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But then again, would that kind of
hype really be doing the artists such a
favor? Pulling a Saatchi and declaring
certain artists to be the latest, greatest
art stars is no guarantee that sudiences
will be duly awed by what they see—wit-
ness the (unfairly) virulent reaction to
Damien Hirst, Tracy Emin and other
talented “Young British Artists” anointed
by the advertising mogul, and the sick-
ening glee of the British press when
Saatchi’s warchouse full of their work
burned down last year. Artists make an
indelible mark not by curatorial fiat or
PR puffery, but through a process that is
about s fast-paced and exciting as

wings and a faint halo, and behind him
she has scratched the words “No Tengo
Dinero,” the title of the 1971 song that
made Gabriel famous. Beneath the gold
glitter and dapper polka dots in the
background are running horses and
German shepherds, clever references to
the famous horse petroglyph and infa-
mous guard dogs of Juarez, the Mexican
border town where Gabriel was born
and now lives in a mansion his mother
once cleaned. Yet this piece is not just an
altarpiece to Juan Gabriel in particular
or the cult of celebrity in general, but o
Meso-American dream of the self-made
artist who achieves success on his (or

mane emcee hired to do the job. By com-
parison, Make Me Pretey fills in one too
many blanks for the viewer. In this digi-
uzed image, the artist has turned a
Barbie bust into a self-portrait dolled up

sdealized beauty standards we grow up
with and the real ones we grow into are
o self-evident here to provoke much

ideals speak for themselves.

Olliva adds grit to Sol LeWitt in his
Md'mi.hwyedud
buildings

watching paint dry: a steady grind of whischeridh
Artweek, April 2005, Vol 36 issue 3 lmx‘mdm,&“idm 4 ooy
pgs. 14- 15 ;bandoned and begun again from turf war—but i’ the
scratch, and, well, 2 whole lot of waiting mig:ﬂi{:ma
around for paint (or photo emulsion or e vt
% glue or varnish) to dry. To suggest other- :"dl Wih;:‘m
| wise would negate all that effort, and risk g
reducing a hard-won career into a pass- Naranja (Orange
ing fad. Only very rarely does an artist Violence) is another
suddenly “bust out,” and this show is no her) own terms. EJ Jak is an ode to Oliva photograph where color plays
: exception—perhaps to the artists’ credit. another Meso-American crossover sensa-  against type. Here, sunny orange paint
Wit Wit ja the mmhhynpﬂwdhln turns cautionary on a wall that has
N kot oila ! World crossroads cuisines. Avila Ovalles  become 1 silent witness, with the scrapes
Mi’! n'ﬂh._ . serves it up here barbecued on a stick and apparent bullet holes to prove it.
Alqudmolm—:;’umhn;hnuuf ;ﬁhmg:{:uhm This photograph is a reality check to
creative potential only beginning to cinnamon dri Mayas every tourist shot of a quaint, colorful
o e Ok O e T S 000 ol il e ion e el VOSSR | ookt s oy i
. at Mo Yo Aty Cuturn - s S h::* e i valler
: o, admonition * skinny”—a snappy Bustin' Out is interpreted perhaps 00
'an'mfﬂw ww”mm'h'bw comeback to the new religion of dieting w,wm:nmommm
keep an eye out for them in the years ©0 . brings to mind the moment when et Tai balieapalneed in one-shiot
he exhibition come. . America defiantly eats flan in Patricia enamel might have benefited from some
Bustin' Out is 2 Schoolgirl crushes and body image  Cardoso’s 2002 film, Real Women Have second thoughts. The glossy red lips and
bold eifort 0o complexes peck through layers of glitter, Curve. This is zesty eross-cultural eri- nails and hairsprayed-up-to-there bangs
scorched wood and drawings on food  5que, with a generous helping of horcha-  of Pachucs are such dead ringers for 3
gkqt;:s: Jabels in Avils Ovalles’ mized-medi :i:uwdmddsmuhawdu- Nlﬁmﬁulmﬂ::h:ym
world, and reseblle, Guning inso thess works is e Angelica Muro also has some fun with m.:mmpwamﬂ::id'suil
light a fire secing through the fog of nostalgia and  conventional beauty standards in Ampit  and wound up on a loteria card, she’d
under the tepid layers of anxiety right into the heartof  Wix ... $25, which shows hairs tom out  probably look like Sirena. She has an “1
term * ing artists.” Curstor Anjee teenagedom, where identity crises and by the root alongside this wry, painfully  Dream of Jeannic” high ponytail and
TR chm!'!dm,'dnmhnhn infinite possibilities strike an uneasy bal- *":'ﬂwfwwm Russ Meyer proportions, but there’s no
il‘.lnm:lptymd&ikm the firy  2ce. How soon we forget the almost s "'h?l'..'mi"'"h. s :lhf‘f":'mﬂ*r;:
energy once evident when introducing total identification with our teenage lﬂmwﬂfml"l;ﬂ piece was actually intended. Ortega clear-
FRELS idols that Avila Ovalles captures in D in agonizing slow motion. Muro doesn't ; i
new work by new artists.” Helstrup has a " n Iy has a way with spray paint on metal,
point: Maybe we could come up with 3 de Juarez: Todo un Sefior (Fuarez Star: miss a single instant of fluntering eyelash-  but here he’s sticking to close to con-
term that’s a little more exciting to Total Man), an ode to the Mexican music < glossy lips giding over Vasclined ventional hotrod imagery to really cover
Tonbithe by which narisc _ hearthrob Juan Gabriel. As with most “*MW"P‘?":;‘"”* new ground as an artist. Once Ortega
makes a mark on the art scene. Throw in voen idols, there has bosn much specals- slightly deranged. There Mwim d,m“hv'm.m ."Kmm! ::‘m-
mbdppmchmmd‘m:yhu ton sbout Gabeiel’ sexual identity—but mmmm‘mﬂﬂ w&;ﬁhu-ngwm
some e . “
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