
MATERIAL 
MYTHOLOGIES
MINNESOTA MUSEUM OF AMERICAN ART
ON VIEW MARCH 11 - APRIL 3, 2016
KARI MUGO

I.  Memory
Artist Sonya Clark’s work, featured as part of the 
Material Mythologies exhibit at the Minnesota Museum 
of American Art (MMAA), is as much about myth as it 
is about history. Her pieces, entangling themselves in a 
playful exploration of hair and memory for those of us 
of African descent - asked questions of questions. The 
construction of not one, but two pieces in the collection, 
around fine tooth combs is a wink and elbow jab at our 
kinfolk - in what ways have we loaned our histories to 
these inanimate objects? What does it mean to remove 
them from their functionality and imagine them  
as other?
  Clark’s Triangle Trade was the most effusive piece 
of her work featured. Drawing me in, while inspiring the 
memory of my life-long aversion to centipedes. Or any 
myriapoda for that matter. Scurrying beneath the dirt 
and across cold bare walls in the basements of houses, 
only to freeze under the harsh fluorescent overhead 
light when they are discovered. I freeze too during these 
grim encounters. Frightened by the wealth of knowledge 
that lays in each of these creatures’ limbs. Limbs that 
themselves appear divided into a multiplicity of moving 
parts, carrying them across the great expanses of their 
universe… and mine.
  If you can understand that feeling, that grappling 
with something terrifying, yet undeniably real, then you 
too would understand what it feels like to stand in front 
of Clark’s Triangle Trade and stare at the great expanse 
of lives spent in the pursuit of capitalistic endeavors.
  Clark’s tremendous canvass, a tribute to the most 
perfectly executed example of triangle trade - the 
transatlantic slave trade - is interrupted by black cotton 
thread woven through as one would braid a child’s hair 
at the start of a hot summer; carefully and intricately, 
braiding each strand into the next. It’s dizzying to watch 
the black threads come together, and pull apart….
together….apart.

  And if you stare long enough, the strands cease to 
be a pattern on canvas. The broken backs, stretched 
against their will become undeniable, the mass of bodies 
mobilizing to turn the cogs that bind them in a never 
ending cycle of flesh for profit glare back at you. Clark’s 
Afro-caribbean history lending to the poignancy of these 
intertwined narratives asks questions about her, and our 
own, place in history. 

 II.  Five Women.
 Few things are more appealing than a museum 
space dedicated to women’s work. Few things are even 
more appealing than a museum space dedicated to 
women’s work that primarily features the work of women 
of color. Clark, Teri Greeves, Helen Lee, and Jae Won 
Lee bring with them their rich cultural backgrounds, 
while Minnesota’s own, Mary Giles rounds them out with 
the deft precision of an artist who knows her trade and 
materials; sculpture and metal. Featuring Giles’ work 
in the promotional materials surrounding this exhibit is 
deceitful, however. Giles’ sculptures, while outstanding, 
do not rival the depth of exploration of memory, loss, 
ancestry, meaning, and belonging that Clark, Lee, and 
Won Lee distill in their different works.
  Take for instance, Won Lee’s Sleepwalking in 
the Peach Garden that is an ethereal walk in a distant 
land. Won Lee, constructing and deconstructing, cuts 
across the origami paper lines to build her own shapes. 
Suspended from handfuls of colorful strings, her 
Peach Garden greets you at eye level, affording you the 
opportunity to walk around it and under it, as it sways 
under the weight of the spoken words around it. Not to 
mention Won Lee’s other striking sculpture, Layers of 
Mountains, that uses flowers petals collected over time 
and pressed into porcelain to construct her longing  
for home.  
  Then there is Helen Lee’s contribution to the 
exhibit, challenging our notions of language as she 
encapsulates the said and unsaid things in glass. Lee’s 
‘WORDS ARE NOT THINGS’ smirks back at you in a 
hand blown relief as you enter the gallery. And tucked 
in the back is her Pillow Book, holding within it the 
countless dreams of others. Following a period of deep 
unrest, a time when Lee couldn’t sleep, she sought out 
the dreams of her friends and family. Layer by layer, 
she inscribed them onto her Pillow Book - the result is a 
series of sleepless nights, illegible now, as they 
were then.

