Below is a review of Pareidolia released today in the OC Register.

 

	Wednesday, September 15, 2004 

Grand illusion
The show 'Pareidolia,' featuring artworks composed of everyday objects, is humorous and profound. 

By DANIELLA WALSH 
Special to the Register 

"Pareidolia." 

The word is missing in mainstream dictionaries, and my computer spell check scribbles a red underline. However, inquiry yields that the word stands for "a type of illusion or misperception involving a vague or obscure stimulus being perceived as clear and distinct, such as the face of Jesus Christ on the surface of a burned tortilla or the man in the moon." The definition, as found in "The Skeptic's Dictionary" by Robert T. Carroll, continues, describing pareidolia as a psychological explanation for delusions based upon a sense of perception such as the myriad UFO sightings or sinister messages revealed through playing recorded songs backward. 

"Pareidolia" is also the title of the current show at the Orange County Center for Contemporary Art. (A committee of OCCCA stalwarts is responsible for the title.) Juried by multimedia artist Eleanor Antin, her selection from submitted slides makes for a refreshingly diverse show that does not pander to specific tastes or agendas. Either by coincidence or design, some pieces are rather timely. With one or two exceptions, works appeal on grounds of craftsmanship, composition and content, with one or two classifiable as the "What on earth is it?" sort of challenge. K.C. Rosenberg's "A Carpenter's Dream" readily comes to mind. 

There is also a bit of humor: Chris Christion's"Police Mug Sketch Masks" of fallen celebrities like Martha Stewart and Michael Jackson and other headline grabbers like Elvis, Andy Warhol and Michael Moore were mounted on paddle fans. Free for the taking, they were distributed on opening night to allow viewers a bit of "Here but for the grace" role-playing. 

Across the room, a hard-to-miss assemblage consisting of 28 Ziplock baggies filled with women's underpants by Nicholas Schutsky ("June 10, 2002 to November 26") made me think that erotic conquests must have kept the man busy indeed – or he'd been taking in laundry. Later, a somewhat more sinister fetish-centered scenario crept into my consciousness.

Nearby, almost tripping over James Bravo-McFarland's mini-assemblage consisting of two ratty-looking kissing baby dolls lying on the floor ("Bissection"), I could not help but think of last year's overly publicized behavior malfunction involving two (one is hopeful) fading female singers.

But then, matters became more serious. In close vicinity lay Brian Row's assemblage "Receptacle of Hate," consisting of four pairs of small old-fashioned children's shoes, a neat pile of alphabet noodles and four large shovels. Pristine in contrasting colors of yellow and black, the somewhat innocuous work triggered reminders of recent bloody events in Russia and philosophical musings about the increasing relevance of art as an antidote to hate.

One of the more intriguing pieces in the show is a construct by Jenny Dowd titled "Storage Box." Shaped roughly like a canoe and covered in encaustic, it contains countless small pieces of paper covered with personal hieroglyphs and mementos such as tiny teeth. Defying interpretation, its eerie beauty recalls tribal art found in thefarther reaches of the globe. 

Pamela Grau Twena's installation "Consuming Certainty" is, despite its outward simplicity, compelling. Thirty-three sets of stark white coffee cups and saucers bear the grainy remnants of coffee and a vague conceptual resemblance to Judy Chicago's "Dinner Party," minus feminist history/politics. Chronicling events and transitions of her life, Twena's cups bear small labels with text reading much like the pronouncements of fortunetellers doing a tea-leaf reading.

Politics play only a limited, subliminal role here. A series of photographs titled "Lesbian Portraits at WalMart" strikes one as irony at its best. Jack Leiberman's "Prepared," a photograph of a grim woman wielding a gun, and Dirk Hagner's "No.43 Snows America" appear straightforward but pack ideological heat. (The later takes major television networks to task for leaving audiences in the dark about news that really matters.) 

Antin said at the show's opening that a juror's success is directly linked to the quality of works submitted. "Pareidolia" in its entirety is worth a trip to Santa Ana. "Suspension" and "Annunciation," digital photographs by Anton Kirchner containing allusions to faith and science; Margaret Weiner's "Mad Dogs" (a witty take on the jumper cables that clutter car trunks and mysteriously disappear in time of need); Thomas Frontini's humorous myth-imbued recollection of a Michigan fishing excursion; and even John Early's charming contour drawings of his messy room and closet made my honor roll.

While I was driving home, my memory began to play tricks. Had I really been inside the OCCCA galleries? Perhaps, in a flight of pareidolia, I saw the entire show in a series of images reflected in cups of coffee at the Gypsy Den. 
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