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Introduction and Acknowledgments

You, your sun and shadow introduces to Richmond audiences  
the work of ten sculptors – both veterans and relative new-
comers to the international art scene. Curated by sculptor 
and VCU professor Michael Jones McKean, this exhibition 
offers a singular opportunity to explore a significant aspect 
of contemporary sculpture from the personal perspective of 
an artist who is himself highly regarded as an innovator in the 
field. Not surprisingly, McKean’s substantial efforts offer an 
idiosyncratic take, reflecting a mindset that differs greatly from 
academically-based curatorial approaches, and that circum-
vents the familiar sense of spectacle pervading so many of our 
visual encounters. 

In his own work, McKean applies an uncommon regard for  
objects, making or selecting and arranging them in ways that  
bypass function and utility to confer new meanings and narrative 
possibilities. He has often used the phrase “object harmonics” 
to describe the desired outcome of his artistic process and, 
early on, considered adopting it as the exhibition’s title. Using 
this idea as an organizing principle of the project, McKean not 
only attended to the display of specific works with exceptional 
care; he also explored their potential to exist as coordinates 
within a larger constellation, where complex interconnections 
emerge from the intentional assembly of its disparate parts. 

While most exhibition curators hope to achieve a similar goal, 
the perspective of an accomplished maker— at once intuitive and 
deeply informed  –  heeds and illuminates divergent aspects of 
the work. In this instance, McKean urges us to experience these 
sculptures and installations, first and foremost, as sustained  
meditations that call for our speculative engagement as the  
agent for discovering meaning. Rather than relying on theo- 
retical tools, he has elsewhere proposed an alternate, albeit  
demanding approach to looking at objects that involves  
 “mentally shelv[ing] all our collected baggage, to actually try 
and clear out space in our brains for the poetic possibility of a 
new thing to exist.”*

New things connote transformation and, of the many alchemical  
moments that surface in the exhibition, most concern the meta-
morphosis of an object’s identity. Essential to this process, an 
investigation of materiality and its bearing on representation 
is a central concern of each artist featured here. At times, 
instances of artistic alchemy remind us that appearances can 



* “In Conversation: Matthew Edgeworth and Michael Jones McKean,” The wake,  
the saint, the sound, the branch (Prato, Italy: Project Gentili, 2008). For PDF  
of interview, see http://michaeljonesmckean.com/interview-edgeworth.html

we first began talking about the exhibition nearly two years, the 
path to its realization has demanded an exceptional ongoing 
effort and also forbearance in the face of the few disappoint-
ments that inevitably arise when assembling any exhibition. 
Michael has persevered with grace and intelligence to create a 
provocative and timely exhibition that serves VCUarts students 
and faculty extremely well, among other constituents. 

Every exhibition at the Anderson Gallery results from a truly  
collaborative effort that depends in large measure on the  
multiple talents, flexibility, and resolve of Michael Lease, head of 
exhibitions and design, and Traci Garland, gallery coordinator  
and collections specialist. As on numerous past occasions, 
they have done a tremendous job of handling many aspects of 
this project. We thank Eric Stepp and Corey Durbin for their 
always excellent assistance, as well as our outstanding corps 
of student helpers: Colleen Billing, Jasmine Calvert, Jamison 
Ciskanik, Jaclyn Cummings, Riley Duncan, Aaron Ellrich, 
Amber Esseiva, Jennifer Guillen, Jorge Guillen, Cara Jennings, 
Egbert Vongmalaithong, and Molly Underwood.