  Unfortunately for Terri Greeves, the fifth woman 
featured in the exhibit, her work was muted from the 
larger discussion evoked by the other women’s work. 
Sonya Clark, Helen Lee, or Jae Won Lee’s works would 
have been more fitting as visual representatives of the 
entire exhibit, given the unifying narrative across their 
work - each raising questions on place and memory. 
Which lends to the question of whitewashing within 
the arts - where artists of color are either relegated to 
singular rooms within museum spaces, or required to 
qualify their art as “other” first and “art” second. That 
an exhibit exploring contemporary craft and sculpture 
featuring the work of four women artists of color would 
still choose to brand itself on the singular white artist’s 
work confounded me.
 As I did another loop of the space, looking for the 
little things I had failed to see, the gallery began to fill 
up. I deliberated staying for the 3 p.m. gallery talk hosted 
by American Craft Magazine’s Editor in Chief and the 
MMAA’s Curator of Exhibitions and Public Programs, 
but it’s a strange feeling when in a room filled with 
the dreams of women of color, you still find yourself 
a minority. Before the seating arrangements could be 
made, I grabbed my coat and scurried out the front door, 
disappearing in the maze of Lowertown’s one-ways. 
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Sonya Clark, Triangle Trade, 2014

Helen Lee, Words Are Not Things, 2015



VIEWFINDER
SCOTT NEDRELOW 
AT DAVID PETERSEN GALLERY
ON VIEW FEBRUARY 27 -  
APRIL 2, 2016
BY FOREST LEWIS
 
The pieces in Scott Nedrelow’s new show 
Viewfinder at David Petersen Gallery are 
like the slag formed from heavy thinking. I 
attended his subsequent talk at the U of M 
and what became evident is that the concept 
is more appealing than its execution. Like 
some of his minimalist forebears, this is work 
that improves when the artist speaks about it. 
The usual critique of Minimalism being that 
the simpler the work is the more explanation 
it requires. One wonders when looking at 
some of the Minimalists, if the “work of art” 
extends so far into its theoretical justification 
that what we’ve been referring to all along as 
“Minimal Art” was actually just performance art put on 
by skilled rhetoricians. Not that I’m complaining. But 
sometimes I’d like to look at early Frank Stella without 
the gravitational pull of his cranky theories.
 Heaven protect the eager art-viewer who refuses to 
read. But at least Stella is fun to look at. 
 Nedrelow’s new work at the David Peterson 
Gallery is not so aesthetically enjoyable. Mostly video 
pieces—there are at least six TVs—the work often seems 
preoccupied with cute composition. If you stand at 
the right angle the composition “works,” if you’re at 
the wrong angle it’s just free-standing TVs displaying 
monochromatic colors. The prefabricated commercial 
form of the flat screen televisions allude to Dan Flavin’s 
serialized fluorescent lights but without possessing 
any of their weightlessness. These are weighty, clunky 
objects, their naked black backs visible as you circle 
around them. The “back of the TV” is a provocative idea 
on its own, but it could be integrated into the framework 
here in a more cohesive manner. As it stands, the 

