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diverse and innately collaborative oeuvre, he knots together disparate 
media and art-historical lineages, not under any pretense of revealing 
or elucidating any problem, but in service of always further complexi-
fying the relationship between a work’s materials, the environment in 
which it sits (or flies or floats), and its onlooker’s perception of both. 
The hanging sculptures of white neon with which he’s become most 
associated literalize this metaphor of the tangle, their intricate clusters 
of LED curves and bends evoking both the system failure of electric 
sparks and the immensity of a solar system. The synthetic allure of 
Mostyn Drift, 2021, a version of a work originally created for the 
Aspen Art Museum in Colorado, fills the exhibition’s largest room. 
Seen up close, these bright scribbles of light on thin air deliver a senso-
rial impact that is as much aural as visual; the hum of the LED lights 
hypnotize. Hundreds of translucent wires hold everything together, 
forming clean straight lines that dangle from the skylighted ceiling, 
offering a rare moment of just-so clarity in an exhibition otherwise 
defined by a sense of constant mobility.

Inviting consideration of the flows of energy between and across 
works, the show is filled with dynamic interplays of reflections in glass 
and harmonies and disharmonies in sound. The symmetrically hanging 
glass panes of Pli S=E=L=O=N Pli, 2020, physically reflect both 
Mostyn Drift and the visually and conceptually similar Neon Forms 
(after Noh I), 2015, demanding an altered understanding of each 
work’s shape and meaning with every step taken. Unafraid to leave you 
hanging, each sculpture narrates its own indecisiveness as to its status 
as a still or finite art object—or provides evidence of its own demoli-
tion, in the case of “phase shifts (after David Tudor)”, 2020, a set of 
brutally smashed windshields. Among these monuments to compro-
mise and destruction floats StarStarStar/Steer (Transphoton) V, 2019, 
a group of three LED columns that light up and dim independently of 
each other at barely noticeable intervals, as if they are alive and know 
something about their presence in the space that we humans do not.

Though Evans is a Welsh speaker, from the southwest Wales market 
town of Llanelli, he’s no household name in his mamwlad. He has long 
lived in a Norfolk farmhouse, whose garden is the setting for a home 
video featured in an upstairs addendum to the exhibition. Mostyn’s 
framing of the show as a kind of homecoming is thus both belated and 
somewhat clumsy. Not only does the labyrinthine opacity of Evans’s 
sculptures belie any literal or biographical readings, but he’s an artist 
identified so closely with London—whether through his proximity to 

that city’s queer art and nightlife culture of the 1980s, the YBAs, or 
the White Cube brand—that the attempt at patriotic reclamation 
strikes an unconvincing note. This flimsy curatorial scaffolding none-
theless allows for an experience guided by purely sensory spectacle, 
apropos of an exhibition that has something like the collapse of all 
meaning on its mind.

—Dylan Huw

PARIS

Ad Minoliti
CRÈVECŒUR

Growing up, Ad Minoliti dreamed of becoming an architect; today, the 
artist’s stencil-sharp, high-key color abstractions and plush installations 
consider how childhood is collectively built. As pioneering pediatrician 
and psychoanalyst D. W. Winnicott theorized almost a century ago, 
play is how children construct and shift boundaries between illusion 
and reality. As they slip in and out of fantasy through play, a differen-
tiation between two and three dimensions dissolves, making these early 
stages of development a rich terrain to explore in painting and instal-
lation. Minoliti used both of the gallery’s spaces, making the smaller 
one even cozier with two yellow beanbags and a section of thick red 
carpet. There, inside a round cutout in the gallery’s wall, Minoliti 
tucked a machine print and acrylic painting, Butterfly with yellow eye 
(all works cited, 2022). In this canvas, simple abstract shapes are reborn, 
as if emerging from a cocoon, with the artist’s rhythmic arrangement 
of schematic eyes. 