Michael Jones McKean and I extend our deepest gratitude to 
the ten artists represented in the exhibition, and we sincerely 
appreciate their gracious responses to our many queries and 
requests. For their guidance and generosity, we also extend 
special thanks to lenders Carlo Bronzini, Sam Orlofsky, and 
Julie Kinzelman and Christopher Tribble; John Thomson and 
Michael Gillespie at Foxy Production, New York; Rob Teeters 
and Michael Capio of rteeters contemporary consulting inc., 
New York; Marc Payot and Cristopher Canizares at Hauser 
& Wirth, New York; Mike Homer and Marie-Laure Simoens 
at David Kordansky Gallery, Los Angeles; Rachel Uffner at 
Rachel Uffner Gallery, New York; Stephanie Schumann and 
Travis Heck at Leo Koenig, Inc., New York; Ingrid Kennedy 
at Klaus von Nichtssagend Gallery, New York; Kerry Inman 
at Inman Gallery, Houston; Renee Coppola, Claire Pauley, 
Claudine Nuetzel, and Lisa Smith at Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, 
New York; Louise Neri, Ali Wender, and Natalie Ruchat at 
Gagosian Gallery, New York; Erin Somerville at Johann König, 
Berlin; and Nikolas Polowski from Atelier Trouvé, Paris.

Ashley Kistler
Director
Anderson Gallery

be deceiving. Often resembling castoff objects, artifacts, or 
keepsakes, Dario Robleto’s meticulously crafted sculptures 
are symbolically loaded by virtue of their material composi-
tion. An inventory of the rarefied ingredients that he collects 
to create each piece always accompanies the finished work 
and constitutes an important component of its presentation, 
operating like the liner notes on an album cover, as the artist 
himself has observed. 

In various ways, the works included in you, your sun and 
shadow question and collapse conventional hierarchies for 
the purpose of refocusing our attention and deflecting logical 
reasoning as the only route to understanding. Hany Armanious 
employs the millennia-old technique of casting to probe some 
of sculpture’s most enduring concerns, while also investigat-
ing the formal possibilities and conceptual implications that 
arise from fastidiously reproducing everyday objects. In doing 
so, he elevates both their status in the world and their pres-
ence in our minds. In Birth of Venus, for example, he presents 
for our consideration a cast of an abandoned, hastily mended 
plinth, as perfectly rendered as the artwork it presumably 
once supported. Similarly, Tony Matelli uses a painstaking 
process to produce works whose apparently random marks, 
grimy smudges, and dusty surfaces initially suggest that they 
are nothing more than neglected mirrors. On the other hand, 
Matelli’s life-sized figure, Josh, floating just inches above the 
floor in a fugue-like state, offers a hyper-real encounter that 
instantly reaffirms the sculptor’s sleight of hand.

Methods of material investigation sometime entail a more 
fundamental means of delineating space, articulating form, 
and making marks. Ian Pedigo handles discarded, impromptu 
materials with a directness that preserves their humble and 
often fragile character, while coaxing from them visual subtle-
ties that map space and form in simple but evocative ways. 
Using steel wool as a painterly tool, Daniel Turner works on site 
to make wall rubbings whose discreet, seemingly accidental 
presence belies their intentionality. Turner’s rubbings, which 
interpret materiality in the most evanescent way, coexist in 
the exhibition with other forms of mark-making  –  variously  
random, cryptic, or ritualistic in character. These ghostly traces,  
physically embedded in Robleto’s sculpture, too, become only 
one of many linkages that also help to set the overall tone of 
the show. 

Other artists address materiality in terms of their selection, 
arrangement, and display of preexisting objects. The inclusion 
of two shelf pieces by Haim Steinbach, an early proponent 
of this approach, coincides with a current resurgence of 
interest in his work that underscores his continuing influence 
on a younger generation of artists. Steinbach restages the 
everyday in his precise groupings of familiar mass-produced 
items, enlisting their formal attributes and extra-aesthetic 
associations to compose a kind of concrete poetry. Rashid 
Johnson’s selection of found, often commonplace objects, 
by contrast, hinges on his personal relationship to them. His  
arrangement in alter-like assemblages of books, record albums, 
vessels, photographs, shea butter, and other materials yields 
a culturally resonant vocabulary of symbols and references 
that also conjures elements of alchemy and divination. Sarah 
Sze, well known for expansive installations engineered with 
the most quotidian items, casts in plaster all the recyclable 
containers from a month of lunches and snacks consumed 
while completing a project. Evoking the idea of tally marks 
that track time’s passing, these nearly 400 simple white forms 
infiltrate the Anderson Gallery’s work space, their apparitional 
presence blurring the edge between life and art. 

