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albeit surely self-aware in its overt gothic romanticism, does nothing
to fend off such persistent ghosts). The artist himself posits such scenes
as warnings against evoking the unrecoverable past or unknowable
future at the expense of the here and now, but though his idea is sound,
its communication here is itself buried under layers of tangential and
perhaps distracting reference.

Avoiding this trap by eliding context and hewing closer to the
abstract, Pomaski’s series “Waves in Isolation,” 2010-, renders oceanic
breakers as swaths of light and dark {though, as always, the density of
the latter is limited by the delicacy of the artist’s application). Here, the
works’ associations—the flicker of animated meteorological radar, the
variegated bars of a DNA profile—fee! at once less culturally predeter-
mined and closer to the exploration of data and its interpretation that
was reportedly uppermost in the artist’s own mind. The more Pomaski
collapses perspective by directing our eye toward evidence of facture,
the more clearly we also sense his process’s conceptual implications.
Taking this to a logical extreme are four drawings titled Untitled Static
Field, each a block of stacked lines, that evoke Agnes Martin in their
quiet, handmade take on Minimalist paring-back.

Rounding out the exhibition were three variations on the latter
series, each made in collaboration with one of the artist’s friends. Aaron
Houser adds an abstracted skyline to one small work, while Nathan
Dilworth cuts up and reassembles another. Finally, Tyler Page Berrier
pulls a William Burroughs, blasting a third example with buckshot and
leaving it peppered with holes. Though presented as afterthoughts,
these playfully destructive experiments suggest that Pomaski boasts a
healthy awareness of the limitations of his practice, and seems likely to

expand beyond them.
—Michael Wilson

E'wao Kagoshima
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There’s nothing like a giant phallus poking out of a fruit bowl to compli-

cate a dinner party. E'wao Kagoshima’s work taps into the anxieties—

the social missteps and gaucheries—that haunt the nightmares of the
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of polymorphous cartoon figures,

rendered in thin washes of pastel-

colored oils, who simulate fellatio

or otherwise erotically commingle

negligees or sometimes tucked awk-
wardly into the furniture, Kagoshi-
ma’s little goblins spring like a dose
of raw id from the conflicted psyche
of interior design. Scanning the prissy
Louis Quatorze sideboards and
fussy damasks, one may question at
what spiritual cost such compulsive
perfection was achieved. Indeed, the
immaculately staged layouts possess
a distinct artificiality—a strange-
ness—that’s as uncanny as the phan-
tasms themselves.

Kagoshima came to New York
from Japan in the late 1970s, acting
as a satellite figure to the budding
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with the erect penises. Lounging in’

East Village art scene. Though he exhibited sporadically throughout the
1980s, this show marks the first presentation of material from the New
York phase of his career in one venue, featuring more than fifty collages,
drawings, and paintings from 1976 to the present. As the diversity of
work on view demonstrates, Kagoshima’s talent for animating the every-
day with preternatural sexual energy reaches its clearest articulation in
his paintings, which recall those of British artist Richard Hamilton
before him. What if your sleek new toaster was infinitely sexier than
your wife, as Hamilton’s classic $he, 1958-61, suggests? Or, what if, as
Kagoshima’s 2008 work Overtime (Black Fate) overtly shows, the train
engine barreling toward you assumed a leering smiley face and from its
turbulent steam emerged a luscious, disembodied, lipstick-besmirched
mouth? While Hamilton foregrounds the erotics of the commodity in
modernity, Kagoshima’s more absurdist subjects highlight the sometimes
ambiguous zone between pornography and buffoonery.

Kagoshima’s work operates in the precarious space of the psyche-
delic experience—psychotropic drugs are a reference point for his
practice—and in his brand of pop surrealism, consciousness expansion
is poised at the knife-edge of druggy stupefaction and childlike wonder.
The volatility of this dynamic frequently devolves into a gruesome bad
trip of paranoia and self-destruction. In his Libidoll No. 1, 1985, a
shaped canvas delineates the silhouette of a broad-shouldered, breast-
baring, wildly grinning woman with a lime-green bob. Her oddly dimin-
utive hands wield a carving knife as she cleaves her head and upper torso
into a twinned couple; the painting arrests her movement as she slices
her sternum, paring her breasts like fruit. The grisliness of this gesture
is exacerbated by the shallow relief of the canvas, which presents her
halved skull schizophrenically, in both frontal and three-quarter perspec-
tives. The single woman becomes a pair as her cycloptic heads stare at
the viewer in unblinking mania. The trope of the cheerily demented doll
is a common one, from Rod Serling’s Talky Tina to Chucky. Kagoshima’s
amps up the hallucinatory horror of his sci-fi gorgon with touches of
ersatz naturalism~—this is perhaps the first and only (anti)heroine clad
in an iridescent tweed jacket equipped with orange elbow patches. The
theme of splitting and doubling can be less frightful, however. Ask the
wide-eyed blond monkey smoking two cigarettes (Monkey Smoking,
2007): If hypnosis doesn’t work, he’s going on the patch. Or, as a
clown-faced figure wearing a red bowler implies (he’s floating through
the work in which the penis appears in the fruit bowl), the nearly iden-
tical small figure emerging from his loins may be the birth of a mirror
clone, red cap and all—or merely his fetchingly attired “little friend.”

—Evq Diaz

Sean Snyder -

ARTISTS SPACE

What does the classic Warner Brothers cartoon “Road Runner and
Coyote” have to do with the urban condition? Sean Snyder’s 1996-98
Urban Planning Documentation (Road Runner & Coyote)—the earli-
est of the eight works in this modest, twelve-year survey—proffers
tentative answers. Beside a monitor playing clips of Wile E. Coyote’s
elaborate, doomed-to-fail schemes, Snyder presents two groups of
black-and-white photos, all depicting seemingly innocuous elements
from the urban landscape. In the first set, each image is accompanied
by an ambiguously descriptive sentence: A FAILED LANDSCAPING
ATTEMPT ON A MEDIAN, for instance, captions a photo of what appears
to be sod and road infrastructure combined in an incongruously informal
manner. In the second, ten images are collectively labeled with the single
phrase AS A TERRORIST PRECAUTION EVERY PUBLIC TRASH CAN IN THE
CITY WAS COVERED WITH A THIN METAL LID AND RENDERED USELESS.




