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Jen DeNike: The Star Card
Anat Ebgi, Los Angeles
10 November – 26 January
 
Los angeles is a deeply religious town. While 
its various centres anchor the better-known sects, 
such as Catholicism, Judaism and Mormonism, 
a vast panoply of small practices may be found 
just behind the open doors of repurposed 
storefronts all over town. The colour and vibrancy 
of the singing, dancing and proclaiming spills 
from dark industrial streets, and even from 
famous tourist spots.
 It is in this context that one finds Jen 
DeNike’s new work, at Anat Ebgi in LA’s 
Chinatown, which is based entirely on the Star, 
the seventeenth trump, or Major Arcana card, 
from the Tarot deck. DeNike’s installation, with 
its ostensibly strange video The Star Card (2012), 
of a voluptuous blonde woman repeatedly filling 
and emptying pitchers of water, and its meditation 
area made up of a homemade rug and pillows, 
doesn’t actually seem that strange in LA.
 In the video, the woman removes, one by 
one, a number of white paper cutout stars from 
her mouth while looking up at the sky. She is in 
a state in which celestial movements flow through 
and from her. Taken with the water pitchers, this 
suggests cycles of renewal, and from the placid 
nature of her demeanour, calmness in the midst 
of change. The woman also appears in two 
photographs – in one, emerging from water, and 
in the other, submerged beneath it as though to 
update Sir John Everett Millais’s Ophelia (1852).
 The exhibition’s criterion for success 
seems to be the potential enlightenment of its 
audience, the willingness of a visitor to use the 
space for spiritual seeking, which in this case is 
the recognition of repetition and ritual as an 
opportunity for rebirth. The cues that lead the 
viewer to that recognition, while explicit in the 
video, stumble a bit in the other works, because 
they are products of DeNike’s own ritualistic 
pursuits, and so necessarily coded and masked 
by that personal history.

Jordan Wolfson: Raspberry Poser
REDCAT, Los Angeles
2 December – 27 January
 
The hIv virus, in case you didn’t know, is depicted 
in molecular biology as an icosahedron (a 20-
sided polygon) or a sphere, out of which protrude 
peglike nodules representing the glycoproteins 
that fix onto and infect other cells. Dozens of 
these jolly red forms bounce across the screen in 
Jordan Wolfson’s part animated, part live-action 
film Raspberry Poser (2012). Their rubbery pegs 
wobble as they jump on the sinks in posh 
showrooms and across the wooden floor of a 
luxury gym. They bound through the sunny streets 
of New York’s SoHo, and swell to bursting against 
photographs of scantily clad teens on spring 
break. As they frolic among these scenes of 
shameless desire, they are buoyed by the heavy, 
synthetic beats of Beyoncé Knowles’s Sweet 
Dreams from her 2008 album I Am… Sasha 
Fierce.

 It is a challenge for artists to charge objects 
with ritual significance, an even greater challenge 
to move the viewer into their own encounter with 
the silent side of meaning. To DeNike’s credit, 
she is earnest in her effort, always leading off 
her shows with a performance to aid a viewer’s 
transition: for this show, an orchestration of yogis, 
tarot readers and all manner of conjurings. She 
is intent on dissolving the gallery into a sacred 
space.
 Art history’s necessary inclination towards 
analysis compounds DeNike’s challenge, 
however; and the installation can quickly pivot 
away from the strange world of LA’s home-grown 
faiths into the mystical side of feminism, whether 
coming from the work of Kiki Smith, Ann 
Hamilton or Louise Bourgeois. Sadly, the air of 
contemporary art, with its checklist of art objects 
and references, blocks any traffic with the 
spiritual. 
 Not all viewers will have such an experience 

