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A	pair	of	exhibitions	opening	in	January	at	the	Aldrich	Contemporary	Art	Museum	in	Ridgefield	may	
at	first	glance	seem	quite	dissimilar.		

The	artists’	backgrounds	and	their	media	and	subject	matter	are	very	different	but	upon	closer	
inspection	the	work	of	the	two	not	only	compliment	one	another,	but	share	some	similarities.	Each	
making	their	solo	museum	exhibition	debut	here,	Milano	Chow	is	Asian-American	and	Duane	
Slick	is	Indigenous.	Both	artists	create	their	art	with	a	unique	voice,	born	of	heritages	that	are	
significant	parts	of	the	American	experience.	One	artist	explores	the	ideas	of	alienation	through	her	
architecturally-centered	works	while	the	other	deftly	balances	modern	abstraction	with	Native	
American	mythology.	

 
"Facade	with	Stairs"	by	Milano	Chow.	

Courtesy	of	the	artist	and	Chapter	NY,	New	York	and	Bel	Ami,	Los	Angeles 
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“Duane	Slick:	The	Coyote	Makes	The	Sunset	Better”	will	be	on	view	Jan.	17	through	May	8,	and	
includes	90	paintings,	prints,	photographs,	and	videos	made	in	the	last	five	years.	“Milano	Chow:	
Prima	Facie”	will	be	on	view	Jan.	17	through	May	8	with	more	than	a	dozen	new	works	on	paper	
spanning	two	and	three	dimensions.	

“Both	exhibitions	fall	clearly	into	the	Aldrich’s	primary	mission	of	giving	opportunities	to	emerging	
and	mid-career	artists	at	critical	points	in	their	careers,”	said	the	museum’s	exhibitions	director	
Richard	Klein.	

Early	in	his	career,	Slick	was	mostly	painting	landscapes	but	in	the	lead-up	to	Christopher	
Columbus’	quincentenary	(1992),	alternative	galleries	and	some	museums	and	groups	were	
organizing	counter	exhibitions	in	protest.	Slick	was	invited	to	show	his	art	with	a	group	of	fellow	
Indigenous	artists.	It	was	around	this	time	his	work	began	to	tell	the	stories	of	his	heritage	and	the	
coyote	became	a	key	motif.	Slick	began	collecting	stories	from	his	parents	and	Native	American	
poetry.		

“I	was	just	interested	in	the	kind	of	voice	that	they	had	and	I	decided	to	let	the	trickster	character,	
the	coyote,	begin	to	make	the	work	for	me,”	he	said.	

 
"Portal	II"	by	Milano	Chow.	Collection	of	Robert	Levy,	M.D.	
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Chow	methodically	creates	monochromatic	collages	that	are	very	architectural,	almost	like	
blueprints,	but	retaining	a	ghostly	air	of	mystery.	A	series	of	self-possessed	women	wander	in	and	
out	of	these	landscapes	and	the	viewer	is	left	to	wonder	about	who	they	might	be	and	their	stories.	

	“I	like	melodramas	about	women	in	distress	and	movies	about	alienation	in	cities,	though	the	
women	in	my	work	tend	to	be	aloof	and	less	emotive,”	Chow	said.	Asked	if	these	women	could	
share	their	stories	with	audiences,	she	said	they	probably	would	not	talk	and	would	quietly	observe	
the	world	around	them	instead.	

Using	reference	images	from	architecture	and	art	history	books,	technical	drawings,	blueprints,	and	
lifestyle	magazines,	Chow	chooses	a	variety	of	striking	architectural	focal	points	in	which	to	place	
her	women	subjects.	Cornices,	eaves,	window	treatments	and	furniture	build	a	backdrop	where	
time	ceases	to	exist	for	these	“paper	dolls”	that	the	artist	pulls	from	vintage	fashion	and	lifestyle	
magazines.	By	viewing	these	women	secluded	in	grandiose	settings,	the	artist	surveys	themes	of	
voyeurism,	alienation,	isolation,	gender	and	social	order.	

The	coyote	is	a	powerful	and	longstanding	figure	in	Native	American	culture	and	as	both	demi-god	
and	trickster,	it	is	known	for	imparting	wisdom	and	foolishness.	In	his	art,	Slick	harnesses	this	motif	
as	a	fluid	subject,	one	that	is	in	a	constant	state	of	flux	in	its	intentions	as	well	as	character.		

The	Aldrich	Contemporary	Art	Museum	is	located	at	258	Main	Street	in	Ridgefield.		
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Los Angeles artist Milano Chow’s elegant graphite drawings and collaged photo 
transfers depicting imaginary neoclassical buildings and interior spaces recall 
film stills and stage sets of a bygone era. “My works use architecture and ornament as framing 
devices around voyeuristic scenes,” says Chow, who showed at the 2019 Whitney Biennial. “I’m 
also thinking of how public and private space are being redefined by consumer tools like phone 
cameras.” 
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Unique process: Chow begins by scouring books and hard drives for reference images of 
building façades and furniture, which she combines into different pieces before working with 
traditional drafting tools like rulers, compasses, and X-Acto knives. “I’m a slow worker and 
build up the drawing from light to dark. In recent pieces, I started cutting out the windows and 
doors and collaging the interiors from the back so there is a slight recess and physicality to the 
drawings. In the last stages, I add paint and ink to emphasize the highlights and shadows. I then 
collage in figures which are made via a simple toner transfer.” 
 