The exhibition title, “warm hole & hot tea,” was borrowed from an 
Instagram account loaded with children’s-book illustrations of bur-
rows. An alternative reading of the 
phrase as shorthand for sexual anat-
omy was coyly dangled but never 
addressed, leaving a sense of latent 
terror, with nightmarish echoes of 
Ottessa Moshfegh’s Eileen (2015), 
and reminding us, perhaps, of how 
frighteningly vulnerable that desired 
space of childhood can be. But Mino-
liti directed us to an illusory ideal: 
scenes of smiling animal families tak-
ing refuge together in their subterra-
nean homes. There’s often a table 
inside these tiny imagined spaces,  
a geometric form around which the 
unified group gathers. And here 
Minoliti turns their painterly atten-
tion for the first time to this particu-
lar piece of furniture in their newest 
series, “Mesas,” 2022–. Their shared 
title a reference to mesas revueltas 
(turned tables), a trompe l’oeil sub-
genre in Spanish art history, Minoli-
ti’s compositions picture, as if from 
above, containers used for serving 
food and drink—objects that, around 
the world and across the centuries, 
have found their way to the commu-
nal table. In Mesa 3—a work hanging just above an actual table set 
with ceramic mugs adorned with grinning Play-Doh clown faces—a 
teapot takes the shape of a house and a teacup wears the nose of a plush 

Ad Minoliti, Mesa 3, 
2022, acrylic and  
ink on canvas,  
311⁄2 × 311⁄2".  
From the series 
“Mesas,” 2022–.

View of “Cerith Wyn 
Evans,” 2022–23. 

Photo: Rob Battersby.
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toy. A fantastic form in butter yellow and chartreuse looms at the top 
of the composition, like a cross between a nuclear cloud and one of 
Tobia and Afra Scarpa’s iconic 1960s Jucker lamps. But maybe it’s just 
a steaming kettle of green tea. As if springing from these painted table-
tops, a small collection of children’s books had been placed on the real 
table for viewers’ perusal. The selection included beginner books, such 
as The World of Mr. Mole, that picture animal burrows, or whose 
covers and pages are literally tunneled through in circular cutouts or 
uncovered layer by layer via the lifting of flaps.

In the gallery’s larger space, Minoliti realized a group of wall paint-
ings that shelter the artist’s works on canvas. For example, BEB, which 
evokes a teddy bear, and Mesa 1, which pictures an open book and a 
winking teapot, hung atop a jewel-toned mural of a brazier-warmed 
underground den. Nearby, a wall painting in black outline, like an 
oversize coloring book page, suggested a hotter season. Minoliti’s 
canvas Gumby hung on top of it, positioned so that it lounged on a 
representation of a plush beanbag while being cooled by a rotating fan. 
An invitation into the illusion, Minoliti’s wall drawings are human 
scale. And if we follow Winnicott, shared illusions are what bring 
people together.

 —Lillian Davies

BORDEAUX, FRANCE

“Barbe à Papa”
CAPC MUSÉE D’ART CONTEMPORAIN

Perhaps the most conceptual of treats, cotton candy is a beautiful 
deception—all surface, textural fluff, and the taste of sweet nothings. 
Lending its name, en Français, to “Barbe à Papa,” an exhibition curated 
by Cedric Fauq, it functions as the show’s metonymic brain center: a 
sentimental icon for the carnival’s sticky, provisional materiality and 
unstable forms. True to form, the fairy-floss thread is a bit of a ruse, 

leading to speculative trifles such as: 
How is an idea spun into substance? 
How much fluff to expect? How far 
will the concept go before it col-
lapses on its own structure? Fauq 
halts the mind’s drift by indexing 
the show’s fifty-plus artists into five 
composite categories: “Gravity,” 
“Feast,” “Carrousel,” “Lanterns,” 
and “1893,” the year marking the 
historical debut of the Ferris wheel 
at the Chicago World’s Fair. 

