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LGS ANGELES (Slgh) BE.‘ HJEIITIIH WE'lSSmElﬂ If a eurator from a large institution asks

you, a young artisy, to be in & group show antitled “Liver Tartare: The Blanche DuBeis In Us All,” you cross your figers, try not to be cynical, and say,
Yes. The same goes for “Bad Glrls West." You elther produce spocific works that address the Idea of a girl belng bad (beating up boys or playing with
yoursall) or you forget about the theme and simply show your current work. Aftor all, you were invited to be in the show bacause you or your art are ap-
parently synonymous with badness. Maybe you drink too much, you've had sex mare than once, of you don't always excuse yoursell when you get up
from the table. When someone calls you a lady, you laugh out lowd. In short, you're the stulf myths are made of.

Maybe one shouldn’t get caught up in the title, ldea, or theme, right? Best to just look at the work and lot the objects do the talking. So what if the
|dea 1s backward, the artists don't have to be the curator's vletims. Like dothed-out parents grooving to the newest sound, curators blow it all the time.

This show thinks it can tell s wha's really dawn, who's hip to the filth, who chants the
party slogan most fiercely, Inquiring minds want to puhe.

With the help of a few boy artists {honorary girls with penises) cast inthe role of P.C.
preachers, wo can all lament stralght-white-male deminance and cther oppressiva
European Inventions, but it"s hard to cwallow the claim either that being bad Is palkitl-
cally correct or that political correctness i= a major component of being bad. Good girls,
{rigid and prudish—too chicken to cut the balls off their fellow man—are all caught up
In ferm, of 50 the loglc runs. True or not, this grab-bag, cireus atmosphere makes i1 -
ficult to read individual pleces on their own temms, ne matter what their blases, The cards
are stached in favor of the loudest, biggest, and brightest; the mest aggressive works
cateh the eye and take the sassy prize. Dne can soe the troubies the curator faced when
ane af her Bad Gids falled to shout the gospel in the proper maddening pltch, Works that
traffic in subtlety are hunched in the cormers, staring at thelr feet. Artists who make for-
mally astute, layered work are punished far It {Girl, who are you trying to please?). One
gots the impression that “the struggle” s stuck on stock issues lifted from an outdated



soclopolitical context. It time te examing and break through the basic tenets
of *T0s feminlist art: to recognize that gestures a la Judy Chicago now seem
dated, sHghtly comlcal in thelr directness—naive.

Sure, a new generation of artlsts Is trying to crank things up a notch, to
get n your face, but the one-note simplicity of their works too often
goes unchallenged. Lauren Lesko's Colfed, 1993—a condemnation
of the man behingd payehoanalysls—consists of an analyst's
couch manicured like a poodie. (Read: poodies are just like a
woman, e, clipped poodle-halr equals oppression eguals
Freud.] It's Instant art—a loaded sign (the analyst's couch],
add [rrelevant assoclations and stie. And thon there's Taifhook,
1993-94, by Lillan Ball: a narmow cortdor lined with 34 con-
dom-clad speculums, Viewers run the gauntiet, or at least
think abowt It. Tha male gaze turned [nside out? The vagina
looks back? Thore are also slick portrayals of the organ it-

self, such as Millls Wilson's red-velvat hood, In which lusclous, lolded fabric
set in an omate picture frame suggests a giant clit flap via Little Red
Riding Hood —It"s gothic, porgeous, and possibly even wearable. The bad-
ness |s elegant, safe, conventionsl, and, most impartant, musesm-roady [see
FAobert Momris' House af the Vettl, 1983). Conscrvatives and the In-
stitutions they sustain have always taken pleasure i ransgression,
donning radical chic and wearing it like an ironic charm.
{Remember, §. Edgar Hoover was a bad girl tao.) Endlessly harp-
ing on about sexual identity to assert difference and disen
chantment, these artists end up prasenting o sell-out alterns-
tlve; trafficking in genecalities, they attempt to tumn the male
vernacular against ibself but succeed anly In buying inte what
they purport to critbguee.
At least a third of the work in “Bad Girls Wast™ is articuliate
and amusing. rising above the show’s
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[ame concept, Despite the gromesy)ue ripusfis, |"i|i'rIII
clichés, empty formalisms, mnd aspicagios that steive
fiar licele more than the power of 3 1ablodd eadline,
there are moare than a bew cold, hard Reans anl this
show (in facr, far oo nany o mcotion herep. Works
by artists like Jeanne Duoning, Kim Dingle, and
Flena Sisto have a powerful degiiny and stand our as
more than mere one-liners. Dingle and Siste are borh
incredibly leose painters whese works dip inw a
strange behavieral brow o deliver genuinely per-
verse returis, They're smart, void of cheap tricks, and
they elude the qirick read, Dunning’s neugprene-larex
“shkin” sculptures, pucked with ipeTiectios, e
smultangously yrical and Jeadening. Presented on
wlhite in,-|h-t.|.||:.., lice flesh slabs, alsypecrilicd to the
wth depree, send vae down wlistuig b, |'|.Il|h. SuE-
pestings both the pursuit of cosmctic beauty and Mard
[apisp-shades. Anugher cool prece o paariidity conees
from Jennie Michols: brillant hghong reanimans
twan hagee, if unassuming, heman-lair balls, Sullenly
purised toward ehe wall, as i i conference, they
ok 3 st Like oversized decaprined heads. These
wiirks suceeed Decause ihere es ik lessom [I'..I 1. thicir
csrheric s Free-Tloating, (e mcanings uncercain,
anel theey do much mere than transpst the identy sl
irics of the =girls™ wh made them, L

Benjmin Wenspunn's sodbrotion of i lwim, [heer ] Porson, o
fosrtlmrmmang diven berpein’e Tl Tligh Bk Foeds



