the requests with simple pho-
tographs of meals eaten, people
visited, flowers laid on graves or
trees watered. In each case,
Jacir also notes why individuals
were unable to undertake these
actions themselves.

The Israeli occupation thus
becomes a matter of the inacces-
sibility of favorite foods and child-
hood haunts, of separated fami-
lies, of graves not visited and
insurmountable obstacles placed
before ordinary activities. Jacir's
petitioners’ backgrounds vary
widely, suggesting the worldwide
impact of the occupation. Some
live in restricted areas in the
West Bank, some in adjoining
Arab countries, some in the
United States. Their relation-
ships to Palestine also vary—
some grew up there, while
others speak longingly of a
homeland they have not seen,
and may never be able to visit.

The exhibition was rounded
out by a 130-minute video shot
with a camera hidden inside
Jacir's purse. She used it to
record her daily walk through
West Bank checkpoints. As with
the photos, this apparently mun-
dane record of everyday life
reveals underlying conditions—
in the form of the tanks, soldiers
and abandoned buildings that
Jacir encountered along her
route. Although this show made
its political sympathies clear, it
also issued a larger warning
about the human costs of the
restricted movement and gener-
alized suspicion that increasingly
characterize the security state.

—Eleanor Heartney

Conrad Atkinson
at White Box

A catalogue of bloody wounds
constituted the newest phase of
this mini-retrospective of Conrad
Atkinson's subtle, elusive, politi-
cally engaged art. Extracted
from the Metropolitan Museum'’s

and Courtauld Institute’s
medieval and Renaissance
paintings of the Crucifixion and
the Pieta, the wound images
retain their original identity as
signs of Christ's Passion and
human suffering while they con-
nect that meaning to the con-
temporary crisis of AIDS.
Although Metropolitan Wounds
(2003), a large digital print on
paper, shows a watery image of
blood as resolutely particularized
red rivulets that follow creases in
the body’s skin, this configura-
tion, and others similar to it, is
repeated and multiplied, turned
into freestanding motifs that
operate in several different
orders of Atkinson’s production,
taking on new resonances with
new contexts and juxtapositions.

The red wound of Atkinson’s
gold-painted altarpiecelike can-
vas, Jesus (2002), is the same as
a gash embroidered on a Ralph
Lauren Polo jacket; it also
appears duplicated 25 times in
serial fashion on a square canvas.
Likewise, the repeated motif of
van Gogh's bloody ear serves in
one instance as an emblem of the
romantic conception that true art
is achieved only through anguish
and torment; but when embroi-
dered on men’s suits, it becomes
a sort of logo that suggests the
suffering artist as brand. One of
these suits, a Kuppenheimer jack-
et, bears a lengthy, narrative title,
part of which reads: Suit Worn by
Manet Whilst Painting A Bar at the
Folies-Bergere and Passed on to
van Gogh for His Self-Portrait
With Bandaged Ear. . . . The suit
displays pink embroidered trian-
gles, devices drawn from the beer
bottle label in Manet's Bar at the
Folies-Bergére; but when associ-
ated with the suit's embroidered
splotches of blood, the triangles
allude to the emblems worn by
homosexuals interred in concen-
tration camps during World War Il.
The subversive intimations deep-
en with the recognition that the

Emily Jacir: Ziad, from the series “Where We Come From,” 2002-03, two
units: wall text and C-print, photograph 16 by 20 inches; at Debs & Co.
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Omer Fast: A Tank Translated, 2002, four videos on monitors,
three to seven minutes; at Postmasters.

classic Kuppenheimer's advertise-
ments were created by the great
commercial illustrator of the 1910s
and '20s, Joseph Christian
Leyendecker, whose covertly
homoerotic drawings—calculated
to allow both “straight’ and “gay”
readings—appeared on the cov-
ers of Colliers and the Saturday
Evening Post.

In a series of institutional
ceramic sinks to which Atkinson
has applied, in addition to
blotches of blood, imagery such
as the Belvedere Torso and a
Lucas Cranach vine leaf, we see
evocations of high art juxta-
posed with plumbing fixtures
redolent of the hospital or per-
haps the public bathroom. Gold
luster is painted onto the porce-
lain as if it were a fluid pooled
around the drain holes. Things
get even more unsettling in a
series of ceramic sculptures
made from casts of land mines,
each in the ghastly shape of its
model but now “civilized,” made
decorative, and covered in kitsch
imagery, old-master art and pat-
terns of traditional handicraft and
design. These delicate
tchotchkes assimilate the
Victorian production of ceramic
transfer-ware with the industrial
manufacture of weapons that
continue to kill civilians long after
warfare has concluded.

If Atkinson's works often mar-
shal a surfeit of signs that place
them firmly within the traffic of
contemporary artistic, political
and commercial culture, the
mast powerful works in this
show may also have been the
most reticent: a series of pages
taken from local and internation-
al newspapers published just
after Sept.11 on which nearly
the whole image of the burning
World Trade Center towers is

blocked out in brushy, mono-
chrome acrylic. Atkinson has
been warking with the front
pages of newspapers for several
decades, but these new pieces
leave behind witty political criti-
cism for a deeper expressive
statement. Titled the “Obliteration
Series,” these works suggest
both mourning and a kind of stu-
pefaction before such tremen-
dous suffering—ultimately
impossible to contain within the
ordinary forms of our visual cul-
ture. —dJonathan Gilmore

Paul Sietsema

at the Whitney

The young Los Angeles-based
artist Paul Sietsema's two-part
museum debut began in the
Whitney lobby gallery with his
newest film, Empire (16mm,
2002). Described in press mater-
ial as “an exploration of physical,
psychological, and cinematic
space,” it was a perplexing, dis-
junctive 24 minutes of—mostly—
architectural images punctuated
by fragmented views of ambigu-
ous organic forms, presented
through a bewildering variety of
film techniques and processing
methods. The boiseries and
murals of a Rococo interior, lov-
ingly examined by the camera,
were abstracted by reversal into
negative. Staccato glimpses of
an art-filled 1950s room were
suffused with an orange glow
that made the modern subject
resemble a vintage print ravaged
by time. At intervals, enigmatic
hollow spaces, filmed in black
and white—insect? bone? man-
made form?—Iloomed up. The
film stuttered. Transitions
seemed clumsy. Exposures var-
ied, dimming some images and
bleaching others. Ragged
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