REVIEWS

serene, sneakers embossing treadmarks in the sand, the martial artists
pass through athleticism into romantic kitsch, to emerge as avatars of
improbable joy. They’re totally hybrid and weirdly pure, a kick-ass
dream-fraternity photographed as if they were mythical dancing girls.

Talk about groovy. ; Richard
—Frances Richar

Ross Knight
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If you've ever wondered what it would be like to heat-seal a giant
sheet of industrial plastic around something other than a dry-docked
boat, Ross Knight’s sculpture Part, 2012, is an intriguing case. At over
eight feet high, Part is a mysterious object whose armature creates
protuberances in the opaque plastic shrink wrap that envelops its upper
half. Stenlike metal legs painted an alarming hue of fuchsia protrude
from the base and attach to unpainted
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threaded steel posts, while two rods of
red wheeled casters in blue plastic tracks
{such as those used to scoot boxes down
conveyor belts) project from the sculp-
ture at a perpendicular angle parallel to
the floor, as if waiting for the main por-
tion of Part to be uncovered so as to
begin operation. Like an updated ver-
sion of Man Ray’s felt- and string-
wrapped bundle The Enigma of Isidore
Ducasse, 1920, the object hidden in
plain sight piques curiosity and makes
for prying spectators. I found myself
peeking into the hollows and crevices
the plastic created, trying to discover
the secret of its inner appearance.

“Misusing” industrial materials, as
Knight puts it, is the show’s central
gambit. In Cord, 2011, a two-inch-thick
block of luminous, white, marblelike
polyethylene, the same material that is
usually extruded into plastic grocery
bags, is draped with a cast of the kind
of silicone used for artificial limbs. The
flesh-colored cast appears simultane-
ously breastlike (on its ends) and phal-
lic (in its length) due to its being pulled taut by waxed twine tied to its
two extremities. The pieces of twine are affixed on their lower ends to
two rusty iron ballasts formerly used as elevator counterweights—one
an obelisk shape, the other broken in half. The entire contraption is
suspended on a wood sawhorse painted acid yellow. Cord is both deli-
cately equipoised and ungainly, as though arrested in some moment of
ontological ambiguity between design and accident. It seems a product
of some insurrectionary industrial-design workshop on strike against
the instrumentalization of objects as functional commodities, offering
new criteria such as material hybridity and dynamic tension rather than
efficiency or practicality. In other words, Knight returns sculpture to
process, not product, a process that unfolds for viewer and maker alike
as incommensurate objects and materials are brought into unexpected
and contingent relationships.

Knight’s sculpture takes particular inspiration from post-minimalists
such as Richard Serra, Eva Hesse, and, especially given his emphasis
on the importance of gravity, Robert Morris. In Double Prop, 2011, a

neon-orange resin object of approximately one foot in diameter (an
enlarged version of a rock-climbing grip) is balanced on a “memory”
ergonomic contour pillow. This, with a foam-covered handle on a metal
lever like those found in weight-lifting equipment, introduces a pop-
fitness register to the sculpture. The sense of the object as vulnerable to
gravitational force is palpable, recalling Morris’s assertion that “one
of the conditions of knowing an object is supplied by the sensing of
the gravitational force acting upon it in actual space.” Furthermore,
Double Prop invites us to grapple with its components—nearly every-
thing in the sculpture is a prosthetic device or tool for the human
body—as we imagine the artist having done in the work’s assembly.
—Evq Diaz
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It sounds like the setup to a misbegotten revolutionary—or, even
worse, adolescent—joke: What do you get if you cross Bob Marley
and Barack Obama? But in Jason Fox’s most recent show, the seamless
transposition of these quite literal figureheads—carefully rendered
atop one another, with the latter’s tidy hairline positioned at the base
of the former’s trademark mane—had a surprisingly profound effect,
by turns pictorial and social. Appearing at the outset of “Eating
Symbols”and recurring in various pieces throughout, this emblematic
mash-up managed a slow burn. Like Jasper Johns’s targets and flags,
the motif—a pretext for formal experimentation—draws on the res-
ervoir of mass culture, and thus ostensibly lacks personal resonance.
Yet it becomes intimate through its claims for subjective interpolation.
The near-holographic parallax induced by its ever-shifting appearance
returns one again and again to the provocation of the content-specific
conceit and to its function as a perceptual heuristic. Like the famous
gestalt of the duck and rabbit, these portraits were mutually exclusive,
such that in order to see one, you had to forget the other. And this is to
say nothing of their sites of slippage between representation and
abstraction, where, in tandem, they
altogether fell away.

If these works—Marley on
Obama, 2010, and Head, 2011,
among them—suggest that the play
of signification is central to Fox’s
gambit, so, too, did other efforts
incorporate motley, willfully incom-
patible references. Spread across the
multiple supports were allusions,
notably, to pop music {the Beatles
recurred, with George Harrison
playing a starring role) and pop reki-
gion {crosses abounded, as did a
winged man who might be best
described as a kind of false idol).
Such queasy iconography should
grate, and in its physical embodi-
ment in the lone sculpture, Untitled,
2011, it did. A carved trunk posi-
tioned atop a metal base, the piece
presided over a gallery of small,
sketchy works on paper that impl-
ied a retreat of private devotional
images. At the same time, the sculp-
ture—the two outstretched branches
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