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This recent solo exhibition comprised 
three bodies of work: sculptures, works on 
paper and mobiles. Kano’s works on paper,            
the majority from the series “New Plants,” 
included twelve covers produced for a 
monthly flower-arranging bulletin published 
last year. These drawings and collages dimly 
suggest plants or mountains, with a sporadic 
use of fluorescent paper lending rare hints 
of vividness. Works that include tiny brand 
stickers for apples are as frail and whimsical 
as Kano’s three-dimensional pieces. The 
sculptures, also titled “New Plants” (2015–17), 
are assemblages representing imaginary 
plants, and are composed of miscellaneous 
found objects both natural and industrial:  
tree branches, glass, porcelain, birdseed,     
the tooth of a sperm whale. 

One of the gallery’s two rooms is devoted 
to Kano’s mobiles (all works 2017), which 
balance in the air à la Calder but without 
the same level of expression or substance.     
Coat hangars, tied twigs, plastic sticks in  
Day-Glo colors (possibly fishing floats)     
and other widgets are conjoined by 
almost-invisible thread or wire. 

The show’s title, “a tree as a city,” is an 
open reference to Christopher Alexander’s 
1965 essay “A City is Not a Tree,” in which 
the writer advocated the interlocking “semi-
lattice” of spontaneously developed cities in 
preference to the overly artificial “tree” plan. 
Kano, in turn, delves into the complex and 
impalpable equilibria of natural and artificial 
elements in urban life in a manner bordering 
on animism. For this reason only his works’ 
material scantness may be justified for the 
sake of spirituality.

by Satoru Nagoya

Trevor Yeung’s installation addresses the 
public-private binary from the start. Visitors 
are welcomed by The Locker Room (2016), 
a set of mirrored lockers that, when opened, 
offer a choice of persona — to remain an 
indifferent visitor or to become a black-
shirted “Staff” member.

On entering the gallery one sneaks a 
peek of a kissing couple from the Artist 
Studio Party (2012). The lights dim and an 
atmosphere of infrared seduction pervades 
The Dark Room Pavilion (2016), a sinister 
elaboration of semi-private encounters that 
normally take place in public. Foggy Mirrors 
(2016) evokes the bodily activities of a club’s 
bathroom, with psychedelic night-lights 
dazzling underneath. Vases of artificial white 
roses are sanctified by white spotlights, while 
a dimly lit sauna seat hides in the corner; the 
scent of neroli massage oil suggests sexual 
activity. Yet the Jacuzzi (2016) is no warm 
relief, just a fish tank of red LED fuel rods. 

Despite the kinky arrangement and 
layered meaning of mundane objects, 
the exhibition’s principle asset is a refined 
critique: of botanic ecology, aquaculture 
and the art gallery as regulatory machines 
of human performance. In the center, 
atop a modified two-story sauna structure 
that doubles as a watchtower, “Staff” may 
oversee their domain of surveillance. 
Here is a darkroom without calm or 
seclusion. Inhabiting this binary space — of 
desire, intimacy and privacy coupled with 
institutional hierarchy and canned fiction 
— the visitor is forced to tread a delicate 
in-between passage where feelings remain 
unarticulated. By interrogating natural and 
artificial systems, Trevor Yeung reminds us 
that we are trapped by the worlds we create. 

by Yuan Fuca

Tetsuro Kano
Yuka Tsuruno / Tokyo

Trevor Yeung  
Magician Space / Beijing

At Cairo’s Gypsum Gallery, sixty faces gaze 
into the middle distance, if their eyes aren’t 
closed entirely. Huda Lutfi’s “Dawn Portraits” 
— smudgy, chalky gouaches on Chinese 
gold-leaf paper — are unrefined yet very, 
very delicate. Their faces fit tightly and deeply 
within their frames, sometimes flattened by 
a sharply outlined background or a casual 
disregard for anatomy and painterly nicety. 
They look alternatively wry, wary, wistful and 
inscrutable. The powdery dryness of gouache 
is worked to produce gauzy planes or naive 
edges. In several works, features gently slope 
across the face like thoughts. You would 
expect them to look surreal, but somehow 
they make total sense. 

Lutfi is a mainstay of the Egyptian 
independent art scene and known for her 
scavenger’s attention to mass-produced 
found materials: dolls’ heads, mannequins, 
marionettes and shoe molds. These 
stand-ins for human subjectivity are often 
arranged repetitively in installations by turns 
popular, verbose, martial, sexy, nostalgic, 
overburdened with stuff and filled with 
competing metaphors and messages. Hers 
is an outright blast of political aesthetics that 
speaks to the chaos of her home city of Cairo.

So these comparably quiet, mottled 
portraits are a splendid departure from the 
norm. Unlike the heavily sourced work she’s 
known for, these images are unspecific: 
simply memories of faces like her own, 
or, we are told, like her mother’s. Rarely 
exhibited, these works answer the question: 
What would her work be like if there were no 
messages to convey to a government that 
doesn’t listen. The politics of this exhibition 
lies not in what is said, but in what the artist is 
liberated from saying, if only briefly.

These faces, not really made to be seen, 
prompt the sensation of spying on a moment 
more than a person; they are produced in 
strange slivers of blue early morning time, 
before the traffic starts up and the “real” day 
begins — before Lutfi’s “real” artistic practice 
can commence.

 

by Mia Jankowicz
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