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And Now for the Music and Dancing

By Jess Atwood Gibson

All efforts to render politics aesthetic culminate in one
thing: war.
Walter Benjamin.

Wha Happened? is a question. Like the question
in a comic book after something has been blown to
smithereens, it implies a recent disaster.

In Daniel Borins and Jennifer Marman’s
exhibit, something does indeed seem to have been
fragmented and imploded, causing a mass-collision,
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crossing wires and jarring layers of meaning. Wha
Happened? throws down a gauntlet of aliens, pop
stars, explosions, typefaces, terrorists, Renaissance
and Baroque re-phrasings, propaganda, sex-toys,
modernism, and apes. When considered in the
context of Marman and Borins’s post-minimal,
interactive large-scale sculptural work, this exhibit
initially appears cacophonous. Yet ultimately

Wha Happened? functions not as a collection

of independent utterances, but rather as a total
installation within which each work is a link, or a clue.

So, what has happened?

The exhibit title echoes a yctitious television show
within Christopher Guestis 2003 ylm A Mighty Wind
— a fake documentary about fake folk music — that
revolves around the phrase “Wha Happened,” thus
giving us a subtle nudge: perhaps a hint that we are
not to wait for a world of stable facts or absolute truth
and falsehood. Here, half-yction nests within yction
like a Russian doll within a doll.

The yrst thing that has happened in the exhibitis
title piece is that the painting has fallen off the wall.
The fallen painting — of a mid-century abstract variety
— has slid off its canvas support and lies in a Dali-
esque skin against the poor, looking vandalized. This
is one of Marman and Borins’s numerous polemical
tugs at the history of art: the exploding modernist
house from Michelangelo Antonioni’'s Zabriskie Point
is another, as are the Helvetica typeface; the play
on Michelangelo’s Pieta in PiETa; and the echoes
of Gianlorenzo Berniniis Cornaro Chapel in Untitled
(the Munich terrorist). In this omnivorous digestion of
cultural material, the icons of art history are equal to
iconic political moments, pop albums, and consumer
commodities: all are considered as material now






