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waork in the Biennial, Though he may be one of the
oldest exhibiting artists, Serra nonetheless illuminates
the power and possibility of polilical action in
contemporary American culture. By expluiﬁng

new lechnologies and investing curren! political
quagmires with a simple sense of urgency, Serra
resists the alluiing bockwards glance, over the
shoulder and into the past, to fecus on the present
and its possible fulures.

KaTE Kitamura
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McCarthy's exhibition ‘lola Land Parody Poradise’
al the Whitechapel is his largest london show

io date, its fifle idenlifying his central theme - the
subversion and ridiculing of American culture's

Paul MeCarhy: Caribbeon Protes, 20015, Courtesy: e antish anel
Whitechape, london

banal fantasies, anodyne values and the hypocrisy
ond exireme brulality ol the heart of them all. The
bleak nightmare (with ifs terrble global implications)
that the old cliche of the American dream has
Spowned has been entering the wider cultural
consciousness for a good while without having the
slightest effect, political or otherwise — American
values continue to be exported worldwide as their
bland, homogenising products become ubiguitous.
Since his groundbreaking. crossdressing and
foodstuffsmearing perdormances of the early 1970,
MeCarthy hos relentlessly subverted masculine
stereotypes, atfacked traditional Americon family
volues and sexual foboos, and hanstormed the
cutesy anthropomerphic animal characters of
Disney et al infe monshious pop icons of the
American nightmare, without ever thumping the

lable didactically or naming any nomes. We are ll
implicated in the pushrpull of horrer and desire at the
core of his work.

‘lata land Parody Paradise” is spread across
two venues: the Whitschapel Gallery — fealuring
sculplure, drawings and pholographs — provides
a kind of formal, solid, quantifiable ground for the
cainivalesque madness encouniered at the huge
beaten-up warehouse space off Brick Lane, where
kinetic sculplures and video projections disorientate
and hypnolise the viewer. This work is colleclively
filed Caribbean Pirates [2001-5) and it explores [in
a generously explosive sort of way) the romanticised
and heroicised pirate of the 171h and 18th centuries
— the fime when North America herself wos being
colonised and huge amounts of booly were sailing
lhe seas back fo that corupt old world the lounding
fathers had so admirably hoped 1o improve upon.
MeCarthy and his son Damon {also an antis)) based
their project on the wellknown Disney ride Pirates
of the Caribbean. In a now lamiliar McCarthy
trope, the warehouse installation hosts the props
used in filming the video perfarmances screened
on the walls nexl to them: the viewer is Invited 1o
peer info every architeciural form of erifice to see
the spattering of blood and faeces (ketchup and
chocolote sauce], the prasthelic limbs hacked off
the pirates’ torture victims and sundry other terible
remains. Al the rear of the space, a gigantic boat
heaves lasciviously back and forth on o mechanised
struciure, calling fo mind copulation, sea-sickness
and other lypes ol piralic fun. In Housebaat Parly
[2005), another accompanying video performance,
a demented Liz Tavlor type and an evil blande
Barbie dollbabe smear themselves with foodstuffs
and cackle with glee as their male companion
amplies his chocolate sauce diarrhosa through o
hole in the ceiling. IV's all filhy good fun, os cathartic
as Viennese Aclionism with the added bonus that no
animals have died to make this wark. Upstairs on
the mezzanine, in some broken down small rooms,
is a video projection of a group of unnoturally clean,
fresh and wholesome people singing Christmas
carols (Newport, 2005), Or, rather, they would be
singing carals but they've been stopped, reversad,
slowed down and ctherwise distorled. Mouths
wide open and eyes goggling with sincerily, Iheir
arrested expressions reveal the theatre behind Ihe
clichéd image

MecCarthy is o master of materials — the
figures mounted at intervals In the clean, white
space of the Whilechapel gallery are resin casls
of piratic monstrosities thal combing the toctile
sensuousness of chocolate with the inevilable
recollection of piles of shit. Hybrid humans with
plastic masks, they ooze phalluses in various forms,
ranging from the realistic penis emerging from the
unfortunate Dick Eye, or the horrible long, pited
nose of Jack, o Ihe thick severed member hanging
aver the face of Pothead, and the huge trunk-like
argan cuving over the head of Caplain Dick Hat
[all 2003/2003). Sitting on humble, bare wooden
trestles and boxes, the busts have a comictragic
oppeal enhanced by the presence of o persona
in progress — the plaster cast of a man's head and
shoulders wearing the green remains of o mask, half
dastroyed, like the human tace discemible beneath
it, in the process of casling. Lengths of wooden
dowel sluck into his closed eyes exacerbote the
horrible brutality of the sculptural process, which
is aigain referred 10 upsiairs. Here we find fingers
summarily snopped off plaster casts of hands, a
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woman's bady thal looks as though somebody has
gone for it with @ sledgehammer and then carefully,
but slightly illogically, collected up all the bits, and
a group of human ond cartoonrmask heads (Heads
on the Table, 2004 /05| that brillionlly inleiiwine
Iheatre with the real. By displaying the processes
involved in ereating and wearing masks, and by
pulting figures wearing cartoon-masks side by
side with life-casts, the artist affirms their equal
status and cuts right into the fine line that divides
the performalive mask from the biological human
behind and within. Theatrical performance is at the
core of McCarthy's work; blending plastic America
with primal mess, he exposes ways in which cullyre
assists the social need {o conceal horror with cross
enlerfainment.

Affirming McCarthy's courage and moral
integrity, Dreaming (2005) is a waxwork replica
of the oriist, lying on several layers of foam on
a garden chaise long. He is clad only in a shid,
making his small, wrinkled penis something of o
focal point and emphasising the white, naked
state of his legs. The naked patriarch has been a
representational laboo for at least the lost 150 years
in European art — McCarthy exposes his vulnerability
and shows his power loo, the power thal comes
with the ability fo be fearlessly honest, which
perhaps means knowing when to wear a mask and
when lo foke il off,

EuzapetH MANCHESTER



