that the two stars of the series are female and 
blond. Better than the woefully demeaning Gallery Girls, 
or that series’ original title, Paint the Town, but Jesus. The 
Art Breakers’ names are Carol Lee Brosseau and Miller 
Gaffney. They are former sorority sisters from Baylor 
University (alma mater of Rand Paul) and graduates of 
the Sotheby’s Institute (from which at least one Gallery 
Girls alumnus has graduated as well), and they work in 
that murkiest of professional fields, art advising. In the 
third episode, when Brosseau and Gaffney are trying to 
talk a prospective client into letting them buy the art 
for the “corporate office for a really important juicing 
company,” the two lay out what it is they do, exactly.

Brosseau: Just like you would use a financial advisor 
to invest your money because of their knowledge 

28

WHAT BECOMES OF 
THE BROKEN HEARTED? 

Art Breakers and the art world’s reality TV problem

BY M.H. MILLER
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above Carol Lee Brosseau (left) and Miller Gaffney (right) 

of Art Breakers.SA
M
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and expertise, we do the same thing. We watch the 
art market and we’re going to help you make smart 
investments with your money.

Gaffney: We’re looking at who’s hot, who’s increased 
in value, the latest auction records—we do this every 
day. Basically, we’re gonna make you a lot of money. 

The art advisor is a bit of a grab bag of roles—curator, 
interior designer, dealer, buyer. The line dividing these 
roles is ever hazier because the sole aim of nearly every 
art professional is to make a lot of money, and many of 
them do. (The exception, I can say with authority, is the 
art writer, who has obviously made a horrible mistake.) 
Let’s think of advisors as opportunistic personal shop-
pers for the culturally aspirational, or, for those inclined 
to see their collections as a future financial investment, 
something like a hedge-fund manager, using art as 
capital.

The most common refrain of advisors, though, is 
that they provide “access.” “The most important thing 
an art advisor can provide is access,” the advisor Mark 
Fletcher told the New York Times in 2006. Brosseau 
reiterated this point to me in a brief phone conversa-
tion before her show aired. “I think the art world can be 
intimidating to people not in it,” she said. “And people 

don’t feel confident trying to enter into it. We’re hoping 
to inspire people to feel a little bit more welcome.” 
The notion of giving people access to the art world is 
the default sales pitch of a variety of recent art-world 
business ventures, most of them run by advisors like 
Brosseau and Gaffney, and it is both condescending 
and accurate. By selling the need for access, advisors 
merely perpetuate the notion of insularity. All in all, not 
a terrible business model. 

As for the show, what can I say? The first episode features 
the following voice-over introduction from our stars: 

Brosseau: Buying art is not for the faint of heart. 

Gaffney: It’s a multibillion-dollar industry…

Brosseau: …and the biggest party around. The art 
world is our world. 

Gaffney: Cuba! Vegas! Hollywood? 

Brosseau: We travel the globe in search of the chicest 
galleries and hottest artists. 
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And so forth. With the exception of Jack Shainman—a 
dealer of great American artists, including Nick Cave, 
Hank Willis Thomas, and Carrie Mae Weems—whose 
brief appearance on this show is, as far as I can tell, 
a low point in his career, I’ve never heard of most of 
the “chicest” galleries nor of almost any of the “hottest” 
artists. (This isn’t to say that I’m the last word on 
the contemporary canon, or that these people aren’t 
perfectly nice, but hey, I also watch the art market every 
day, to paraphrase my subjects. I want a TV show, too!) 
One of my favorite moments on Art Breakers comes 
when Brosseau and Gaffney walk into a Los Angeles 
gallery called Kopeikin Gallery (I have never heard of 
it) and inquire about a photograph by an artist named 
Blake Little (I have never heard of him). They have the 
following exchange with a gallery employee. 

Brosseau: Is that Blake Little?

Gallery Employee: Yeah, he dumps ten gallons of 
honey on each of his models. 

Brosseau: That’s so hot.

Gaffney: He is the most cutting edge—he is hot right 
now.

Gallery Employee: He’s super hot. 

So incredibly hot and cutting edge! On their journey 
through this sludge of mediocrity, Brosseau and Gaffney 
situate themselves as the Rosencrantz and Guildenstern 
of art peddling. Their characters are comically under-
developed: Brosseau is married and likes to wear black 
clothing. Gaffney is single (“I have a lot of international 
boyfriends,” she says) and likes to wear pastel colors. 
Gaffney’s Southern accent is thicker than Brosseau’s 
Southern accent. Of their personalities, I have nothing 
else to add.

The first episode features a tepid celebrity cameo from 
Mario Lopez, plugging his tequila company. He hires 
Brosseau and Gaffney to commission a work to promote 
the drink. “I want art,” he tells them. “I want a piece of 
art.” In a series of tasks that includes scrolling through 
images on an iPad and other light labor that is too dull 
to address here, Brosseau and Gaffney oblige. (The 
artist from whom they commission a work is a commer-
cial photographer named Sam Hon. I have never heard 

of him.) In another episode, Brosseau and Gaffney buy 
art for a room in the mansion of Brad and Kimberly 
Friedmutter, an architect of Las Vegas hotels and a “life 
manager,” respectively. One work they purchase is a 
glittery butterfly wall piece that has written on it the 
phrase “Your life is unfolding according to the divine 
plan.” No, thank you! The main source of drama in a 
later episode is that the owner of the aforementioned 
“really important juicing company” buys a photograph 
for his office without consulting Brosseau and Gaffney 
first. I mention all of this merely to demonstrate that 
every second of the series is inane, and watching it 
made me feel a tinge of disappointment in having to be 
alive, but mostly it made me feel nothing. 

Of course, reality TV is inane by design, and what I 
appreciate about the form is that it provides me with 
some kind of substantive proof that life is supposed 
to be unbearably disappointing, and that any indica-
tion otherwise is both fleeting and a mistake. Life is, 
in fact, so painful that it kills everyone. My point is 
that we get the television we deserve, and there is a 
fine amount of existential horror nestled somewhere in 
between the contradictory words “reality” and “televi-
sion.” Most reality TV, however accidentally, manages 
to mine the depths of this misery with its wholesale 
fascination in stock characters trading in stalled careers 
(Brett Michaels, etc.), desperate grabs at being noticed 
(Keeping Up with the Kardashians), and useless and 
misguided attempts at falling in love (Brett Michaels 
again, for some reason, and also The Bachelor and its 
numerous spinoffs). 

So why hasn’t the art world done well on televi-
sion? It is equally obsessed with third-rate celebrity 
( James Franco et al) and desperately insecure about 
its popularity, or lack thereof (hence the acceptance 
of all the third-rate celebrities). The contemporary art 
world and reality TV should be kindred spirits. But I 
suspect that any art-world personality charming or 
evil or ridiculous enough to fit into a reality-television 
archetype that might carry a series—the quirky family 
man with a possibly psychotic secret life ( Jeff Koons), 
the attention-starved hanger-on (Klaus Biesenbach), 
the guy who didn’t come here to make friends (Larry 
Gagosian)—doesn’t have enough to gain by partici-
pating. And, unfortunately, watching rich people get 
richer just isn’t very interesting.                 

M.H. Miller is a senior editor at ARTnews. 
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BERLIN 
ON THE PACIFIC

O n the stretch of Wilshire Boulevard opposite the 
Los Angeles County Museum of Art there sits 
a large slab of the Berlin Wall. Contrary to that 

old Missing Persons song—“nobody walks in L.A.!”—
people were bustling about in front of it on an afternoon 
in September. High above them, on the sixth floor of 5900 
Wilshire, a recently renovated 1960s International Style 
skyscraper, the art dealers Sarah Watson and Anna Helwing 
were hard at work at desks in a temporary office, Helwing’s 
rambunctious dachshund, Benno, darting around at their 
feet. The following day, construction was to begin on the 
interior of the two-story, 14,000-square-foot building next 
door, part of the skyscraper’s iconic modernist complex—the 
future Los Angeles branch of Sprüth Magers gallery, where 
the two women will serve as directors.  

That section of the Berlin Wall—the longest in the 
United States, it was installed in 2009 by L.A.’s Wende 
Museum of the Cold War—is a happy coincidence, or 
perhaps a kind of prophecy. Watson and Helwing’s 
bosses, the German art dealers Monika Sprüth and 
Philomene Magers, are fond of comparing Los Angeles, 
with its vibrant culture of contemporary artists, to Berlin, 
where they’ve run a gallery for the past seven years. 
Their Los Angeles outpost, which is set to open early 
next year, is part of a new wave of galleries coming to 
Los Angeles that includes New York’s Maccarone, and 
Hauser & Wirth, which already operates locations in 
Zurich, London, and New York.

Sprüth Magers was founded in 1998 when the two 
Cologne-based dealers merged their businesses. They 
opened a London gallery in 2003, and one in Berlin 
in 2008. The Los Angeles branch, they told me on the 
phone, is motivated by the many L.A.-based artists 
they represent, including Sterling Ruby, Ed Ruscha, 
and John Baldessari. 

Some of their artists already have relationships with 
L.A. galleries, but others lack representation in their 
hometown. Baldessari, for instance, lost his hometown 
gallery of 20 years three years ago when Margo Leavin, 
who had been in business since 1970, shut her doors. 

Sprüth and Magers met Watson in 2011, when she was 
running the now-closed L.A. branch of New York’s L&M 
Gallery in Venice Beach. The Swiss-born Helwing, who 
joined Sprüth Magers last spring, ran her own gallery in 
Culver City from 2003 to 2008. 

What drew Sprüth and Magers to the Wilshire 
Boulevard building was its quintessential L.A. archi-
tecture, but Watson also looks at the gallery’s location 
pragmatically; for her it fit “the formula you look for in 
L.A.: location, location, location—and parking.” (There’s 
a four-floor garage below ground.) L.A.’s galleries can be 
short on foot traffic. (“Sometimes you go two or three 
days without anyone coming in,” Hannah Hoffman, 
whose gallery is in Hollywood, told the New York Times 
recently. “And then all the curators from the Hammer 
Museum come in, and it’s totally worth it.”) But between 
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above Sprüth Magers’s future location, 5900 Wilshire        

Boulevard in Los Angeles.JO
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her proximity to LACMA, that parking garage, and a 
station on the subway’s purple-line extension set to open 
nearby, Watson is intent on visitors. “The gallery is a 
public space at a perfect location,” Watson said. “We are 
looking forward to making great exhibitions with our 
artists available to everyone.”

In September, when I spoke with Watson, the art 
world had its eyes on another L.A. location, down-
town, where billionaire art collector Eli Broad was 
opening his new private museum. The scruffy area 
just east of the Broad has lately seen an explosion 
of galleries, both ones moving there from else-
where in L.A., and newcomers from outside the 
city. Maccarone’s huge space is there and Hauser & 
Wirth’s even bigger one (a whopping 100,000 square 
feet in a former flour mill, called Hauser Wirth & 
Schimmel in partnership with former Museum 
of Contemporary Art, Los Angeles, curator Paul 
Schimmel) will open there in the spring. 

Sprüth Magers is closer to a different Broad museum, 
the Broad Contemporary Art Museum, part of LACMA, 
across the street. Its closest gallery neighbors are in the 
complex at 6150 Wilshire that includes Marc Foxx 
and ACME. Miracle Mile is currently in transition, 
but Sprüth Magers is playing a long game in opening 
there. The city reportedly is pushing for the subway’s 
purple-line extension to open by 2024, in time for the 
Olympics. LACMA’s proposed unification of its campus, 

with a $650 million exhibition hall by Swiss architect 
Peter Zumthor that would straddle Wilshire Boulevard, 
will not open before 2019, but when it does, part of the 
new museum will be just across Spaulding Avenue from 
Sprüth Magers. LACMA would effectively hug the 
gallery. Two miles east on Wilshire, the brothers Maurice 
and Paul Marciano, founders of the Guess fashion label, 
plan to open a private museum for their vast collection 
of contemporary art in a 90,000-plus-square-foot Millard 
Sheets–designed former Masonic temple.

And while the thrust of L.A.’s gallery scene has 
lately been east, galleries have set up shop throughout 
the city. Three miles south of Sprüth Magers is the 
cluster of galleries in Culver City. Three miles north is 
the newer cluster in Hollywood pioneered by a second 
branch of established L.A. gallery Regen Projects. David 
Kordansky, who moved from Culver City to South La 
Brea, is a mile and a half southeast.

“Sarah sees that the art scene has pushed to the east 
where the young galleries are going,” said Watson’s  new 
neighbor, LACMA director Michael Govan. “She’s 
watching how people are splitting the difference—
Culver City, Highland Avenue—so she drew a line 
between them, and the X lands on LACMA.”
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T he slope at Buttermilk, a ski park in Aspen, 
Colorado, is home to the extreme sports compe-
tition the Winter X Games and, on average, 300 

inches of snow per year. In addition to intense weather 
and feats of athletic prowess, skiers this year will also be 
privy to candy-colored flowers, Day-Glo-blue skies, and a 
variety of smiling creatures: the ski-lift tickets have been 
designed by Takashi Murakami.

The Japanese artist, known best to the American public 
for collaborating with Louis Vuitton and marching in the 
Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade as a flower, now joins 
Mark Grotjahn, Karen Kilimnik, David Shrigley, and 
others who have designed lift tickets in collaboration with 

TICKET MASTERS

the Aspen Skiing Company and the Aspen Art Museum. 
The lift-ticket program is celebrating its tenth anniver-
sary this year, which explains the participation of an artist 
as major as Murakami. Before any of these artists were 
commissioned, the lift tickets at Buttermilk were plain—
two-by-three-inch “blank slates,” as Paula Crown, an owner 
of the Aspen Skiing Company, explained. 

A little over ten years ago, Heidi Zuckerman, the 
director of the Aspen Art Museum, came up with a 
remedy to their ordinariness. “I saw people walking 
around town with these lift tickets, and they just looked 
like a generic mountain landscape,” Zuckerman said. “It 
seemed like to not use that space for commissioned work 
by an important artist, it would be a missed opportunity.”

Zuckerman approached Crown with the idea of asking 
artists to design the tickets. The response at the Skiing 
Company was overwhelmingly positive, and in 2005 
Yutaka Sone became the first artist in what would become 
an ongoing collaboration. Sone’s wintry design is filled 
with bursts of light that abstract the image, making it 
more exciting than just another picture of a person flying 
down the slopes.

The choice to work with Sone, who also threw oversize 
dice down the mountain as a performance that year, was a 
way of linking art and business. As Crown explained, that 
connection has always been important to the ski company, 
whose founder, Walter Paepcke, commissioned Willem de 
Kooning and Jacob Lawrence to do packaging graphics 
for the Container Corporation of America. “[Paepcke] 
knew that art and design were integral to the success of 
a company,” Crown said. “I think art and business go 
together, and I think it’s essential that they go together…. 
Art can’t be an add-on. It can’t be a second thought. It has 
to be integral to the process.”

According to Zuckerman, the museum and the Skiing 
Company’s collaboration also has an educational compo-
nent. Zuckerman recounted inviting the sound artist Susan 
Philipsz to create a work for Buttermilk and pitching it 
to Mike Kaplan, the ski company’s CEO. “What is this?” 
Kaplan asked when he heard Philipsz’s work for the first 
time. Zuckerman explained performance and sound art to 
him—an informal lesson about contemporary art, and a 
sign that the collaboration was serving its purpose.

“One of the great powers of art is . . . [that it] really opens 
up the possibilities of self-knowledge of the world—a 
broader life experience,” Zuckerman said. “That kind of 
openness to adventure is something that captures who we 
are in Aspen.”

above New artwork by Takashi Murakami created for the 

2015–16 Aspen Snowmass lift ticket. ©
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Titled: Rags to Riches Chanel

Medium: Original Chanel scarf, acrylic, matte medium, charcoal, house paint, rags on canvas
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T wo thousand fifteen was destined to be the year 
of Robert Zemeckis since at least 1989, the same 
year a frizzy-haired scientist and his baby-faced 

protégé set the clock forward to October 21, 2015, 
defying the space-time continuum for the second time. 
While the date has come and gone without the flying 
cars and double neckties promised by Zemeckis’s Back 
to the Future Part II (hoverboards are kind of becoming 
a thing, though), the director’s prediction of a dysto-
pian screen culture broadcasting the political ascent of 
a combed-over casino magnate turned out to be correct, 
not to mention an outcome far stranger than even he 
could have imagined: a Zemeckis retrospective at the 
Museum of Modern Art.

The series, which opened on September 29 and is 
titled “What Lies Beneath” (after Zemeckis’s 2000 
domestic thriller starring Harrison Ford and Michelle 
Pfeiffer), follows the premiere of the director’s latest 
feature, The Walk, which opened the New York Film 
Festival earlier that month. That film, according to 
MoMA’s press release, is a “PG-rated, all-audience 
3-D motion picture experience” offering a Hollywood 

retelling of French high-wire artist Philippe Petit’s 
famed 1974 walk between the twin towers.

The Walk is not the first treatment of Petit’s stunt, nor 
is this the first time that a high-profile Sony Pictures 
vehicle has premiered at MoMA (Woody Allen’s Blue 
Jasmine opened there in 2013). Yet what lies beneath 
both Zemeckis’s film and MoMA’s crowning of the 
filmmaker as an auteur alongside Pier Paolo Pasolini, 
Wim Wenders, and Robert Altman—all recipients of 
recent MoMA film retrospectives—is an argumentum 
ad populum: that, on the one hand, a story hasn’t truly 
been told until it’s been told with Hollywood’s most 
expensive bells and whistles, and on the other, that the 
special-effects wizardry on display in Zemeckis’s films 
constitutes in and of itself the kind of authorial signature 
that André Bazin championed in Cahiers du Cinéma. 