Represented by a group of five works, including two new 
pieces, Pam Lins plays with shifting points of view and upends 
basic sculptural conceits in her endlessly inventive iterations of 
the plywood pedestal, each of which changes in appearance 
to reveal paradoxical characteristics and multiple allusions as 
the viewer moves around it. We must also navigate Tatiana 
Trouvé’s precisely scaled architectural installation and assume 
different perspectives in order to experience her work. Viewed 
from opposing sides through large windows of greenish glass, 
an otherwise inaccessible room contains a mysterious, even 
macabre assortment of found and made objects, gestural 
marks, small doors, and private spaces. Trouvé’s uncanny instal-
lation accentuates the quiet, sometimes pensive tone that runs 
through much of the exhibition; it exists in a compellingly inde-
terminate state – much like Matelli’s floating figure – reinforcing  
the importance of our participation in deciphering a narrative.

I am grateful indeed to Michael Jones McKean for his willing-
ness to take on this project and very appreciative of the rigor-
ous balancing act with teaching, working in the studio, and 
installing shows of his own work that this has required. Since 



Notes on Sculpture and you, your sun and shadow 

i. objects and shadow
Our eyes are complex sense organs, ones that require a  
medium—light—with which to register the things within our field  
of vision: objects, surfaces, colors, contours, and shapes. With  
light and objects comes shadow: light’s inversion, an object’s 
surrogate ghost twin, the most basic evidence that a thing 
even exists. 

ii. the exhibition
you, your sun and shadow is a speculative exhibition focused 
on a small branch of objects we collectively call sculpture. 
The artworks contained within these pages (placeholders for 
the actual) offer up a willfully subjective index of dimensional 
marks and moves and materials and objects transformed into 
meta-fictions, each volunteering distinctly eccentric versions 
of our thing-based world. Though in another universe, only 
slightly altered from where we now sit, the same show would 
be viewed as a anthropology of origin-unknown objects, an 
archeo-catalogue of ambient volumetric displacements, an 
abridged lexicon of alchemically formed things, an extended 
mediation on spatially feral mark-making techniques, a deposi-
tory of rogue shapes that are not screens, or an Inchoate History 
of Late Sculpture / Objects From Before the Siege. Playfully, 
in the plastic universe of thought, perhaps the exhibition will 
masquerade as these things, if only for a moment. 

iii. the sovereign object
There is a myth that describes the existence of a truly sovereign  
object—an object purged of all relationships, a thing emasculat-
ed of reference, politics, memory, and discourse. In its amnesia  
and hermeticism, this object lives in a void—invisible, untouch-
able, and shadowless, endlessly devouring itself without 
comfort, pleasure, or pain.

iv. object anomalies
Occasionally we encounter an uncatalogued object for which 
we haven’t yet established a template in our minds. In defiance, 
the object eludes our attempts at categorization. At the limits 
of our perception, we’re able to understand it only in terms 
of its otherness: anomalous, aberrant, stray, vexing, deviant, 
rogue, curious, just weird… a thing. Tasked with processing 
this unique object, we must actively develop our own neurology, 
dedicating a small bit of mental real estate to it. The process 
ensues not by absolving the object’s signature strangeness, 



jangly layers of information compress like nova into crystalline  
meaning and, in the Venn, the circles become spheres.