Inspirations: Martin Wong, Roger Brown, Christina Ramberg, Domenico Gnoli. Lately, movies 
by Douglas Sirk, Edward Yang, and Tsai Ming-liang. “I also love looking at antiques and 
clothes,” she says.   
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Up next: Group exhibitions at the Aspen Art Museum and Standard (Oslo). Don’t miss her work 
in “100 Drawings from Now” at the Drawing Center in New York through January 17, 
2021. milanochow.com  
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Milano Chow’s solo show at Bel Ami shares its title with the Mid-City apartment complex Park La Brea, 
the largest apartment complex west of the Mississippi. In contrast to the openness of much So-Cal 
residential architecture, this sprawling mid-century development is massive and mysterious: the complex 
is some 160 acres, containing 18 hulking apartment towers and housing 10,000 residents. Chow’s work 
channels a similar sense of the unknown, secrecy, and enigma. Her exacting graphite and ink drawings 
depict crisp architectural facades—their aesthetic is at odds with Park La Brea’s modernity, but her 
structures are just as withholding. In Chow’s drawings, meticulously rendered pilasters, friezes, and 
scalloped niches conjure a generic classical style. In some, she adds accents like Chinese lion sculptures 
or cranes on a folding screen—loaded, appropriative symbols of sophistication popular in 18th and 19th 
century Europe that contribute to the sense of aesthetic pretense. Chow’s cold, precise draftsmanship 
captures the projected, though affected refinement that withholds any impression of interior life within. 
 
These facades—familiar, surreal, alienating—are like stage sets, into which Chow has inserted small 
images of women. Unlike the hand-drawn settings, the women are photo-transfers lifted from ’80s fashion 
ads—ersatz versions of studied blankness which Chow collages into literal windows cut through the 
paper of her architectural drawings. The women gaze out or pose in archways. Two works depict 
baroquely ornate clocks with small female figures lounging on them, turning these functional yet 
decorative objects into props. Although cribbed from sources in which their raison d’être was self-display, 
the women in Chow’s drawings refuse to reveal themselves, hiding defiantly in the shadows and holding 
their secrets close. 
 
In a pair of three-dimensional works that stand upright like little dioramas, Corner (2019) and Other 
Corner (2020), Chow has created each scene with two doors and a folding screen, into which a paper doll 
of a woman enters from an archway or is hidden behind the screen. This is the closest Chow gets to 
action in these works, and to revealing interior spaces—yet the women disclose nothing about their 
intentions or thoughts, all surface and poise. 
 
In the show’s press release, Chow recalls watching the entire 12 seasons of The Real Housewives of 
New York City during quarantine. On the surface, her elegant compositions bear little in common with the 
epitome of trashy reality TV. However, from her architectural fabrications to her subtle juxtapositions of 
figures, Chow’s works are all about artifice, image construction, and the building of sophisticated facades 
behind which lies something intriguing but never fully revealed. That she does so with such meticulous 
craft only makes the ruse that much more compelling. 
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Milano Chow’s intricate black-and-white drawings at Bel Ami depict a dreamy world where decorous 
women peer out of elegant townhouses and pose languidly against ornate clocks that seem to double 
as architectural follies. This show, “Park La Brea,” is titled after an iconic Los Angeles mega-
development of mid-century apartment buildings. However, despite its plausible reference and finely 
detailed guise, Chow’s realm lies decidedly far from concrete reality, a fact that becomes more and 
more apparent the longer one looks: Spatiality is shallow; perspective is flattened; everything is too 
perfect. Eerily bereft of individuality, the structures and inhabitants alike seem to exist for the sake of 
being viewed from a certain angle, like paper dolls arranged inside a miniature house. Underscoring 
this sensation are two paper dioramas, including Corner (2019), where a cutout lady peeks playfully at 
the viewer from behind a decorative shoji. 
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Chow’s generically comely female protagonists are models lifted from fashion photos; the spaces they 
occupy were devised after pictures and elevations from architecture books. For all their stately 
contrivance, the setups feel comfortless, and at times surreal. In Checkered Floor I (2020), which 
recalls De Chirico’s compositions, a smartly dressed figure is spied sashaying across the titular 
expanse between two colonnades: the foreground an ornate facade, the background a shadowy 
phantom. 
 

 
 

At present, it’s easy to read quarantine narratives into these scenes of lone figures in empty domestic 
spaces. However, not all were executed in 2020; and in fact, Chow has been producing work in this 
trajectory for the past several years. Perhaps the pandemic has only accelerated a long-term societal 
trend of alienation. Popular genres purporting to offer peeks into strangers’ inner lives—such as reality 
shows, confessional essays, and personal photos and video clips posted online—conveniently offer 
specious salves to anomie. In the press release, Chow posits her windows and doors as metaphors for 
screens, a notion that might not otherwise be obvious. But her scenarios are, indeed, suffused with an 
air of manufactured voyeurism not unlike that which pervades the world refracted through the 
Internet. One nascent trope of pseudo-intimacy that comes to mind during the quarantines is the 
conspicuous display of family photos and curios too small to clearly apprehend just behind news 
commentators and interviewees webcasting from home. Chow’s work here suggests that such 
glimpses into others’ ostensibly private lives are no more revealing than peeping through the drapes 
of a shallow dollhouse. 

