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We're at Chelzea Whores, Houston-based Mark Flood's second one-person show in New York
and his first at Zach Feuer Gallery in Chelsea. The artwork immediately to one's left isa
spraypainted stenal on a tin sign called, deseriptively, EXXON / TAKE DRUGS. A work a few
feet away, METH / COMMUNITY EREAKFAST, consists of a Golden Caks Montessor lawn
sign—the plastic kind on a pair of prongs that pokes into suburban verges to advertise local
events—with a message stenciled on the front in silver spravpaint. The message reads
"METH." The artist's name is misspelled, "Mark Lood', on the adhesive vinyl signage by the
front desk. Mark Flood is 52 vears old.

The ink was still drying on art world paragon Vince Aletti's remarks when I looked at the
gallery guest book--"more attitude please, really”--and | co-signed. At this professional kevel,
at thia point in time, in New York, there's no getting away with work as blissfully offhand and
noncommittal as this. There's too much art to be seen for expensive large-scale shrugs to
oeeupy any real space in the art brain's real estate, and we should be able to shut the door on
this show as we do with the thousands of stoned young men pawing without direction at the
world through art. Flood is decades clear of the young spacers, however, and this show has an
almighty twist.

But first, what of the stuff that looks dumb? It is dumb!
The point made by METH / COMMUNITY BREAKFAST
rarden Oiaks Momtessoni Annuad would appear to be that wholesomeness and destruction
N = O coexist in American communities. Fair enough: there's
k Nt o Mass rich potential for top-rotch shock in an underbelly's
| = v swooping reveal. But all Flood did was pinch a sign from a
s g % e g roadside lawn and spray a word on it. He didn't put the
L-j EE; altered sign back for the community to reflect upon; he
took it to an art gallery. To call him a prankster would
suggest an active, politicized subwversiveness of which,
here, there's no evidence. Flood presents an unmeasurably
small amount of intellectual and physical effort—in this
work he is taking it very easy--s0 ambivalenee and

I = aceeptance become the available viewer responses, Meth is
_ a particularly mean death drug, and yes there are at least