viii. the comfort of stone
Standing on a stone. The solidity of stone is comforting and 
reminds us that it is okay to be still for a while and slow down 
and relish the stone. With our body weight on this dominion of 
stone, swaying from our heels through the arch of our feet to 
straining toes, we rise. We feel our weight again as we crest. 
The dance is ours but still fixed in ancient communion with our 
stone. Our chest expands, we breathe and, for a moment, we 
believe the stone breathes with us. Our toes gradually depart, 
and we float above. 

ix. confidence man
When you see magic performed excellently, you’re witnessing 
the honed gap separating our accrued knowledge and learned 
beliefs of how the world is supposed to work from some event 
we simply can’t account for. The fixed laws and wisdom we 
draw upon daily are momentarily thrown into doubt. In this way, 
I’m very curious about how a sculpture might lie to us. Even 
as we stand in their shadow and hold them sacred, objects 
are often unreliable narrators of their own embedded histories.

x. sculptural time
In many ways, sculpture can never truly be narrative because 
it lacks the most essential tools to narrate —a beginning and 
an end. More and more, our brains are hardwired to skillfully 
follow narrative arcs coded in books, films, theater, songs, and 
YouTube’s ubiquitous bubble, floating left to right. But time is 
conscripted in sculpture differently. For all of its material edges 
and volumetric limitations, temporally sculpture doesn’t have 
the advantage of “the end” as a conceptual tool to construct 
meaning. Time enfolds, wrapping back on itself, and, in the 
process, sculpture swallows time’s arc. 

xi. an exhibition is a value system
The exhibition is a sustained attempt to build a psychic space 
where straightforward logic doesn’t always win, where things 
without readymade functions congregate and play, where 
silence never suggests absence, where meaning drifts in 
suspended determination, and where sculptures possess 
restorative capabilities.

Michael Jones McKean
 Associate Professor
Department of Sculpture + Extended Media

but by finding ways of incorporating its strangeness into our 
psyche. To do this, our brains go to work constructing and  
rebuilding taxonomies. New analogies are made; scripts rewrit-
ten; old ideas  recalled, unshelved, recataloged, or discarded. 
This project, although complicated, tiring, and imperfect, is also 
intensely pleasurable. These odd, here-and-now deviations 
in space come to us as small gifts that test our private and 
collective assumptions and, in some way, build our world anew. 

v. else as ethos
Embedded within the discipline of sculpture, a breed of  
intellectualism yearns not for “and” and “also,” but for “else.” 
The concept of else distinguishes itself through a fundamental 
desire for something that isn’t exactly around yet, something 
slightly out of reach, not even imagined. Although the spirit  
of else is coded deep within us, it primarily lies dormant as it 
runs counter to defaults that happily conform to the ease of 
preformed, off-the-shelf mental orthodoxies. Practicing else is 
just harder. Else makes demands. It leans on us. It lives in our 
fever dreams. It keeps asking. But in all of its wanton insistence, 
the virtue of else lies in its sublimated generative spirit. In its 
thirst, it trolls for the sweetness of swerve and sex and love and 
sun and shadows and must, craving the fecundity of creation.

vi. valence
As we move around, we travel through object-fields. These 
fields are bounded by their functions as much as by the limita-
tions of our vision: a table after dinner, a bookshelf, a primeval 
forest floor, an unmade bedroom. In each of these spaces, 
there’s an invisible valence generated by the objects contained 
in the field that also claims hold on them and, momentarily, on 
us. The valent pull is liminal and delicate, but the tonality and 
distinct character of each field would be demonstrably altered 
if something was removed or even repositioned slightly—the 
magnetism recalibrated, the poem rewritten. 