–Annabel Osberg 
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Nov 24, 2020  
Written by Grant Tyler 
 

 
Facade, 2020 

 
The works included in Milano Chow’s new show at Bel Ami, “Park La Brea,” conceal 
themselves from strangers, murmuring discomfort and paranoia under their breath, 
only audible when confronted with the intention of listening. Sterility, dizziness, 
remembrance, forgetfulness, exposure, delinquency, shame, desire, and fear loiter each 
of the four pairs on display. Two works, Facade and Facade with Staircase, command 
the show, presenting multi-story beaux-arts frontages — which, at first glance, suggest 
nothing more than facades, as flat as the paper on which they are illustrated — but 
reveal, on closer inspection, disjointed proportions and skewed expectations. While 
most windows are empty of subject matter, a few frame women, larger than the entry 
door, their silhouettes occasionally tucked behind curtains or blinds. Just as some 
windows emit light and others darkness, as would an occupied tenant building, some 
figures are fully obscured, some only partially, while others stare openly outward, their 
features visible in full. (Park La Brea, for those not acquainted with Los Angeles, is a 
massive postwar public housing complex just south of Hollywood, which is today 
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apartments and condos.) Fixtures repeat in each column, with one or two misplaced, 
just slightly off center, disturbing the symmetry and organization of the whole. There 
is a sense of invitation coupled with a sense of intrusion, of invasion. There is a 
collapse between public and private life, a theme that recurs in so much great art since 
the 19th century. Chow’s works intensify this tension and call attention to it, without 
bashing the viewer over the head about it. Beneath the air of rigidity and unity, these 
works are teeming with life, movement, and dissonance. 
 

 
Corner, 2019 

 
Two dioramas are set on a table, displayed against a curtain that might otherwise find 
good use in a hospital between two patients’ beds. The dioramas are like forgotten 
models for a noir film never made. They recall the bleak hallways and empty rooms of 
the castle in Steven Soderbergh’s Kafka, or the sanitarium inhabited by Marcelle, in 
Bataille’s Story of the Eye. There is a stifling bureaucracy about them, and even the 
most elegant decorative flourishes seem to serve some functional utility. It is through 
these that we are admitted behind the facades of the first set of works. In Corner, a 
woman peeks out from behind a Japanese screen decorated by silhouettes of a setting 
sun, grasses, and a stoic crane. The floor is checkered, and its perimeter is drawn by a 



 C H A P T E R  N Y  
 

60 Walker St., New York, NY 10013 

Greek meander, a labyrinth motif in linear form, like the salt surrounding a seance. 
There are two walls missing, but if they were present, they’d likely be identical to the 
two represented, outfitted with a door. I imagine that behind the doors there must be 
identical rooms, arranged molecularly and extending infinitely, like Borges’ Library of 
Babel, or the Cube of Vincenzo Natali’s 1997 film. 
 

 
Checkered Floor II, 2020 

 
A third pair, the most Lynchian of the ark, are most similar to the first pair of facades, 
however, with Eastern flares (referencing Bel Ami’s location, in a mock arcade stripmall 
in Los Angeles’ Chinatown), and, behind them, demarcated by checkered floors, and a 
horizon, cut short by the silhouette of a wall which mirrors the profile of that in the 
foreground; while it completes an image of an outdoor courtyard, it may also be 
merely a shadow of the illuminated facade. Presumably outdoor forums, or markets, 
they are totally empty except, again, for a single woman in each. The discomforting 
sense of voyeurism emitted in the first two facades falls away, and the women in the 
Checkered Floor pieces are left with the evasive appeal of fashion models. These 
panoramic works most typify the fragmented memories of dream-images; disparate 
forms, memories and places are combined and condensed, space is left undefined and 
constantly amorphous, and the object of desire is always receding from grasp. 
 
Finally, the most distant perhaps from the others, on account of their representation 
not of objects associated with space, but objects associated with time, two clocks, with 
women pinned-up on their mantles. These two drawings, or collages (all of the works, 
by the way, are partly drawn, partly photograph transfers, assembled into collages, 
with the dioramas being the same, but in explicitly three dimensions) give something 
of essence to the rest. In keeping with the behavior of the show around them, they are 
understated, but are nonetheless the pulse of the exhibition. These Victorian-esque 
clocks dominate the women at their bases. In Clock (2:50), the woman is swinging, as 
though she were a component in its system. She is frozen in sway away from the 
clock’s faux-pendulum, but appears to be nonetheless animated by its arbitrary time 
keeping. In the other, Clock (7:27), the woman is in repose, killing time, at the base of 
the clock. 
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           Clock (2:50), 2020 

 
The drawings are rendered coldy and rigidly, schematically and without room for 
error, furnishing the contrasting disruptions in rhythm, symmetry, and proportions 
with all the more energy. And yet the works are delicate, as fragile as eggshells. “Park 
La Brea” cannot help but hark back to the 19th century over and over. It is haunted by 
its clocks and facades, but also by its Geist, by its elusive task, and by the fact that it 
seems to be so easily forgotten. It is striving to put images to the dream in which 
reality has been submerged. It is trying to tear art away from its rotten situation, 
shattering forgettable kitsch images and carefully reassembling them into new, 
dissonant compositions.  // 
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Sculptures use mass-produced objects to allude to an individual’s psychological makeup. 
Drawings of neoclassical architectures blend fantasy and reality. Sculptural objects have an 
imposing imperial undertone.  
 

 

At Bel Ami in Chinatown, Milano Chow’s drawings are detailed architectural compositions 
delicately rendered in graphite. The artist pulls references from a hodge-podge of architectural 
sources, and at first, her facades feel faithfully reproduced with precision. Though meticulously 
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drawn, it’s only upon a closer inspection that impossible details begin to emerge: doors are as 
big as windows, stairs feel strangely small, windows begin where a new story of the building 
should.  