PALM
JAMES MAURELLE 
AT THE BINDERY PROJECTS
ON VIEW MARCH 26 -  
MAY 1, 2016
BY SHEILA DICKINSON
 
It’s so refreshing to walk into a gallery and see the 
space filled with pure abstraction, yet still be able to 
feel one’s way through the exhibition.  I do not mean 
to feel literally with my hands, but the concept of 
Palm clearly ask the viewer to think about touching 
and feeling. James Maurelle returns to work with 
his hands as he did as a child apprentice to his 
grandfather plumber and father architect in this most 
recent work.  The one large gallery at The Bindery 
Projects is filled with raw wood, rarely carved, more 
assembled in sculptural wall hangings and few stand-
alone pieces.  A brief, recent video work, I AM – I AM, 
asks, who are you?, from an adjacent room.
 I was immediately drawn to a triptych hanging 
on a far wall, perhaps because of the recognizable 
forms, old wooden letter press boxes hung vertically in 
a row, old shallow rectangular boxes filled with small 
compartments to hold letters. In IS one, two, three, 
Maurelle fills the small slots with bits of odd sized 
wood pieces.  A small stack of leftover wood blocks rest 
on top of one the boxes, giving the sense that they are 
interchangeable, that they don’t need to remain stuck in 
one place. 
 The desire to pick up a spare piece and see if it 
fits better into one of the compartments than another 
overwhelms me, wanting to get lost in the endless 
shuffling around of pieces. I think of a child in a 
woodworking shop picking up the stray wood ends 
and making a game, remembering Maurelle’s family 
lineage of plumbers and architects.  These odd sized 
discarded wood remnants appear in most of his art in 
the gallery, creating an aesthetic texture.  The textural 
qualities are heightened by the fact that each piece can 
fit into the palm of the hand.  The pause lingers in the 
work, knowing that each piece is held while the artist 
considers, where will this one fit?  Thoughtfulness and 
care lend gravitas to the artwork that at first glance looks 
arbitrary and haphazard.  A compelling combination.  
 Wedged between the letter press compartments 

“bodies” of the TVs do not seem fully realized. This is 
not the case with Nedrelow’s piece Viewfinder Sculpture 
(2016), recently on view at the Kansas Gallery in Tribeca. 
This piece consists of a TV leaning against a stepladder 
while showing a video recording of that stepladder. 
This piece plays with all of the same ideas on display at 
the David Petersen Gallery but it does so with a great 
amount of visual humor, while critiquing the primacy of 
the readymade.
  While the readymade is briefly considered 
in Nedrelow’s new show, it is done so in a less 
comprehensive and convincing manner. All of the pieces 
contain the famous Savage brand seamless backdrop 
paper, in such colors as 13 Banana and 09 Stone Gray. 
This backdrop is found both in the video and in the 
gallery. The implications of which is a reflexive self-
importance: the art itself is backdrop for the art itself. 
TVs or not, there isn’t much room left for the viewer. 
In the video pieces this circularity is interleaved with 
the studio’s day-light, as its reflection moves across the 
surface of the backdrop. This light, though placed on 
a “pedestal”, is barely important visually, for the video 

in IS one, two, three are several flat wood panels with 
raised wooden dots spaced in a braille-like form.  My 
hand craves to touch, to know without looking, to 
think through feeling.  Because blindness knows no 
difference, at least blindness offers a completely other 
criteria for judging people. Joanna Zylinska writes, “The 
ethics of blindness does not denigrate sight as opposed 
to the other senses, but rather creatively explores the 
crevices and gaps resulting from the imperfection of 
representation.”1 
 Maurelle’s dependence on abstraction speaks to the 
“imperfection of representation” that blindness brings 
to mind.  No wonder that Ouidanaja, a large rectangular 
free standing wood sculpture, invites and allows the 
viewer to touch.  Hesitant at first, viewers seem to 
gravitate and linger around this piece, sliding the abacus 
like beads along the spindle, turning square blocks and 
opening an odd little empty drawer. 
 Who are you? keeps calling from the I AM – I AM 
soundtrack in the nearby video room.  Upbeat and 
happy found clips from 1970’s kids programming of two 
boys, one black, one Latino, saying their names anchor 
the video.  Keeping with the theme of Palm, Leon plays 
bongo drums after he says his name and Luiz does a 
hand waving dance in his bell bottoms. In the space 
between these boys the film interchanges pictures of 
racially diverse children at a dizzyingly fast speed.  
 As I left the video screening room, suddenly the 
two spherical wood sculptures on top of pedestals 
morphed into portraits.  Entirely abstract with no facial 
representation, the heads carry a fragmented sense of 

