hacked the software inside a Nintendo game cartridge, strip-
ping out all the graphic elements except the clouds and sky.
When he showed Super Mario Clouds at Team Gallery in
2003, the effect on viewers was hypnotic, and the piece landed
him in the next year’s Whitney Biennial. Not that most

viewers understood what Arcan-
gel had done, admits the voluble
artist. “Curators and galleries
keep asking me, ‘Where’s the
DVD?’” he says. There is none—
just a normal game console run-
ning a hacked cartridge.

More geek than esthete with his
quirky wardrobe, excitable man-
ner, and enthusiasm for all things tech, the lanky Arcangel
works from the assumption that most dealers and collectors
have neither the knowledge nor the inclination to understand
the coding feats underlying his art. He thinks hard about which
ideas are appropriate for a gallery and which should simply
circulate among fellow geeks on the Web. “People in the art
world think visually,” Arcangel explains, “so any piece for that
context has to work for people with zero interest in technol-
ogy.” Normally, he says, 40 percent of his work remains out-
side the art scene, although lately it’s been more like 20
percent, because he had a heavy schedule of exhibitions, such
as the “Automatic Update” group show at New York’s Mu-
seum of Modern Art that closes on the 10th of this month.
There he exploited the retro technology of VCRs to create a
sort of abstract color-field projection work.

For a solo show last fall at Team Gallery, Arcangel took the
Beatles’ 1964 appearance on The Ed Sullivan Show, digitized it,
and then programmed the video code to visually “degrade” a lit-
tle more each time it was shown, a simulation of what happens
with actual videotape. “It looked pretty uncool at the opening,
like I hadn’t really done anything,” he says, laughing slightly at
the reaction viewers might have had. “But over the next month
it got worse, until it was totally smeared. At two weeks, it
looked cool.”

Over time, Arcangel says, the gallery audience is getting a
little more tech savvy, making a broader range of work viable.
One future piece will involve a computer configured to send
itself undeliverable e-mails, creating a loop of accreting data
until the hard drive crashes. “That should be understandable

asove Each time the
computer replays
footage of the Beatles’
appearance on The Ed
Sullivan Show in
Untitled (After Lucier),
2006, the image
degrades slightly.

to the art world,” he predicts. “I mean, my mom uses e-mail.”
His next challenge is Web 2.0, the era defined by prepack-
aged sites like MySpace and YouTube. “I haven’t wrapped my
head around YouTube,” Arcangel confesses. “Web art used to
be about mashing up code, because to make a Web site you had
to learn HTML. Now you just open a MySpace or Blogger
account and start inputting content.” One area he’s been explor-
ing is the place where pop culture and this new Internet mode
connect. He recently put the text of Kurt Cobain’s suicide note
online, leaving space for Google AdSense ads alongside the
Gen X icon’s last words. Every time a Cobain fan clicked on the
ads, Arcangel made money. “I got about $300 worth of checks
before Google sent me a note saying, ‘We don’t think this is the
best use of our services.””’ —NMarc Spiegler

BIRENDSsetters

The
Other Side
of Paradise

Using

collage,
video, and
seawatenr

ice

cream,
Quisqgueya
enriguez
deflates
Caribbean stereotypes with

a sharp wit

For a recent series of collages she composed from news-
paper clippings, Quisqueya Henriquez constructed pictures of
baseball players sprouting supermuscular arms and extra ap-
pendages made of balls and helmets. These Frankenstein-like
images, more absurd than horrific, poke fun at the image of the
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hypersexualized
sports machine often
associated with Do-
minican men who
come to the United
States to play ball.
Throughout her work,
Henriquez wittily
skewers preconcep-
tions about Latin
Americans. “There
are so many stereo-
types about Caribbean
people: hot-blooded,
passionate, not
thinkers,” says Hen-
riquez, who speaks
rapidly and invokes

to draw us in,” says
Brooklyn Museum as-
sistant curator Tumelo
Mosaka. “We recog-
nize the image or the
object, but once we’re
in it we realize that
it’s been shifted. And
that shifting makes us
think more about
where we’re coming
from.”

That approach is ev-
ident in several photo-
graphic diptychs,
titled Paraiso de la
verdura (Paradise of
Greenness, 2002-6),

literary influences
from John Cheever to

which Mosaka se-
lected for “Infinite

José Saramago as readily as she does art- asove Untitled Island: Contemporary Caribbean Art,” on view
historical ones. “But I was educated for think- (Baseball Players), through January 27. The pairings have been shot
ing; that’s one of my passions about art.” 2007. ez.ow Goggles through goggles. In one piece, the right lens

The 40-year-old artist, whose first solo mu- tint the Caribbean shows two empty chairs facing the ocean—as

seum survey opens at the Bronx Museum of
Arts on the 16th of this month, spent more than
a decade crisscrossing the Caribbean in pursuit
of that education. Born in Cuba and raised in the
Dominican Republic, Henriquez returned to Havana when she

was 20 to learn painting at the Instituto Superior de Arte. There

her studies concentrated on Minimalism and arte povera. After
graduation she lived in Mexico for several years, where her at-

tention turned to photography. Then, during four years in
Miami, she shifted her focus from making all-white
Post-Minimalist sculpture to creating topical work that ad-
dresses issues like colonialism and stereotyping. Though she
returned to Santo Domingo in 1999 to be closer to her family,
she says she considers Miami her “art home.” It’s the location
of her gallery, David Castillo, where she will show recent
sculpture, video, and installation work in November.
Henriquez’s diverse body of work is united by her interest in
familiar and seemingly banal imagery. “She uses everyday ob-
jects that we feel comfortable confronting and engaging with

scenery in Paraiso de
la verdura (Paradise of
Greenness), 2002-6.

in an advertisement for an idyllic Caribbean
vacation—while the left offers a dingy view
with a tin-roofed shack standing before the sea.
In another pairing, one lens shows a calm ocean
with a ship—an oil tanker?—on the horizon; the other, a horse
carcass among lush greenery. Mosaka says such juxtapositions

force viewers to ask, “Is this really a paradise I'm looking at?”

A more offbeat challenge to common prejudices is Hen-

riquez’s Helado de Agua de Mar Caribe (Caribbean Seawater
Ice Cream, 2002), fabricated with the help of a chemical engi-
neer, who adjusted the levels of fat, salt, and bacteria in the
seawater. The rich, salty, cyan-colored dessert, first made for
Art Chicago’s 2002 “Metropolis” exhibition, will be served to
visitors at Henriquez’s solo show at the Bronx Museum. Using
ice cream, Henriquez explains, enables her to playfully chal-
lenge preconceptions—that seawater cannot be frozen, that
dessert is sweet, and, by extension, that Caribbean people are
one way or another. “What you expect,” the artist observes, “is
not always what is there.” —Rachel Somerstein
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