Within this concept, there are unusual moments when a set of 
objects within a field develops dimensional clarity and continuity.  
A sweet contingency emerges, a special form of solidarity: object  
harmonics. We realize that these aggregative, seemingly random  
forms in space are linked in an ontologically and spatially 
meaningful way. Our mind shutters off whole chambers in  
devotion to these few things in space. The fullness of the light 
and the triangles and distinctions of you and it vanishes and, 

for a moment, things feel infinite and complete —majestically,  
ecstatically human. As you bask in the eloquence of this  
suddenly interconnected world, off to your right, in your vision’s 
periphery, something shifts. Perhaps just a shadow. Your gaze 
immediately switches back to the object-field as you stagger to 
reclaim the brilliant balance of the moment. But it has passed, 
and the feeling of realness, wholeness, interconnectedness, 
and satiated empathy becomes rounded and dulled. This  
visit to a kaleidoscopic world dims, and space, which only 
movements ago exceeded earthly dimension, rushes back 
to the limits of corporality. As you survey the object-field, still 
drunk in the secret afterglow of the moment, the sweet ecstasy 
you felt seconds earlier tips mournful as you realize this moment  
cannot be repeated, never prompted on cue. Three and a half  
seconds tick by; we stare into the field, and the objects  
remain, volunteering.

vii. circles become spheres
Imagine a Venn diagram that travels with you in your mind’s eye. 
Picture the diagram as a screen, an interface overlaid on all you  
see and do, its triad of circles making silent adjustments as you  
move through your day. You see a piece of paper. There is an 
image on the paper. Its appearance indicates it is not a photocopy 
or a true photograph, but an inkjet print. As you try, with difficulty, 
to discern the quality of paper with regard to the saturation  
of ink into its fibers, your Venn diagram shifts suddenly, and an 
image comes into focus. It is figurative, outdoors, high-noon light. 
It is Oprah. The Color Purple Oprah, sun-bonnet- and-flower- 
dress Oprah, Spielberg’s Alice Walker’s Sophia’s Oprah. The 
cogs of your Venn diagram rearrange themselves again. You 
notice this print is a film still turned into a jpeg, printed out 
from a Google search. Oprah’s image, living now on cheap 
copy paper, was rephotographed as it lay on a wooden 
surface, an oak table. You suddenly remember that you are 
sitting with your screen, your feet placed solidly on the floor, 
eyes trained toward the incandescence of your monitor. Oprah 
glows like an angel from the atomized pixels of your laptop, 
a 13" MacBook Pro; the interface is Tumblr, overlaid on a 
Skype chat window, and you realize the sun is behind you; its 
starburst reflection hovers bright over your shoulder, held on 
the surface of your screen; your eyes refocus, landing on its 
skin-oil smudged surface as the silhouette of Oprah dissolves 
into pure glare-light reflection. The gleam feels sacred as 
it rebounds and touches the lens of your eye, and all these 



Hany Armanious

Happiness, 2010
Pigmented polyurethane resin and pewter
27½ × 43 × 29 inches
Courtesy the artist and Foxy Production, New York



Rashid Johnson

Spaces, 2010
Tiled mirror, black soap, wax, vinyl, shea butter, books, and space rock
50¼ × 61½ × 7¾ inches
Collection of Sam Orlofsky



Pam Lins 

Lincoln bookend obstruction, 2010

Acrylic on panel, acrylic paint, plaster, and ACX plywood
60 × 23½ × 23½ inches
Courtesy the artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery, New York

Barbados Mica painted ghost mirror GTO, 2010
Cast aqua resin with paint, auto-body paint, plaster, and ACX plywood
71 × 20 × 20 inches
Courtesy the artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery, New York



Tony Matelli

 Josh, 2010
Silicone, hair, fiberglass, urethane, steel, and clothes
22 × 30 × 74 inches
Courtesy the artist and Leo Koenig Inc., New York



Ian Pedigo

The Diaphanous Reflection of Aggregates, 2011
Wood, stone tile, ceramic tile, nails, metal, and paint
95 × 80 × 20 inches
Courtesy the artist and Klaus von Nichtssagend Gallery, New York



