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tureand cheapened religion, it stops short
r:{nfferinpumdu:ai:m& Thereare formally

Before bathing in theunflattering, ultravi-
olet glow of Jason Rhoades” installation,
you havetoleave your bagat thedoor. Not
that you'd be tempted to make off withany
of theloot. Towersof chrome shelves dis-
play acrazy horde of tat - rag rugs, cerar

icdonkeys, glass vegetables, pipecleaners,

‘camel saddle-style’ footstools, sex toys—
allof whicharelistedas ‘Other Elements'.
- ‘Core Elements' include Egyptian hookah
pipes (seized, we're told, fromashipping
- container), beaver-felt cowboy hatsand
- Chinese Gongshistones, Hookah, beaver
- poh-er; thedisplay is punctuated by neon
- signs that spell out slang terms fora vagi-
Asthey ascend, they change colour
- fromblackish purple to pink, yvellowand
- blue, but theadolescent terminology con-
inue funHateh', Baby Hole',
Butterfly’. Rhoades hascalled theexhibi-
jon ‘Black Pussy ... and the Pagan Idol
Workshop'. Purportedly, itreferstothe
dols banished by Muhammad from the
a'bah in theseventh century.

I faith does not requi
magery, Rhoades seems to be querying
he ty of art. However, while the
nstallation reeks of wasteful, idioticcul-

Tre Black Pussy...

thly

satisfying me
ed, shghtly altered, throughout and the
view from the balconyaffords a Godlike
perspective~but theexperience is far from
uplifting. Distance doesn'tadd a patina of
glamour (as witha glittering city at might);
aestheticresuscitationisn'ton the cards,
Downstairs |mhcmm1cr bank vaulis,
Rhoades has i i machine
F ddu:mun;{b@anhn theshapeofan
artist's palette. Thespace might be intend.-
L’(lful redemption of sorts (a place to wash
your clothes, mouth and mind out) but,
standingononeof the machines, a fetish
doll witha straw face, an exhaust pipeand
aneonsign that reads Skanky” remind you
of the weight of junk upstairs. Stacked next
toanempty safeare boxes full of sickly
smelling chocolate and vanilla ‘Soft Serve’
hisa critical comment about
commercialart world, ora
rather lame visual jokeabout money laun-
dering?
Artists havea tendency toover-simplify
ues; theallurof this madden-
ingwork isthat, just as you think you've
spotted some kind of logic, itmutates.
Rhoadesevidently feels as confused as
everyoneelse, Martin Coomer

and the Pagan ldol Workshop' (detail)