quickly reveals itself as one that you do not 
need to watch; the light is so subtle as to 
register as a mere quirk of documentation 
that need never have happened. Bruce 
Nauman also shot long boring videos in his 
studio, but at least he had a mouse problem.
           Nedrelow’s earlier works are far 
more dynamic than the current selection. 
His 2006 Moth Drawings used the 
erratic flights of moths fluttering around 
an overhead light to create patterns in 
charcoal dust across the surface of paper. 
The energy of the moth’s frantic obsession 
with the lamp is transmitted visually and 
emotionally. This is work that expertly 
tackles such notions as abstraction, the 
artist’s hand, and even photography (as in 
the use of light to create an image) all while 
being visually captivating. In the current 
show, Nedrelow’s own interest with light 
lacks that previous concentration  
of elements.         
 Much of this new work is very similar 

in look and feel to Liz Deschenes’ recent show, Gallery 
7, at the Walker Art Center. Both share an interest 
in applying Minimalism to non-representational 
photography. In Gallery 7, Deschenes’ employed some 
of the phenomenological voodoo of high Minimalism 
to great effect, creating work that effortlessly places 
the viewer face to face with monochromatic blues and 
silvers that seem sent from another world. It created 
an aesthetic experience and environment transcendent 
of any theoretical explanation. Indeed, listening to 
Deschenes describe the piece later on seemed trite 
and beside the point. These were the lofty goals of the 
Minimalists: to create work that had no referent so that 
even the artist disappears, to create work that did not 
need to be explained. Only a few of them ever pulled off 
such a magic trick (Flavin, Judd). 
 On the contrary, hearing Nedrelow speak about his 
work gave it all of the credence and conceptual flight that 
the pieces themselves lack; he seems more invested in 
the experiment than the result.

identity with glued bits of wood not fitting together 
at all.  With the satiating phrase of “Who are you?” 
still playing behind me it seems that Maurelle is 
saying we have only a limited choice.  We are given 
as children nuggets of information and lessons from 
our surroundings - family, society and school – to put 
together in some way or another, but we are given only 
what we are given.  We do not seek out and choose 
these things our families give us. One may stray and 
attempt to be new and original, but we only know what 
we have been exposed to, what has been provided for 
us by genealogy, by gender, by race, by what might feel 
in the 21st Century as moveable pieces, but the pieces 
are that indispensable core.  
 Ouidanaja, with its aging educational tools – abacus 
beads and an embedded green chalkboard – looks 
like a two sided relief sculpture rather than a three 
dimensional form.  Jutting out from a segment of the 
piece are the jagged cut edges of the leftover wood bits, 

remarking on how the parent gives the child these small 
wooden nuggets and says, “Here, put them together 
in the best way you can.”  This work considers the 
exchange of teaching and learning on both sides of the 
transactional exchange as child and as parent, mediating 
between generations.  Maurelle also brings this 
conundrum to bear upon artistic heritages and lineages 
that are foreign and familiar, respected and mocked.  
 Take Walking on My Hands, a framed wall piece 
with a “canvas” made of raw wood.  It could only have 
been made while it lay on the floor covered in glue, 
while detritus from a woodshop floor, sawdust clumps, 
wood shavings, adhere to the surface.  Two geometric 
shapes remain pristine and untouched by the mess. 
Here, Maurelle brings in the concept of chance, letting 
the things fall where they may.  A palette of disregard, 
carelessness, and defiance that celebrates abstraction but 
challenges a viability of individual expression. Rather 
than Pollock, his work links more directly to Arte Povera 
and the insistence on not letting anything go to waste.  