Chow distorts these details to highlight the window frame, always repeated across her drawings, 
and wherein she occasionally places women who peer out from behind half-drawn curtains. 
While the rest of the work is hand-drawn, these women, culled from fashion magazine 
photoshoots, are rendered via photo transfer onto paper, allowing for another uncanny 
disruption of believability.  

The idea of the voyeur is often discussed with a creepy undertone — an unwanted onlooker. 
Yet through Chow’s use of models, who have specifically posed in order to be seen, she 
confuses the role of the onlooker.  

I’ve known of Chow’s work for years, but in pandemic times, as we are all more confined to our 
discrete interiors,  the act of looking through her windows takes on a new resonance. Windows 
have become our means of connection during otherwise isolating times. My office desk, for 
instance, is placed at my front window, where a repeated cast of neighbors stroll by every 
morning. Some know to look for me, perched in my predictable seat, waving as they cruise past. 
In Chow’s drawings, this palpable desire for connection is felt, as her impossible architectures 
act as imposing barriers.  

On view: October 21 – December 5, 2020 
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Taking up space, it seems, is among the most actively policed crimes in America today. 
Sidewalk infrastructure prohibits extended stays through the punitive additions of spikes 
and dividers, cafes are inviting so long as one exchanges their stay for the purchase of food 
or drink, and the browsing experience in retail settings is regularly guarded. The library 
and the park, in fact, are the last few public places today where a person can while away 
time without paying a price, and even these two are threatened by diminishing public 
investment. 
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An exhibition just held at the Los Angeles Municipal Art Gallery (LAMAG), set within 
a public park of its own, reappraises the concept of loitering to define it as a necessary—
and, sometimes, even beautiful—part of the human experience. Curated by Ciara 
Moloney, Loitering is Delightful presented the work of ten Los Angeles artists who 
“respond in varying ways to the joyful possibilities of slowing down.” 

One of the first pieces visitors encountered, for instance, was Untitled (Municipal Boxes), 
a plywood platform and set of furniture pieces from Lauren Davis Fisher that visitors were 
encouraged to interact with. The artist noticed that the gallery’s concrete architecture, 
including Frank Lloyd Wright‘s Hollyhock House on the other side of the park, had an 
imposing effect on visitors and hoped to counteract this experience with an installation 
made entirely of wood, a material known to have a generally inviting tactile quality. Quite 
literally, the piece’s presence in the center of the gallery put loitering on the center stage. 

A series of rooms featured elegant pencil drawings and dioramas of imaginary neo-
classical buildings fabricated by artist Milano Chow that recalled a bygone era of 
architectural design that openly embraced fantasy, delight, and open-ended contemplation. 
Their highly detailed draftsmanship encouraged the viewer to linger in the gallery space, 
getting lost in their ornamentation, and, hopefully, losing track of time. 

At the end of the exhibition was a bulletin board covered by a slew of post-it notes 
answering the question “Where do you like to loiter in Los Angeles?” Answers included 
L.A.-centric responses such as, “my car,” and “Zuma Beach,” while the majority of others 
gave evidence to the fact that parks and libraries truly are the last few places a person can 
truly feel they are not unduly taking up space. 

Loitering is Delightful was on display from October 31, 2019 to January 12, 2020. 
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Loitering is traditionally considered the preserve of delinquents, teenagers, and miscreants. 
Generally speaking, those up to no good. Of course, some are freer to dillydally than others. 
As Ross Gay reminds us in his incisive essay “Loitering Is Delightful” (which the author has 
kindly permitted us to use here), “…the darker your skin, the more likely you are to 
be ‘loitering.’” Gay goes on to point out that for people of color, any public display of “non-
productive delight” – from loitering to laughter – can be censured. This leads one to ask: at 
which point does lingering cross into criminal territory? What does ‘loitering’ really mean? 
And why is it frowned upon? 
 
Furthermore, might the gesture of standing or sitting, with no apparent purpose, contain a 
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seed of radical potential? Could loitering offer some respite, however temporary, from the 
capitalist cycle of consumption and production? In a world consumed by digital devices and 
driven by productivity, what possibilities does daydreaming offer? Can fulfillment be found in 
staring into space? Is there pleasure in simply hanging out? What does it mean to be seen 
engaging in a seemingly aimless pursuit and, moreover, to take up public space in the 
process? Is loitering contagious? 
 
At the Los Angeles Municipal Art Gallery, visitors need pay for nothing to legitimize their 
lollygagging. Spending a long time in the gallery is not considered threatening; on the 
contrary, it is encouraged. Loitering is delightful posits the municipal gallery, a civic space 
with free admission, as a safe place to sit, look, and think.  
 
With new work by Milano Chow, Lauren Davis Fisher, Ishi Glinsky, David Horvitz, Dylan Mira, 
Joshua Ross, Asha Schechter, Cauleen Smith, Lani Trock, and Megan Whitmarsh, Loitering is 
delightful invites you to delight in dawdling. 
 
The City of Los Angeles Department of Cultural Affairs (DCA), the Los Angeles Municipal Art 
Gallery (LAMAG), and the Barnsdall Art Park Foundation (BAPF) are pleased to 
present Loitering is delightful, an exhibition that brings together ten Los Angeles artists to 
explore the joyful possibilities of slowing down. 
 