Neither the assumption of curatorial intentionality 
on the part of MoMA’s film department nor that of 
the supposed cohesiveness of Zemeckis’s oeuvre holds 
up under scrutiny. Taken as a whole, Zemeckis’s career 
is representative of the corporate hackishness of post-
1970s Hollywood engineered by Steven Spielberg and 
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Robert Zemeckis in retrospective
BY ANDREW MARZONI



NOVEMBER 2015

39

above Robert Zemeckis on the set of The Walk.

George Lucas, the type of big-budget cinéma sans goût 
that turned the phrase “Academy Award–winning” into 
a genre. That MoMA is now the kind of place where 
Forrest Gump (1994) is anointed into the realm of higher 
art, or where one might take one’s son or daughter to 
see Jim Carrey play an animated Ebenezer Scrooge in A 
Christmas Carol (2009), says more about current institu-
tional practices than it does the director’s contributions 
to film history.

Zemeckis is among the first generation of Hollywood 
filmmakers to receive formal training in the medium. 
Along with frequent writing partner Bob Gale, 
Zemeckis graduated from the University of Southern 
California’s School of Cinematic Arts in 1973. As 
a student he directed two shorts which are included 
in the retrospective: The Lift (1972) and A Field of 
Honor (1973). As Gale told critic Tom Shone, he and 
Zemeckis stood apart from their classmates at USC in 
that they didn’t have the “veneer of intellectualism” of 
the graduate filmmakers. As undergraduates, Gale said, 

“we wanted to make Hollywood movies. We weren’t 
interested in the French New Wave. We were interested 
in Clint Eastwood and James Bond and Walt Disney, 
because that’s how we grew up.”

Gale and Zemeckis became known as a writing 
team in Hollywood, working together on the script 
for Spielberg’s fraught World War II comedy, 1941 
(1979), while shopping around the screenplay for 
what would become their magnum opus, Back to the 
Future (1985).

In Spielberg, Zemeckis found a mentor and friend: the 
director of Jaws (1975) executive produced Zemeckis’s 
first two features, I Wanna Hold Your Hand (1978) and 
Used Cars (1980). I Wanna Hold Your Hand is a nostalgic 
caper that follows a group of New Jersey teenagers en 
route to the Beatles’ debut Ed Sullivan performance, 
treading the same harmless territory as Lucas’s American 
Graffiti (1973), while Used Cars stars Kurt Russell 
and Jack Warden (in dual roles, a technique to which 
Zemeckis often returns) in a forgettable screwball typical 
of the period. It was the financial success of Zemeckis’s 
1984 rom-com, Romancing the Stone, that allowed Gale 
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and Zemeckis a shot at Back to the Future, which they had 
been brewing ever since film school.

Back to the Future marks what is either the climax 
of the first period of Zemeckis’s career, as a comedic 
craftsman carrying on the classic Hollywood tradition 
(like Altman, Peter Bogdanovich, or Woody Allen), 
or the beginning of the second, as the director of 
high-profile blockbuster hits that consistently deployed 
the latest developments in special-effects technology. 
Either way, Back to the Future is far and away Zemeckis’s 
most inspired film, the only one which unquestionably 
deserves to be screened at MoMA, and not only because 
(in part) it already has been. 

A minute of Zemeckis’s film is included in Christian 
Marclay’s 2010 installation The Clock, which played at 
MoMA in December 2012 and January 2013. As Ben 
Lerner describes it in his 2014 novel 10:04, The Clock 
is “a twenty-four-hour montage of thousands of scenes 
from movies and a few from TV edited together so as 
to be shown in real time; each scene indicates the time 
with a shot of a timepiece or its mention in dialogue; 
time in and outside of the film is synchronized.” Lerner’s 
novel is, like Marclay’s installation, “a work designed to 
obliterate the distance between art and life, fantasy and 
reality,” but also time and experience, the central axis 
of Back to the Future, a film that begins with a tracking 
shot of dozens of clocks, and whose most famous clock 
Marclay includes in his own film: the clock tower in Hill 
Valley, California, striking 10:04 P.M., sending Marty 
McFly (Michael J. Fox), who earlier time traveled to the 
year 1955, back to the future in 1985. If Zemeckis’s first 
film about time travel is his most perfect creation, it is 
because it is about the stuff of film itself. What basic 
human desire has kept cameras rolling more than the 
possibility of going back in time, changing what has 
happened, altering the course of history? 

For Zemeckis, as for the greatest filmmakers, cinema 
is time travel, and in Back to the Future, the dreams of 
the director and the audience are one and the same. It 
is the film in which all of Zemeckis’s major themes are 
contained: the overcoming of adversity by a radically 
individualist hero (Fox, but in later films, Tom Hanks, 
Jodie Foster, Denzel Washington, and now, in The Walk, 
Joseph Gordon-Levitt), flight (Zemeckis is a licensed 
pilot), and American history—especially presidential 
politics. The film managed to endear Ronald Reagan 
even as it poked fun at him: in reply to the news that 
then-actor Reagan is the president in 1985, Emmett 

“Doc” Brown (Christopher Lloyd) snorts, “Then who’s 
vice president? Jerry Lewis?” Reagan went on to quote 
the film in his 1986 State of the Union Address, telling 
Americans, “Where we’re going, we don’t need roads.”

This anecdote—of Doc insulting Reagan so mildly 
that the Gipper took it as a compliment—is an apt 
metaphor for Zemeckis’s cinema; even in controver-
sial terrain Zemeckis manages to remain safe. Science 
is allowed to battle it out with faith in Contact (1997), 
but no one questions why Christian theologian Palmer 
Joss (played by Matthew McConaughey) casually enjoys 
such political influence; the role of race in the prose-
cution of alcoholic pilot Whip Whitaker (Washington) 
in Flight (2012) goes unmentioned, though the protag-
onist ends up behind bars, preaching to a crowd of 
mostly black faces. Film scholar Vivian Sobchack 
argues that the political ambivalence of Forrest Gump 
reveals the film as “both symptom of and gloss upon” 
the end of history itself, but it’s just as likely that the 
film’s appeals to progressives and conservatives alike are 
more cynical and financially driven. Like the character 
of Gump, Zemeckis’s films are naive, unprejudiced, and 
nonthreatening. They end up everywhere important, all 
of the time; they may be stupid, but they make money, 
and people like them. 

Of course, MoMA has long been a meeting place of 
mass culture and the avant-garde. Among the museum’s 
first film retrospectives was a series dedicated to one of 
the medium’s pioneers, Georges Méliès, a year after his 
death in 1938. In film history, Méliès—who directed 
the first-ever science-fiction film, 1902’s La Voyage 
dans la Lune—is often pitted against his countrymen 
and contemporaries Auguste and Louis Lumière as the 
paragon of cinema’s fantastical and illusionary poten-
tial, whereas the Lumière brothers’ early documentaries 
showcased film’s ability to record historical reality, to 
capture truth. Like Méliès, Zemeckis’s films are highly 
conceptual from the outset, providing what Isabella 
Rossellini’s Lisle Von Rhuman (in 1992’s Death Becomes 
Her) calls “a touch of magic in this world obsessed with 
science.” But the director’s use of special-effects tech-
nology has had a more exclusionary effect, dictating 
with each innovation—motion control in Who Framed 
Roger Rabbit (1988), digital compositing in the Back 
to the Future sequels, performance capture in The Polar 
Express (2004)—what a Hollywood film must do to be 
considered “quality entertainment.” It is in this role, 
as the techno-savvy studio head of Disney partner 
ImageMovers, that MoMA’s retrospective praises 
Zemeckis, a filmmaker who “has literally altered the 
dimensions of American movies.” 
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The Walk.
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Andrew Marzoni is a Marion L. Brittain Postdoctoral Fellow 
in the School of Literature, Media, and Communication at the 
Georgia Institute of Technology.

As such, it was more or less inevitable that after 
collaborating with Hanks again in Cast Away (2000), 
Zemeckis would commit himself to CGI children’s 
movies, working exclusively in 3-D while disingenuously 
referring to “man’s desire to tell stories around the camp-
fire,” as he did at the opening of the Robert Zemeckis 
Center for Digital Arts at USC, in 2001, on a panel with 
Spielberg and Lucas concerning the future of film.

The Walk is Zemeckis’s second live-action film since 
the monumentally unnecessary trilogy of animated films 
he made in the 2000s with his studio’s new animation 
facility, ImageMovers Digital. The Polar Express and A 
Christmas Carol maintain a more PG tone than any of 
his earlier films (Back to the Future was initially rejected 
by Disney, its Oedipal subplot deemed too risqué for 
the magic kingdom), while Zemeckis’s Beowulf (2007) 
addresses itself to more of a fanboy audience, featuring a 
script adapted by Neil Gaiman and Roger Avary, as well 
as the appearance of Angelina Jolie in digitally enhanced 
nude. Roger Rabbit is generally credited for inaugurating 
an animation boom in the late 1980s, but Zemeckis’s 
efforts made a lesser splash in the age of Pixar. With the 
box-office failures A Christmas Carol and the Zemeckis-
produced Mars Needs Moms (2011), both Zemeckis and 
ImageMovers hightailed it out of  Toon Town.

More than anything, MoMA’s retrospective raises the 
question of why the museum feels the need to play the 
role of nickelodeon in an era when syndication, streaming, 
and on-demand are already keeping audiences at home. 

As theaters around the country promote anniversary 
screenings of Back to the Future, what compels MoMA to 
compete with AMC rather than a smaller, independent 
theater like Film Forum? To what end is the museum 
complicit in The Walk’s public-relations machine? 
MoMA’s efforts to advocate for Zemeckis’s digital inno-
vations reveal a deeper flaw in the auteurist assumptions of 
its film programming. What good is a retrospective when 
the artist’s vision is more corporate than it is personal?

As an Inspector Clouseau–accented Gordon-Levitt 
balances 110 stories above Manhattan in The Walk, 
Zemeckis’s 3-D camera gives new perspective to man’s 
smallness in the world. At the same time that the audi-
ence is invited to see what Petit sees, the viewer cannot 
help but equate the tightrope walker with Zemeckis 
himself: an audacious magician performing a dazzling 
feat. Yet the filmmaker’s retelling is pure simulacrum, a 
technological reenactment that may be eye-opening to 
his audience but something less than novel to Petit, for 
whom The Walk can mean little more than approxima-
tion: a celebration of the artist above the art, the projec-
tion of genius onto a plane of technique.                
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BY ADRIAN DANNATT

TO BE FRANK

How an old-school artist became new again
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Independent Study Program. Back then the neighbor-
hood was tough and dingy. As New York has gentrified 
around him—units in the new Annabelle Selldorf–
designed building down the block sell for as much as 
$7.75 million—Frank has continued to embody the para-
digm of the New York painter, in the mold of de Kooning 
or Pollock: someone who has partied with just about 
everyone. Yet, despite a recent string of well-received solo 
shows outside of the United States—including exhibi-
tions at Olsen Irwin Gallery in Sydney and the Merchant 
House in Amsterdam—and despite New York exhibi-
tions at Postmasters, Paul Kasmin Gallery, Salvatore Ala, 
and Danese, he is still relatively unknown in the U.S. The 
question of why is a complicated one.

FRANK WAS BORN TO DUTCH PARENTS IN AMSTERDAM IN 
1951 and lived in the Congo before moving to Detroit at 
age six. His family eventually settled in Wisconsin, where 
Frank attended the University of Wisconsin–Madison 
(and collaborated on several performance projects with 
fellow student Sherrie Levine) before moving to New 
York to attend the Whitney program. There he became 
close to the program’s director Ron Clark—with whom 
he made several films—and profited from his exposure to 
such teachers as Vito Acconci and Yvonne Rainer, whose 
influence led him to early experiments in video, perfor-
mance, and site-specific art. 

He sampled the nightlife of that distant era. “You could 
still just get every single artist in New York to fit into one 

T he painter Jan Frank has a reputation as a hard-
drinking, if not hard-fighting, downtown playboy. 
He is known for his sharp suits and smoky drawl, his 

alpaca coat, and his fondness for the racetrack (he names 
his paintings after favorite horses). He tap-dances in his 
studio, painting to Al Green, Barry White, and Minnie 
Riperton. He trained among conceptual artists and now 
makes abstract art. He was a 1970s radical and has largely 
maintained that lifestyle while living on one of the most 
expensive blocks of real estate in New York City. He is 
known by the right people, but not by most people. “If 
I had to get a tattoo,” said Frank’s friend and supporter 
the style writer, man-about-town, and onetime Warhol 
buddy Glenn O’Brien, “I’d probably reproduce a Jan Frank 
drawing, maybe on my back or upper arm. Nobody would 
fuck with somebody with a tattoo like that or ask you what 
it means. They’d be afraid you’d tell them.”  

Last year, Joseph Nahmad, a young art dealer inter-
ested in making intergenerational connections, put 
Frank in a two-person show with the late crushed-car 
sculptor John Chamberlain, with whom Frank had been 
friends. Chamberlain was represented by a single monu-
mental sculpture, Frank by a suite of drawings inspired 
by Chamberlain’s aesthetic and made in homage to him. 
Nahmad’s decision to include Frank was yet another 
instance of an artist who had, in a sense, been hiding in 
plain sight being rediscovered. Frank lives and works in 
the same Bond Street loft he has occupied since 1978, 
the year he graduated from the Whitney Museum’s 
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previous spread Jan Frank photographed in his Bond Street 

studio, July 15, 2015. opposite and above (from left) Ask Fred, 

The Roman Knows, Painting Words, Bella Femina, all 2014.

bar—Max’s Kansas City or the Ocean Club,” he told me in 
his studio recently. “You could be there with all the major 
American artists of the time, whether Chamberlain or 
Donald Judd. It’s an amazing thing, looking back. I spent 
one night with just Julian Schnabel and Philip Guston. I 
was there for the Brice Marden–Julian Schnabel fistfight. 
I actually had dinner with Carl Andre the night he got out 
of jail. In the ’70s, as a young artist, your relationship to 
history was so close because the art world was small—you 
were all literally sitting at the same table. In reality I’m not 
that old, but everything moves so fast now and we are all 
so streamlined by amnesia that I do feel I come from a 
different place [than] most contemporary [artists].”

In the 1980s Frank experimented with various mediums, 
including sculptural video installations, before finding 
himself as an artist in the early ’90s. “I was very influ-
enced by the time I had spent with Sherrie Levine, and 
though I never termed it ‘appropriation’ back then, that 
was exactly what it was, but using the immediate history 
of abstract painting rather than photography,” Frank said. 
“Levine is so important, as most artists are in a situation 
of unconscious appropriation, to bring that into conscious-
ness, into debate.” He began to take favorite individual 
“lines” from painters he admired, whether de Kooning, 
Guston, or Louise Bourgeois, and, because he couldn’t 
afford canvas, project them onto plywood. “Plywood was 
the cheapest and best material I could find,” he said. The 
resulting works drew on the materiality—the thickness 
and texture—of that standard-issue lumber. 

Frank’s work shifted again around 1997 with the death 
of de Kooning. “De Kooning was calling me quite a bit 
around 1978,” Frank said. “He’d be all shit-faced and 
really just wanting to speak Dutch with a fellow artist. I 
was the youngest artist at his funeral, sitting next to Larry 
[Gagosian] and Chuck [Close]. That very afternoon I 
decided to start working with the female form, but along 
minimalist principles. It was 25 years since I had drawn a 
nude and now I was really using the model to get my own 
language, my own symbols, my own iconography, trying to 
get these ‘lines’ from the female nude as an alphabet for my 
new paintings. The female nude seemed the most conven-
tional, obvious thing—part of this historical tradition.” 

Around this time Frank also began using Dutch linen 
papers, from a windmill in Holland, to produce large 
Xerox drawings based on van Gogh haystacks. As Miety 
Heiden, senior vice president of Sotheby’s and a longtime 
admirer, said, “Jan is actually a very Dutch artist, coming 
out of a long tradition that embraces Rembrandt, say, as 
much as Mondrian, and despite his New York persona 
there is a much older and deeper and perhaps more 
serious historical grounding to his work.”

Frank went on to produce a series of paintings based 
on Henry Kissinger’s trademark spectacles, using 
images taken from Guston’s 1971 “Poor Richard” series 
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Skip Away, 1998.

Adrian Dannatt is a London-born, Paris-based curator 
and critic.

of caricatures of Nixon and his cabinet. At the Four 
Seasons restaurant, Kissinger posed before one of those 
abstracted portraits. In 2009, Frank briefly ran a gallery, 
BLT on the Bowery, a few blocks from his loft where 
he showed, among other things, recent monotypes by 
Picasso’s one-time lover, Françoise Gilot. The short-
lived gallery had an iconoclastic spirit. When the New 
Museum, across the street had its “Younger Than Jesus” 
triennial I co-curated, with Frank, a show of older artists 
called “Wiser Than God.”