1Joanna Zylinska, On Spiders, Cyborgs and Being Scared: The 
Feminine and the Sublime,  
(Manchester and New York: Manchester UP, 2001) p. 115

Scott Nedrelow, (Left) View Finder Sculpture (07 Redwood), 2016 (Right) View Finder Sculture 
(13 Banana), 2016

James Maurelle, detail of Ouidanaja, 2016



CLOUDS, 
TEMPORARILY 
VISIBLE
WEISMAN ART MUSEUM
ON VIEW JANUARY 30 - MAY 22, 2016
BY SARA NICHOL

Clouds, Temporarily Visible, trivializes the ideas, 
movements, and relationships formed between viewer 
and artist by reducing what the artist is saying to the 
most insignificant aspect about each piece: its subject 
rather than its meaning, stalling any potential for 
conversation with a viewer. 
 Which is why, as a museum and as a learning 
institution, the Weisman Art Museum is such a 

disappointment to me. I want to look at that great Gehry 
riverfront monument and believe that its substance 
equates with the significance it touts. 
 This exhibit sells itself as playful, interactive, 
timeless, and suited to anyone who appreciates the 
beauty of these “these oft-watched, romanticized, and 
studied diaphanous formations.”1 I appreciate cloud 
gazing, but I want more.  
 The most eye-catching work in this exhibition, 
CLOUD by Caitlind r.c. Brown and Wayne Garret, greets 
visitors upon entry. A frame made of steel and chicken 
wire holds a sculpted cloud of recycled and functioning 
light bulbs overhead. Dangling pull-strings elicit a sense 
of nostalgic mechanism, encouraging viewers to tug, 
to turn on or off bulbs as though to enliven or darken 
collective thought above. I engage in this thought, and 
as I do, I’m aware of my position as a solo visitor to the 
space. Perhaps it’s my Minnesotan disposition, but I 

duck out repeatedly to make 
way for selfies and families. In a 
sense this feels similar to when 
you first enter the Weisman, 
where a few big pieces are 
unable to be taken in as a whole 
because they stand too close. 
This too is a sort of obstruction. I 
can’t help but think that opening 
an exhibit with an interactive 
component sets up the 
expectation that all the works to 
follow should catch my attention 
immediately, and require little 
more than the tugging of a string 
to be inspirational.  Moreover, 
placing Brown and Garret’s 
work front and center in a show 
thematically centered on the 
solitary act of observation seems 
out of place.
 There is no mention of the 
worlds of thought from which 
the works in this show arise. 
As an artist, I find it upsetting 
to know that my objectives and 

vision can be overlooked so blatantly. It is not enough 
to group together objects of depicted likeness with no 
regard to the context in which they are made, nor is it 
enough to ride upon the fame and fandom of big names 
and assume integrity or kinship by proximity. From 
where did these works and relationships arise? What 
social, artistic, historical worlds do they represent? 
 Spencer Finch’s Cumulus Humilis, one of the 
strongest pieces in the show, is made of Scotch tape, 
layered to create variable levels of opacity on a deep blue 
background. Cumulus Humilis is inscribed with the place 
it was made: Marfa, TX. This inscription deliberately 
calls out a relationship to Minimalism- Marfa, of course, 
being the site of Donald Judd’s retreat from the New 
York art world. This immediately prompts the viewer 
to consider the contemporary application of Minimalist 
ideals in a painterly fashion- the use of industrial 
materials, the use of solid color, the removal of the 
artist’s hand, the creation of pure forms, the structure of 
organic forms.
 Two paintings by Jon Scheuler play a central role in 
the show. Mary Abbe’s review, Clouds Fill the Weisman 
in a Fun Show, which opens with the line, “Gods sit on 
them, scientists study them, poets rhapsodize and artists 
paint them”2, is the perfect venue for talking about his 
work: phony, saccharine poetics. 
 When I was a student at the U of M during the 
Weisman’s latest expansion, I had the opportunity 
to speak with Lyndell King and I understand that the 
Weisman takes seriously its responsibility to educate. 
That said, there is room for deeper engagement. It’s 
hard to imagine the Weisman as a significant cultural 
institution when it struggles to relate and contextualize 
even the works in its own collection. I would love to see 
the Weisman as a dynamic institution connected to what 
is happening in the local- or even campus wide- arts 
community, yet fear this will never be possible until the 
Weisman can look beyond superficial beauty.

