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Art review

"The Generational: Younger than Jesus"
The New Museum's t-t-talking 'bout its generation.

By Howard Halle

Rl

| Jakub Julian Ziolkowski, U-Boot Wachoffizier

W —
5 S




It'z hard to stop thinking about the Whitney Biennial while wading through "Younger than Jesus.” Even last
spring, the impact of the Biennial had been blunted by the amval the previous December of
“Unmonumental” the inaugural exhibi at the Mew Museurm's treshily minted home. Imagine what will
become of the Whitney's franchize exhibition now that the bento box on the Bowery will be underaking a
similar roundup of contempormary ardists every three years. GM Hummer, meetl Toyota Prius.

Which i=n't to say that "The Generational® doesn™ share some of the same problems endemic to the
Biennial, it does, especially in the way that it racks together scores of paricipants like =0 much visual
inventory. And when, exactly, did it become mandatory to display contempaorary ar in high valume,
whether in shows like this one or at ar tairs? When did Cosloo become the template®?) But "Younger than
Jesus" does possess buil-in advantages aver the Biennial. Firsthy, there's the Mew Muzeum’s
SAMAA-designed edifice, which, as everyone in the arl word knows, has hombly proportioned gallenes.
Ordinarnly & minus, the spaces flatter the work; after all, i the museum’s interor makes it ook like an
amateur institution, you're less likely to notice the amateurishness of the art. Secondly, the New Musaum
daesn"t have "of Amerncan Al® appended to itz name, meaning it can include arists from around the ward
without excuse or apalogy. Finally, thera is the brutally reductive logic of the exhibit’s organizing principle:
That na one s older than 33. f that makes "The Generatonal® seem a bit like Logan’s RAun, that's the
point. If's an admission that when people confuse innovation with youth, t's not because of any factual
symmetry, but because they want their emerging arists pink-chesked and easy on the eyes. Fora caltle
call like this one, veal is preferable to beef.

Loubtless the show's organzers—Lauren Comell, Massimiliano Gioniand Laura Hoptman—would argue &
more complicated point: The adisls, by vidue of being bom amund 1880, share a sensibility uniquely
shaped by the evenls and technologies they grew up with. That they may, bul they also seem to have all
read the same ad-histoncal textbooks, for the works here, by and large, are much too indebled to the
slrategies of the past four decades. Still, # no one s thinking outside of the box, consider the cardboarnd:
The exhibition begins with & timeline, kicking off in 18786, in which milestones the arists consider impordant
are highlighted in black. Among these are the first NBA title the Chicago Bulls won with Michae!l Jordan,
and the suicikde of Kurd Cobain. With a history like that, the stakes, ard-wise, aren’ bound to be very high.
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Indeed, the dearth of assthetic mountaineernng is due precisely to the tact that these arists inhabit a
tapalogy pancaked by Web interconnectvity and the instant flow of capital. If theirwaork is distinguished by
anything at all, it is a resolve to =simply cope with the siuation rather than challenge it, and the strategies
they've adopted to do that run a gamut from intriguing to annoying. Some artists sublimate their effors to
ovardetermined rationales. Kerstin Bratsch oikon-paper paintings, forinstance, have a perectly fine wvisual
presance on theirown, and yet, we're infarmed by a wall tag, they're sometimes made collabaratve by with
other arists, and are often used a= backdrops for pedormances. Cory Arcangel indulges in the myth that
anyone could do what he does. The title of his vibrantly colored chromogenic print is a recilation of the
Photoshop moves used to create i. Viewers can concewvably repeat them and fashion their own copy, but
can they get it into a museum show? Chu Yun, meanwhile, slips sleaping pills into Ive models who then
sack out in the middle of the gallery, as it to =ay, Wake me when the universe ends.

The very best efforts here, however—HKaternna Seda’s paignant installation about her grandmather;, Cyprien
Cailard’s meditation on urbanism and violence; Jakub Julian Ziolkowski's painterly synthesis of James
Ensor, Henry Dargerand Neo Rauch—all understand that despite the upheavals of change, the human
condition remains the same. In this respect, the sumeal, tween characters in Byan Trecadin’s apocalyptic
videos remain farmiliar even i their hyperactve milieu seems tweaked and Twittered beyond recognition.

In effect, "Younger than Jesus” proposes that the anly sustainable model for culture going foraard s ane
that runs on a hybrid drivetrain. That's hardly a new idea, but for all of is faults, the show undeniably
crackles with a qualily that recent Biennials have sorely lacked: Electncity.

Ciick here fora comprahensive side show of the "Younger Than Jesuzs” amiziz and fheir wor,



