SEANKELLY

Velsaco, David. “Terence Koh — Mary Boone Gallery, Artforum, May 2011.

ARTFORUM

SUMMER PREVIEW
HOWS WORLDWIDE

Terence Koh
MARY BOOMNE GALLERY

e oy he

For betrer or worse, Terence Koh is a senious artist. You f
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taim af sale on vour knees, as Koh did for “nothingtoodon,” his selo
debast ar Mary Baome Gallery. And vou really have o be serious to take
a vow of silence, as Koh also did, for the duration of the hibiticn.
The often hushed, almost reverential rone of tf
bolstered this seriousness, as did the artise's overall aesthenic fussiness:
his all-white ourhe, the removal of any vestiges of decoraion from che
gallery’s reception space, the care with which the edges of the sal
mosnd were real ed ar the end of each day.

K.oh must be serious, But it is also so often the way thar the serious
and the unsericus dovetall i his work that grves it traction. “Mayhbe
the work 15 an extended apology for past bad-boy behavior,” Roberta
smith proposes in her revigw for the New York Times, thus displacing
the larger art-hiscorical Crajectory |Marina Abramaovil, Yoko Ono,
Tehching Haieh, Eiko & Komal and situating “mothingtomacloe™ i ehe
lineage of celebrity rehab. And so the self-proclaimed *Naomi Camphel
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Steven Klein rabloid-stvle photo shoot, but snll, In 2008, Campbell
spent two hundred hours working off her ransgressions at London’s
‘ﬁ'h|[|.\_'r|,;|.1\|_'| Mission centery in 20011, Koh spent ewo hundred howrs
wting arcund a cone of sale, =1 have to tell vou, 1 ind
solace in sweeping,” the model prisoner told W magazine in june 2007,

wdience refbected and

Ihl“.'l.‘l'i”.!:..'l'“ll ros

atoer .||'||..||:|'|;-r, shorter communitv-service stint with the New York
Sanitation Department. 1 have no other responsibilities. | have no
phone. | have ome to think, §just have, you ke, peace.”

“Peace iz nothingtoodoos,™ Koh states in an opague letter that
accompanied the exhibaton. This is not Chno's w ishful thinking—imag
Lne l.'ll.'".1£l."—|'|l;||: a confirmation of the immediacy of presence: ¥ [Pleace
we; peace 1z evervwhere; peace iz now,”™ Kob also weites in
he fumbled, childlike spelling and lowercase scrawl in hus
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with his insistent, diurnal, tasklike performance. Mo other responsi-
bilities. His words have a verse, generic charm, like humanist aphorisms
drilled into gr.jd;_'-:i._'l'.n('ul students. Bur the work and s rigle alao invoke
the droll irony of Immanee] Kant, who speculated that one version of
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“perpetual peace™ might be the *
race.” Koh’ absrruse, F\.liurur loking, and frankly beauritul repention

vast burial ground of the human

could protier an alternative to mass extinction, for application by the
living. It doesn't seem a viable oprion, bur it is something. Nothing o
da, indeed.

At the end of the performance’s final day, Koh stood up, gave a humble
wave, and retired to che back room. Young men dressed in white
-.'rm-rp-:d from the gallery's offices with |'r|.|'|h'r-\. of salt Fll,'l'l.l'il{"g and ice
dipped in lemon, | stood sucking on the sweet e, which lost its sweet-
ness as | sucked, and wondered why “endurance™ persists as a mode in
performance art, and whether ivs possible—especially now, when the
brusiness of authenticity seems so entangled with the terms of the mar-
ket—to engage with the practice withour also rehearsing a nostalgia
for :.'|I'll"l|!|'.|l."r BEnerarion ol |'l|.'|".-:l|'1'|1:'|rI4.'l.' arriars, for a time whl,'n \IIL'I‘I
things coubd be raken seriowsly, For a time when | mighe see a poignanr
endurance piece in a gallery and not recall episode cighty-six of Sex and
tire City, in which Mikhail Barvshnikov defends an ersatz version of
Mhramovic's The Hosese with the Ovean Vigee, 2002, to Sarah Jessica
Parker. 1 am serous; she 1s serious. You're the one whe is not serions,”
he tells her, before a
rake “mothingtoodon™ germwsly, o, indeed, if 2 “serious™ reception
voids it of a certain productive resonance, of that high'low tension that
Koh has so frequently worked with aplomb.

ng her out on a dare. 1 seill don’t know how o

—Dhavid Velasco
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