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Latest	News	and	Views	
7.30.18 — NO PLACE LIKE HOME 
Summer group shows can offer a chance to catch up with gallery artists, sheer tedium, 
a badly constraining theme, or a mess. And I shall have reports on all of that later this 
week. For two galleries, though, they have you heading for home. 

Both focus on the intersection of art, interior design, and architecture, in galleries that 
you may have left town to avoid. Not that they collaborated. They may not even have 
known of one another. Yet several shows did have dealers working together—not just in 
the same neighborhood, but as hosts for galleries outside New York as well.  

I pick up the story next time with a French movement of more than fifty years ago as a 
frame for art today. I wrap up the week with still more collaborations and what they say 
about themes in art year round. 

One offers housing for the summer and another the furnishings. Could your vacation 
home be shaping up on the Lower East Side? Not likely, quite apart from the 
heat. 601Artspace calls its show “You Stand on the Ground Floor,” through August 31, 
but of course you cannot, and neither can the artists. In fact, you may have nowhere to 
stand at all. But then a gallery just around the corner devotes two floors to chairs, 
through August 17, and there is no place to sit. 
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“Stereo Love Seats Hot 
Wheels,” at Marc Straus, 
sounds like a look back at the 
1960s, and it does have a 
contribution from Red 
Grooms, The Minister of 
Transportation from 1975. 
The remaining chairs are 
more recent, but they share 
with Pop Art a surfeit of 
cultural references, shiny 
objects, and activity. One 
floor’s worth comes with 
occupants, while the second 
floor mostly turns them 
away. The Orientalist catches 
Huma Bhaba in 2007, her 
female figure at once 
enthroned and in decay. The 
master of war in white beside 
her, by Folkert de Jong, is no 
more in control and no less 
guilty. A seated nude by Mark 
Manders, suspended as if 

from a gallows, has no arms and a similarly bleak politics. 

Grooms and his sleazebag with a cigarette look far less cheerful in consequence. 
Others stick firmly to middle-class America. Even an Italian, Sandra Tombolini, has a 
painted rocker out of child’s room. Woody de Othello, Michael Brown, Jeanne 
Silverthorne, and Joel Otterson project an equally ambivalent vision of adult leisure. The 
jug on a stool has protruding ears, lawn furniture comes in unyielding aluminum and 
stainless steel, an easy chair comes wrapped in duct tape, and stacked chairs add the 
cacophony of a CD player and a Led Zeppelin logo. As Brown titles his work, summer 
art can be Desperately Optimistic. 

Back to the housing crisis, Maurizio Cattelan rises above it all, as Mini-Me. He refuses 
to sit up straight, on a high shelf, like the bad boy he is. The entire show does 
everything it can to deny solid ground. Discomfort may be only implicit, as with a colorful 
but confining abstraction by Barbara Kasten, a ledge crossing in front of a window in a 
light box by Jeff Wall, or a wood model shutting up on itself by Adrian Meraz. It may be 
only temporary, like the bunker in a photograph by Jane and Louise Wilson—or so one 
hopes. Either way, it can be funny, puzzling, or downright beautiful. 
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Abelardo Morell has what must be the dream apartment, with a view. That stunning New 
York skyline, though, is only the plane of a camera obscura, much like the view from the 
Whitney for Zoe Leonard—and of course the silvery image is upside-down. Superstudio 
constructs its postcard from Niagara Falls as “reflected architecture” as well. The 
curators, Harriet Salmon and Jesse Penridge, treat architecture less as structure than 
as the means and occasion for contemplation. Heather Rowe sets mirrors into frames in 
the round, while Olafur Eliasson projects windows from two spotlights as a single image. 
Sarah Braman places a single frame against the side of a camper in what looks like a 
gray painting by Jasper Johns. 

You already knew to expect discomfort and disorientation from art, even in the summer. 
And sixteen works from some forty years do not always add up. Christian Marclay glues 
CDs to mirrors for two ideas (and two scales) of a circular, reflective surface, in his 
pursuit of the confluence of sound, vision, and the passage of time. Toy-sized drones 
land on and take off from the top of, I am guessing, a half-size fridge (the kind that might 
fit into a studio or gallery office) in a video by Hiraki Sawa. Just to ask whether they 
belong, though, is to ask where you stand. The intersection of art and architecture sets 
the scene for the present. 

 

 


