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Eclipse of MothsGagosian, Beverly Hillsthrough November 21Written by Shana Nys DambrotA suite of new photographs by Gregory Crewdson prove why he is the reigning master of middle American melancholy and
New England-style societal entropy. Across several projects of recent years, Crewdsonâ€™s cinematic eye, deft attention to detail, and nuanced atmospheric stage-setting have produced haunting tableaux, both operatic
and dilapidated. The settings are suburban loose ends, but often a verdant if rather feral nature frames, encroaches, and cradles the scenarios of quiet desperation. The stars of these shaggy passion plays are forlorn,
mostly white, mostly isolated folks with crutches, no shoes, thousand-yard stares and inscrutable intentions. It appears they have lost something (everything?) and sort of gave up in mid-stride, like broken wind-up
toys.Itâ€™s poignant, but in these polarized times, this narrative of redemption for the forgotten American so often dovetails with conceptions of electoral politics, that despite the plenitude of human emotion, empathy is
sometimes hard to come by. Itâ€™s a little bit of a queasy feeling to be considering these photographs on the literal eve of the American presidential election. But the power of this work is such that we donâ€™t need to
feel empathy for the people in these photographs, because the artist does it for us. In specific compositional details such as how each image is constructed around a meaningful light source, in richly researched art
historical references from Hopper to David, in meticulous location scouting and production value, and in the showâ€™s title itself, Crewdson signals his intentions to pluck heartstrings and transport the viewer into the
protagonistsâ€™ circumstances.An Eclipse of Moths in evoking the mothâ€™s necessary and often fatal relationship to light, implicates the failings of our shared human nature in whatever downfall has occurred. Itâ€™s
a relatable emotion, even if youâ€™ve never stood, shirtless, in a rainy parking lot, or looked for an abandoned gurney in a bit of forest out back, or met a client in a carnival junkyard. Elsewhere in town, a bus avoids
crashing into a downed lamppost at what seems like dawn &#8212; dark enough for all the lights to still be on, light enough to read in the steely, wet glow that disinterest of all witnesses. A shipping container on fire is the
most excitement some teenagers have had in months. A condemned house, with its shredded remnants of easy chair and concrete patio becomes a strange kind of sanctuary. Itâ€™s a paradoxical medley of cinema
verite with magical realism, and you find yourself in the gallery, holding your breath along with the figures.In these and companion scenarios, what Crewdson provides is an abundance of pictorial space with which to enter
the worlds of the stories, even if you canâ€™t enter the minds of its characters. Besides their large scale panoramic format, within each work is a central open space &#8212; a parking lot, a wide cul de sac, an empty
main street, a clearing in the woods, a wide flat intersection, the frayed edges of a generic industrial site. The foreground is never blocked, but tipped toward the viewer like an open door. Train tracks, paths, and roadways
lead away toward the back of the places, sometimes to the horizon. These are dead ends, but they arenâ€™t prisons. The masterful way Crewdson bounces light around from the foreground to smatterings of hidden
sources, throwing intimate radiance on the perimeter, and touching here and there on other faces, humidity, mist, puddles, reflections, windows, and mysterious interiors, also creates en energy of entrance into the hushed
world of the image. The figures are frozen, but the viewerâ€™s eyes are not. This too is America, the images seem to say; come on in, and let yourself feel it.Gagosian Beverly Hills456 N Camden Dr, Beverly Hills,
90210Justin Prough: A Vitally Important Story Told in ArtBy Genie DavisA true visual storyteller, Justin Prough works in a variety of mediums, creating work that blends digital work with tactile medias from wood to the
detritus found on shore lines, domestic objects, discarded toys, and the photographic. Whether he is making prints that dance with dimension, creating sculpture, or shaping wall-hung assemblages, Prough makes a point
of creating vibrant, humorous, prescient art â€“art that has a point both sharp and well-taken.His background in advertising has served him well: he knows how to craft a visual punchline and tell a fast-beat story that has a
memorable hook. In his fine current exhibition, The Whitewashing of America, Prough looks hard and smart at the words and actions of our 45th president, creating images that show the emotional violence the orange
man in the White House creates for what it really is: daggers to the heart of the nation.In an effort to reassure his daughter, and his viewers, about the wrongness that reaches deep into American culture, Prough created
an astonishing assemblage series that is as beautiful as it is symbolic. Exposing the vitriol that runs like a vein of copper through the mineshaft of American history, Proughâ€™s exhibition prods the viewer to look below
the surface, under the pretty white paint, the hasty make-over that does not truly cover the ugliness below.Utilizing wood pieces and household objects, Prough has created works that dive deeply into American culture,
and dig at the greed, as well as the lust for conquest and submission, that are endemic beneath the surface. The worms beneath the bedrock of the U.S. body politic have crawled to light under the current president, and
Prough is having none of it. No acceptance, no acquiescence, no white washing of bitter truths.Social RevultionThere is a graceful wave of leaves and doves â€“ if the doves were the Twitter logo, that is &#8211; lining the
stripes of the American flag in Proughâ€™s â€œSocial Revulsion.â€• Linked by barbed wire, these birds are both wearing the flagâ€™s stripes and hiding within it. At the lower far-right corner of the piece, the artist has
inscribed â€œ#End It @USA.â€• Now thereâ€™s a hash tag, and one perhaps ironically placed in that particular position within the artwork, that of the far- right. The upper left section of the piece, where the flagâ€™s