ONE OF FRANK’S OLDEST FRIENDS IS HIS BOND STREET 

neighbor, Chuck Close, with whom he used to share a 
studio floor; “I have known Jan so long, some 40 years, 
and we always had a strong kinship with our shared love 
of Dutch artists, whether Vermeer or Frans Hals,” Close 
said. “Although what we each got from those artists 
was very different. Jan is like Willem de Kooning in so 
much as he is essentially a European painter, coming 
out of Cubism, but at the same time he is very much an 
American artist. In fact I used to work in a way very close 
to what Jan’s doing now; we do have that affinity, some-
thing that seems non-objective except that every line in 
that composition actually came from something living, 
from having a live model before you.”

But even longtime supporters like Close admit that 
Frank can be his own worst enemy. He has pulled stunts 
over the years that may have detracted from his market-
ability—whether going on a six-month alcoholic bender 
after 9/11 or engaging in a bottle-throwing fight with 
artist Jeff Koons. “He’s such an old friend, sometimes 
difficult or even self-destructive,” Close continued, “but 
with a great heart, a true spirit.”

When ARTnews went to press, Nahmad 
Contemporary was planning another Frank exhibition, 
this time a solo show, covering the last 25 years of his 
work, beginning with the plywood paintings of the ’90s 
and running right up through Frank’s new, large-scale 
abstract paintings and drawings derived from regular 
sessions with a live model. Meanwhile Frank has been 
gathering together an archive of his own imagery, so 
that in his newest paintings he can re-use elements of 
his previous work. Increasingly he’s using screenprinting 
to re-deploy his language of marks, but he continues to 
draw and paint from the nude. “This is all language to 
me. Everything I do is about language,” he said. “All 
the forms I have generated over the last 30 years, I feel 
I own them now.”                                                 
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“…BUT WE CAN’T PAY YOU”

The knotty relationship between performance art and money
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right thing to do for my institute”). While her life appears 
to be couched in the trappings of a bona ide celebrity—
a recent visit to her stylishly stark Tribeca apartment 
revealed a huge walk-in closet stufed with Givenchy (all 
gifts from her good friend Riccardo Tisci), and a visiting 
video editor from Brazil, who spends his days working in 
a spare oice on her second documentary—she empha-
sized during a house call in September that she’s not really 
wealthy. “People send me all of this,” she said, gesturing 
vaguely at everything. I asked her if she had been paid to 
art-direct Givenchy’s irst New York runway show during 
September’s fashion week. “Of course,” she said. “Are you 
kidding? I don’t work for free.”

LIKE MANY OTHER PERFORMANCE ARTISTS, ABRAMOVIC 

sells photographs from her performances. During a gallery 
visit, sitting across from me in his well-appointed private 
library, Abramović’s longtime dealer Sean Kelly told me 
the prints sell for anywhere from $25,000 to $500,000. 
Compared with her artist peers who enjoy the same level 
of fame—Damien Hirst, Jef Koons—relatively few of her 
works have made it to auction; her current auction record, 
set in May at Christie’s is $365,000 for a complete set of 
performance editions published in 1994 documenting 
performances between 1973 and 1975. 

Abramović told me that, like most performance artists, 
she earns most of her living through teaching. In her 
apartment, the only artwork I saw was an enlarged photo-
graph of her that had been taken during a performance; 
she can’t aford other artists’ work, she said, though she’s 
quite fond of Mark Rothko. Hirst, by contrast, has a 
2,000-piece art collection that includes art by Francis 
Bacon, Sol LeWitt, and Andy Warhol. But even if her 
wealth doesn’t compare to Hirst’s estimated $1 billion 
net worth, Abramović is the only performance artist who 
has managed to nudge her way into the contemporary 
pop-culture canon.  

“I think building your brand is involved in the amount 
of exposure you have, but that doesn’t always translate 
into money,” Kelly told me later. “hat’s actually the trick 
that we’ve somehow managed to igure out. We’re the 
ones who igured it out, right? I think in part—I don’t 
mean to write your thesis for you—but part of the reason 
you’re sitting here talking to me is because we did igure 
it out, right? Or rather, there’s the perception that we 
igured it out.”

Abramović is undoubtedly the breakout star of the 
original generation of performance artists. Her success, 
fostered by her partnership with Kelly and by her own 
enterprising eforts, is, by any standard, exceptional. 
However, her fame has also had a controversial efect 
on the genre. 

A year ago, in a former bank in Brooklyn, RoseLee 
Goldberg hosted a postmodern fundraiser 
featuring a “special food performance” by artist 

Jennifer Rubell. he event was to celebrate the tenth 
anniversary of the Performa biennial, founded in 2004 by 
Goldberg, a scholar of performance art, to raise aware-
ness of the art form. Meanwhile, across the East River 
from Performa’s feast, Sean Kelly Gallery  was presenting 
the most recent exhibition of the world’s best-known 
performance artist, Marina Abramović. For the show, 
the artist had visitors don blindfolds and noise-canceling 
headphones and then wander for as long as they wished 
through a vast, empty exhibition space. 

Arguably, Performa and Abramović have achieved 
more over the past decade to raise the proile of perfor-
mance art than anyone or anything else. his month, 
in fact, Performa will hold its sixth biennial, featuring 
live works by a select group of artists, including Robin 
Rhode, Francesco Vezzoli, and Juliana Huxtable, in an 
array of venues around New York. he festival’s ten-year 
anniversary, though, arrives at a kind of crossroads for 
performance art. High-proile exhibitions such as the 
Whitney Biennial and the New Museum Triennial are 
placing performance front and center in their program-
ming. Museums are acquiring performances for their 
permanent collections and hiring curators devoted to the 
tricky task of preserving them, in many cases building 
special theaters for the purpose. Yet, at the same time, 
artists and organizations are raising questions about how 
performers should be paid for their labor, and Abramović 
is attracting attention for her ability to monetize the 
genre. Performance art was surely never a fast route to 
inancial stability, but now the genre has garnered more 
institutional support than ever before.

Once a striving art student in Belgrade, Abramović is 
now an iconic igure, attracting some 800,000 people to 
her 2010 performance at the Museum of Modern Art 
in New York, he Artist Is Present. For the past several 
years, she has been attempting to raise money (bringing 
in nearly $700,000 with a crowdfunded Kickstarter 
campaign) to realize her Marina Abramović Institute. 
here visitors will be taught the Abramović Method, 
“a series of exercises designed by Abramović over the 
course of 40 years to explore boundaries of body and 
mind,” according to the institute. 

In 2014 Abramović was paid $150,000 to do a World 
Cup commercial with Adidas (she told Bloomberg she 
spent $50,000 making the ilm and that the spot “was the 
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previous spread Clifford Owens photographed in New York 

City on September 28. opposite Marina Abramović photo-

graphed at her New York City apartment on September 18.
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“It’s more theatrical now,” said Alison Knowles one 
afternoon at James Fuentes Gallery, where we sat 
beholding her immersive installation he Boat Book (2014 
–15). Her tone was reservedly neutral, polite. Along with 
Yoko Ono (who just had a MoMA retrospective and, 
like Abramović, has also achieved exceptional fame), 
Knowles is one of the surviving core members of Fluxus, 
the “anti-art” performance movement cultivated in 
abandoned SoHo warehouses in the 1960s by George 
Maciunas. One of Knowles’s more famous works from 
that period involved her preparing a gigantic salad in 
front of an audience, and then serving it to them. “When 
we started out, we were lucky to have a stage that had 
a spotlight,” she said. “Sound—oh, maybe not. Maybe 
there’d be a drummer, but usually a stage and some light 
was about it. And a microphone.”

In those days, if Knowles sold a work, it was because 
someone came up to talk with her after one of her 
performances and happened to walk away with a piece. 
“It seemed to me that the only way I made money 
from art was performing onstage at some university, or 
someone coming to my loft and saying ‘I really want 
that,’” she said. “And that didn’t happen very often. I 
got a good education in living minimally…and by not 
being in any way a spendthrift. I probably buy fewer 
clothes than anyone I know. What I’ve got on, I’ve had 
for 30 years.”

Despite being one of the most esteemed performance 
artists alive today, Knowles never made much money 
from her art. A few grants and fellowships have come her 
way recently, including the 2015 Francis J. Greenburger 
Award, and she began showing with James Fuentes, a 
younger dealer, in 2011. But back in the day, Knowles 
had to support her artistic output by working in another 
artist’s studio. “Nobody paid in those years,” she said.

IN RECENT YEARS, MAJOR ART INSTITUTIONS HAVE BEEN 
giving more support to performance artists as well as 
participants in their productions. hroughout the past 
decade, performances have been steadily trickling into 
museum collections—one of the most notable acquisi-
tions has been MoMA’s purchase of Tino Sehgal’s Kiss 
(2003), in 2008, for a “knockdown” $70,000, according 
to a 2013 report in the Telegraph. Another recent 
museum acquisition of a performance piece came with 
a surprising concession.

In July the New York Times reported that the artists 
Brennan Gerard and Ryan Kelly, of performance duo 
Gerard & Kelly, had sold their piece Timelining (2014), 
on view for the Guggenheim’s recent “Storylines” exhibi-
tion, to the museum’s permanent collection. Gerard & 

Kelly, with the help of a public-policy expert (Heather 
McGhee, the sister of participating choreographer 
Hassan Christopher), had created a compensation 
plan detailing a method of payment for Timelining 
performers. It addressed what they told the Times was “a 
blind spot in how performance was entering collections.” 
Tying their payment system to New York’s “living wage” 
of $13.13 per hour, they stipulated that the eight-hour 
performance should result in each performer being paid 
a minimum of $105.04 per appearance. he Guggenheim 
complied readily, informing the Times that they ended 
up paying the performers a better rate.

Two months later the Art Newspaper published a piece 
reminding readers that while institutions like Tate and 
the Whitney are spending millions of dollars to create 
special spaces for live art, they may need to up their 
budgets when paying the performers as well as the artists 
becomes a de facto practice. (he paper pointed out that, 
while union protections exist for actors and musicians, 
there are no such standards for payment of performance 
artists.) he Art Newspaper quoted Walker Art Center 
performing arts senior curator Philip Bither saying he’d 
“talked to colleagues who are surprised when they mount 
live art in galleries that you have to pay people at all.”

Cliford Owens, one of today’s higher-proile perfor-
mance artists (though still miles from Abramović’s 
mainstream celebrity status), echoed that sentiment. 
Owens spoke to me over the phone after a 12-hour bus 
ride from New York, where his work was on view in a 
solo exhibition at the Lower East Side gallery Invisible-
Exports, to Virginia Commonwealth University, where 
he teaches. (Like Abramović, he supports himself partly 
through teaching gigs.) Before his Invisible-Exports 
show opened, he’d stayed at the gallery for a month, 
putting on a series of performances for limited audi-
ences (as well as a public one over Labor Day weekend) 
in which he smoothed Vaseline over his body and then 
deposited cofee grounds onto paper to make what are, 
in efect, performance drawings. He told me that insti-
tutional invitations to contribute performances often 
include the caveat “but we can’t pay you.” Said Owens, “I 
always tell them, ‘Performance art is not free.’”

ON THE FRONT LINES OF THIS FIGHT IS W.A.G.E. (WORKING 
Artists and the Greater Economy), an artist-led orga-
nization that is seeking to regulate artist fees from 
nonproit art institutions. Performa, arguably the 
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opposite Alison Knowles, Make a Salad, 1962/2012, per-

formed at Chelsea Market Passage on the High Line, April 
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most visible showcase of performance art in the 
world, was actually the lowest-ranked institution in a 
2010–11 W.A.G.E. survey report on nonproits paying 
performers. Of people participating in Performa, 92.3 
percent did not receive any payment, according to the 
survey. By comparison, the Kitchen, a New York—based 
alternative space that regularly hosts performance pieces, 
paid 100 percent of its performers.

In a statement emailed to ARTnews, Goldberg, 
Performa’s founder and director, countered that the 
W.A.G.E. survey was “�awed,” adding, “it does not 
distinguish between projects that Performa commissions 
and presents, and those presented by our Consortium 
Partners, which are independently curated and produced.

“Performa pays substantial fees to all artists it commis-
sions and produces as a part of its biennial,” Goldberg 
continued. “hese fees are in addition to the produc-
tion costs for the performances. In addition, Performa 
pays all the actors, performers, musicians and dancers 
who perform in the artists’ commissions. Performa’s fees 
have been, and still are, higher than the recommended 
W.A.G.E. fees for both artists’ new commission fees 
and performers’ fees.” 

(It’s worth noting that production costs are often not 
allocated in addition to the general performance fee. 
Abramović told the New York Times in 2012 that her 
fee for performing her star-making piece, he Artist Is 
Present, at MoMA was $100,000. hat sounds like a 
substantial sum, until you consider that, over the three 
months that the show was on view, Abramović sat for 
a total of 736 hours. Additionally, compensation for 
the year it took her to prepare for the performance is 
not included in this number, nor were the three years 
that she has said it took her to physically recover from 
the experience. Even more interesting, though, is that 
if the Gerard & Kelly wage model had been applied 
to the performance, Abramović would have earned a 
paltry $9,663.68.)

hen again, most artists wouldn’t say that they partici-
pate in Performa to make money. (“I don’t look to perfor-
mance to sustain myself,” said Rashid Johnson, who 
participated in Performa in 2013 and now sits on the 
organization’s board. “I imagine it’s more complicated for 
an artist who really, truly lives the life of a performance 
artist,” the photographer, painter, and sculptor said, 
adding, however, that “one unique thing about Performa 
is that it brings in artists who have not had traditional 
performance backgrounds and engages them in perfor-
mance.”) Owens has been featured in Performa twice, in 

opposite Installation view of he Artist Is Present at the Museum 

of Modern Art, 2010.

its inaugural 2005 biennial and again during Performa 
13, and vouched for the idea that Performa has played a 
signiicant role in the promotion of participating artists’ 
careers. “Absolutely,” he said. “Not just in terms of their 
thousands of followers on social-media platforms”—he 
also beneited from the festival’s “intellectual, scholarly 
aspect.” 

In 2011 MoMA acquired one of Owens’s works for its 
permanent collection. his was the same year in which 
the artist was the subject of a now-infamous solo exhibi-
tion at MoMA’s sister museum in Queens, PS1. When 
we spoke, however, Owens told me he was currently 
homeless, and had been so for four months. He had been  
couch-suring; sometimes he slept on the subway.

“I didn’t become an artist because I thought it would 
make me rich,” he contended. “I never thought it would 
make me money.”

His PS1 show did make him a star, however, at least 
among people who follow contemporary art. In it, he 
commissioned performance scores—instructions for a 
variety of actions to be performed live—from a number 
of black artists. hese ranged from the conceptual 
(“Annotate an existing performance score. Perform that 
performance annotated.”) to the controversial (“French 
kiss an audience member. Force them against a wall and 
demand sex.”). he show, despite being characteristic of 
the anti-commercial tendencies of both Owens and the 
medium of performance itself, was covered extensively 
by the press.

What money Owens makes from his work comes 
mainly from selling his drawings and photographs, the 
latter of which are often captures of his performances. 
By the time his Invisible-Exports show closed, in early 
October, the gallery had sold over half the pieces—
those performance drawings among other works—at 
prices ranging from $3,000 to $20,000. “I’m not inter-
ested in documentation of a performance,” he said. “I’m 
interested in the performances that generate images—I 
call them discrete objects. I don’t want to come of as 
sounding crass about this, because the commodiica-
tion of performance art is rather diicult—very few 
people do it, and I certainly don’t do it with any consis-
tency. My homelessness would suggest that I don’t do it 
successfully.”                               

Hannah Ghorashi is on the editorial sta� of ARTnews.O
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BY PATRICIA FAILING

A STILL IS A STILL IS A STILL . . . STILL

The Clyfford Still Museum opens a show of the innovative Abstract Expressionist’s 

“replicas” of his own paintings
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I nspired by a rare opportunity to acquire iconic 
Clyfford Still paintings, buyers made headlines in 
2011 when Sotheby’s auctioned four Still canvases for 

$114 million, nearly twice the combined asking price. 
The most expensive paintings, 1949-A-No.1 and 1947-
Y-No.2, sold for $61.6 million and $31.4 million respec-
tively, well above the artist’s prior auction record of $21.2 
million. 

Proceeds from the Sotheby’s sale went to support the 
new Clyfford Still Museum, which opened in Denver a 
week after the auction. Few collectors were aware that 
the new museum’s holdings included a replica of 1949-
A-No.1 or that the $21.2 million painting sold earlier was 
one of three versions of the same composition. 1947-
Y-No.2 is a replica as well. The artist, one of Abstract 
Expressionism’s most celebrated innovators, is now 
known to have produced 59 sets of replicas. Several are 
owned by major U.S. museums. 

Neal Benezra, director of the San Francisco Museum 
of Modern Art, published a catalogue essay in 2001 
devoted to Still’s replicas, but Still’s practice of creating 
multiple versions of certain paintings remained little 
known. “Repeat/Recreate: Clyfford Still’s ‘Replicas,’” an 
exhibition on view through January 10 at the Clyfford 
Still Museum, could be a once-in-a-lifetime occasion for 
re-evaluating Still’s creative process. The show features 
16 side-by-side juxtapositions of replicated paintings 
from the Clyfford Still Museum collection with canvases 
from the Smithsonian American Art Museum, the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, the Hirshhorn Museum 
and Sculpture Garden, the Modern Art Museum of Fort 
Worth, the Detroit Institute of Arts, the Museum of 
Modern Art in New York, and private collections. The 
pairings date from 1925 to 1974 and are accompanied by 
related works in various mediums.  

