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A Met Rooftop Sci-Fi Showdown

1 3 5 ciations: invasion, imperi- Huma Bhabha's sculptural
Humanoid but STEP OUT ONTO THE ROOF of the Metropoli-  {§ Huma Bhabha: We Come in Peace alism or missionaries and other foreigners installation for the
otherworldly two tan Museum of Art, and you are confronted  eufies. Metropolitan Museum of Art whose intentions were not always innocent.  Metropolitan Museum of Art

4 by a towering figure, somewhat humanoid Ms. Bhabha, 56, who was born in Karachi, ~ Roof Garden opens on Tuesday

sculptures by Huma
Bhabha suggest hopeful
connections among
languages, civilizations
and even galaxies.

but with aferocious face that looks like a pri-
mate mask. She-He-It-They visually dwarfs
the jagged Manhattan skyline and the tree-
tops in Central Park. Kneeling before this
behemoth is a second figure, bowing in sup-
plication or prayer, with long cartoonish hu-
man hands and a scraggly tail emerging
from its shiny black drapery.

‘Welcome to Huma Bhabha's “We Come in
Peace,” aspare and unsettling sculptural in-

stallation for the Iris and B. Gerald Cantor
Roof Garden Commission, which opens on
Tuesday and runs through Oct. 28. While
the figures aren’t meant to be scary, in at
least one way they can be interpreted as a
warning sign. The title harks back to sci-
ence fiction, the line an alien uttered to a hu-
man in the 1951 movie “The Day the Earth
Stood Still” — but it ripples with other asso-

Pakistan, and educated at the Rhode Island
School of Design and Columbia University
(she lives in Poughkeepsie, N.Y.), is a smart
choice for the rooftop commission. Working
in figurative sculpture — or some version of
it — she provides a cross-cultural approach
that is needed particularly at this moment,
making connections among histories, lan-
guages and civilizations, and our shared
CONTINUED ON PAGE C18

and runs through Oct. 28. The
title, “We Come in Peace,” is
derived from “The Day the
Earth Stood Still.”

ROBERTA SMITH | ART REVIEW

Whats in a Line? Just Everything

A ravishing exhibition of
Cy Twombly’s drawings
redefines a great career.

ONCE UPON A TIME the Gagosian Gallery
produced museum-quality shows at an un-
matched rate — at least once a year. Then it
~ seemed to cede this role to the well-oiled
machine that is David Zwirner’s gallery.
But now Gagosian is back, with “Cy
Twombly: In Beauty It Is Finished: Draw-
ings 1951-2008,” a ravishing, revelatory and

@ In Beauty It Is Finished: Drawings
s 1951-2008
PicK Gagosian Gallery

AMY LOMBARD FOR THE NEW YORK TIMES

compressed overview of this great postwar
career that more than makes up for lost
time. Comprising over 90 drawings, col-
lages and the occasional painting on paper
at the West 21st Street gallery, this concen-
trated presentation spans more than five
decades and gives Twombly’s art a new
pace and immediacy. No matter how well
we may think we understand his achieve-
ment, it introduces an artist we haven’t
CCONTINUED ON PAGE C16

Soup That Eats Like a Meal?
Only if You’re Hungry for Art

A bay leaf and a leaf of paper: Eduardo Navarro
tasting an edible line drawing at his Drawing
Center exhibition, ‘Into Ourselves.’ Page 17.

CY TWOMBLY FOUNDATION, VIA GAGOSIAN

A detail of the unbound book of 36 paintings on paper from 1983-2002 that lends the show its title.
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Eduardo Navarro’s drawings
are meant to be eaten, even if
they don't taste like much.

By MEREDITH MENDELSOHN
We agreed to meet for lunch at an old wood-
paneled diner on Flushing Avenue in Bush-
wick, Brooklyn. When 1 arrived, the artist
Eduardo Navarro was already seated at a
Formica-clad four-top, nibbling at a plate of
mozzarella sticks.

Idecided to save my appetite for the main
course, which was sitting in a translucent
pink plastic case on the table. I wanted a
clean palate and empty stomach for what
‘we were there to eat: his drawing.

Mr. Navarro, 38, who is Argentine but
works in every corner of the world, had just
aFrived from his home in Basel, Switzer:
land, to prepare for the exhibition “Into Our-
selves” at the Drawing Center in SoHo. He’s
presenting 16 edible drawings there, dis-
played on shelves, through April 22, and T
was getting a preview tasting before the
show’s opening, where he would be feeding
the crowd one of the images dissolved in a
giant pot of soup.

‘When he returns to Switzerland after two
more feedings at the Drawing Center (in-
cluding one on April 21), he’ll have less to
carry. But as far as he’s concerned, those
drawings will not have fully vanished from
the world. Rather, they will have taken on a
different form, digested by those who eat
them and forever absorbed into their cells
— and, possibly, their minds.

