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To follow are initial remarks on the exhibition,

The Absolute Comic. Section [A] concerns

the exhibition as a whole, drawing upon

Charles Baudelaire’s “On the Essence of Laughter,”
(1853); section [B] 1s a reprint of the aforementioned
text; section [C] concerns past work of Zoé Clark;

section [D] concerns past work of Chase Biado.












1 have no intention of writing a treatise on a comic exhibition:
1 simply want to acquaint the reader with certain reflections,
which have often occurred to me on the subject of this singular
genre. These reflections had become a kind of obsession_for

me, first through the artists Loé Clark and Chase Biado, then
through the poems and essay, “On The Essence of Laughter”
by Charles Baudelaire — and I wanted to get them off my
chest. Nevertheless, I have made every effort to umpose some
order; and though much remains to be determined or
elucidated about the fields pertaining to a particular blend

of the humorous, philosophical, psychological, sensuous, and
Jormal, I may at least be able to provide an umbrella out from
which the reader may be able to take at least temporary shelter
Jrom a storm whose direction we’ve yet to determine, and yet,
lo locate a peculiar pleasure without being utterly consumed by
it — the light convulsion from a flew flecks of stray rain waking
the reader from his or her isolated torpor. ‘Thus, then, is purely
an artist’s and a philosopher’s exhibition and should not be
laken as a historical or academic summation — for

The Absolute Comic s not tied to simple reason or expli-
cation — rather, a sense of the grotesqueries of nature and man
when glutted with a surplus of growth, of a ceaseless verdancy,
a burgeoning sensation without progress or direction, these
comprise the pleasure and pain to be taken from such cantan-
kerous growths of the mind and body, though in particular to
this exhibition, from those that extend from an artist’s hand.
The artist’s hand, like a gardener’s, unable to prune back that
which they attempt to tame, is defined as much by the fruit that
ripens as that which_falls — it is a dissolution of that hand
into the manure of the garden. So, of these artists’ work can
we say that they relish this grotesquerie? Perhaps. Insofar as
the artists have seen in that fruit what is no longer immediately
nourishing, but rather the convulsion from a rotten taste. Does
laughter originate in the fall of man? Can we still abide such a
dualistic myth? Can we be so unaware! And yet, in the agony
that is such a_fall (perhaps, all we can say to this reference any
more, s the lteral fall of a body to the ground), do we not lift
ourselves up by recognizing something beyond our

common sense? Or, in our insatiable taste, in our thievery of
such sensations, do we, as Pierrot, upon recewing the guillotine,
rise beheaded from the boards and blindly pick up our head to
stuff it into our pocket. In this gesture, perhaps, we find

The Absolute Comic.
—SK


























































































Zoé Clark’s work invites touch, or, perhaps more
accurately, it invites the act of feeling. Foremost of
this quality, her Plexiglas screens, framed in dark
hardwood, propped to six or seven feet tall. The
artist layers these sculptures in the corner of a room
or near a wall, and at their only-slightly-more-than-
human scale, they reflect the remainder of the space
in an aural geometry, distorted, refracted, saturated
and self-aware enough to know that they are both a
product of the scale of their environment and that
which creates it. We might say they generate a mood.
We might also characterize them as atmospheric, but
while their materials, the dark walnut and sensuous
plexi, give the appearance of a particular kind of
well-designed luxury, they remain immovable and
firm, one large rectangle propped on two posts, flat,
articulated with an economy bordering on the dumb
or mute. It is at this juncture of the sculptural and
the architectural, the formal and the theatrical, the
wall and the facade, in and out, that we might
locate the varied moods which Clark seeks to delimit
with her installations—inviting and indulgent, these
works concern themselves with pleasure, and that
pleasure may move the viewer beyond that which is
comfortable or containable, a slight masochism. We
can see it, feel it, but we cannot touch it, have it, or
possess it. They induce drunkenness with the promise
of a hangover, evoke songs, but allude to a lingering
end, sheathe the space in color, yet make no promise
to redeem the object in the functional, spiritual, or
theoretical—their interpretation exists in the carnal,
the desirous, the libidinous palpability of sensation
beyond reason. In a Baudelaire poem, these works
might induce a fit of the spleen in a dandy. Because
they create an active environment for inert bodies,
they induce a state of stagnating restlessness. They
are the products of a damp ennui, the promise of

pleasure without redemption — of wasted time.

—-SK
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It is difficult to explain where Chase Biado fits into
his own work. Its multifarious installation—video,
sculpture, painting, and performance—belies a
promiscuous approach to culture, utilizing whatever
media necessary to navigate a multitude of
references, allusions, fictions, and truths. And, to
mirror the lateral spiral which may describe Biado’s
particular brand of cultural investigation, in lieu of
a narrative, the artist posits a living fiction, some-
thing, despite its mechanistic fantasies, that becomes
more and more plausible as one navigates the fictive
logic that emanates out from Biado’s psychological
self-sabotage.

To describe Biado’s work from a singular
perspective 1s inappropriate. Instead, it is a story that
comprises many voices, perhaps mirroring The Log
Lady’s introduction to the pilot episode of
Twin Peaks: “It is a story of many, but it begins with
one... The one leading to the many...” Yet, as much
as Biado’s work may function from a similar extrapo-
lation, however, Biado does not necessarily implicate
himself as “the one,” substituting a decentralized and
more ambiguous rumination on the self. His invented
characters laugh, they wince, they recite poetry, they
quote freely (without attribution), they are trolls, base
and ugly, projected on the same sumptuous fabrics
one might find upholstering overstuffed couches in a
typical middle class bourgeois home. They seem to
live and breath, and as much as they emanate
emotion, their struggle is a Sisyphean play of dimin-
ishing emotional returns, as they fail to break from
their solipsistic ennui. They’re stuck. As when one
drops a bag of marbles on the ground, the effect,
when one stands in this dimmed atmosphere, is a
chaotic rapture of differentiated parts that, over
time, scramble each others’ messages, an intoxicating
melodrama of ennui, dread, indulgence, and desire,
constantly cycling back on itself. The parts don’t
quite line up. They all vie for your attention,
unyielding in their requests. It is a situation irreduc-
ible to intention and singularity. It is implacable. It
feels as a party, gone too late in the night, without

escape.

—SK












Images by Chase Biado (p.1,14,23,26 and 34)
and Zoé Clark (p.8,13,18-19,29 and 39).
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