“THIS EXHIBITION WAS ON OUR WISH LIST EVEN BEFORE 

the museum opened,” Still Museum director Dean 
Sobel explained. “In many ways it is the most important 
show we could do about Clyfford Still’s work because of 
what it tells about the essence of his art.” Furthermore, 
he argued, elucidating Still’s artistic practice opens up 
the possibility of reshaping Abstract Expressionism’s 
historical profile. Still and his colleagues were “more 
traditional than many viewers might suspect,” Sobel 

said. “Replication turns out to be the basis for Abstract 
Expressionism as a whole.”

Still was far from reticent about acknowledging his 
replicas. He offered two primary justifications for these 
reiterations: to assemble a “personal record” of paintings 
that were sold, lost, or destroyed, and to produce addi-
tional versions when he believed “the importance of an 
idea or breakthrough merits survival on more than one 
stretch of canvas.” Although the replicas were “usually 
close to or extensions of the original,” he explained in a 
letter written in 1972, “each has its special and particular 
life and is not intended to be just a copy.”

Maintaining a “personal record” can be straightfor-
ward bureaucracy, but Still’s inventory was governed by 
his own logic. As a mature artist Still was notorious for 
insisting that his work be exhibited in sequences illus-
trating the evolution of his ideas. In his view, his visual 
production was equivalent to a life, a way of being in 
the world. Comprehending this life would ultimately 
require a setting in which his entire developmental 
progression could be on view, including visual records 
of certain works no longer in his possession. After his 
death, in 1980, Still’s estate retained almost 95 percent 
of his entire production. Before the opening of the 
Clyfford Still Museum, which is dedicated exclusively to 
the artist’s work, approximately 2,400 of his paintings, 
drawings, prints, and sculptures had been under wraps 
for more than three decades. Given these circumstances, 
most of Still’s replicas, like many other facets of his art, 
were difficult to access and assess.

TO EVALUATE THE ARTIST’S ASSERTION THAT SOME OF HIS 

ideas deserved “survival on more than one stretch of 
canvas” requires a deep dive into his complex vision of 
relationships between mind, hand, and painting as an 
“instrument.” The “Repeat/Recreate” exhibition was 
co-curated by Sobel and the museum’s senior consulting 
curator David Anfam, who is also director of the 
Clyfford Still Museum Research Center. In the exhi-
bition’s catalogue and earlier publications, Anfam cites 
evidence that Still conceived “the real” from the vantage 
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previous spread Clyfford Still at his Westminster, Maryland, 

studio, with PH-1090, 1978. opposite Clyfford Still, PH-89 

(1949-A-No.1), 1949.
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point of Platonic idealism, where “the visible world is but 
an imperfect replica of the realm of ideas…. It’s the idea 
that’s fundamental for Still,” he emphasizes. “The idea 
exists in the mind’s eye and in the imagination. Even 
if it springs from something observed in nature in the 
first sense, it lives within him on a metaphysical level. 
Physical printouts, as it were, can be done at will.” 

As Still explained to his friend the collector Betty 
Freeman, when he was ready to paint a large canvas he 
made neither sketches nor studies, but had the image 
fully in mind before he began. The shaping struggle, 
he said, had already taken place before the canvas was 
approached. “It’s a matter of letting the images roll,” he 
told Freeman. “Sometimes the images were so alive I 
couldn’t sleep.” Replicas were independent attempts to 
clarify or sharpen his original vision, sometimes with 
only nuanced shifts in form, color, or scale.

Tracking a sequence of replicas within Still’s creative 
framework can lead historians down a labyrinthine 
rabbit hole. An example Anfam cites is the group of 
three “1951-T” paintings in the exhibition. There were 
initially four versions of this painting, which began as 
a physical replica, as it were, of Still’s original idea. The 
first version, 1951-T-No.4, was exhibited in the Museum 
of Modern Art’s “15 Americans” show in 1952 and was 
subsequently destroyed. Two years after the exhibition, 
MoMA asked to purchase this painting. Since Still 
had destroyed the original and sold its replica, 1951-T-
No.2 (now in the Detroit Institute of Arts), to a private 
collector, the artist painted a third version for MoMA, 
1951-T-No.3. A fourth, 1951-T-No.1, which belongs 
to the Still Museum, was painted sometime during this 
period as a record for Still’s own collection. The Detroit 
painting is described in his archives as the “parent” 
canvas and as a “serious version of the original.” MoMA’s 
painting, on the other hand, is listed as “deliberately infe-
rior” and a “hastily made piece.” 

When viewed side-by-side in the museum’s gallery, 
the Still Museum canvas is the most appealing of the 
three, perhaps because the color was better preserved 
while the painting was in storage. As with each of 
the juxtapositions in the exhibition, it’s not difficult 
to detect notable differences within the group, most 

evident in the renderings and textures of the right- 
and left-hand edges of each painting. None is clearly a 
copy or a literal repetition of another: the three replicas 
resolve themselves, as Anfam puts it, as “different maps 
of the same continent.”  

Asked to speculate on what strategy Still might have 
employed to create his replicas, Anfam imagined him 
setting up the first version in his studio next to a blank 
canvas. “I think he wanted to demonstrate to himself, 
and ultimately to others, the rigor of his draftsmanship. I 
doubt there’s only one explanation of how he did it, tech-
nically. I’m pretty sure he drew in certain areas. Perhaps 
he cut out paper templates. But at the end of the day, it’s 
very much about hand and eye. Where the replicas differ, 
they differ deliberately. And in the case of 1943-A-No.1 
and 1943-A-No.2, where the first version was actually 
created 31 years before the second, he’s also showing us 
how his art of the mind is trans-temporal.”

Although Still is celebrated as an upper-echelon 
Abstract Expressionist painter, these studio practices are 
clearly misaligned with the popular conception of “action 
painting” as painterly spontaneity inspired by existen-
tial angst. In his 2001 essay, reprinted in the “Repeat/
Recreate” exhibition catalogue, Benezra argues that “by 
self-consciously and quite openly creating replicas of his 
own work, Still effectively challenged the essential nature 
of action painting and forced us to question the degree 
to which it actually underpins Abstract Expressionism.” 
Sobel makes a similar claim in his introduction to the 
catalogue. The action-painting cliché, and its identifi-
cation with Abstract Expressionism, however, has been 
in contention ever since the phrase was introduced by 
critic Harold Rosenberg in his infamous 1952 essay in 
Art News, “The American Action Painters.”

Rosenberg himself complained about the misreading 
of his essay and resulting caricatures of the action painter. 
Action painting does not refer to a look or style and “is 
not a letting go, a surrender to instantaneity, except as a 
ruse,” he writes. “Painting that is an action is a struggle 
against limits, those within the artist himself, those 
which he finds in the situation of art, those which he 
deliberately sets up on canvas.” Invoking a Marxist 
model of creative dialectical interplay of ideas and mate-
rials, Rosenberg envisioned action painting as a serious 
political response to social crisis.opposite  Clyfford Still, PH-584(1947-Y-No.2), 1947.
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Unlike many subsequent critics, Still understood 
Rosenberg’s political agenda, and he did not approve. 
Shortly after the essay was published, Still sent 
Rosenberg a ferocious letter castigating him as a “stooge 
and front man for the mass assault on the individual” 
and complaining about his “patent psychological errors, 
ignorance of even recent art history, and conspicuous 
dialectical slanting to collectivist principles.” 

Other artists associated with Abstract Expressionism, 
among them Robert Motherwell, were more sympa-
thetic with Rosenberg’s view of social crisis, but like 
several of his colleagues, Motherwell also made it clear 
that his own work was not simply the product of unpre-
meditated gestures. Most historians envisioned Jackson 
Pollock as the model for Rosenberg’s action painter, 
even though Rosenberg emphatically rejected this 

assumption. Perhaps surprisingly, the first-generation 
Abstract Expressionist whose work seems most clearly 
aligned with Rosenberg’s vision of action painting (and 
the one who may be the unnamed artist “B” quoted in 
Rosenberg’s essay) is Barnett Newman. “I am an intuitive 
painter. A direct painter,” Newman insisted in a 1962 
interview with Dorothy Seckler. “I have never planned a 
painting, never ‘thought out’ a painting. . . . The content 
has to be determined the very moment the painting is 
being made.”

IN SUPPORT OF HIS ARGUMENT THAT “REPLICATION IS THE 

basis of Abstract Expressionism as a whole,” Sobel cites 
the work of several artists who engaged in serial produc-
tion, including Motherwell with his “Elegy to the Spanish 
Republic” series, and de Kooning and his “Women” series. 
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Patricia Failing is a professor emerita, Division of Art His-
tory, University of Washington, Seattle, and an ARTnews 
contributing editor.

Newman also made serial paintings, beginning in 1948 
with Onement I. In Still’s view, however, serial production 
was ultimately a matter of design problems to be solved, 
and was not compatible with his creative process. If his 
paintings are, as Still believed, an instrument of thought, 
a kind of tool for extending, renewing, or clarifying the 
artist’s ideas, more than one representation of an idea can 
qualify as a singular act of origination and invention. At 
this point in the evolution of Still scholarship, therefore, 
his “replications” appear to be a unique genre, and their 
relevance to Abstract Expressionism as a whole is not 
entirely clear.

In his catalogue essay, Anfam speculates that replicas 
Still executed as a mature painter may owe their special 
qualities to the disturbing psychic effects of doppelgän-
gers, a phenomenon, like mirror images, long associated 

with dramatic foreboding and the uncanny. After the 
mid-1940s, Anfam writes, in many of Still’s paintings 
“there lurks the impression that we are beholding a ghost 
world in which nothing stands alone but is, rather, always 
accompanied by some spooky alter ego.” These spooks 
also haunt Still’s replicas, and perhaps account for the 
singular power he justifiably claimed for each of his repli-
cated visions.                   

opposite PHX-27, ca. 1953 (left) and PH-244, 1953 (right). 

above PH-268, 1955 (left) and PH-921, 1955–74 (right) at 

the “Repeat/Recreate: Clyfford Still’s ‘Replicas’” exhibition.
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BY ANDREW RUSSETH

THE WRESTLER

Frank Stella readies a landmark third New York retrospective

70
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O n a sunny morning in early September, 79-year-
old artist Frank Stella stood on the loading 
dock of his studio in upstate New York. Across 

the street a gigantic crane was lifting a couple of hulking 
wooden crates off the back of a flatbed truck and, guided 
by two men in hard hats, gently setting them down in a 
clearing. “They’re about as good as it gets,” Stella said of 
the team, nodding with approval.

Stella continued to watch the action. Eventually the 
men got the crates—containing parts of a new work 
arriving from France, where they had been fabricated—
on the ground. “If I was a Minimalist sculptor I’d be all 
done!” Stella quipped. There was a time when his new 
paintings were considered icons of Minimalism, but that 
was decades ago. Today his art is nothing of the sort. 
Arrayed nearby were a few recent pieces, which are 
decidedly maximalist in design. Some were huge tangles 
of metal conjuring highway pileups or industrial acci-
dents; one was a swirling star shape, with thin ribbons 
of metal slicing through space. They are defiantly unat-
tractive, like so many of his newer pieces that have polar-
ized critics. Looking at them, it was hard not to think 
that, after a protean, wildly successful career, Stella has 
lost his way, or perhaps willfully ventured off into the 
aesthetic wilderness.

“Alright, let’s get serious now,” Stella said, and then 
turned and shuffled into the studio.

ON OCTOBER 30 THE WHITNEY MUSEUM INAUGURATED THE 
third career-spanning solo museum show of Stella’s work 
to be held in New York. (His other two surveys in the city 
were at the Museum of Modern Art, in 1970 and 1987.) 
It is the Whitney’s first retrospective of a working artist 
in its widely lauded new Renzo Piano–designed home in 
the Meatpacking District.

Not many artists can boast a trifecta of New York 
museum exhibitions. Nevertheless, Stella seemed some-
what uninterested as he discussed the Whitney retro-
spective. He leaned back in a lawn chair inside his 
cavernous studio, which is filled with works he has made 
over the past few decades. “I’m working and showing 
all the time—and so are most artists,” he said at a clip, 

sucking on a burnt nub of a cigar. “The big museum 
shows are larger in the imagination of the public because 
that’s when they hear about you.” When he learns that a 
fellow artist is having a survey show, he said, his reaction 
is often, “Oh, I know his work like the back of my hand. 
What do I need to go to the retrospective for?”

But as curators have been telling Stella recently, few 
people know the full expanse of his work, which has 
evolved perhaps more dramatically than that of almost any 
contemporary artist, from spare, modestly sized abstract 
paintings to wild, cartwheeling painted-metal reliefs. 
“This is a man who has been absolutely fearless, somebody 
who does a body of work and when he feels that ideas are 
exhausted, he reinvents himself,” said Whitney director 
Adam Weinberg, who co-organized the show with 
Michael Auping, the chief curator of the Modern Art 
Museum of Forth Worth, where it will travel in April. 

Stella’s mature output spans 60 years and—by Auping’s 
count—some 57 series and sub-series, and it has taken 
Auping six years to put the show together. “I kept asking 
myself: why hasn’t this been done before?” he told me by 
phone. “When I really got into looking at Frank’s whole 
career, and going out to the studio, I realized why it hadn’t 
been done before—because it is a massive body of work.”

The retrospective arrives at a time when many young 
artists have been embracing abstraction. “They tell me 
that,” Stella said. “I haven’t been knocked off my feet. 
Although, look, I’m basically sympathetic. I see a lot 
of things I like.” He paused for a second, lit a match, 
brought it up to the cigar, and puffed on it thoughtfully 
for a few moments. “It’s really hard to explain. You do get 
too old. It’s not that you lose your critical faculty or you 
lose your ability to like it and appreciate it, but you lose 
something in which you can’t—the future’s not available 
to you anymore, so you don’t know where it’s going.”

THE SON OF A GYNECOLOGIST FATHER AND A MOTHER 

who painted in her spare time, Stella was born outside 
of Boston in 1936, attended the prestigious Phillips 
Academy in Andover, Massachusetts, where he wrestled 
and played lacrosse (“It was pretty rough, yeah. I took 
a pounding.”), and then went to Princeton University, 
soaking up art along the way. Shortly after graduating, in 
1958, he produced a series of black paintings that would 
become one of the landmarks of 20th-century art. Working PR
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previous spread Frank Stella. opposite Frank Stella, Gobba, 

zoppa e collotorto, 1985.
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freehand with black enamel and a housepainter’s brush, 
he laid down parallel bands of color—each separated by 
a hair’s breadth of white—on the canvas in geometric 
patterns. The resulting works were an alchemistic bridge 
between Minimalism and Mark Rothko and Barnett 
Newman’s reductive strain of Abstract Expressionism.

The “Black Paintings” caused a stir. Dorothy Miller, 
the trailblazing curator at the Museum of Modern Art in 
New York, wanted to put Stella in an exhibition, just as 
the legendary art dealer Leo Castelli was readying a solo 
show at his Upper East Side gallery. One story has Castelli 
dispatching Jasper Johns and Robert Rauschenberg to 
Princeton to try to talk Stella out of doing the MoMA 
show so as not to blunt the force of his gallery debut.

“That is a complete, insane fabrication, okay?” Stella 
said. “It had nothing to do with anything.” The whole 
thing was a misunderstanding, he said. Stella thought that 
MoMA would present his work “up in the cafeteria, where 
they showed the young artists,” which, to him, didn’t seem 
worth doing. But soon Castelli learned that the artist was 
being invited to be in “16 Americans,” part of a closely 
watched series of showcases for emerging artists. The 
dealer told him to do it, and so, he told me, he did.

Stella could have made a whole career following where 
the “Black Paintings” led, especially once he shifted 
things up, working first with stripes of aluminum and 
copper paint on shaped canvases and then wholeheart-
edly embracing color. But his works grew larger and more 
exuberant, giving way by the mid-1970s to reliefs on metal 
that became increasingly sculptural with each passing year. 
Departing from any obvious trajectory for his work, these 
reliefs also bucked the prevailing trends, which tended 
toward the dematerialization of the art object. 

Some vanguard critics levied brutal responses. The 
artist who had once seemed to be taking painting to its 
logical conclusion, vanquishing an outdated medium 
with expressionless color on canvas, was suddenly back-
tracking with a vengeance. In 1981 the writer, curator, 
and committed postmodernist Douglas Crimp wrote in 
the journal October, “[I]t was Stella’s earliest paintings 
which signaled to colleagues that the end of painting 
had finally come. [Now] each one reads as a tantrum, 
shrieking and sputtering that the end of painting has 
not come.” He concluded, “Stella’s recent works are, as 
Gerhard Richter said of painting, pure idiocy.”

Almost 35 years later, Stella, in his studio, shrugged 
when I mentioned those critiques. “I was brought up 
with the critics and with art history so that’s the only 
world I knew,” he said. “So, on again, off again, that 
didn’t much matter to me. That was their job, and I had 
my own job. I was pretty comfortable.”

Crimp and his allies aside, Stella was a commercial 
powerhouse throughout the 1970s and ’80s. He became 
part owner of a horse farm. He took up Cuban cigars 
when critic Clement Greenberg gave him a few of the 
late David Smith’s. “That was the first time I smoked a 
Cuban cigar—it was like, I suppose, what high-quality 
synthetic dope is now,” he told me.

