Eut leave It to an artist to come up
with the most indisive, peculiar, and
art-friendly group show of the mo-
ment—or, for that marter, in a long
mhMﬂdﬂMrh.ltnmenb:r
has brought together five arvists
wildly divergent styles and genera-
tions—playifig them off each other
brilliantly, on levels both formal and
symbalic—ro make what is, in essence,
a Gober by other means.

A scary American amily: Anni Albers, Black-White-Grey (1327), left; Cady Noland, Untitled (1997); Joan Semmel, Touch (1977)

Initially perplexing, this unlikely
cm:grcgamnpr:ummm?urb—
ing pictograph, a socio rcbhus
rhE e American Family. In
the front gallery, in a cruciform instal-
lanion, we first encounter the father in
the form of Robert Beck’s mesmeriz-
i video of a hunter saw-
ing the homs off a slain buck (the in-
cessant sounds of sawing provide a
[righmngmdnxktnrﬁm :
Dnd:l:o;?mtcwall , a beautiful lincle
weaving, from 1927, by Anni Albers

(wife of Josef, and a Bauhaus artistin .
right), stands in for the ma- |

her own
ternal: home, hearth, and handiwork.

Facing each other on the intervening
has il Ay

omm of two

Joan Semmicl {::Ft overlooked figura-
tive painter of the erotic kind). Cady
Moland’s silver-painted cardboard

Anni Albers, Robert Beck,
Cady Noland, Joan Semmel,
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stock in the middle of the room radi-
ates discipline and violence. The miss-
mﬂdmmmmmmdmﬂxrm
Nancy Shaver’s 16 black
i Pl'in":trﬂgr.'lphs of preuily
decorared kids’ garments.

Gober the door to these
mysteries a little further in the exhibi-
tion’s final gallery. Hanging alonc is 2
startling painting by Secmmel. A

woman gently bathes a young

nbumdsm{ndhihﬂmhdm—
low water. He has an erection. Since it's
painted from the woman’s point of
imagine what they might be thinking.
Irll be hard to look ar these amsts’
work the same after this exhibition. [
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