


ornament, and bodily function—always seems to stir things up. With the first installment of
her New York solo debut, “On What Remains, Part One,” Los Angeles—based artist Fiona

Connor added her name to the list of those who’ve sprayed water in our eyes.

Connor’s own particular fountain, which was installed in an otherwise empty rear gallery at
Lisa Cooley, is of the drinking variety. Modeled closely—extremely closely—on a cast-concrete
original located in Tompkins Square Park that was designed in 1939, and which reappears in
public spaces throughout New York, it is a frankly unlovely affair. In a discussion with artist
and writer Travis Diehl, Connor describes her initial misreading of the fountain’s aesthetic
roots: “First of all I thought it was Brutalist, but then I realized that it was Art Deco, veiled in
Brutalism, because it’s just, it had so many layers of paint and corrosion.” Made in part from
concrete and expanded polystyrene foam—as well as assorted coatings, paints, and plumbing
supplies—Connor’s hyperrealist homage, complete with meticulously reproduced peeling and

chipping. could easily be mistaken for the real thing; indeed. it is more than a mere

it’s hard not to read the name as another component of the piece’s congealed juxtaposition of
poverty and wealth, access and privacy. If galleries are themselves manifestations of, and
magnets for, new money, what Connor presents is totemic of the culture clash that a shift from
one demographic to another necessarily entails. The work is itself perpetually—and

fascinatingly—out of place.

—Michael Wilson