By the 1990s Stella was, by any measure, still a success, 
but painting once again fell out of favor. When the gallerist 
Lawrence Rubin left Knoedler & Company acrimoni-
ously in 1994, Stella departed too, and he was suddenly 
without a New York dealer. For the next two decades he 
bounced from gallery to gallery, working with everyone 
from Sperone Westwater to Larry Gagosian, always trying 
to find ways to fund his ever-more-ambitious work.

A few years ago Stella told Katya Kazakina in Bloomberg 
that getting financing from Gagosian was a rather tricky 
endeavor. “He’s kind of cheap, yeah,” Stella told me in 
his studio. “But, actually, I have nothing against Larry. 
He bought work from me, and he bought work that he 
still hasn’t sold, mega dealer that he may be.”

Stella recently signed up with two new dealers, 
Marianne Boesky and Dominique Lévy. “It’s really a 
question of money, as they say,” he said. “It’s hard to 
get advances nowadays, but Marianne was willing to go 
along with the program so that made a difference.”

EVEN FOR SEASONED FANS, AND I COUNT MYSELF ONE OF 

them, Stella’s recent work has not been easy to like. Much 
of it takes the form of swirly objects, rippled planes, and 
curving rods made out of metal or carbon fiber, their 
surfaces sprayed with auto-body paint, mounted on or 
leaned against walls. Stella sometimes bends smaller 
works into shape by hand. They look like deformed 
models of viruses, or perhaps early satellites.

“It may be that not everybody likes every body of 
work,” Weinberg said. “Nobody would. But that’s not 
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the point.” He mentioned Stella being a wrestler, which 
is about “being a fighter, and never giving up, and 
constantly working through problems.”

“I think Frank thinks of painting as a series of moves,” 
Weinberg continued, “both in the larger sense of the 
whole career and internally within the works themselves.”  

In Stella’s studio, when I visited, there was a meticu-
lous re-creation of the doomed Exxon Valdez oil tanker 
and another of the Hindenburg zeppelin, which Stella 
had attached to a sculpture with curving rods. His largest 
works are fabricated by outside specialists. “What we do 
is basically model making,” he said, “so it’s nice to see 
what the other people do.” Asked about those ominous 
vehicles, Stella replied only, “I don’t know. Somehow 
disasters seem to come to mind.”

Sitting on one table was a 3-D-printed scale model 
for a soaring pavilion with a carbon-fiber roof. Such 
new works often start as digital scans, which Stella has 
assistants tweak on a computer. One piece grew out of a 
starburst-like seedpod that he picked up at the New York 
Botanical Garden. Others have been known to come from 
clippings from the children’s nature magazine Ranger 
Rick. It is hard to square this extroverted work, with its 
sci-fi expressionist look, with the just-the-facts paintings 
of Stella’s early career, but it shares with them a certain 
probing sensibility, a desire to cut up and morph space.

How does he know when an object or image will work 
as a scan? “Well, I don’t think it’s very tricky,” Stella said. 
“It’s basically about the geometries. So, there’s plane 
geometry, there’s solid geometry, and then there are more 
complex—there’s topology with complex surfaces and 
curved surfaces. That sounds like, well, that’s kind of 
boring: ‘It’s just about geometry.’ But on the other hand, 
nobody makes art that—you know, you have to have a 
geometry to make marks on.”

That put him in mind of Paleolithic cave paintings. 
“Actually, in Lascaux they had quite a complicated 
geometry, the surfaces,” he said. “It’s insanely compli-
cated. It’s a cave, okay. It’s a big cave, and then it gets 
small, then it’s big. They’re working quite a bit on almost 
all the surfaces. It’s a little hard to see.

“I went once,” he continued. “They let me in the begin-
ning part about 20 years ago.” He sighed. “And it was great.”

His wry, gruff mood, which had momentarily lifted, 
returned. I had been told that Stella kept in his collection 
pieces from throughout his career, but he brushed aside 
that idea. “That’s a fantasy,” he said. The only work he 
still has was sitting in his studio. “And I didn’t hold onto 
it,” he said. “It’s what I can’t sell.”                  

right Frank Stella, redjang, 2009.  

Andrew Russeth is co-excutive editor at ARTnews.





NOVEMBER 2015

BY JON LACKMAN

SPY VS. SPY

A tech-savvy Swiss duo refines the art of espionage

78

“
I’ve hijacked your surveillance camera. How 
about a game of chess?” The words filled a closed-

circuit television screen that only seconds before had 
shown commuters in London’s Charing Cross station. 
Whichever security guard read the message soon saw it 
replaced by a chessboard and the words: “You are white. 
I am black. Call me or text me to make your move. This 
is my phone number: 075 8246 0851.”

In the heart of the world’s most surveilled city, two artists 
were registering their polite protest with the help of a laptop 
and an interfering transmitter. Carmen Weisskopf and 
Domagoj Smoljo, a Swiss team known as !Mediengruppe 
Bitnik, have been co-opting the spy’s arsenal to practice 
their own, artistic style of counter-espionage.

Two years ago Bitnik installed a hidden camera in 
a cardboard box that broadcast live as it traveled from 
the artists’ studio in London through postal systems to 
its final destination: Julian Assange at the Ecuadorian 
Embassy in London. Bitnik wanted a look at the watchers 
of the man who’d watched America watching everyone 

else. Over the 32 hours it took for the package to arrive, 
the photostream Bitnik sent via Twitter attracted a large, 
addicted following.

Weisskopf and Smoljo rank among the funniest of the 
mostly European digital artists in their 30s and 40s who 
are mining the territory where art, technology, and Big 
Brother meet. Over the past few years, they and others, 
such as Aram Bartholl, Oliver Laric, Eva and Franco 
Mattes, Brad Troemel, and Hito Steyerl, have mounted 
exhibitions in Berlin and New York that expose and 
tweak the modern world as wrought by the likes of 
Facebook and the NSA.

Bitnik have been influenced by Fluxus, conceptual 
art, interventionism, and early net art, but the artists 
told me that their work also belongs to the newish, still-
controversial category of “post-Internet art”—that is, 
art less about the Internet age than of it. 

opposite !Mediengruppe Bitnik, Domagoj Smoljo and Car-
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Technology pervades everything, from the artists’ 
source of inspiration and choice of materials to their 
modes of distribution. It’s the basis for their collabo-
ration, discussion, and debate. Whereas early net art 
tended to reside in a computer browser, post-Internet 
art is more likely to be exhibited within a gallery’s white 
cube. The art is defined more by its overall aesthetic than 
by its distribution system or subject matter.

Not that post-Internet is a homogenous category. 
Unlike many of their peers, the Bitnik duo have self-
consciously steered clear of snark, world-weariness, 
and graphic imagery. Their work is political but in a 
nonpartisan way.

This promises to be a big year for Bitnik, who were 
among the ten winners of the 2014 Swiss Art Prize and 
since then have had new works commissioned by the 
Center for Art and Media in Karlsruhe, the House of 
Electronic Arts Basel, and others. Whether these insti-
tutions, with their corporate and governmental ties, can 
work with such unpredictable, subversive artists remains 
to be seen. 

Artists and spies are loners, operating on the margins. 
They observe, gather intelligence, surgically intervene, 
and detect and disseminate artifice. They try to stay 
ahead of everyone else.

Weisskopf and Smoljo didn’t know much about 
fine or dark arts when they met in 2000 as freshmen 
at the University of Zurich. But in 2002 they decided 
to create their own website for artistic experiments. To 
that end they surreptitiously unscrewed a panel on the 
locked metal cage that held the university’s servers and 
inserted one of their own, connected it to the Internet, 
and named it Bitnik. By the time the university discov-
ered its barnacle, Weisskopf and Smoljo were professors 
there themselves.

This was arguably Bitnik’s first work of art, and it set 
the tone: technologically liberating, unapologetically 
illegal, disarmingly simple, and indisputably provocative. 
In the networked age, isn’t a network of one’s own as 
basic a human right as the right to vote?

Weisskopf and Smoljo and their friends began playing 
with the server. (Various people joined them in the 
early years, but after 2006 only the duo remained.) In 
one “phone opera” they devised, the computer rang all 
the public phones on a particular city square. This got 
Bitnik thinking about the Zurich Opera, whose lavish 
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1980s taxpayer-funded restoration had triggered popu-
list riots. The average Zuricher still felt unwelcome 
inside—Weisskopf and Smoljo included. Was there, they 
wondered, any way to bust it open?

“In a few seconds you will be connected live to the 
Opera House. You can lie back and listen to today’s 
performance of Der Rosenkavalier by Richard Strauss 
from the comfort of your living room.” Weisskopf and 
Smoljo had sneaked away from a public tour of the 
opulent opera house and hidden dozens of bugs that, 
on performance nights, randomly dialed home phones, 
played an introductory message, and then live-streamed 
the entire performance. In the course of two months, 90 
hours of opera were transmitted to 4,000 households.

THE OPERA PROJECT IGNITED A FIERCE CULTURE DEBATE IN 
Switzerland, but it was a little-known detail that led to 
their next work. Because the bugs had broadcast over 
an open phone line, Bitnik were able to eavesdrop on 
people as they reacted and went about their daily lives. It 
felt wrong—but it was irresistible. “People are critical of 
surveillance, but they love to watch people! There is this 
thin line, which is troubling,” Weisskopf said.

Bitnik started looking at the CCTV cameras watching 
them throughout Zurich and discovered that they all 
transmitted over the same four unencrypted radio chan-
nels. So the two purchased a receiver, attached a battery, 
and began walking around the city, channel-surfing. This 
became a kind of modern dérive, the aleatory urban walk 
invented by Parisian artists in the 1940s. 

As Bitnik wandered the streets, they picked up signals 
mostly from inside buildings, giving glimpses of spaces 
too intriguing not to infiltrate. “You follow these strange 
signals. It’s beautiful. It leads you to places you’ve never 
been, you enter a courtyard, you go up a building inside 
to find the camera on the fourth floor,” Bitnik said. 

In effect, cameras intended to secure privacy for 
property owners become windows. Bitnik call this 
phenomenon sousveillance. In 2009 the team installed 
two televisions in the former White Space project room 
and rigged them up to continually broadcast hijacked 
images of the exterior and interior of the local police 
station. 
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More recently, they turned their attention to San 
Francisco. “You immediately get a feeling for the city’s 
systems,” they noted. “The first three cameras we picked 
up were from a Scientology center, a Beat museum, and 
an illegal mahjong parlor,” Smoljo said. They also tackled 
São Paulo, although poorer cities tend to produce bleaker 
dérives. “In São Paulo, technology is expensive but labor 
is cheap, so buildings don’t have cameras, they have five 
guards standing around.” 

In 2010 Bitnik did dérives in London and Zurich, 
following bankers around financial districts and 
recording their movements. They called the activity “a 
form of appropriation of the inaccessible and closed 
financial spaces.”

This gave rise to Surveillance Chess (2012), an “art 
performance for a single recipient: the CCTV operator 
in his control room.” They conducted the project in 
London and Zurich. Bitnik hijacked guards’ feeds, but 
the invitation to play chess made it clear that this was 
a friendly takeover, an attempt at conversation. It was 
mostly futile. One shop owner threatened to call the 
police. “In a state of near panic, he also removed his own 
surveillance camera from his shop ‘for security reasons.’ 
He had apparently lost faith in his surveillance system,” 
according to Bitnik. This reminded me of the 1983 
film WarGames. After the computer analyzes the many 
possible outcomes of global thermonuclear war, it says, 
“A strange game. The only winning move is not to play. 
How about a nice game of chess?”

IN 2012 BITNIK ABANDONED FULL-TIME UNIVERSITY TEACHING. 
They had become parents. They resolved to support 
themselves with their art, which would require them 
to get commissions from galleries, museums, and other 
institutions. Of course, they feared having to compromise. 

In the fall of 2014 they put the Swiss art gallery Kunst 
Halle Sankt to the test. A piece of software they wrote for 
a bot they called Random Darknet Shopper bought prod-
ucts randomly from the online, illicit-goods emporium 
Agora. As items arrived at the gallery, staff mounted 
them on the wall. 

Sellers mostly sent the items they’d advertised (one 
was out of stock), and not a single package was inter-
cepted by police. In all, 12 items arrived: a picture of a 
Hungarian passport, a pair of Diesel jeans, a Sprite can 
with a hidden compartment, a “decoy letter,” a cap with 
a hidden camera, Nike Air Yeezy 2 sneakers, ten doses of 
Ecstasy, a Visa card, a Lord of the Rings e-book, a Louis 
Vuitton Trevi PM handbag, a carton of Chesterfield Blue 
cigarettes, and a set of fire-department master keys. C
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Installation view of Opera Calling at Cabaret Voltaire in 

Zurich, 2007. 
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Some items were surely counterfeit, but the possibility 
that the Ecstasy was real led Swiss authorities to seize all 
the exhibition’s contents when it closed. Bitnik and the 
gallery worried about prosecution, but in the end, police 
tested the drugs, found them to be real, destroyed them, 
returned everything else, and dropped all charges. 

Future experiments may not end as well. But as 
Guardian writer Mike Power wrote, “Can a robot, or a 
piece of software, be jailed if it commits a crime?” Legal 
scholars are debating this point, thanks to Bitnik, who 
maintained that this wasn’t intentional. “Discourse is not 
the main goal; we weren’t really thinking about those 
topics when we started the work,” Weisskopf said.

For Bitnik, the point of Random Darknet Shopper was 
to illuminate “the dark web.” Most of us know little 
about it, yet can suffer its effects when, say, local drug 
dealers use it to stay below law-enforcement radar. What 
fascinated Bitnik most about Agora was the way that 
shady, anonymous buyers and sellers around the world 
had figured out how to trust one another in the same way 
that the eBay and Amazon communities do. 

Random Darknet Shopper represented a major depar-
ture for Bitnik in that it had no obvious connection to 
surveillance. (Ironically, Agora recently announced it 
would shut down temporarily, suspecting it was being 
spied upon.) Surveillance has become so pervasive as 
to be nearly invisible. “Because it’s less visible, it’s less 
topical and less interesting to address directly,” Smoljo 
said. Bitnik maintain that it remains the backdrop to 
their work, but they now want to focus on other techno-
logical systems. 

THIS YEAR BITNIK EXECUTED A COMMISSION FOR ZURICH’S 

Cabaret Voltaire, the birthplace of Dada. It’s a kind of 
online performance piece. For a period of four months, 
every image on the Cabaret’s website was replaced by 
one deemed, by Google’s image-processing algorithm, 
to be very similar. Such software plays an increasingly 
important role, deciding, for example, who gets tagged 
in Facebook posts and who gets detained at the airport. 
Some substitutions were banal, others amusing and 
provocative—a photograph of an American college foot-
ball scrimmage replaced an image of a simulated orgy by 
the Russian art collective Voina. 

Bitnik thought that the Cabaret would balk at their 
project, but Weisskopf said, “They were rather fond of 
the idea of losing control over their website.” Some of the 
other artists whose work was featured on the Cabaret’s 

website were taken aback. The Cabaret put them in 
touch with Bitnik and once they understood what was 
happening, they all accepted it.

On the other hand, a similar commission for the Center 
for Art and Media in Karlsruhe, a larger institution, fell 
through recently; it seems the center was concerned 
that copyright holders might sue or that website visitors 
might consider themselves deceived. Equally troubling, 
the Neue Zürcher Zeitung, often called the Swiss New 
York Times, canceled a very different sort of commission 
after the paper got a sense of what Bitnik had in mind. 
Having two such failures in one year was sobering, and 
unusual, but Weisskopf and Smoljo said they were deter-
mined not to change what they do. 

A short while ago the pair emailed me an image from 
a commission they’d just completed for the House of 
Electronic Arts Basel. It looked as if they’d photographed 
a building, then altered the image to make it look as if my 
computer had frozen trying to display it. What I didn’t 
realize until I spoke with them later that day was that they 
had actually created this glitched building—they’d had 
contractors cut and move columns and pipes and all the 
rest. The piece dramatizes the potential pitfalls of letting 
computers wield ever more power over the physical world.

“We’ve always wanted to experiment with errors,” 
Weisskopf said. “If you can find or introduce glitches into 
systems, you can try to manipulate them.” Find a flaw in 
the opera’s security, and you can plant bugs. Glitches also 
reveal underlying realities. “They help you to understand 
the algorithms, the rules that are invisible. Until the 
stock market had a particular flash crash recently, most 
people had no idea that one guy in his basement could 
manipulate the entire market.”

Despite how much Weisskopf and Smoljo have been 
able to accomplish from their studio in Zurich, they are 
contemplating a move. “For its size, this town has a lot,” 
Smoljo says. “There are now lots of galleries with Zurich 
outposts. But for our part of the art world, there’s not a 
lot going on. In Europe, Berlin is the place for us to be.” 

Some say that since World War II Berlin has been 
home to more spies than any other city on Earth. Soon it 
may add two more.                        
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opposite “Random Darknet Shopper - The Bot’s Collection,” 

installation view, Helmhaus Zurich, 2015. 

Jon Lackman, Ph.D., is a journalist and art historian writ-
ing a book on the 1920s artist’s model Maria Lani.



Your country. Your art. 
The bigger, better Westmoreland Museum of American Art. Get into it starting October 24. 

