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OUTRAGEQUS ART BEHAVIOUR

‘well as that queasy feeling bad art
gives me in the bottom of my in-
testines.

Sometimes, however, | get fooled.
Case In point: When 1 received the
Tatar Gallery's invitation to Joseph
Praia, hibition of seul

odd, luminous ohjects that contin-
ued to chastise my quick-to-judge
long after | hiled

wlotﬂwull.mﬁmlhdmledqu
and a red face. Put simply, David-
son's office-supply art is gorgeous. 1

made out of Scotch tape (you can't
make this stuff up), my first thought
was not kind. Apart from the fact
that the sculptures on the posteard
look like peanut-butter jars covered
with flat white wax, art made out of
common clear tape is as much a
One of the good things about this mmmr(wmltlwushunu
art-critic gig is that galleries, hungry  film starring Tim Allen. What could
for media attention —

any
— send me invitations to exhibi-
thons and provide me with images of
the work long before [ see the
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My second thought was even less
Christinn: I'll see this stupid show

egg-carton waste bas-
kets?

Davidson has wisely chosen
humble kitchen-sink objects to re-
cast in tape, as anything more fan-
eiful would be overkill. (It's hard
enough to believe he made a Pal-
molive bottle out of hundreds of
tiny strips of tape, let alone a drag-
on, a flower or the Eiffel Tower.)
But as you wander through the
gallery, the dozens of replicas of
liquor bottles, salt-and-pepper
shakers, glasses, baby-food
Jjars, vases and toothpaste tubes
begin to appear less and less ordi-
nary, and you begin to feel you are
loaking at the hidden skeletons of
objects you've taken for granted all
your life, at tubs, mugs and ting
dissolved down to a molecular, not
entirely corporeal level,

packed with jpegs of bor- Well, I type correct-
ing sculptures, and I've ed. Against all my bet-
spared myself a bike ride ter these
across town, Scotch-tape  totems

turned out to be won-
derfully

% careful, shrine-like
arrangement of his ghostly canned
goods only adds to the funereal feel
of the exhibition, as does the fact
that the composition of the sculp-
tures — built-up layers upon layers
of light-refracting glossy tape —
makes each one glow like a phos:
phorescent mushroom in a dark for
est. Light lands on the sculptures
but does not settle, sometimes ap

text, the works strike me as mor?

. (AUGHT IN TAPE

aggressive than sombre. To go to
such painstaking lengths to recreate

Joseph Davidson’s  simple dish-soap containers and
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wonderfully odd, B Em e mindie by v of
. . to th

Luminous objects  a wona big middie finger o ey

to our increasingly banal culture:

rade from Sotch ot
tapeglowlike s o Tupe sy
phosphorescent  Seam oo
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