“SHARED WOMEN"
by Jacquelyn Davis

Los Angeles Contemporary Exhibitions, CA
February 28 - April 8, 2007

Prepared as the show to raise temperatures, “Shared Women”
serves up an alternation of fare either scalding hot or tepid. But
given its warm reception at Hollywood’s LACE, with the usual
assortment of Spice Girls in attendance, how sweltering or even
sultry can “Shared Women” possibly be when compared, say,
with MOCA’s recent “WACK!” exhibition (funded in part by the
Hugh M. Hefner Foundation)? For that matter, how useful are
terms like “capitalism,” “feminism,” or “anarchy” when, released
as groupules, they serve only as quilting points for a really good
show, which puts one on and pulls it over you? In a post-futuristic
city like LA, this clever yet rather anti-pedestrian (or earthbound)
show comes across as a sexual experiment gone sour—no longer a
shameful error or skeleton in the closet, but a comical pantomime
of T&A and pseudo-orgasmic installation. Everything is explosive
and charged, even if a tad predictable.

Autonomous scenes can be remote, over-simplifying—fast
break to the passing parade outside on Hollywood Boulevard or
even a passage out of GLBT history. Erich Fromm’s divvying up
of freedom (“freedom to” vs. “freedom from”) comes to mind
when considering the dilemma confronting the organizers A.L.
Steiner, Eve Fowler, and Emily Roysdon: how do you give so
many different characters breathing room and yet contain or
frame them in such a way that direct comparison or association
is at the same time bracketed out?

Clearly (and ironically), project spaces and nonprofits must
bear some of the brunt for not backing away from the present
flood of underground shows. Either the survey is rigorously
historical, arbitrarily thematic, or a real slice of life—needless
to say, the result will always prove ineffectual unless backed up
by formal heft or contextual relevance. This is sometimes the
case with “Shared Women," but as a whole the assemblage fails
to justify its methodologies beyond its own immediate milieu.
Such is not a failing all its own, of course, for overreaching (in the
anti-mold of Paris Hilton) has now become an unquestionable
trace of contemporary “reality.” Hyper-accessibility, simultaneity,
and curious child’s play are rather more a dream of advancement
today than realizable political stakes.

All the more reason, then, to rejoice at the odd strident
note to be found in this otherwise showy affair, including
Roysdon’s video POW (2005), The Third Leg’s Welcome to
Gayside (site-specific wall map and framed drawings), and K8
Hardy’s Hallmark Card (2006). Roysdon shows a couple of
women in front of a green chalkboard attempting to scratch
the letters of “POWER,” but their attention is constantly
diverted by filmic or audio interruptions. Their forlorn, heroic
visages stare down the camera or look downwards in mute
statements of despair. The Third Leg maps the unmappable:
a pathological queer-scape, deliberately disorienting, parallel
to sequential comic strips or uncharted territories in the
footsteps of Hernando de Soto. Hardy’s dual projection
functions as a conclusion of sorts. Ethereal, almost animalistic,
it displays a coy femme moving through a lush menagerie
juxtaposed with oceanic life—a hint, perhaps, that it’s safer to
float than ride out the freak tides of an era.

“STAYING ALIVE" by Eve Wood

Winslow Garage, Los Angeles CA
August 3 - September 5, 2007

“Staying Alive” (1983), we're talking Bee Gees, was once the clarion
call of a lost generation’s return to work after the party was well and
truly over—first adumbrated in the heortological Saturday Night
Fever.In the 1977 film (based on a 1976 New York magazine article,
“Tribal Rites of the New Saturday Night,” written by Brit ex-pat Nik
Cohn, who recently admitted he fabricated the story), Tony Manero,
played by John Travolta, escapes his dead-end job and racial tensions
in Brooklyn by dream visits to a local discotheque. A genuine “rave”
long before these existed, Manero discos his way into a revamped
Busby Berkley, depression-era fantasy, substituting strut and snap for
dull workaday contortions.

At Winslow Garage, an alternative residential space in Silverlake,
independent curator Mary Anna Pomonis has boarded the same
soul train to sample the work of ten assorted artists who try to make
art while working full time. “Staying Alive” unfolds by way of several
fundamental questions. Can artists, despite the division of their
time, achieve the necessary level of clarity to create a considered
art practice? Does a solid work ethic essentially lead to a lively end
result? Is this ethic even conducive to maintaining an ongoing
commitment to one’s work?

A plethora of responses naturally ensues. Wendy Given’s drawing
Goose (all work 2007) tackles the topic with typical humor, showing
the animal’s neck ensnared in six-pack rings like an ostentatious
string of pearls. Also tongue-in-cheek is Julie Zemel’s | Wanted To
Finish, a preliminary sketch for her Thing Thumb sculpture that duly
sits below it. Interior designer Kathleen Divney’s Pat painting
disinvests it of its usual political charge and presents its sanitized remains
as obsessively repeats a decorative fabric design. Kino, a three-minute
video by German filmmaker Oliver Held, samples five hours of
pedestrian traffic on the street outside a movie theater, as haunting
a picture of distraction from work as ever existed.

Allison Stewart’s photographic series Looking focuses on the
small, innocuous distractions that help to pass a typical workday—a
stolen moment looking for keys, or a glance inside a handbag. Ryan
Lamb approaches the issue of time management by “juggling video
camera devices for experimental effect,” allowing fractured time
to become its own unit of stability. Other artists such as Megan
Geckler transform sculptural material—paint, paper, flagging tape,
plaster—into elegant diversions. Sonia Madan’s untitled painting
focuses on a highly patterned section of her dog’s coat of hair, and
Eric Smail’s paper sculpture Ned is a natty reminder of Buckminster
Fuller’s fantastical architectural experiments. Finally, Terence
Hannum presents a handmade magazine, The Future Belongs to
Ghosts, as well as record-sleeve paintings of some of the most
influential musicians of our time.

Six years after Saturday Night Fever came Staying Alive, which
Entertainment Weekly recently dubbed the “worst sequel ever.” This time,
Manero has moved to Manhattan looking to break into modern dance
productions on Broadway. He eventually lands a chorus role in Satan’s
Alley, and after a series of romantic entanglements ends up replacing the
male lead, cajoling his ex-girlfriend into accompanying him in his bid for
fame. The final dance sequence, one of the most grotesque exercises in
self-parody ever put on film, concludes where Saturday Night Fever began,
with Manero leaving the stage door to reclaim the streets outside. Both an
on-screen reaffirmation of street smarts and a real-life career downturn, it
ensured Travolta’s descent into a decade-long slump. One can only hope
that artists looking to rationalize their time might heed the same warning.

(oposiTe T0P) "'SHARED WoMEN, " INSTALLATION DETAIL, LoS ANGELES CONTEMPORARY ExHIBITIONS, CA. (MiDDLE LEFT T0 RIGHT) ERic SMaAIL, NED, 2007, FOLDED PAPER,
24 x 24 x 24 N. Sonia Mapan, UntiTLeo, 2007, oiL oN PANEL, 56 X 46 IN. Courtesy WinsLow GARAGE, Los ANGELES. Tom ScicLuna, MAST, 2007f HURRICANE SALVAGED

SAILBOAT MAST, INSTALLATION VIEW, LENGTH 420 IN. CourTeSY TWENTY TWENTY PRoJECTS, MIAMI.

28