HELIOTUDUC
ISA NEWBY GAGARIN  
AT THE WHITE PAGE
ON VIEW MARCH 11 - APRIL 8, 2016
BY MIA LOPEZ

The White Page in South Minneapolis is one of a handful 
of alternative spaces that have appeared in the Twin 
Cities over the past three years. Founded in 2013 by 
a four person collective, the exhibition and residency 
program has easily found an audience with like-minded 
emerging artists and locals eager for new voices and 
perspectives. The White Page and its creators chose 
Minneapolis as their home because of the dynamic local 
artistic community, but also recognized a need for more 
opportunities for young artists. As an artist-run space, 
the organization adheres to a mission of collaboration 
and immersion, providing a myriad of means through 
which exhibiting artists and residents might present 
work or explore their practice. Dialogue and community 
are central to The White Page, and have helped establish 
the space as an invaluable resource.
 The White Page currently features a solo exhibition 
by Minneapolis based artist Isa Newby Gagarin. In 
Heliotuduc we find Gagarin combining phototransfers, 
newsprint, textiles, and paint to create objects that are 
neither paintings, nor photographs. Instead, the vibrant 
panels installed irregularly throughout the gallery are the 
product of the artist’s ongoing investigation of material 
and light sensitivity. Her application of pigment echoes 
sun streaming through stained glass windows, at once 
bright and translucent yet vividly colored. While many 
works are abstract layers of color and tone, others are 
nebulous impressions of familiar scenes. The façade of a 
house, shrouded by the shadows of trees. An object that 
is reminiscent of a satellite but is actually a colander. 
A shirtless child, oblivious to the camera and cast in 
shadows and bright light. Yet even when employing 
recognizable forms, Gagarin’s images are puzzling, 
leaving the viewer curious about their origins and 
attempting to find a narrative.
 Although no curatorial statement or individual 
titles are provided, the exhibition name may be a source 
of some elucidation. Heliotuduc is a word created by 
the artist with roots in science and history. Helio is 
borrowed from heliotropism, a term with Greek origins 
that describes the phenomena of plants or organic 
objects growing towards or away from sunlight. Tuduc 
is a reference to a Romanian rug forger Theodor Tuduc, 
who was acclaimed for his skillful recreations of antique 
rugs. The White Page also provides a short text written 
by the artist that provides further references to Tuduc, 

as well as other clues for the viewer to decipher. Gagarin 
reproduces fragments of a conversation with Shadia 
Habbal, solar physicist at the Institute for Astronomy at 
University of Hawai’i, wherein the two seem to discuss 
solar eclipses. The language is vague, but is clearly 
source material for the artist, whose previous work has 
also engaged with astronomy. In another particularly 
playful quote, a 16th century scientist describes plants 
rejoicing in the presence of the sun. Elsewhere in the 
text Gagarin returns to a discussion of textiles both in 
reference to Tuduc and as a prolific craft.
 Taken as a whole, the text seems illogical, a 
mishmash of quotes without any cohesion to bind them 
together. And yet, the exhibition fills in the blanks, 
providing context for the statement while also existing as 
a distinct body of work. Should the text function as lab 
notes, the work is the experiment, repeated, annotated, 
and examined until the desired results are achieved. 
Still, though I appreciated the conceptual function of the 
artist’s statement, I found myself wanting more.
 I paid a second visit to Heliotuduc for an evening 
of music, organized in conjunction with the exhibition. 
The White Page regularly hosts performances 
in their space, both as stand alone events and as 
complimentary exhibition programs. Not only are 
different artists given the opportunity to share their 
work, but patrons to the gallery are given a different 
type of art viewing experience. I returned seeking a 
deeper connection to Gagarin’s work, and an alternative 