– for them, the show will be moving and necessary 
– but it raises the question of how the analytical, 
which can taint the intuitive side of things, 
overwhelms and drowns DeNike’s conjured 
world.
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 Wolfson has not made an AIDS artwork, 
though he comes perilously close. Another of the 
film’s recurrent memes is a spent condom, 
overflowing with chubby little hearts, rendered, 
like the virus, in smooth CGI. As the condoms 
float and twist (in the weightless digital imaginary), 
the hearts spill out like confetti. Trying to read 
the work along issue-oriented or narrative lines, 
however, will get you nowhere. There are as many 
non sequiturs, wrenching jump-cuts and 
contradictions as there are coherent themes. At 
one memorable point, Mazzy Star’s gorgeous 
1994 hit Fade into You crescendos to an almost 
unbearable volume, then stops abruptly. A cartoon 
boy proceeds to strangle himself, and as his body 
contorts into an elastic arch, he asks us, in a voice 
that might well be the artist’s, “Do you think I’m 
rich?” “Yes,” replies a woman. “Do you think I’m 
homosexual?” “No.”
 What we think of the artist is a pivotal 
question in Raspberry Poser. An uncharitable critic 
might interpret the nearly 14-minute film collage 
as a modish exercise in cultural referencing; its 
disparate sources (bourgeois interior design 
magazines, shop windows, history-book prints 
of Caravaggio and Brueghel, tabloid newspaper 
cartoons) could seem to come proffered by the 
artist at arm’s length, with an ironic smirk like 
that of the cocksure punk who wanders through 
Paris in one section of the film.
 I think those people would be wrong. While 
most viewers would not know it, that punk is 
actually Wolfson, head shaved and costumed in 
ripped denim and leather. The figure is a parody 
of a subculture, but he may be a parody of the 
artist too. We expect a detached provocateur, 
someone who can film the window of a La Perla 
lingerie store without letting his thoughts wander. 
But who’s to say that Wolfson does not like Mazzy 
Star, or Beyoncé? What’s the inside of his 
apartment like? Do you think he’s rich? Do you 
think he wants to be? If there is a moral to this 
film, it’s that desire is infectious, and 
unconscionable. 

JOnaThan GRIFFIn

AR reviews_AK_03.13.indd   145 06/03/2013   12:53

ArtReview 145

Jen DeNike: The Star Card
Anat Ebgi, Los Angeles
10 November – 26 January
 
Los angeles is a deeply religious town. While 
its various centres anchor the better-known sects, 
such as Catholicism, Judaism and Mormonism, 
a vast panoply of small practices may be found 
just behind the open doors of repurposed 
storefronts all over town. The colour and vibrancy 
of the singing, dancing and proclaiming spills 
from dark industrial streets, and even from 
famous tourist spots.
 It is in this context that one finds Jen 
DeNike’s new work, at Anat Ebgi in LA’s 
Chinatown, which is based entirely on the Star, 
the seventeenth trump, or Major Arcana card, 
from the Tarot deck. DeNike’s installation, with 
its ostensibly strange video The Star Card (2012), 
of a voluptuous blonde woman repeatedly filling 
and emptying pitchers of water, and its meditation 
area made up of a homemade rug and pillows, 
doesn’t actually seem that strange in LA.
 In the video, the woman removes, one by 
one, a number of white paper cutout stars from 
her mouth while looking up at the sky. She is in 
a state in which celestial movements flow through 
and from her. Taken with the water pitchers, this 
suggests cycles of renewal, and from the placid 
nature of her demeanour, calmness in the midst 
of change. The woman also appears in two 
photographs – in one, emerging from water, and 
in the other, submerged beneath it as though to 
update Sir John Everett Millais’s Ophelia (1852).
 The exhibition’s criterion for success 
seems to be the potential enlightenment of its 
audience, the willingness of a visitor to use the 
space for spiritual seeking, which in this case is 
the recognition of repetition and ritual as an 
opportunity for rebirth. The cues that lead the 
viewer to that recognition, while explicit in the 
video, stumble a bit in the other works, because 
they are products of DeNike’s own ritualistic 
pursuits, and so necessarily coded and masked 
by that personal history.

Jordan Wolfson: Raspberry Poser
REDCAT, Los Angeles
2 December – 27 January
 
The hIv virus, in case you didn’t know, is depicted 
in molecular biology as an icosahedron (a 20-
sided polygon) or a sphere, out of which protrude 
peglike nodules representing the glycoproteins 
that fix onto and infect other cells. Dozens of 
these jolly red forms bounce across the screen in 
Jordan Wolfson’s part animated, part live-action 
film Raspberry Poser (2012). Their rubbery pegs 
wobble as they jump on the sinks in posh 
showrooms and across the wooden floor of a 
luxury gym. They bound through the sunny streets 
of New York’s SoHo, and swell to bursting against 
photographs of scantily clad teens on spring 
break. As they frolic among these scenes of 
shameless desire, they are buoyed by the heavy, 
synthetic beats of Beyoncé Knowles’s Sweet 
Dreams from her 2008 album I Am… Sasha 
Fierce.