Funfairs, in their explosive candy-
coated anarchy, are quintessentially 
profane spaces, Poptimistic pleasure 
grounds enticing the “uncultured.” 
From Fauq’s premise, aligned with 
the funfair (as opposed to more con-
tained attractions, such as the plea-
sure garden or the theme park), one 
might expect a higher degree of the 
indecorous. Freaky encounters are 
rare, as are mésalliances between 
artworks, and many pieces on show 
remain politely referential. Consider, 
to that end, Bertille Bak’s Le berceau 
du chaos (Cradle of Chaos), 2022, a 
nostalgic, slowed-down carousel 

that periodically speeds up wildly, or Thomas Liu Le Lann’s Training 
Part 2: Melograno, 2021, a perfectly prop-like lollipop that appears to 
have been dropped on the floor: a shiny mishap with no mess. Some 
works, such as Ericka Beckman’s theme-park photographs of lit-up 
rides caught in a diurnal blur and spinning with euphoric momentum, 
are wicked fun. Others remain banal, overproduced, and self-reflexive, 
with none of the fair’s disorienting momentum. Case in point: Eliza 
Douglas’s Mickey, 2022, which, despite its nod to the iconic mouse, 
sparks very little magic.

That art institutions default to bourgeois standards of organization, 
as vested in the pedagogical reproduction of high culture, makes Fauq’s 
subject tricky to execute. Thus the internal confusion of the exhibition: 
a more or less classic group show lost in the distinction between the 
theme park’s immersiveness and the fun fair’s open-air chaos. This 
matters, sort of, as it changes the cultural conditions of the experience. 
To focus on the “vibe” of attractions nevertheless seems like a solid 
strategy, and some works really lift the mood. Seeing Mathis Collins 
crawling on the floor at the opening as he set up a barrel organ pro-
grammed to play Camille Saint-Saëns’s Danse macabre every half hour 
felt delicious improper, exciting—an illusionistic summoning of Death 
to dance for us. Inside a control booth draped in a deflated parachute, 
as if fallen from the sky, Mara Wohnhaas took over role of ride opera-
tor in her sculpture performance, Rekommandeur I, 2021, delivering 
a mind-melting poem using amped-up sound effects familiar to fair-
ground riders. Kevin Desbouis’s installation We Dream More Than 
You, 2022, includes a set of machines programmed to blow soap 
bubbles into the exhibition’s atmosphere—a Romantic gesture provid-
ing the exhibition’s only true mess: It is mesmerizing to watch children 
chasing bubbles, visitors slipping on the soap-coated floor, and soap 
slicking the surface of Lutz Bacher’s cinematic stage-flat masterpiece, 
The Alps, 2015. Other highlights include spectacle-scene setters, such 
as Arash Nassiri’s suspended installation TEEEEEHRAN MALEEEEEH 
MANEEEEEH, 2021; AA Bronson’s fantasyland-esque Oracle booth 
Cabine (in collaboration with Scott Treleaven), 2008; and Ghislaine 
Leung’s balloon portals Arches, 2021. Anders Dickson’s tabletop sculp-
tures are a total treat, too—edible, almost—but the real temptation is 
his cake-shaped piñata, disclosure for a happy ending, 2022, patiently 
waiting to be smashed. 

A funfair should collect moments of contamination, polyphony, and 
mésalliance, per the great theorist of the carnivalesque Mikhail 
Bakhtin. He had pointed to the fair’s liberating clashes of social condi-
tions. Miriam Laura Leonardi’s Hypocritical One Percent – Club, 
2021, a PCB-paneled portal to the main exhibition space, spells out the 
work’s title in LED lights. Something about LEDs inspires an instant 
desire for selfies, never mind the frame of reference. This is the delirium 
of the fairground at its best: people frenzied into inevitable faux pas, 
finding release in the guilty pleasure of bad form. 

—Sabrina Tarasoff

VALENCIA, SPAIN

Carmen Calvo
INSTITUT VALENCIÀ D’ART MODERN

A partial re-creation of Carmen Calvo’s studio in her survey show at 
ivam seemed like an artwork itself, not only because the wooden 
shelves piled with small plaster pieces, racks lined with mannequin 
body parts, and drawers full of antique objects contained much of the 
material from which the artist makes her mixed-media sculptures, but 
also because the staged space reflected the taxonomizing impulse that 
characterizes much of her work. Born in 1950 in Valencia, where she 
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Miriam Laura 
Leonardi, Hypocritical 

One Percent – Club, 
2021, circuit-breaker 

panels, LED lights, 
Arduino, cables, cable 

ties, powder-coated 
aluminum, 1071⁄8 × 

48 × 4". From “Barbe 
à Papa.” Photo:  

Arthur Pequin. 
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