perspective on her aesthetic. The night I visited, the 
musicians were set up against the gallery’s far wall, 
dimly lit by a warm light. A dozen or so listeners sat on 
the floor, while others lined the room’s perimeter, drinks 
in hand and quietly chatting. As I listened to Tabitha 
Sheets create electronic verberations and vocal loops, I 
was struck by the transformation of the gallery, and the 
exhibition, in the dark. There was a sense of intimacy 
created in the low light and close quarters as a recording 
of Sheets’ breathing was mixed and manipulated through 
the speakers.
 At night, Gagarin’s once lackadaisical seeming 
installation of images drew to mind the darkroom, with 
photos in different stages of development tethered 
loosely to the walls. What had been a coherent, if not 
wholly compelling exhibition during the day now 
seemed like works in progress, waiting to be edited 
and revised. Contemplating the artist’s process and the 
relationship of Heliotuduc to her larger practice and 
perhaps her relationship to other artists and spaces, I 
came to an epiphany. Heliotuduc is an ephemeral, site 
specific project. The White Page is a space that allows 
artists to take risks, and to present their work to peers. 
Thus, Gagarin has allowed the viewer a rare insight 
into how her work is created, presented in the form of 
an exhibition. Her photosensitive materials may seem 
fixed, yet they are still developing, exposed to the light 
of the gallery. Yes, for now the images are beautiful and 
mysterious but their final form still remains to be seen.

Yu-Wen Wu, installation shot of Tempo Frieze, 40 min. color video, 2012

Isa Newby Gagarin, Heliotuduc, 2016

 1Wall text, Clouds, Temporarily Visible, Weisman Art Museum, 
Minneapolis, MN, March 13, 2016. 
2Mary Abbe, “Clouds Fill the Weisman in a Fun Show,” Star Tribune, 
February 16, 2016, accessed March 14, 2016.
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NO NO’S: 
GUERRILLA GIRLS AT 
THE STATE THEATRE

Overlooking the obvious limitations of working closely with museum 
adminstrators to actualize the Takeover in spite of being infamous for 
brazenly exposing sexism, racism, corruption and hypocrisy within white/
male dominated art establishments.

Placing more value on celebrating your organization’s history and legacy 
over initiating a genuine intervention that would enliven efforts against 
systems of power, privilege, and oppression throughout art and cultural 
institutions in the metro area. 

Reflecting on past and upcoming projects by Guerrilla Girls that continue to 
centralize the Western, art historical canon all while ignoring the shifting 
landscape of the global, contemporary art world and other social and 
political matters relevant to this locality. 

Claiming to operate from an intersectional framework even when you’re 
NOT critically engaging with recent feminist politics or actively addressing 
the intersections between racism, sexism, homophobia, transphobia, 
ableism, classism, xenophobia, etc. 

Addressing racial and gender inequality simply by way of examining 
collecting practices at Mia, yet failing to question or provide statistical 
evidence of staff and visitor demographics across leading art institutions to 
challenge the invisibility and underrepresentation of artists/scholars 
of color.

Asserting that “Frida Kahlo is just as German as I am” when challenged 
by an audience member for adopting a pseudonym that appropriates the 
name of a Latina artist. 

Requesting to speak privately with said audience member after becoming 
defensive around the subject of race/identity even though you’ve been a 
feminist activist group long enough to respond to public 
criticism constructively.  

Listing “complain, complain, complain” under the Guerrilla Girls’ Guide to 
Behaving Badly, yet cowering when criticism is directed towards you  
during Q&A. 

Mary Lodu on the Guerrilla Girls’ Twin Cities Takeover Talk Out
January through March, 2016
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