 It is a challenge for artists to charge objects 
with ritual significance, an even greater challenge 
to move the viewer into their own encounter with 
the silent side of meaning. To DeNike’s credit, 
she is earnest in her effort, always leading off 
her shows with a performance to aid a viewer’s 
transition: for this show, an orchestration of yogis, 
tarot readers and all manner of conjurings. She 
is intent on dissolving the gallery into a sacred 
space.
 Art history’s necessary inclination towards 
analysis compounds DeNike’s challenge, 
however; and the installation can quickly pivot 
away from the strange world of LA’s home-grown 
faiths into the mystical side of feminism, whether 
coming from the work of Kiki Smith, Ann 
Hamilton or Louise Bourgeois. Sadly, the air of 
contemporary art, with its checklist of art objects 
and references, blocks any traffic with the 
spiritual. 
 Not all viewers will have such an experience 

– for them, the show will be moving and necessary 
– but it raises the question of how the analytical, 
which can taint the intuitive side of things, 
overwhelms and drowns DeNike’s conjured 
world.

ED SChaD

Jen D
eNike

Jordan
W

olfs
on

 Wolfson has not made an AIDS artwork, 
though he comes perilously close. Another of the 
film’s recurrent memes is a spent condom, 
overflowing with chubby little hearts, rendered, 
like the virus, in smooth CGI. As the condoms 
float and twist (in the weightless digital imaginary), 
the hearts spill out like confetti. Trying to read 
the work along issue-oriented or narrative lines, 
however, will get you nowhere. There are as many 
non sequiturs, wrenching jump-cuts and 
contradictions as there are coherent themes. At 
one memorable point, Mazzy Star’s gorgeous 
1994 hit Fade into You crescendos to an almost 
unbearable volume, then stops abruptly. A cartoon 
boy proceeds to strangle himself, and as his body 
contorts into an elastic arch, he asks us, in a voice 
that might well be the artist’s, “Do you think I’m 
rich?” “Yes,” replies a woman. “Do you think I’m 
homosexual?” “No.”
 What we think of the artist is a pivotal 
question in Raspberry Poser. An uncharitable critic 
might interpret the nearly 14-minute film collage 
as a modish exercise in cultural referencing; its 
disparate sources (bourgeois interior design 
magazines, shop windows, history-book prints 
of Caravaggio and Brueghel, tabloid newspaper 
cartoons) could seem to come proffered by the 
artist at arm’s length, with an ironic smirk like 
that of the cocksure punk who wanders through 
Paris in one section of the film.
 I think those people would be wrong. While 
most viewers would not know it, that punk is 
actually Wolfson, head shaved and costumed in 
ripped denim and leather. The figure is a parody 
of a subculture, but he may be a parody of the 
artist too. We expect a detached provocateur, 
someone who can film the window of a La Perla 
lingerie store without letting his thoughts wander. 
But who’s to say that Wolfson does not like Mazzy 
Star, or Beyoncé? What’s the inside of his 
apartment like? Do you think he’s rich? Do you 
think he wants to be? If there is a moral to this 
film, it’s that desire is infectious, and 
unconscionable. 

JOnaThan GRIFFIn

AR reviews_AK_03.13.indd   145 06/03/2013   12:53

ArtReview 145

Jen DeNike: The Star Card
Anat Ebgi, Los Angeles
10 November – 26 January
 
Los angeles is a deeply religious town. While 
its various centres anchor the better-known sects, 
such as Catholicism, Judaism and Mormonism, 
a vast panoply of small practices may be found 
just behind the open doors of repurposed 
storefronts all over town. The colour and vibrancy 
of the singing, dancing and proclaiming spills 
from dark industrial streets, and even from 
famous tourist spots.
 It is in this context that one finds Jen 
DeNike’s new work, at Anat Ebgi in LA’s 
Chinatown, which is based entirely on the Star, 
the seventeenth trump, or Major Arcana card, 
from the Tarot deck. DeNike’s installation, with 
its ostensibly strange video The Star Card (2012), 
of a voluptuous blonde woman repeatedly filling 
and emptying pitchers of water, and its meditation 
area made up of a homemade rug and pillows, 
doesn’t actually seem that strange in LA.
 In the video, the woman removes, one by 
one, a number of white paper cutout stars from 
her mouth while looking up at the sky. She is in 
a state in which celestial movements flow through 
and from her. Taken with the water pitchers, this 
suggests cycles of renewal, and from the placid 
nature of her demeanour, calmness in the midst 
of change. The woman also appears in two 
photographs – in one, emerging from water, and 
in the other, submerged beneath it as though to 
update Sir John Everett Millais’s Ophelia (1852).
 The exhibition’s criterion for success 
seems to be the potential enlightenment of its 
audience, the willingness of a visitor to use the 
space for spiritual seeking, which in this case is 
the recognition of repetition and ritual as an 
opportunity for rebirth. The cues that lead the 
viewer to that recognition, while explicit in the 
video, stumble a bit in the other works, because 
they are products of DeNike’s own ritualistic 
pursuits, and so necessarily coded and masked 
by that personal history.