Dario Robleto

At War With The Entropy Of Nature / Ghosts Don’t Always Want To  
Come Back, 2002
Cassette: carved bone and bone dust from every bone in the body,  
trinitite (glass produced during the first atomic test explosion from Trinity  
test site, c. 1945, when heat from blast melted surrounding sand), metal 
screws, rust, and typeset.
Audio tape: an original composition of military drum marches, various  
weapon fire, and soldiers’ voices from battlefields of various wars made  
from E.V.P recordings (Electronic Voice Phenomena: voices and sounds  
of the dead or past, detected through magnetic audiotape).
3¾ × 5/8 × 2½ inches
Collection of Julie Kinzelman and Christopher Tribble
Photograph courtesy the artist and Inman Gallery, Houston



Haim Steinbach

Forsythia PLS5/2SB, 2010
Plastic laminated wood shelf, electronic laser level, and plastic safety boots
213⁄8 × 43¼ × 13 inches
Courtesy the artist and Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, New York
Photographs by Quintin Lake



Sarah Sze

Imposters, Fillers and Editors (Liquid to Solid), 2010
309 pieces, plaster
Dimensions variable
Courtesy the artist and Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, New York
Photograph by Tom Powel Imaging



Tatiana Trouvé

Untitled (Room 3), 2010
Architectural installation with two sculptures and two found objects;  
wood, Plexiglas, mirror, bronze, paint, burn marks, leather, stone, sand, and  
mixed media
Dimensions variable
Courtesy the artist; Gagosian Gallery, New York; and Johann König, Berlin
Photographs by Robert McKeever



Daniel Turner

Untitled, 2011
Iron oxide stain
Dimensions variable
Installation at Martos Gallery, New York (not in show)



Dario Robleto
born 1972, San Antonio, TX 
lives San Antonio, TX

At War With The Entropy Of Nature / 
Ghosts Don’t Always Want To Come 
Back, 2002. Cassette: carved bone 
and bone dust from every bone in 
the body, trinitite (glass produced 
during the first atomic test explosion 
from Trinity test site, c. 1945, when 
heat from blast melted surrounding 
sand), metal screws, rust, and typeset. 
Audio tape: an original composition 
of military drum marches, various 
weapon fire, and soldiers’ voices from 
battlefields of various wars made from 
E.V.P recordings (Electronic Voice 
Phenomena: voices and sounds of 
the dead or past, detected through 
magnetic audiotape). 3¾ × 5/8 × 2½ 
inches. Collection of Julie Kinzelman 
and Christopher Tribble.

Haim Steinbach
born 1944, Rehovat, Israel 
lives New York, NY

Forsythia PLS5/2SB, 2010. Plastic 
laminated wood shelf, electronic  
laser level, and plastic safety boots.  
213⁄8 × 43¼ × 13 inches. Courtesy  
the artist and Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, 
New York.

Untitled (brush, dog chew) 1A, 2008. 
Plastic laminated wood shelf, wood 
horsehair brush, and rubber dog  
chew. 16½ × 27 × 9 inches. Courtesy 
the artist and Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, 
New York.

Sarah Sze
born 1969, Boston, MA 
lives New York, NY

Imposters, Fillers and Editors (Liquid 
to Solid), 2010. 309 pieces, plaster. 
Dimensions variable. Courtesy  
the artist and Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, 
New York.

Vices and Various Defects (Liquid 
to Solid), 2010. 46 pieces, plaster. 
Dimensions variable. Courtesy  
the artist and Tanya Bonakdar Gallery, 
New York.

Tatiana Trouvé
born 1968, Cosenza, Italy 
lives Paris, France

Untitled (Room 3), 2010. Architectural 
installation with two sculptures and 
two found objects; wood, Plexiglas, 
mirror, bronze, paint, burn marks, 
leather, stone, sand, and mixed media. 
Dimensions variable. Courtesy the 
artist; Gagosian Gallery, New York; 
and Johann König, Berlin.