Offering free admission and programs, the Los Angeles Municipal Art Gallery serves as 
a welcoming space for everyone, regardless of their income level, personal history, ethnicity, 
sexual orientation, immigration status, religion or gender identity. 
 
— Published on November 15, 2019 
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Don’t believe that a predilection for the art of classical Greece and Rome suggests 
rigidity; the last time neo-Classical artists got serious, they inspired the French 
Revolution. The two dozen artists and designers in this show — dryly named, a text 
informs us, for the urbane Italian writer Mario Praz — are neo-Classicists of many 
stripes, turning to the past as moral example and aesthetic ideal, but also as domestic 
inspiration and fashion statement. It was organized by the architects of the young 
firm Charlap Hyman & Herrero, who have also draped the walls of the gallery in creamy 
muslin. It all looks like the set of a Horst P. Horst midcentury photo shoot, or maybe the 
country mansion of some Edith Wharton heroine, packed up for winter. 

There are stalwarts like Louise Bourgeois, Anselm Kiefer and Candida Höfer, the last of 
whom is represented by two customarily austere photographs of the Neues Museum in 
Berlin: a neo-Classical building wears that wears its war scars as a post-reunification 
fashion statement. They share the floor with designers like Pierre Jeanneret and Mario 
Ceroli, whose high-backed plywood chair from 1972 recalls a temple throne. 
Contributions from the younger contingent are shakier, though the best is by Milano 
Chow of Los Angeles, a standout at the current Whitney Biennial. She impresses again 
here with a delicately worked drawing of a New York townhouse facade, its doors and 
windows trimmed with campy neo-Classical patterns that owe as much to Lanvin as 
to Lysippos. JASON FARAGO 
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Don’t believe that a predilection for the art of classical Greece and Rome suggests rigidity; the 
last time neo-Classical artists got serious, they inspired the French Revolution. The two dozen 
artists and designers in this show — dryly named, a text informs us, for the urbane Italian 
writer Mario Praz — are neo-Classicists of many stripes, turning to the past as moral example 
and aesthetic ideal, but also as domestic inspiration and fashion statement. It was organized by 
the architects of the young firm Charlap Hyman & Herrero, who have also draped the walls of 
the gallery in creamy muslin. It all looks like the set of a Horst P. Horst midcentury photo shoot, 
or maybe the country mansion of some Edith Wharton heroine, packed up for winter. 

There are stalwarts like Louise Bourgeois, Anselm Kiefer and Candida Höfer, the last of whom 
is represented by two customarily austere photographs of the Neues Museum in Berlin: a neo-
Classical building wears that wears its war scars as a post-reunification fashion statement. They 
share the floor with designers like Pierre Jeanneret and Mario Ceroli, whose high-backed 
plywood chair from 1972 recalls a temple throne. Contributions from the younger contingent are 
shakier, though the best is by Milano Chow of Los Angeles, a standout at the current Whitney 
Biennial. She impresses again here with a delicately worked drawing of a New York townhouse 
facade, its doors and windows trimmed with campy neo-Classical patterns that owe as much to 
Lanvin as to Lysippos. JASON FARAGO 
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Agustina Woodgate, “National Times” (2016/2019) (photo by Zachary Small/Hyperallergic) 

Dozens of clocks retrofitted with sandpaper hands tick in unison, redefining time as the destruction of 

timekeeping. Every minute that passes in Agustina Woodgate’s “National Times” (2016/2019) 

installation — currently on view in the 2019 Whitney Biennial — represents more than a small erasure 

of the past, but an extinguishing of the clock’s essential purpose. A nearby wall text explains that the 
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conceptual project is “conditioned by the current state of labor and power, the slave clocks 

progressively erode their functional value, collectively reclaiming autonomy in the process of 

disintegration.” 

How has the museum’s essential purpose shifted as the public grows cognizant of the inequitable 

relationships between money, power, and culture? And how has this great laboratory of democratic 

expression slowly eroded its own functional value, even as it purports to defend individuality and 

intellectualism? 

Six months into an ongoing series of protests questioning the relationship between institutions and their 

politically unsavory sources of funding, the Whitney Museum of American Art has become an 

exemplar of the cultural crisis at hand, and the 2019 Whitney Biennial is a case study in how the art 

world continues to grapple with its political mandate. 

This is only the second biennial mounted at the Whitney’s Renzo Piano-designed structure on 

Gansevoort Street. There are 75 participants, half of whom are women, and more than half are people 

of color. Many of these artists are also very young; almost 75 percent are under the age of 40. Together, 

these exhibitors have created a very pleasing exhibition, but not one that will necessarily knock your 

socks off. 

Curators Jane Panetta and Rujeko Hockley are dispassionate in their approach to contemporary 

American culture. Artists predominantly strike an elegiac tone throughout the exhibition, indicating 

that we have collectively reached the fourth stage of the grief cycle (depression) after spending the last 

few years vacillating between anger and bargaining with the reality of Donald Trump’s 2016 

presidential election win. 

Tears symbolically flow from Josh Kline’s suite of neon-colored lightboxes, which drown photographs 

taken by the artist. There are some obvious juxtapositions, including an image of the Twitter bird 

alongside the US Capitol’s dome. Voices of worry emerge from Marcus Fischer’s tape recorder, which 

loops a chorus of concerns for the country from the artist and friends a day before Trump’s 

inauguration. “White supremacy.” “Fascism.” “Insanity taking over.” The speakers list their greatest 

fears, but it’s all delivered in a monotone drone that fails to make an emotional impact on the listener. 