America has always been about open spaces, new frontiers and room to roam. And now, so are we with thousands  

more square feet and hundreds of new works of art in a collection more expansive, dynamic and accessible than ever.  

So come connect to your heritage and discover what moves you. For more information, visit thewestmoreland.org 

Balcomb Greene (1904-1990), Organic Forms, 1939, Oil on Canvas, 24 x 36 inches,  
Anonymous Gift with additional funding from the William Jamison Art Acquisition Fund, 2005.27, Detail
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T his thrilling exhibition, organized by MoMA 
curators Ann Temkin and Anne Umland, tracks 
with extraordinary clarity Picasso’s forays into 

three dimensions between 1902 and 1964. It shows us a 
Picasso both sharper and softer than previously known. 

Picasso made sculpture in bursts—moving from 
Cubism to Surrealism to Assemblage over the course of 
his career. A lack of formal training seems to have liber-
ated rather than constrained him; he worked in card-
board, plaster, wood, found objects, and more with a fine 
disregard for technique.

Comprising some 140 works, the show proper begins 
in 1909 with Picasso’s first attempts to translate his 
Cubist paintings into three dimensions. A faceted 
woman’s head is angular but airless; however, with the 
planar cardboard construction Guitar (1912), he solved 
the problem. In this momentous work he introduced  
negative space as an integral part of the sculpture, forever 
changing the medium. 

 At the end of the 1920s, Picasso waded into Surrealism, 
most wholeheartedly in morphed depictions of his then-
mistress Marie-Thérèse Walter (in several, Walter’s 
Grecian nose resembles a flaccid penis). By 1935, though, 
Walter is gone, replaced by a triumphant warrior—one of a 
new set of assemblages—sporting a strangely similar nose.

After another hiatus, Picasso returned to making sculp-
ture in 1940. The triteness of wartime works like Man 
with a Lamb (1943) is offset by the delights of almost-
readymades like the wonderfully true-to-life Head of a 
Dog (1943), made from a burnt and torn paper napkin.

This eye for quotidian detail is a hallmark of Picasso’s 
best late-career work: ceramics in the 1940s, found-object 
assemblages in the 1950s (including a priapic found-wood 
man from 1958), and sheet-metal constructions, which in 
the 1960s brought him full circle to his cardboard guitar.

“I put everything I love in my pictures,” Picasso 
once said. But he put everything on his mind in his 
sculptures. ANNE DORAN

Pablo Picasso, Guitar, 1924, painted sheet metal, painted tin box, and iron wire, 43¾" x 25" x 10½" (left); 

Vase: Woman, 1948, white earthenware, painted with slips, 18¾" x 6½" x 4¼" (right).

“PICASSO SCULPTURE”
MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

SEPTEMBER 14 - FEBRUARY 7
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T he chronological span of the 22 works—paintings 
and sculptures—in this superb exercise in connois-
seurship is 1960 to 2007. The artists included were 

all contemporaries, known to one another and sharing at 
least some artistic points of view if not a codified aesthetic. 

This explains why a John Chamberlain crushed-
automobile wall piece would fit comfortably in close 
proximity with two Carl Andre floor sculptures. Some 
secret kinship reconciles Andre’s Minimalism with 
Chamberlain’s abstraction in the same way that Brice 
Marden’s Shunt (1972) complements Robert Ryman’s 
1960 Untitled: each sculpture and painting represents 
a different dialect of a single artistic language. Each 
explains the others while remaining independent.

Nowhere was mysterious affinity more in evidence 
than on the gallery’s second-floor rotunda, where a 
super-refined Donald Judd wall piece, Untitled (Bernstein 
78-70), 1978, was hung above a rough Andre floor work, 

32-Part Reciprocal Invention (1971), composed of lengths 
of the steel rods used to make reinforced concrete. The 
juxtaposition also underscores the relationship between 
Minimalist sculpture and architecture. While Judd’s work 
resembles a skyscraper, Andre’s is a building in progress.

In a single room there’s a fabulous Frank Stella shaped 
canvas from 1963, an Agnes Martin from 1985, and 
two Andres from 1968 and 1993. They all communi-
cate with one another. Andre’s Fore River Crane (1993), 
made of western red cedar with natural cracks, consti-
tutes a metaphor for the artistic will by reducing the 
inhuman scale of nature to human geometry. Andre 
created a colossal sculpture in almost domestic dimen-
sions, as if to confirm a respect for nature and the need 
to control it that connected him with Martin’s Desert 
(1985) and Stella’s Ileana Sonnabend (1963): the universe 
only acquires meaning and value when shaped by the 
human imagination.

“Carl Andre in His Time,” 2015, with works by (from left) Robert Ryman, Carl Andre, and Dan Flavin, installation view.

ALFRED MAC ADAM

“CARL ANDRE IN HIS TIME”
MNUCHIN

SEPTEMBER 9 - DECEMBER 5
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E
xcuse Me!?!...I’m looking for the “Fountain of Youth,” 
Michael Smith’s impressive installation, was an 
autobiography of sorts, that unfolded gradu-

ally. Bringing together the artist’s droll performance 
personas—the sad-sack “Mike” and the infantile “Baby 
Ikki”—it skewered the absurdities of TV culture and the 
American Dream of eternal youth. For an artist who’s 
been doing narrative performances since 1978, it was a 
grand if premature summary of his tragicomic oeuvre.

This multipart, multimedia installation also trans-
ferred a characteristic state of befuddlement from the 
artist’s personas to its spectators, who found them-
selves in a faux-medieval hall. Heraldic banners bore 
unfinished Sudoku puzzles. Videos showed the hapless 
Mike fiddling with a cell phone and an eyeglass case. A 
large handwoven tapestry presented a digital collage of 
childhood drawings (Smith’s own). The centerpiece: an 
iconic handblown watercooler that occasionally burped 
a bubble.

The second gallery featured Timeline (2014), a 
hypnotic projection on a transparent scrim, counting 
the years of Smith’s life. Behind the scrim, pools of 
colored light, a spinning disco-ball, and sporadic puffs 
of fog obscured the past. In the third room, photo-
graphs showed Mike’s quixotic junkets at the somewhat 
spurious Fountain of Youth Archaeological Park in St. 
Augustine, Florida, and at KidZania, a theme park in 
São Paulo where kids play at being adults.

Finally, in the film of Smith’s original ballet, choreo-
graphed by Stephen Mills to music by Mayo Thompson 
and performed by Ballet Austin apprentices using cell 
phones as lights, everything comes seamlessly together. 
Mike leaves his office, gets through customs, becomes, 
by turns, a medieval knight, a jester, and Baby Ikki in 
diapers—all while being denied access to a watercooler: the 
proverbial fountain of youth. This installation managed to 
be a poignant self-portrait, capturing the nature of both 
the artist at work and our culture at large.

Michael Smith, KidZania, Experience No.2: Delivery, 2015, C-print, 22½" x 32½".

KIM LEVIN

MICHAEL SMITH
GREEN-NAFTALI

JUNE 25 - AUGUST 14
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ANTON KERN
SEPTEMBER 10 - OCTOBER 29

MARK GROTJAHN

M ark Grotjahn is best known for his virtuosic 
paintings. But more recently, he’s also been 
showing painted bronze sculptures whose 

originals are cardboard boxes that he has carved into 
crude faces, sometimes adding a long paper tube (or 
two) for a nose. The eleven works here, less volumetric 
and more exuberantly painted than in the past, split 
the difference between two and three dimensions. 

While Grotjahn’s paintings owe much to early 
modernist abstraction, the vibrant surfaces of these 
mostly finger-painted pieces conjured such mid-
20th-century painters as Philip Guston and Joan 
Mitchell. At the same time, their masklike features 
evoked African tribal art as filtered through Picasso 
and Max Ernst. 

The resulting pieces, set in conversational group-
ings, were electrifying, notably Untitled (Race 
Track Scribble, Jackson Mask M41.d), 2015, a silvery 
work whose eyes, nose, and mouth are connected 
with a wandering line of white; Untitled (The Skies 
Remembered II, French Mask M31.e), 2014, a pink 
confection with off-kilter eyes and a gaping mouth 
that should be too pretty but isn’t; and Untitled 
(Crisscrossed and Lettered, Jackson Mask M41.c), 2015, 
which sets Grotjahn’s name and the date of the work 
loose among ribbons of color. Grotjahn’s foray into 
sculpture has paid off in these works of enormous 
vitality and offhand beauty.

Mark Grotjahn, Untitled (Orange over Mountain Walk, 

Italian Mask M30.g), 2014, oil on bronze, 

51¾" x 34" x 44".

PACE 
SEPTEMBER 11 - OCTOBER 17

I n this recent suite of pictures the great serial self-
portraitist Chuck Close returns to a technique he first 
employed in the 1970s. He divides his canvas into a 

grid, then fills each square with a monochrome wash 
in red, yellow, or blue, essentially imitating the color-
printing process. By reducing the canvas to uniform 
squares he eliminates the possibility of gestural expres-
sion so highly prized in the tradition of self-portraiture. 
In a lesser painter’s hands, the results could fall flat.

For Close, however, structure signals a kind of 
freedom. While always adhering to the basic process 
of filling in blocks with color, he chooses which colors 
go where. His squares, visible from a great distance 
in these monumental canvases, do not adhere to the 
realist system of describing; they jump significantly 
out of line. In the brightest and boldest canvas, the 
four quadrants are interrupted by a green line that 
snakes up the artist’s face and grabs his eyeball. 

The balance between mathematical precision 
and unnatural color produces a kind of neo-Fauve 
aesthetic, returning us to spaces of discovery that 
remain exciting, even when painting has no rules left 
to break. Visual proofs of the complexity of the rela-
tionship between eye and mind, these portraits fasci-
nate both. Here’s what painting can do that nothing 
else can, they seem to say. To sum up: the mechanics 
are simple; the results are anything but.

 JOHANNA RUTH EPSTEIN

CHUCK CLOSE

Chuck Close, Self-Portrait I, 2014, 

oil on canvas, 1017⁄8" x 841⁄8".

ANNE DORAN
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“REVOLUTION OF THE EYE”

JEWISH MUSEUM
MAY 1 - SEPTEMBER 27

“
Revolution of the Eye: Modern Art and the 
Birth of American Television” opened with 

Barbra Streisand prancing through the Philadelphia 
Museum of Art and ended with Andy Warhol 
performing on Saturday Night Live. In between 
those historic moments viewers witnessed numerous 
connections between modern art and early televi-
sion. The exhibition was best when it drew attention 
to indisputable links—for example, a spinning disk 
at the beginning of The Twilight Zone so obviously 
similar to a “Rotorelief ” by Marcel Duchamp.

More than just a show about aesthetic affini-
ties, “Revolution of the Eye” also showcased artists’ 
participation in network television in the ’60s. John 
Cage appeared on CBS’s game show I’ve Got a Secret, 
slamming objects into a bathtub, and Warhol acted 
in a commercial for Braniff Airways before making 
his own ad in 1968 for Schrafft’s ice cream.

A large section of the show was devoted to CBS, 
whose president William S. Paley became a MoMA 
trustee and whose headquarters was designed by the 
modernist architect Eero Saarinen. TV so wanted 
to be considered art that MoMA even created the 
short-lived Television Project, a vehicle for experi-
mental productions. Ultimately, TV had a greater 
impact on art than vice versa. By the ’70s TV still 
churned out game shows and soaps, while art was 
forever changed.

Ernie Kovacs, n.d. 

ALEX GREENBERGER

LENNON, WEINBERG 
JUNE 11 - SEPTEMBER 26

ALEXA LAWRENCE 

JOSEPH ZITO

J oseph Zito’s works are like dark koans. Concise, 
paradoxical, and meticulously composed, they 
grapple with a range of human emotions heavily 

weighted to the sorrow side. In this selection of 
pieces from the last 30 years, sculptures and works on 
paper addressed themes of death, loss, and suffering, 
but also, if you meditated long enough, hope. 

Zito’s watercolors here were psychologically 
disquieting—a ghostly white silhouette of a stark 
bedframe tumbling through an abyss of inky paint; 
a bloodred wing chair tipped sideways at the bottom 
of a blank white page—and his sculptural composi-
tions no less so. In Stand Still Goddamn It (2012) 
crimson sand is trapped in the upper compart-
ment of an hourglass, halting time even as it evokes 
thoughts of passion and rage. In Swimmies (2006) a 
sagging, baby-blue inflatable kiddie pool is empty 
but for two children’s arm floats, which at first 
appear coated in rust but are in fact cast in iron, 
rendered fatally useless.

But the beauty of the works lay in their multitude 
of meanings—each material and color became a 
thoughtful layer to be considered. In one corner of 
the gallery, a bronze model of half a heart, suspended 
from the ceiling in a tangle of wires, cradled a Zippo 
lighter; like a bionic circulatory system, it appeared 
at once cold and inert and ready to explode with new, 
fiery life.

Joseph Zito, Untitled (Helmet), 2005, cast glass, 

steel, and rose petals, 20" x 12" x 20".



REVIEWS: NEW YORK

NOVEMBER 2015

94

IDRIS KHAN

SEAN KELLY
SEPTEMBER 11- OCTOBER 24

I dris Khan came to prominence as a photog-
rapher, although his photographs have always 
been experimental, pushing the medium, as in 

his videos, paintings, and sculptures. He juxtaposes 
the conceptual with the painterly, the mechanically 
or digitally reproduced with manual interventions, 
language and its slippages, and the theoretical and 
the political, as this show demonstrated. Of the more 
than two dozen new works, many were large-scale 
ink on white or gray gesso on aluminum, with the 
remaining pieces mostly photographic. 

The imagery in almost all the pieces was 
constructed from countless lines of finely printed 
text, overlaid so that they appear illegible except 
at the peripheries. An idiosyncratic cross between 
minimalist and flamboyant, they are neither the 
one nor the other. Khan adds, reveals, and erases 
according to his own mode of encryption. His 
signature superimpositions are ratcheted up in the 
imposing Overture (2015); its seven plates of clear 
glass are imprinted with a starburst suspended 
one after the other on an aluminum frame. It is as 
much three-dimensional painting as it is sculpture, 
its density exponentially increased. With carefully 
considered elegance, Khan alludes to the chaos of 
migration, global conflicts, memory, and time and 
its feints and traces, made all the more compelling 
by his obliquity.

Idris Khan, Overture, 2015, 7 glass sheets with 

aluminum frame, 96" x 78" x 156".

LILLY WEI ALFRED MAC ADAM

SARAH SZE

TANYA BONAKDAR 
SEPTEMBER 10 - OCTOBER 17

S arah Sze has achieved a new and exciting 
level of aesthetic unity in her work. Not that 
she left behind the improvisational and alea-

tory or the ephemeral and fragile in her construc-
tions. To the contrary, all of these qualities were in 
evidence, but presented, despite their rough-and-
ready posturing, with a new poignancy. Visitors had 
to tread lightly here through a seeming chaos of 
detritus, reflecting Sze’s desire to incorporate them 
into the creative act.

The 26 works here all dealt with the dialectical 
relationship between presences and absences—most 
especially, the idea that by the time the viewer experi-
ences the art, the artist is gone. Measuring Stick (2015) 
summarized the show. In a dark room a glass-topped 
dining table was arranged with myriad objects: video 
projectors, mirrors, a can of soda, a bottle of water, 
an egg in a cage, a lava lamp, and the like. Visitors 
were invited to put themselves in the position of the 
artist, to examine the articles and make of them what 
they might, thus mixing their own experiences with 
whatever Sze left of herself on the table. 

Just as Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein assembled 
a new body from parts, Sze gathers fragments of 
all kinds to produce new totalities. Destruction is 
a precondition for creation, and Sze captures those 
moments when the imagination turns wreckage 
into art.

Sarah Sze, Measuring Stick (detail), 2015, mixed 

media, 132" x 90" x 51", installation view.
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MARLEY FREEMAN

CLEOPATRA’S
SEPTEMBER 4 - OCTOBER 11

M arley Freeman’s show was bursting with 
color. Bright, brushy abstractions in pinks, 
oranges, mint, baby blue, and lemon were 

layered, filling six canvases edge to edge. 
The artist’s earlier experience with textiles and the 

decorative arts was especially evident in the way she 
quilted together patches of color in the paintings. 

One of the smaller canvases on view, Bacon (2015), 
creates a dynamic, even enigmatic composition by 
means of just three thick strokes sweeping across a 
bloodred canvas on a diagonal with a slight curve. A 
vibrant pink band crosses and connects the thicker 
marks. Resembling a tempting, fatty slice of bacon, 
it adheres to the horizontal wavy strips and seems to 
jump off the canvas. 

The four smaller paintings contained magnifica-
tions, or selections, from two of the larger works. 
Freeman’s energetic mark-making on these canvases 
played in lively counterpoint to the quiet sculptures 
arranged strategically on the floor.

In the far back corner of the gallery, suggesting a 
Zen garden, was a grouping of “Blocks” huddled 
together. The ceramic pieces (none bigger than an 
ice cube) featured earth-tone glazes and were assem-
bled in a loose circle. As stacked, they called to mind 
prehistoric monuments, like Stonehenge, as well as a 
child’s collection of precious stones from a day at the 
beach.

Marley Freeman, Bacon, 2015, 

acrylic on canvas, 13" x 15".