stars stand, a hammer and sickle override them, with the gravestone marker of â€œ2016 &#8211; ___,â€• the end-year of our current cultural desecration blank for now. Inscribed on the hammerâ€™s shaft:
â€œDesigned in Russia, Made in the USA.â€• No amount of whitewashing, literal or figurative, can disguise this truth â€“ hidden in plain sight.Exhaust tail pipes â€“ the positioning of which resemble a frequent shaping of
U.S. president 45â€™s lips, dominate the upper section of â€œThe State of Trump.â€• An image of a haggard Trump is framed in barbed wire, and crowned by it â€“ a Jesus-like reference to the crown of thorns and the
strange, sacrilegious sanctimony often anointed on the president. Building to a final crescendo of advice, â€œMake America Great Again? Resist the State of Trump,â€• sentences spell out the curses leveled by Trump
against our society: fake news/lies; normalizing racism, sexism, and hate; deconstructing concepts of hope; pillaging the environment while denying climate change and providing tax breaks for the wealthy; denying his
and his cronies wealth grabs. The words are powerful, direct, and exciting to see scorned, but the flag-like design of the visual and textural elements also defines their ugly power.The flag motif runs through all of these
works: in â€œF-It Iâ€™m Playing Through,â€• a smiling Trumpâ€™s visage mars the position of the stars around it, and the stripes are riven with a spill of broken golf club-heads. Discarded and outdated video-game
figurines are the found-pieces included in â€œA Nation Divided.â€• A toilet paper dispenser is aptly placed over Trumpâ€™s mouth in â€œFull of Shit.â€•The actual whitewashing of America needs repudiation in the
world; Proughâ€™s exhibition of the same name is surprisingly serene visually for an exponentially fierce subject that will light bursts of firework-bright rebellion in viewersâ€™ hearts and minds.The series is currently on
exhibit by appointment at Balcony Gallery, organized by Shoebox Projects. View a video walk-through and stills of the exhibition in a well laid-out virtual space online at:
https://shoeboxprojects.com/justin-prough-the-whitewashing-of-america/On Proughâ€™s website, https://justinprough.com/, you can also take in the artistâ€™s seaside debris assemblages, Seascapes Found; and his
vivid archival ink on acrylic-whitewashed wood works in The Fictional Reality of California Beach Culture, where Barbie dolls add to the fantasy world of California girls and singular surf days.Edward &amp; Nancy
Kienholz, My Country Tis of Thee, 45 at 45, LA Louver; Image courtesy of the galleryLA Louver: 45 at 45LA Louver, Los Angelesthrough January 16, 2021Written by Nancy Kay TurnerCelebrating their 45 years as a
gallery whose mission it has been to champion Los Angeles artists, LA Louver has mounted its largest exhibit ever, bringing together in a newly renovated and expanded space forty- five artists who the gallery represents,
has shown or whose work is admired.This lively wide-ranging exhibit in a clean, well-lit space makes it a joy to view the diverse artists on display here. The exhibit is a virtual smorgasbord of art history, encompassing the
conceptual grandfather of them all, Marcel Duchamp, to Beat generation artist Wallace Berman, narrative painter Rebecca Campbell, conceptual sculptor Jimmie Durham, the psychologically incisive portraiture of Alice
Neel, and the ever-timely politically trenchant assemblage of Ed and Nancy Kienholz, to name just a few of the artists here in the largest space in the first gallery.The vintage, iconic My Country Tis of Thee, 1991, mixed
media assemblage, 101 x 56 x 37, is classic Kienholz and one I must admit to never having seen before. Tightly composed, starring a quartet of older, white balding men in power rallying around the American flag while
literally jerking each other off as they go round and round like a carousel. Covered with the trademark Kienholz translucent dripping gooey substance (here suggesting semen), this is as forceful an indictment of men in
power doing absolutely nothing as I have ever seen and sadly is still relevant.What is notable about the work shown here is how often it references the tide of art history and relates to seminal works by older artists.
Jimmie Durhamâ€™s piece, Untitled #2 (JD 189), 1995, dirt, human hair on sheep hair, 32 Â½ x 27 1/2inches, recalls Joseph Beuys Felt Suit from 1995. If the suit makes the man, what to make of this jacket, covered in
dirt and sheep hair? In this political and partisan time, we can all seem like sheep, following our fearless leader or trying to oust him. There are echoes of Los Angeles Light and Space artists of the sixties and seventies,
especially with the ethereal blow-molded acrylic piece by Gisela Colon, Hyper Ellipsoid (Barium Copper), 2019, 90 x 42 x 12 inches, which seems to glow with an iridescent interior light. It is placed opposite an open door
and the bright California light streaming in dances across its surface.There are many works in ceramics here, all quite different in style, technique and intention. Matt Wedelâ€™s figurative sculpture, Wonderers, 2020,
glazed terra cotta, 28 x 23 x 16, inconspicuously placed in the stairwell, is reminiscent of the Bay Area ceramicists such as Jim Arneson (surface treatment) and Ruby Neri (glaze brushstrokes and abstracted forms). Tia
Pulitzerâ€™s striking pastel lilac bunny entitled Hesperus is Phosporous Hare, 2020, fired clay and automotive paint, 70 x 70 x 15 Â½ inches, does bring to mind the elegantly kitsch sculptures of Jeff Koons. Eduardo
Sarabia, History of the World, (Consolidated) #2, ceramic on wood and steel shelving various sizes; overall dimensions 102 Â½ x 36 Â½ x 22 Â½, blends stacks of traditional wheel-thrown forms decorated in the blue and
white of both Ming Dynasty and Dutch Delft ceramics with contemporary narrative imagery and text, while commenting on ceramics as consumer products as well as vessels for trading.Both dramatic sculptures by Alison
Saar and Nick Cave on the second floor of the gallery steal the show with their politically provocative and visually powerful works. Saarâ€™s life size figurative sculpture entitled Torch Song, 2020, wood, copper, ceiling
tin, enamel paint, leather belts, and vintage piano keys 72 x 22 x 36 inches, is simply stunning and engages the viewer immediatel
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