Affect failure is itself another unarticulated theme of this biennial. Artists consider how an architecture 

of apathy in American society has emboldened this country’s worst habits: racism, nationalism, and 

exceptionalism to name just a few. 
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Artists Nicholas Galanin and Martine Syms tackle this subject in extremely different ways. The former 
weaves an enormous image of a static television set and calls it “White Noise, American Prayer Rug” 
(2019); the work blends the concept of whiteness in the United States with mass media’s 
antagonization of intolerance and hate. The latter uses her installation “People Who Aren’t Friends or 
Lovers or Exes” (2019) to discuss the concept of “threat modeling” — a process identifying risks to 
determine the utmost danger to one’s own security — within a network of emails, texts, and video 
messages. The artist speeds through the texts of these different missives, taking on the performative 
role of a threat model herself; ultimately, it’s a discussion about the vulnerability of Black women’s 
bodies online. 

There’s also Milano Chow, who inserts androgynous female figures into renderings of neoclassical 
architecture. Providing glimpses into the interior lives of the women depicted, the artist attempts to 
reframe visual history around her subjects. 

Even the biennial’s most controversial inclusion relies on an aesthetic of impartiality. Forensic 
Architecture, in collaboration with filmmaker Laura Poitras, has created a 10-minute video titled 
“Triple-Chaser” (2019) detailing the group’s extensive investigation into Warren Kanders and the 
Triple-Chaser grenades one of his companies sells. The musician David Byrne narrates the video with a 
smooth baritone, explaining how the group used machine learning technology to unearth links between 
the Whitney vice chairman’s weapons business and an array of violent clashes between governments 
and dissidents around the world. But even here — where tension between the exhibitor and institution 
should be at its peak — there’s a surprising lack of conflict. After all, the Whitney has carved a large 
space within its galleries for the film to play. And Forensic Architecture, staffed by a group of 
academics, is by nature disinterested and professorial in their approach to research-based art. That 
doesn’t downplay the significance of what they are saying, but it does conform to this overeagerness by 
exhibitors to detach from their subjects. 

Have artists abandoned outrage? And when the threat of oblivion becomes a permanent condition of 
life, does passion die? The necropolitics of the biennial is a move past postmodernism: artists are 
consciously reintroducing themselves into the frame but their work retains an emotional distance. In 
other words, artists want to act upon history while simultaneously acknowledging that history is acting 
upon them. This comes across clearly in Wangechi Mutu’s mummiform statues and Robert 
Bittenbender’s strangulation of wires, metal, and street trash. 

But there’s a strained negotiation to this work, which I think derives from the contradictory cycles of 
information in the digital age. If Trump’s presidency has ushered in an era of dissensus where the 
border between fact and fiction has become imperceptible, then the level of risk associated with 
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asserting any opinion (through art, writing, performance, etc.) has substantially increased. History 
becomes the last refuge for the artists, who excavates from the past to impact the present. 

Many artists who practice in this archaeological mode do so as cryptographers. Maia Ruth 
Lee composes an economy of expressions with “LABYRINTH” (2019), a wall filled with metal 
instruments that look like they could be used on the farm or in a torture cell. The installation comes 
with a steel glyph chart that “translates” each object as an emotion (except one item that apparently 
means “tongue”) and comes with its own horoscope that promises to “enhance your potential.” In 
another gallery, Gala Porras-Kim brings three reproductions of the ancient Mojarra Stela into the 
museum. The characters on this Meso-American artifact are currently untranslatable — lost to a history 
subjugated by the European colonists who conquered North America and decimated its Indigenous 
populations. Accordingly, the artist asks how we can relate to indecipherable histories, and how we 
might unlock the past through an aesthetic relationship. 

The curators succeed best at the biennial when they can draw out these historiographic similarities in 
the galleries. One of the best pairings is between the photographer Paul Mpagi Sepuya and the 
sculptor Matthew Angelo Harrison. Here, both artists play with theories of reproduction and authorship 
to question preconceived notions of queerness and Blackness, respectively. Sepuya accomplishes his 
task by extending his invitation to other artists and featuring their work alongside his own retinue of 
trippy camera collage portraits. The Detroit-based Harrison works toward the past in what he calls an 
“abstracted ancestry.” He adopts a post-Fordist model of production, submerging what appear to be 
traditional African spears and sculptures in black resin. What remain are three-dimensional silhouettes, 
caustic reminders of the unfathomable distance of history even when we stand face-to-face with it. 

 

My overall assessment of the 2019 Whitney Biennial is mixed. There’s a lot to like at the exhibition, 
but there’s not a lot to love. The lack of a strong curatorial thesis (which some museumgoers may like, 
as it resists a tendency toward grand narratives) ultimately hampers what is supposed to be an 
authoritative look at contemporary American art. But what defines this artistic cohort is kind of unclear. 
Conceptual art feels like an afterthought at the biennial. Blame it on lack of context or some other 
organizational flub, but works by the artists Iman Issa and Alexandra Bell fail to inspire despite their 
potent criticisms of ethnographic displays and newspaper evocations of racism, respectively. (For more 
context: Bell’s work is about the vilification of the Central Park Five, a group of Black teenage boys 
wrongfully accused by rape in 1989. Trump used the media blitz to call for the return of the death 
penalty in New York, reportedly spending $85,000 for an ad in the New York Times and three other 
publications saying just as much.) 
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Sculptural assemblages suffer because of an alarming homogeneity of forms: it’s mostly bric-a-bric 
allusions to Robert Rauschenberg, again stifling one’s ability to really engage with any number of these 
artists. Political shots are taken but lack the emotional payoff one might expect from works discussing 
histories of violence and racism. Overall, there’s an investigation of the past but a resistance toward 
direct engagement with it. 