DANA SCHUTZ

PETZEL
SEPTEMBER 10 - OCTOBER 24

QUINTESSA MATRANGA

D ana Schutz’s new characters are more 
mangled than ever—which is saying some-
thing when you consider her earlier works, 

such as Face Eater (2004) or The Autopsy of Michael 
Jackson (2005). Yet, in these four charcoal drawings 
and 12 new, large-scale paintings in typically loud 
and assaultive colors, figures are contorted in impos-
sible spaces, or rendered as tangles of body parts. 

But along with the cringe-inducing poses of many 
of her characters, there was evidence of a conciliatory 
humor. One 96-by-90-inch canvas shows, in a nod to 
popular culture, an elegant duo in an elevator, their 
bodies fractured around a mirrored cube, tussling 
and throwing punches, caught in the act before the 
sliding doors have closed. Meanwhile Lion Eating Its 
Tamer (2015) depicts the animal doing what the title 
says—the unlucky tamer’s limbs hang limp and at odd 
angles from the cat’s fang-rimmed mouth, as the lion’s 
round eyes stare out, at once menacing and ashamed. 

All of Schutz’s characters were rendered uncom-
fortably close in these works, as if about to tumble 
through the canvas, and many look out directly, 
their bulging, brazen eyes seeking the viewer’s 
own, as though in a plea for release. Bound by their 
settings—from modern airport terminal to steaming 
shower to feline mouth—they are similarly trapped 
by painted surface, and seem to strain against the 
limitations of both. 

Dana Schutz, Fight in an Elevator, 2015, 

oil on canvas, 96" x 90". 

ALEXA LAWRENCE
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GALERIE PERROTIN
SEPTEMBER 9 - OCTOBER 31

JOHAN CRETEN

J ohan Creten, best known for his series of kiln-
fired floral torsos titled “Odore di Femmina,” 
displayed 15 new works on two floors of the 

gallery’s town-house space. On the main level, two 
of the Belgian-born sculptor’s ceramic wall pieces, 
hand-painted in gold luster, and four of his large-
scale bronzes, referring to sources from the ancient 
to the mid-century modern, surrounded a studded-
bronze column that nearly grazed the ceiling (Massu 
II, 2015)—an elegant homage to Brancusi. 

While titles like Bi-Boy (2013–15, a youth covered 
in gold leaf ) and The Price of Freedom (2015, a 
crouching eagle in resin) alluded to resonant themes 
in the contemporary world, the overall feel was 
retrospective. The overhead installation of an eagle 
lent the bird a less-than-airborne dominance.

The most recent torsos, encrusted with ceramic 
rosebuds in Rococo-inspired purple, blue, and green 
hues, held court downstairs. The works’ openness to 
interpretation was part of their allure. Whether they 
represent a lamentation over the glories of a bygone 
era or a warning against the excesses of a civilization 
in steep decline is beside the point.

People and animals appeared slightly melted, 
perhaps reflecting the mood of economic uncertainty 
at a moment when, for better or worse, the engines 
of the contemporary art world continue to rev.

Johan Creten, Massu II, 2015, bronze and lost-wax 

casting, bronze pedestal, 166½" x 11½" x 11½". 

MOMA PS1
JANUARY 31 - SEPTEMBER 7

E pic is the word for Wael Shawky’s brilliant 
video trilogy Cabaret Crusades (2010–15). It is 
narrated in Arabic with English subtitles and 

has a running time of three-plus remarkably fast-
paced hours. It is as sweeping as any Hollywood 
spectacular, complete with rich period costumes, 
clever scenography, and a pulsing, propelling 
musical score. But it is smarter and more politi-
cally complicated—with no heroes. The saga of 
the Crusades, it begins in the eleventh century and 
is told from a non-Western point of view (based 
on Lebanese historian Amin Maalouf ’s book The 
Crusades through Arab Eyes); in it, Christians and 
Muslims are equally condemned for unspeakable 
barbarity and treachery to friend and foe alike. 
Broken alliances abound; fathers murder wives, 
children, and vice versa; entire cities are torched; 
and religion is just another word for power grabs 
and more killings. The subject couldn’t be more 
topical. As the cities in the path of destruction pass 
by on the screen—Mosul, Damascus, Baghdad, 
Cairo, Jerusalem, and more—it reads like the 
morning’s headlines. 

It seems so real that it’s almost unbearable—all the 
more astonishing since the actors and animals are 
marionettes. Installed in two long vitrines they are a 
worthy exhibition in themselves. Everyone who can 
do so should see it. LILLY WEI

WAEL SHAWKY

Wael Shawky, Cabaret Crusades: The Horror 

Show File (still), 2010, HD color-and-sound 

video, 31 minutes, 49 seconds. 

JOHANNA RUTH EPSTEIN
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“THE TRANSPORTATION 
BUSINESS”

T his modest three-work show was meant to 
launch a new annex space, often seen as a 
venue for artists to exhibit their stranger, more 

experimental creations. Here, though, Ian Pedigo’s 
sculpture, collage, and assemblage seemed mostly to 
expand on the inventive and imaginative works he 
showed last year in the gallery’s main space.

In Curve (2014) Pedigo combines cut cow bones and 
neon shoelaces into a bent shape over black cotton. 
The piece is graceful and effortless, and its odd juxta-
position of materials appeared natural, organic even.

With Soon as with the Other (2015) Pedigo marries 
Duchamp and Calder in form. A half-painted plastic 
arc bears a suspended windshield wiper that dangles 
in mid-air, as if about to cause the entire contraption 
to come crashing down onto the bright, royal-blue 
carpet below.

The final work, Knife Ammonite Fossil Stadium 
(2015), synthesizes the objects listed in its title into 
an enrapturing composition in which the ammonite 
fossil assumes the likeness of the evil eye staring out 
at the viewer.

While the works in this exhibition were visually 
and intellectually engaging, they were, at the same 
time, what we’d expect from an artist who invari-
ably delivers the unexpected in his mastery of gath-
ering and arranging disparate objects.

JANE LOMBARD
JULY 1 - AUGUST 14

T his excellent summer show took its title from 
the idea of a Grateful Dead drummer that the 
band was in “the transportation business”: “We 

move minds,” he said. Curated by Gregory Volk, the 
exhibition was packed with trippy works that certainly 
took viewers on adventures in perception.

The paintings, much like road maps of psychedelic 
journeys, led the way. German multimedia artist Ati 
Maier contributed a dynamic airbrushed painting, 
Possibility of Perception (2011), which offered up 
cloverleafs and roadways zipping through space, 
while Sarah Walker visited the depths of outer 
space with the mesmerizing Voyager (2015). Bruce 
Pearson’s Free Getaway (2015) was a highlight, with 
its dyslexic grid of orange and yellow triangles liter-
ally popping off a surface of turquoise and green.    

The duo Rosane Chamecki and Andrea Lerner 
used the low-tech means of stop-action filming in 
Flying Lesson, a 2007 video, to create the illusion 
of the artists flying through Central Park. But the 
installation Volcano (2015), by Icelandic artist Ragna 
Róbertsdóttir, brought the landscape to the gallery 
by affixing tiny chips of lava to the wall in an outdoor 
patio. It provided a beatific moment, as worthy of 
contemplation as the natural wonder itself.

On the whole, the show offered a respite from the heat 
of the streets as well as an escape from urban stress, both 
within and outside our minds.

Bruce Pearson, Free Getaway, 2015, oil and acrylic 

on Styrofoam on panel, 48" x 48".

BARBARA POLLACK

KLAUS VON NICHTSSAGEND
SEPTEMBER 12 - OCTOBER 18

MAXIMILÍANO DURÓN

IAN PEDIGO

Ian Pedigo, Curve, 2014, bone, shoelaces, cotton 

fabric, and wood, 33¾" x 24" x 2¾".
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MARY WEATHERFORD

BRENNAN & GRIFFIN
MAY 16 - AUGUST 1

M ary Weatherford’s neon-and-Flashe paint-
ings here had some relationship to this 
gallery’s new Red Hook, Brooklyn, space. 

Weatherford has made paintings about New York 
and Los Angeles, bearing titles that take their names 
from streets. With this show, titled “Red Hook,” 
Weatherford alluded to the gallery’s setting, just 
blocks from what was once the busiest freight port 
in the world. 

The background of each painting was a shade of 
blue, referring to water under various natural condi-
tions. In Canal (2015) a mess of lemon-yellow, brown, 
and azure strokes evokes waves and reflections. Three 
vertical tubes, each a different color, suggest the paths 
of  boats. Meanwhile, in past Sunset (2015), a Rorschach 
test–like blob of navy-blue is pitted against a magenta 
tube, calling to mind the moment when a sunset’s 
colors are refracted in choppy, darkening waters. 
These near-ten-foot-tall paintings, done on linen, 
may have a personal reference for Weatherford, who 
received her M.F.A. from Bard College, situated 
near a different Red Hook, in the Hudson Valley, 
New York. Titles like Something with Bells and July 
(both 2015) are vague enough to point to places that 
have private meanings for Weatherford. Like a cool 
breeze coming off a riverbank, these paintings were 
a beautiful reminder of how it is impossible to view 
places objectively.

W hat do we look for in a painting? An 
evenly primed surface? Presentation in 
an institution? A stroke of genius? That 

seemed to be the question Niele Toroni was wrestling 
with when he started out in France in the 1960s, and 
it’s one he continues to ask in this cerebral show.

Toroni has employed the same “Travail-Peinture” 
process for 40 years. Using a number 50 brush, he 
makes a series of vertical strokes, positioned precisely 
30 centimeters apart. Although at first the strokes all 
look the same, actually, no two are alike.

In three new site-specific works (all 2015, all titled 
Imprints of a no. 50 brush repeated at regular inter-
vals of 30 cm), Toroni painted directly on the walls 
and windows of the gallery. He applied cobalt-blue 
strokes to the outside of a circuit box, while three 
white strokes on the inside of the gallery’s glass 
exterior greeted viewers. Some strokes were fluid, 
others bristly. Despite the conceptual underpin-
nings of his works, Toroni also lent them a physical 
presence.

The older work in the show was as exciting as the 
new pieces. A 1968 scroll of waxed canvas featuring 
red-orange strokes was suspended from a tall corner, 
hung flush against the wall, and then unfurled across 
the floor. When the canvas unrolled, the mysteries of 
painting seemed to gradually become clearer.

Mary Weatherford, past Sunset, 2015, Flashe 

and neon on linen, 112" x 99".

ALEX GREENBERGER ALEX GREENBERGER

NIELE TORONI

SWISS INSTITUTE
JUNE 3 - SEPTEMBER 6

Niele Toroni, Imprints of a no. 50 Paintbrush Repeated 

at Regular Intervals of 30 cm, 1968, synthetic polymer 

paint on coated fabric, 398" x 551⁄8". 
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GEORGE CONDO
Simon Baker

The definitive mono-
graph on the outra-
geous, unorthodox 
New York painter 
George Condo

338 illustrations

$75.00 

MATISSE 
IN THE BARNES
FOUNDATION
Edited by 
Yve-Alain Bois

A landmark volume—
the first authoritative 
publication to cover 
in its entirety one of 
the most significant 
holdings of Matisse 
in the world

656 illustrations, 
606 in color

$275.00 3-volume slipcased

DEREK BOSHIER
Rethink/Re-entry
Edited by Paul Gorman
Foreword by 
David Hockney

A notable monograph on 
British artist Derek Boshier, 
covering his extensive 
collection of work from 
the mid-1950s to the 
present day

302 illustrations 

$50.00

MUMBLING BEAUTY 
LOUISE BOURGEOIS
Alex Van Gelder

An intimate, powerful
portrait of Louise
Bourgeois in the final
years of her life

81 color photographs

$50.00

A fter joining a women’s division of the U.S. 
Navy during World War II, Marjorie 
Cameron dropped her first name. “Marjorie,” 

she said, was a “secretary” in the mind of her drug-
taking, art-making persona. In the ’50s and ’60s 
Cameron got into trouble for challenging viewers 
with drawings of sexy, witchy femmes.

Cameron and Jeffrey Deitch, who returned to 
New York with this seductive show, have something 
in common—they take pleasure in testing the art 
world’s limits. Cameron flouted the norms of her 
time, particularly for women, who weren’t supposed 
to engage in the sex acts depicted in this show. In 
Peyote Vision (1955), a serpentine woman has anal 
sex with a faceless demon. Cameron drew this work 
while on peyote.

Having been married to the occultist Jack Parsons, 
Cameron was an outsider who cultivated her 
mystique. In the creepy, haunting self-portrait Black 
Egg (n.d.), Cameron, with her auburn hair fanning 
out unnaturally, holds an egg. Her almond-shaped, 
jet-black eyes stare out directly at the viewer. With its 
schematic background and symmetry, the painting is 
more like a Renaissance image of Jesus Christ than 
a traditional self-portrait, but Cameron’s eerie gaze 
makes that a tough comparison. She places herself 
outside every art-historical category; she’s checked 
off all her boxes. ALEX GREENBERGER

CAMERON

JEFFREY DEITCH
SEPTEMBER 8 - OCTOBER 17

Cameron, Dark Angel, n.d., 

ink and paint on paper, 36¾" x 23½". 
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B uilt up, scraped down, and gouged into, Los 
Angeles–based artist Mark Bradford’s paintings, 
generally created from house paint, found paper, 

caulk, shellac, and other non-art materials, have an insis-
tent physical presence that telegraphs their emotional 
and political underpinnings. In “Scorched Earth,” his 
three-part exhibition at the Hammer Museum, Bradford 
presented a suite of new abstractions, a two-story-high 
mural, and a video-art installation, each informed by 
both his own history and that of his home city. 

In the museum’s lobby, Bradford—who came of age 
as an artist at the beginning of the AIDS crisis in the 
1980s—had created a mammoth rendition of a map of 
the United States. Figures scratched into the map repre-
sented the number of AIDS cases per 100,000 people 
in each state as of 2009. Literally digging up the past, 
Bradford made the map by scoring and sanding down 
the surface of the wall, in the process revealing layers of 
paint from past art installations at the museum.  

The installation Spiderman (2015), presented in 
a darkened room, consisted of a sound recording of 
Bradford delivering a homophobic comedy routine—
partially based on one from Eddie Murphy’s 1983 HBO 
special, Delirious—while its text was projected on a wall. 
Though disturbing, it was not as searing as the canvases 
in a nearby gallery: 12 new paintings inspired by the 
1992 uprising in Los Angeles that followed the beating 
of black motorist Rodney King by white LAPD officers

The most powerful pieces in the show, these paint-
ings were also, paradoxically, the most abstract. Bradford 
created them by layering sheets of printed and painted 
paper one on the other, then carving into the mass. Some 
resemble microscopic views of blood or tissue; others 
look like ravaged landscapes seen from above. While 
drawing potency from their link to real events, both 
past and present, these works nevertheless resist specific 
interpretation. They remain masterful abstractions, both 
beautiful and unsettling. 

Mark Bradford, Rebuild South Central, 2015, mixed media on canvas, 43" x 96". 

BARBARA POLLACK

MARK BRADFORD
HAMMER MUSEUM

LOS ANGELES
JUNE 20 - SEPTEMBER 20
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T he Philadelphia Museum of Art was the final and 
only U.S. venue for “Discovering the Impressionists: 
Paul Durand-Ruel and the New Painting,” an 

exhibition celebrating this remarkable French art dealer. 
Paul Durand-Ruel (1831–1922) not only played a major 
role in bringing public attention to such artists as Mary 
Cassatt, Edgar Degas, Édouard Manet, Claude Monet, 
Camille Pissarro, and Pierre-Auguste Renoir, but he 
developed an international market for their paintings. 
The show, which featured over 80 artworks, offered 
a portrait of a savvy entrepreneur, whose strategies—
opening branches of his gallery abroad, mounting solo 
exhibitions, and offering his artists stipends in exchange 
for the exclusive right to sell their work—anticipated 
those of current art-market heavies like Larry Gagosian.

Durand-Ruel inherited his parents’ Paris art gallery in 
1865. For the first five years he was in business, he cham-
pioned Théodore Rousseau, Jules Dupré, Jean-Baptiste-
Camille Corot, and others of the Barbizon School, as 

well as Eugène Delacroix (whose work his father had 
shown) and Gustave Courbet. 

In 1871 the dealer met Monet and Pissarro, who subse-
quently introduced him to other young Impressionist 
painters, including Degas, Berthe Morisot, and Alfred 
Sisley. Risking everything, Durand-Ruel invested in 
their art. Here the exhibition shone, in rooms hung with 
sublime paintings such as Monet’s misty Green Park, 
painted in London around 1870, Morisot’s lively Hanging 
the Laundry out to Dry (1875), and Sisley’s subtle study of 
reflections, Flood at Port-Marly (1872).

Monet loomed large over this show. Two sections 
devoted to his work—the first featuring a group of land-
scapes from Monet’s first solo exhibition with Durand-
Ruel, in 1883; the second bringing together six paint-
ings from his renowned “Poplars” series, which, when 
shown in 1892, marked a turning point in both men’s 
fortunes—revealed him as far ahead of his time, not 
unlike his dealer.

Berthe Morisot, Woman at Her Toilette, 1875–80, oil on canvas, 23¾" x 315⁄8".