Jordan Wolfson: Raspberry Poser
REDCAT, Los Angeles
2 December – 27 January
 
The hIv virus, in case you didn’t know, is depicted 
in molecular biology as an icosahedron (a 20-
sided polygon) or a sphere, out of which protrude 
peglike nodules representing the glycoproteins 
that fix onto and infect other cells. Dozens of 
these jolly red forms bounce across the screen in 
Jordan Wolfson’s part animated, part live-action 
film Raspberry Poser (2012). Their rubbery pegs 
wobble as they jump on the sinks in posh 
showrooms and across the wooden floor of a 
luxury gym. They bound through the sunny streets 
of New York’s SoHo, and swell to bursting against 
photographs of scantily clad teens on spring 
break. As they frolic among these scenes of 
shameless desire, they are buoyed by the heavy, 
synthetic beats of Beyoncé Knowles’s Sweet 
Dreams from her 2008 album I Am… Sasha 
Fierce.

 It is a challenge for artists to charge objects 
with ritual significance, an even greater challenge 
to move the viewer into their own encounter with 
the silent side of meaning. To DeNike’s credit, 
she is earnest in her effort, always leading off 
her shows with a performance to aid a viewer’s 
transition: for this show, an orchestration of yogis, 
tarot readers and all manner of conjurings. She 
is intent on dissolving the gallery into a sacred 
space.
 Art history’s necessary inclination towards 
analysis compounds DeNike’s challenge, 
however; and the installation can quickly pivot 
away from the strange world of LA’s home-grown 
faiths into the mystical side of feminism, whether 
coming from the work of Kiki Smith, Ann 
Hamilton or Louise Bourgeois. Sadly, the air of 
contemporary art, with its checklist of art objects 
and references, blocks any traffic with the 
spiritual. 
 Not all viewers will have such an experience 

– for them, the show will be moving and necessary 
– but it raises the question of how the analytical, 
which can taint the intuitive side of things, 
overwhelms and drowns DeNike’s conjured 
world.

ED SChaD

Jen D
eNike

Jordan
W

olfs
on

 Wolfson has not made an AIDS artwork, 
though he comes perilously close. Another of the 
film’s recurrent memes is a spent condom, 
overflowing with chubby little hearts, rendered, 
like the virus, in smooth CGI. As the condoms 
float and twist (in the weightless digital imaginary), 
the hearts spill out like confetti. Trying to read 
the work along issue-oriented or narrative lines, 
however, will get you nowhere. There are as many 
non sequiturs, wrenching jump-cuts and 
contradictions as there are coherent themes. At 
one memorable point, Mazzy Star’s gorgeous 
1994 hit Fade into You crescendos to an almost 
unbearable volume, then stops abruptly. A cartoon 
boy proceeds to strangle himself, and as his body 
contorts into an elastic arch, he asks us, in a voice 
that might well be the artist’s, “Do you think I’m 
rich?” “Yes,” replies a woman. “Do you think I’m 
homosexual?” “No.”
 What we think of the artist is a pivotal 
question in Raspberry Poser. An uncharitable critic 
might interpret the nearly 14-minute film collage 
as a modish exercise in cultural referencing; its 
disparate sources (bourgeois interior design 
magazines, shop windows, history-book prints 
of Caravaggio and Brueghel, tabloid newspaper 
cartoons) could seem to come proffered by the 
artist at arm’s length, with an ironic smirk like 
that of the cocksure punk who wanders through 
Paris in one section of the film.
 I think those people would be wrong. While 
most viewers would not know it, that punk is 
actually Wolfson, head shaved and costumed in 
ripped denim and leather. The figure is a parody 
of a subculture, but he may be a parody of the 
artist too. We expect a detached provocateur, 
someone who can film the window of a La Perla 
lingerie store without letting his thoughts wander. 
But who’s to say that Wolfson does not like Mazzy 
Star, or Beyoncé? What’s the inside of his 
apartment like? Do you think he’s rich? Do you 
think he wants to be? If there is a moral to this 
film, it’s that desire is infectious, and 
unconscionable. 

JOnaThan GRIFFIn

AR reviews_AK_03.13.indd   145 06/03/2013   12:53