Daniel Turner
born 1983, Portsmouth, VA 
lives New York, NY

Untitled, 2012. Steel-wool rubbing. 
Dimensions variable. Courtesy the 
artist and The Journal Gallery, Brooklyn.

Following Page: Ian Pedigo, 
The Universe was Halfway Shown, 2010

Exhibition Checklist

Hany Armanious
born 1962, Ismalia, Egypt 
lives Sydney, Australia

Birth of Venus, 2010. Pigmented 
polyurethane resin. 4 × 48 × 49 
inches. Courtesy the artist and Foxy 
Production, New York.

Happiness, 2010. Pigmented 
polyurethane resin and pewter. 
27½ × 43 × 29 inches. Courtesy the 
artist and Foxy Production, New York.

Rashid Johnson
born 1977, Chicago, IL 
lives New York, NY

Spaces, 2010. Tiled mirror, wax, shea 
butter, book, and record album cover. 
50¼ × 61½ × 7¾ inches. Collection  
of Sam Orlofsky.

Between Nothingness and Eternity, 
2010. Tile, mirror, wax, paint, shea 
butter, book, and record album cover.  
67 × 67 × 10 inches. Private Collection.

Pam Lins
born 1957, Chicago, IL 
lives Brooklyn, NY

Slabs and Armatures Colonial Gold, 
2012. Plaster, paper maché, colored 
glass rods, waxed cord, aluminum 
armature wire, auto lacquer, medium-
density fiberboard, and ABX plywood. 
70 × 24 × 24 inches. Courtesy the 
artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery,  
New York.

Slabs and Armatures Cameo 
White, 2012. Plaster, paper maché, 
chopsticks, pencils, waxed cord, 
aluminum armature wire, auto lacquer, 
medium-density fiberboard, and 
ABX plywood. 60 × 22 × 22 inches. 
Courtesy the artist and Rachel Uffner 
Gallery, New York.

Barbados Mica painted ghost mirror 
GTO, 2010. Cast aqua resin with 
paint, auto-body paint, plaster, and 
ACX plywood. 71 × 20 × 20 inches. 
Courtesy the artist and Rachel Uffner 
Gallery, New York.

Donatello’s statue Shadow Gold layout 
reflection, 2010. Acrylic on panel,  
auto-body paint, plaster, and ACX 
plywood. 69 × 28 × 28 inches. 
Courtesy the artist and Rachel Uffner 
Gallery, New York.

Lincoln bookend obstruction, 2010. 
Acrylic on panel, acrylic paint, plaster, 
and ACX plywood. 60 × 23½ × 23½ 
inches. Courtesy the artist and Rachel 
Uffner Gallery, New York.

Tony Matelli
born 1971, Chicago, IL 
lives New York, NY

Art: Nina, 2011. Urethane on mirror.  
60 × 36 inches. Courtesy the artist and 
Leo Koenig Inc., New York.

Faces, 2011. Urethane on mirror.  
72 × 48 inches. Courtesy the artist and 
Leo Koenig Inc., New York.

Josh, 2010. Silicone, hair, fiberglass, 
urethane, steel, and clothes.  
22 × 30 × 74 inches. Courtesy the 
artist and Leo Koenig Inc., New York.

Ian Pedigo
born 1973, Anchorage, AK 
lives New York, NY

Bloom, 2011. Dried grass and Plexiglas. 
36 × 32 × 30 inches. Courtesy the 
artist and Klaus von Nichtssagend 
Gallery, New York

The Diaphanous Reflection of 
Aggregates, 2011. Wood, stone tile, 
ceramic tile, nails, metal, and paint.  
95 × 80 × 20 inches. Courtesy the 
artist and Klaus von Nichtssagend 
Gallery, New York.

The Universe was Halfway Shown, 
2010. Metal conduit, carpet, wood, 
grounding rod, paint, and spray paint. 
72 × 72 × 56 inches. Courtesy the 
artist and Klaus von Nichtssagend 
Gallery, New York.