On the other hand, perhaps apprehension is our current mode of cultural production as we come to grips 
with a world on the slide toward ecological disaster and the seemingly unbridgeable gulf between the 
rich and poor, artists included. 

If that’s true, then Nicole Eisenman’s “Procession” (2019) is a monument to our times. The artist’s 
collection of sordid figures is a valediction on the sputtering wheels of American democracy. A motley 
crew of 10 figures has occupied the Whitney’s terrace. Made from disparate materials including 
sweatpants, mugwort, butcher’s wax, ball bearings, PVC, enamel, and raw wool — the group sculpture 
revels in its own imperfections. There’s a globular fountain puttering out water, a lazy bald eagle sitting 
down and out in a crate, and what appears to be a grown man riding piggyback on another. Who are 
these people and what kind of procession is this? Are these the anti-Kanders protesters, whose first 
action was to occupy the galleries during the Whitney’s Warhol exhibition? Or are these symbols of 
buffoonery, the bureaucrats who keep someone like Kanders in power? The artist’s message is much 
clearer according to its wall text. 

“Procession” is for the downtrodden who have no choice but to move forward. It’s a subversion of the 
museum-as-sacred-temple trope, indicating that art world apathy (toward immigrants, toward 
minorities, toward women, toward the poor) should no longer have a place in culture. Addressing the 
Whitney, “Procession” sets the stage for future battles over the museum’s duty toward the public versus 
its board members, and how it will eventually — inevitably — inculcate the ongoing protests into its 
own institutional history. 

The Whitney Biennial opens to the public May 17 and continues through September 22 at the Whitney 

Museum of American Art (99 Gansevoort Street, Meatpacking District, Manhattan). The biennial was 

curated by Jane Panetta and Rujeko Hockley. 
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CRITICS' PICKS 
By Simone Krug 
July 2017 
 
Milano Chow, Ann Greene Kelly, Daniel Rios Rodriguez 
MICHAEL BENEVENTO 
3712 Beverly Boulevard 
July 15–August 31 
 
Slumped over a table, a mysterious figure hidden behind a wide architectural facade peers out from an 
arched window. Milano Chow’s painstakingly rendered graphite drawings are meticulous studies of friezes, 
cornices, balustrades, and striated slats. The perspective the artist offers in Horizontal Exterior II (all works 
cited, 2017) is reminiscent of a voyeuristic glimpse into a neighbor’s apartment as one straightens the 
shades. When a character is suspended in an ornate frame—as with Mirror (Checkerboard), where a woman 
with a checkered umbrella descends a magically hovering staircase and appears to stride right off the 
bounds of the composition—Chow’s drawings become striking not simply for their trompe l’oeil effects but 
for their wink at the realm of the surreal. 
 
The other works in this group show are more overt in their 
comedic bent. Ann Greene Kelly creates a domain of sculptures 
that, like furniture, would seem to be sympathetic to the shape of 
the body, even as they subtly betray it. Her Untitled (small circular 
bench) resembles a miniature Stonehenge as it plays ring-around-
the-rosy with a kitsch mosaic garden bench. Kelly deconstructs the 
familiar, presenting conventional structures in oddly melted or 
lopsided forms. Untitled (hollow body shirt), for instance, is a 
cyborgian mannequin with looping tentacles composed of 
contorted window bars. You cannot help but laugh at the artist’s 
punch lines, even if one isn’t entirely sure one has understood the 
joke. 
 
In another room, Daniel Rios Rodriguez’s painted sculptures flirt 
between two- and three-dimensionality. His bright and joyous wall 
hangings, made with wood, rope, and nails, are at once abstract 
altarpieces and dartboards with curves and angles gone haywire. 
Despite this trio’s disparate techniques and separate presentations,  
there is a quiet and intriguing overlap between each artist’s  
perception of the world. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

   Milano Chow, Mirror (Checkerboard), 2017, graphite,     
inink, vinyl paint, and photo transfer on paper, 20 x 15". 
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Milano Chow’s graphite drawings and collages appeared to be presented in a different 
space, one that was not related to art fairs or galleries. Chow’s total installation conjured 
an illusion of domesticity, a theatrical domestic ambiance, a stage on which the works on 
the dark grey walls and the unique accordion book on a Chinoiserie-style lacquer table 
came to life in their own surreal self. Using an illusionistic and architectural approach, 
Chow’s eight drawings recalled elements and narratives that one would encounter in 
everyday life, the unsettling factor of an elegance long forgotten, as if leaving the fair 
behind. 
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Frieze New York Presents Global, Cutting-Edge Art 
By LOUIS LUCERO II 
MAY 4, 2017 
 
Conversation-setting modern and contemporary art galleries from cities across the world will 
transport some of their most striking and valuable works to 256 acres of parkland in the middle of 
the East and Harlem Rivers May 5 to 7 for Frieze New York. 
 
Upward of 200 galleries will participate in this year’s international art fair, which grew out of the 
success of a similar festival in London. As the event’s profile continues to rise, its organizers have 
attracted leading galleries like David Zwirner of New York, the Modern Institute of Glasgow and 
Sprüth Magers of Berlin. Scattered performance pieces and interactive installations also enliven 
the proceedings. 
 