EDITH NEWHALL

“DISCOVERING 
THE IMPRESSIONISTS”

PHILADELPHIA MUSEUM OF ART
PHILADELPHIA

JUNE 24 - SEPTEMBER 13
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“POETICS OF RELATION” ANDREW FRIEDER

PÉREZ ART MUSEUM MIAMI
MIAMI

MAY 29 - OCTOBER 18

T itled after a book by Martinican author 
Édouard Glissant (1928–2011), this exhibi-
tion proposed a connection between Miami’s 

multicultural society and the larger history of 
global migrations. Works by six artists addressed 
the subjects of transience, belonging, and loss using 
powerful visual metaphors, many taken from the 
landscape and culture of the Caribbean.

They included Xaviera Simmons’s In the Lushness 
of (2015), a wall of hand-lettered English, Spanish, 
and Creole texts describing Caribbean water, winds, 
and light; Tony Capellán’s ocean-hued Mar inva-
dido (2015), a wall-to-wall installation of personal 
possessions found washed up on the beaches of 
Santo Domingo; and Hurvin Anderson’s Country 
Club: Chicken Wire (2008), a painting of a fenced-off 
tennis court that contrasts tropical vegetation with a 
relic of British rule.  

Elsewhere were Ledelle Moe’s massive concrete 
heads, resembling artifacts from lost civilizations; 
Zarina Bhimji’s film Jangbar (2015), documenting the 
Kenya Railway line, built by Indian laborers; and Yto 
Barrada’s Twin Palm Island (2011), two palm tree–
shaped metal signs that seemed to refer to the exoti-
cized image of Morocco promoted by tourist boards. 
Although these latter works lacked specific Caribbean 
references, their concerns were achingly consistent 
with the rest of the show.

Yto Barrada, Twin Palm Island, 2011, mixed media, 

107" x 154" x 50", installation view.

ELISA TURNER ALEXANDRA CAPRIA

GOOD LUCK
LOS ANGELES

JULY 18 - AUGUST 29

A ndrew Frieder (1959–2014) was a self-
taught but well-read artist whose works 
conflate mythological or biblical scenes with 

the conflicts and dramas of everyday life. Like the 
tarot cards they resemble, his drawings and paintings 
each contain only a few elements, with every symbol, 
gesture, or character clearly readable.

To make his pieces, Frieder would first lay down a 
field of scribbles, generally in pastel yellows, pinks, 
and blues, on a piece of paper. This he would hang 
in his home, living with it until a picture emerged 
from the chaos. Once he had picked out the image 
as a simple line drawing, he would erase or paint over 
the surrounding scribbles, leaving stocky, rudimen-
tary characters, filled with swirling color, who seem 
melded with each other and their surroundings. 

In Untitled (Demon Tackles Archer), 2008, a ghostly 
presence stands behind a bowman about to release 
his arrow, enveloping him with oversize hands. The 
demon’s hold on his victim is horribly intimate and 
almost sensual, linking the piece to the late-medieval 
artistic genre of the danse macabre. In other works 
narratives are buttressed by text, as in a 2008 depic-
tion of an angry man menacing a kneeling child, 
which has a caption reading, “The boy believes; his 
father doesn’t.” It doesn’t take long to see in it the 
power of the universal and the wonder—and pain—
of individual experience.

Andrew Frieder, Untitled (Nude Man and Serpent), 

2007, mixed media on paper, 22¼" x 15".



CCA.EDU/GRADUATE

Holly Wilson (Delaware Tribe of Western Oklahoma/Cherokee)
Belonging (Detail), 2014, bronze and geode.
Collection Eiteljorg Museum. 
Photograph by Hadley Fruits.

PRESENTED BY:

NOV 14, 2015–FEB 14, 2016

Indianapolis  |  visit us at eiteljorg.org

SPONSORED BY: WITH ADDITIONAL SUPPORT FROM:

David H. and Barbara M. 
    Jacobs Foundation
David Jacobs

Gerald and Dorit Paul



Susana Raab

Georgetown 
University 
Spagnuolo 
Art Gallery

The Invisible Wall:

1221 36 St NW Washington DC

Oct 21 - Dec 6, 2015

art.georgetown.edu/galleries
Ms. Congress Heights, Brothers Place SE, Washington, D.C., 2015. 16×20” Ultrachrome pigment print, edition of 10.

Photographs by

Larry Judah Cook, “All American”, Archival ink jet print, 50” x 120” (triptych), 2012 Courtesy the artist and Galerie Myrtis

In, “The Image of the Black: 

Reimagined and Redefined” 

black identity is reaffirmed 

through the gaze of black artists 

who reinscribe the notion of 

blackness within the context of 

self. Their imagery deconstructs 

the white representation of 

race and racism, and shifts 

the visual paradigm to the 

interpretation of the black 

experience by blacks. Visual 

tropes defy the sociohistorical 

construct of the “other” offering 

instead, a personal narrative on 

the exploration of black body 

politics. —Myrtis Bedolla, Curator  
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I t is difficult to pin down in a word the protean French 
Chilean creator Alejandro Jodorowsky. A theater and 
movie director, artist, writer, self-titled psychomagical 

advisor, and Twitter star, his work has influenced several 
generations of artists, musicians, and filmmakers.

Curated by CAPC’s director María Inés Rodríguez, 
and staged by Greek artist and architect Andreas 
Angelidakis, this well-researched exhibition spanned 
50 years and succeeded in the difficult task of summing 
up Jodorowsky’s multivalent career. It conveyed as well 
something of his psychic topography by transforming 
the museum’s vast central hall into a complex of discrete 
spaces and environments. 

Structured as an initiatic ascension (a very Jodorowskian 
motif in itself ), the show included original drawings, 
paintings, and cartoons, as well as documentation of 
Jodorowsky’s work with Panic Movement, the post-
Surrealist performance-art collective he formed with 
Roland Topor and Fernando Arrabal in the late 1950s; 

screenings of his cult movies, including El Topo and The 
Holy Mountain, emblems of the underground film culture 
of the 1970s that showed for months on end in New York 
arthouses and ushered in the phenomenon of the midnight 
movie; examples of his graphic novels, created with French 
illustrator Moebius, which transformed the comic-book 
genre; and of course props, sketches, and storyboards 
related to his failed cinematic version of Frank Herbert’s 
science-fiction classic Dune, for which Pink Floyd was to 
compose the soundtrack, Moebius and H. R. Giger (later 
Alien art designer and Academy Award winner) were to 
design the sets and spaceships, and Salvador Dalí and 
Orson Welles would have played main roles.  

Hailed as a visionary, dismissed as a charlatan, 
Jodorowsky’s work has never left critics indifferent. He 
belongs to the genealogy of such (in)famous mavericks 
as Dalí, Yves Klein, Joseph Beuys, and Andy Warhol; 
as with them, his greatest creation might be himself.

JAVIER MONTES

Alejandro Jodorowsky, “Nave of the Museum,” 2015, installation view.

ALEJANDRO JODOROWSKY
MUSÉE D’ART CONTEMPORAIN DE BORDEAUX (CAPC)

BORDEAUX, FRANCE
MAY 28 - OCTOBER 31
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E xploring issues of oppression, dislocation, and 
conflict, Mona Hatoum’s sculptural and concep-
tual works in various mediums are often seen in 

relation to her by now well-known biography. She was 
born to Palestinian parents in Lebanon; in 1975, while 
visiting London, she found herself unable to return 
home due to the Lebanese Civil War. She resided in 
London for many years after.

Hatoum’s Paris retrospective included the works for 
which she is best known: installations and sculptures 
featuring such allusive objects as cages, barbed wire, and 
maps. Most interesting, though, were her early 1980s 
performances, which were here represented not just by 
grainy black-and-white video documentation, but also 
by archival images, sketches, and writings by the artist, 
describing these dramatic pieces in a laconic manner.  
In Don’t Smile, You’re on Camera (1980), a commentary 
on surveillance, Hatoum pointed a video camera at 
audience members seated in front of her; behind her, a 

monitor showed a live feed of the footage, into which 
an invisible assistant was mixing images of naked or 
X-rayed bodies. In Under Siege (1982) she struggles to 
stand up in a transparent box full of wet mud to the 
sound of revolutionary songs in French, Arabic, and 
English and news reports on the political situation in 
the Middle East.

Surprisingly, these overtly political performances  
seemed less obvious than later, more universal sculp-
tures, such as a baby crib with thin, sharp cheese wires 
for a mattress (Incommunicado, 1993), or a steel wheel-
chair with knife blades for handles (Untitled [Wheelchair 
II], 1999). However, the show also offered much-
needed comic relief by including some of Hatoum’s 
more amusing surreal gestures, such as Jardin Public 
(1993), a neat triangle of pubic hair sitting on a garden 
chair. All in all, the exhibition showed Hatoum to be 
one of the most wide-ranging and important artists of 
our time. KEREN GOLDBERG

Mona Hatoum, Light Sentence, 1992, 36 wire-mesh compartments, electric motor, lightbulb, 6' 6" x 6' 1" x 16' 1". 

MONA HATOUM
CENTRE POMPIDOU

PARIS
JUNE 24 - SEPTEMBER 28
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T his exhaustive survey of painter Agnes Martin’s 
career shows how she spent decades modulating the 
basic form of a gridded or banded square to achieve 

a vast range of aesthetic and emotional effects, from severe 
to sensual. Martin saw this style of clean abstraction as a 
route to profound emotional and spiritual truths, a way 
of “reaching zero,” she said. The exhibition presents her 
choice of artistic expression as an analog to her schizo-
phrenia, which was only publicly revealed after her death.

Born in rural Saskatchewan in 1912, Martin made her 
way to New York in the 1940s. Early paintings such as 
Mid-Winter (circa 1954), with its subdued interplay of 
brown and white, point to her interest in nature and land-
scape as well as to her debt to early modernist artists like 
Arthur Dove. Martin settled on the format of the grid in 
the early 1960s. While works like The Tree (1964) initially 
appear austere, the imperfect, hand-drawn graphite lines 
dividing the canvases—a consistent feature of Martin’s 
work from then on—give them an abiding humanity. 

After a breakdown in 1968, Martin left New York and 
settled in New Mexico, where she lived until her death, 
in 2004. The concentrated power of the art she made 
there is epitomized by The Islands (1979), a group of 12 
all-white grid paintings that, assembled in one room, 
hit the viewer like a snowstorm. With their haze and 
luminosity, they have the visual and psychic effect of 
Rothko’s color fields. Indeed, although Martin’s work 
was often classified as Minimalist, she considered herself 
an Abstract Expressionist. 

Two final rooms showed Martin tinkering late in life 
with her well-established visual language. A fascinating 
set of sketches revealed how she applied the grid to 
ovals and triangles. Her very last work appears too, an 
odd drawing of a houseplant from 2004. And among 
the late paintings included in the show was Homage to 
Life (2003), a floating black trapezoid that yawns like 
an abyss, perhaps how this iconoclastic artist imagined 
her own death.  ROGER ATWOOOD

Agnes Martin, Untitled, 1977, watercolor and graphite on paper, 9" x 9". 

AGNES MARTIN
TATE MODERN

LONDON
JUNE 3 - OCTOBER 11
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“WILD NOISE” VINCENT FECTEAU

EL MUSEO NACIONAL DE BELLAS ARTES
HAVANA, CUBA 

MAY 21 - AUGUST 16

I n 1986, seeking to better connect with the borough’s 
diverse population, the Bronx Museum began 
collecting works by artists of African, Asian, and 

Latin American ancestry. The same year, the second 
Havana Biennial broadened its focus beyond the art 
of the Caribbean and Latin America to include artists 
from Africa, Asia, and the Middle East.

The Bronx and the Biennial’s shared commitment 
to promoting contemporary art at the intersection of 
the local and the global has produced “Wild Noise.” 
Timed to coincide with the 12th Havana Biennial, the 
first phase of this exhibition sent a selection of works 
from the Bronx Museum’s collection to El Museo 
Nacional de Bellas Artes; a sampling of the Museo’s 
collection will head to New York next spring.  

Highlighting the range of the Bronx collection, 
the installation paired Jamel Shabazz’s photo-
graphs documenting New York’s hip-hop culture 
of the 1980s with the late Jamaican artist Peter 
Dean Rickards’s Proverbs 24:10 (2008), a slowed-
down video of a Kingston neighborhood dance-off. 
Elsewhere, Bronx-born conceptualist Vito Acconci’s 
Trademarks (1970–2004), a photographic record of 
the artist biting himself, was joined by a tiny self-
portrait by painter Henry Taylor. 

At a time of thawing Cuban-U.S. relations, 
the exhibition’s message of cooperation seemed 
particularly apt.

Jamel Shabazz, Young Boys, East Flatbush, 

Brooklyn, 1980, C-print, 20" x 16". 

KUNSTHALLE BASEL
BASEL, SWITZERLAND
JUNE 18 - AUGUST 23

F ifteen small wall sculptures—or more accurately, 
three-dimensional collages—constituted the bulk 
of Vincent Fecteau’s first solo show in Switzerland. 

They continued the San Francisco–based artist’s recent 
revival (after more than a decade of non-imagist work) 
of the small-scale tableaux, incorporating prosaic found 
images, that he began making in the late 1990s. 

As in the past, home-decor magazines were the source 
of many of the cutouts in these assemblages. Combined 
with pieces of black-painted wicker basketry and other 
ready-made elements, tiny views of luxe interiors evoked 
decorators’ maquettes, or even miniature stage sets—
part Billy Baldwin, part Joseph Cornell. A particularly 
theatrical work featured four photos of sofa cushions 
“illuminated” by a picture of three recessed ceiling spots 
and set within a cardboard frame-within-a-frame as if 
they were props (or perhaps actors) in a play. 

Also on view were examples of the abstract, free-
standing sculptural works that the artist has been 
producing since 2000. These possessed considerable 
visual heft but were, in fact, lightweight construc-
tions of acrylic-painted papier-mâché, combined 
with balsa wood or foamcore and finished off with 
popsicle sticks, toilet-paper rolls, rubber bands, and 
the like. In spite of their modest dimensions, both 
they and the collage-assemblages more than held 
their own in the Kunsthalle’s expansive exhibtion 
space.

Vincent Fecteau, Untitled, 2015, acrylic paint and 

paper, 11¾" x 15½" x 4½".  

MARY KRIENKE
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1OO 
YEARS AGO

“Artist’s Wife a Dealer” 

November 27, 1915

It has become known of late 
that for the first time . . . an art 
house, the old picture firm of 
Knoedler & Co., has added to 
its staff of employes a woman, 
namely, Mrs. Albert Sterner. . .

Mrs. Sterner . . . developed 
much acumen in the securing, purchasing and placing of 
pictures and unusual taste in their display. . . . 

The presence of a woman in the Knoedler Galleries in 
a professional capacity is such a novelty as to attract the 
attention of many visitors, and the news of Mrs. Sterner’s 
and the Knoedlers’ new departure has greatly heartened the 
Suffragists and encouraged them in their new and fresh 
campaign.

25 
YEARS AGO

“Inside Europe ’90: Young 
Turks and Old Masters,” by 
Andrew Graham-Dixon

November 1990

Last December the magisterial 
Rembrandt Research Project 
(RRP) announced   it was deat-
tributing several “Rembrandts” 
in British collections. . . . The 
Wallace Collection has now become the epitome of what 
has been jokingly termed “the Rembrandt drain.” When the 
Fourth Marquess of Hertford bequeathed his collection to 
the nation in 1870, he believed it contained 13 Rembrandts. 
After more than a century of reassessment, those 13 have 
dwindled to one. Josua Bruyn of the RRP commented . . . 
that “it is impossible to carry the torch of truth through a 
crowd of people without singeing somebody’s beard.”

5O 
YEARS AGO

“Painter to the New York 
Poets,” by Ted Berrigan

November 1965

Jane Freilicher is a poet’s 
painter who may yet become 
the public’s painter. Her latest 
exhibition . . . continues to 
look both traditional and 
radical, because she has 
always been occupied with the problem of “realism” vs. 
“abstraction.” “As soon as I do something that seems very 
tenuous I get bored with it,” she says, and adds, “when 
I get more and more specific I begin to feel cloistered.”

She is interested in what is seen, in what is felt and 
in art—not necessarily in that order. . . . She is at times 
consciously imitative of the old masters (e.g., Titian, 
Vuillard, her two favorites), but in a first-hand way. 

75 
YEARS AGO

“The Full Stature of 
Rouault,” by Alfred M. 
Frankfurter

November 9, 1940

At last, at very long last, one 
of the two or three greatest 
painters of our time and the 
only great Christian artist of 
today receives his just due in 
this country: Georges Rouault, who of all living masters 
belongs most to the whole world, is being given his first 
comprehensive American exhibition. . . . I say “compre-
hensive” rather than . . . “retrospective” because it seems 
to me important to begin with the fact that the formula 
of chronological analysis and gradual development 
implied by the theme of retrospect is specifically one 
that Rouault resists and never rewards. 
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METAL: AMERICAN SCULPTURE, 1945-1975
November 6, 2015-January 9, 2016
 

Asawa, Bertoia, Bontecou, Chase-Riboud, Cousins, Dehner, 

Diebenkorn, di Suvero, Falkenstein, Ferber, Gordin, Graves, 

Grossman, Hare, Hunt, Lassaw, Lipton, Marca-Relli, Roszak, 

Smith, Snelson, Stankiewicz, and others
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Zurich, October - January 2016

g a l e r i e  g m u r z y n s k a
20th century masters since 1965