But one of the major draws of Frieze New York, taking place in Randalls Island Park, is its Frame 
section, a space reserved for solo shows of promising artists, mounted by the young galleries that 
represent them. 
 
Jacob Proctor, the curator of the Neubauer Collegium for Culture and Society at the University of 
Chicago, and Fabian Schöneich, the curator of the Portikus contemporary art center in Frankfurt, 
make recommendations to the fair organizers about galleries’ applications for Frame. Nudges 
from the two men may also provide the impetus for a gallery to apply. Their suggestions on which 
artists in a gallery’s stable would make for the most promising bid carry significant weight with 
the applicants. 
 
In the Frame section, many thrilling showrooms and their artists will receive their first broad 
exposure. Here are a few highlights. 
 
Frames in Frame 
 
Chapter NY, the other New York City gallery participating in Frame, elected to showcase the 
work of Los Angeles-based Milano Chow. For a young artist (she is 29), Ms. Chow puts out work 
in a traditional vein. Chapter’s presentation will include eight new illusionistic graphite drawings 
depicting, as it would happen, frames. 
 
Mr. Proctor has a deep enthusiasm for Ms. Chow’s work. Had any of the other galleries 
representing her proposed a solo show of her work, he said they could have earned his 
recommendation, too. 
 
Coordination between the various galleries generally keeps such overlap from happening, but it 
speaks to the strength of her work that, in Mr. Proctor’s appraisal, hers is art that needs to be seen. 
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This year at Frieze New York, the frenzy 
under that big white tent on Randall's 
Island will be a little more streamlined. 
There will be more recognizable names 
with a new focus on 20-century masters 
like Robert Rauschenberg, and the fair 
will run only four days rather than the five 
of years past. Still, with some 200 
booths—not to mention the Frieze 
Projects artist commissions—there is 
more than enough to see. Which is why 
Abby Bangser, Frieze's Artistic Director 
for the Americas and Asia, is offering a 
highly curated preview of the booths she 
has deemed can't-miss. After all, who 
would know better than her?

 
 

Chapter NY joins the specially curated gallery section Frame, designated for programs eight years 
old and under, with a solo presentation of the L.A.-based artist, Milano Chow. Chow’s intricately 
rendered graphite drawing and collages provide a voyeuristic glimpse through windows, doors, 
and other architectural elements as though one were looking onto a film set or store window 
display.
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The 6 Artists to Watch at Independent Brussels 
By Molly Gottschalk 
April 22, 2016 
 
Milano Chow 
ON VIEW AT MARY MARY 
 
After months of anticipation, Independent Brussels is in full swing. The fair brings its signature 
exhibition-level curation to the Belgian capital, with 72 exhibitors spread across six floors. These 
six emerging artists stood out from the pack in the fair’s first days.  
 

 
Left: Milano Chow, Mantelpiece (interview), 2014/2015. Right: Milano Chow, Shoes (oxford, loafer, monk), 
2014/2015. Photos courtesy of Mary Mary. 
 
Los Angeles-based artist Chow mines 1970s fashion photography for inspiration for her delicate, if 
a touch film noir, drawings. Ahead of her first solo show with Mary Mary in September, the 
gallery presents a series of graphite-on-paper drawings—some incorporating photo transfers and 
priced between $3,000–4,500—like the mysterious woman, clad head-to-toe in black, who appears 
to have been clipped from a ’70s fashion spread. “She talks about how they act as film stills; 
there’s this action around them that we don’t see,” noted Mary Mary founder and director Hannah 
Robinson of the dark, imaginative mise-en-scènes, framed by ornate mantels and moldings. “She 
hasn’t really shown in Europe before,” she added. (Chow’s had buzz across the U.S. thanks to 
shows at Chapter NY and Los Angeles’s Young Art.) “But there’s a really European aesthetic to 
what she does,” added Robinson. 
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Milano Chow: The Painted Screen 
In Real Time and Space 
December 8, 2015 
By Lara Saget 
 

 
Milano Chow. The Painted Screen In Real Time and Space. 2015. Installation view.  
 
Milano Chow’s exhibition, The Painted Screen, installed at Chapter NYC invites the viewer into 
fragmented, disorienting scenes. Her intricately rendered works combine graphite pencil, photo 
transfer, and paper to manipulate placement of common structures—a door, a lock, a mirror, a 
fan, a mantle, a switch, a note, a photograph, a  
human.  
 
Her five works situate the viewer in a highly charged, psychologically riveting sphere, engaging 
in fundamental inquiry of how object relationships reconstruct space. Chow superimposes 
mounted photo transfers, which cast shadow to alter depth perception. She utilizes repetition and 
mirroring to create thematic and yet enigmatic connections. The scenes weave in and out of one 
another, building a narrative in which logic collapses- a mirror closes a door, a door houses 
another door, frames encase decorative elements, frames encase plot-driven scenes.  
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Milano Chow. The Painted Screen In Real Time and Space. 2015. Installation view.  
 
The viewer enters and exits the images, moving in and out of actual space. The walls of Chapter 
NYC are painted a gray tone; the architectural moldings within the gallery echo the graphite 
moldings within the works themselves. In this way, the gallery space becomes a part of Chow’s 
scenes. The spatial disorientation that Chow achieves with the installation and the rendering of 
works themselves create a multi dimensionality, which successfully confounds notions of 
placement and the semblance of orderly experience.  
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