“T've always been curious about how ba-
bies, when they are here in the new world,
put things in their mouth,” he said. “Per-
hapsif you truly want to understand a draw-
ing, you have to just eat it.”

Mr. Navarro’s project is not just a provoc-
ative gesture; it is also a sensory experi-
ment. He is asking us to contemplate art
with what he called an “internal eye,” or
through the stomach rather than the brain.

“This is not about the thrill of coming and
eating adrawing,” Brett Littman, the Draw-

‘Perhaps if you truly want
to understand a drawing,
you have to just eat it.”

ing Center’s executive director, said in a
phone interview before I met with the artist.
“Aesthetics throughout the Western tradi-
tion is very much tied to vision,” he ex-
plained. “The idea that metabolism and the
stomach could play arole in art and aesthet-
ics instead was one of the hinge points that
made me want to do the show.” (Mr. Littman
organized the exhibition with the Drawing
Center’s assistant curator Rosario Giii-
raldes.)

Not all of Mr. Navarro’s work involves
food, but much of it calls on participants to
use their senses and bodies in ways that
veer from the normal human script. His
projects may seem like absurdist interven-
tions in existence as we know it, but often
he’s genuinely trying to create ulterior in-
telligence.

In the 2016 Sdo Paulo Biennial, for in-
stance, Mr. Navarro attached a giant brass
trumpetlike device to a palm tree. Visitors
could put an ear up to the instrument — or
“hearing aid,” as he described it — to listen
to the tree. This was to hear not the leaves
rustling or insects inside, but the organism
itself.

I am eager to truly understand Mr.
Navarro’s peculiar black-marker line draw-
ings, which show comiclike, surrealist-look-
ing entities, like machines brought to life or
organisms that could only appear in a
dream. They’re made with edible marker on
sheets of rice paper, the kind that bakeries
use to print pictures on cakes. It's sturdier
and more porous than wood-pulp-based pa-
per, like a fibrous, chewy card stock.

The drawings are not obviously edible,
but for the works on display at the Drawing
Center, he inserted culinary clues into slits
in the paper: bay leaf, a sprig of rosemary, a
cinnamon stick. The drawings are arranged
under red heat lamps — the kind that are
used to hatch chicken eggs — and the envi-

Tess Thackara contributed reporting.

Into Ourselves

Through April 22 at the
Drawing Center, Manhattan;
212-219-2166;
drawingcenter.org.

- Soup’s On, With a Side of Art

A

ronment is not unlike a stomach, the artist
pointed out.

Atthe diner, I nibbled on a blank edge of a
sheet and was glad the chewy, relatively
tasteless paper would soften in hot liquid.
‘We ordered a bowl each of the soups of the
day: cream of broccoli, and chicken and
rice.

“The soup is merely a vehicle to transport
the images to the stomach,” he said. He has
been fine-tuning the concept for the Draw-
ing Center for the past year or so, first dur-
ing a residency at Der Tank at the Institut
Kunst in Basel last November, then at the
booth of his gallery, Nara Roesler, at the
ARCO art fair in Madrid in February.

“People at the fair were like: Is this real?
Are we really doing this?” he said. I felt the
same way when we began discussing which
drawing to eat, but the artist reassured me.
“If I ripped a drawing on paper, that would
be destructive,” he said. “But the drawing is
asking for this moment. It’s its destiny.”

He added, “It is not destroyed, it is just
scrambled.”

His merging of art and eating taps into a
concept from quantum physics — that infor-
mation and energy are never destroyed —

Black Holes, Coffee and Soup” at the Draw-
ing Center on Wednesday during a soup
tasting.)

Mr. Navarro’s edible drawings fit into the
tradition of food as performance or medi-
um: the culinary manifestoes of the Futur-
ists and Surrealists; the communal dining
happenings of Gordon Matta-Clark, Rirkrit
Tiravanija and Jennifer Rubell; Joseph
Beuys’s use of chocolate, lard and dried
meat.

But Mr. Navarro is an outlier, Mr. Littman
asserted.

“I've eaten Paul McCarthy sculptures or
Dieter Roth sculptures, but they are made
from chocolate or bubble gum,” he said.
“But in the 11 years I've been here no artist
has explored eating a drawing as a possibil-
ity?

Ms. Giiiraldes and Mr. Littman (who be-
gins a new role as director of the Isamu No-
guchi Foundation and Garden Museum in
May) both suggested that Mr. Navarro’s
work might have more in common with
William Pope.L’s “Eating The Wall Street
Journal” (2000), in which the artist sat on a
toilet suspended in the air and ate pieces of

thathas long him. (To that end,
Tom Banks, a physicist from Rutgers Uni-
versity, led a discussion titled “Entropy,

the newspaper to “digest the news” or Felix
G lez-Tc e dy d portraits
of his lover who was dying of AIDS, in which
visitors are invited to take a piece as a rep-
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“Top, drawings are arranged
under red heat lamps to begin
the melting process before they
are put in a caldron. Before his
drawings go under the heat
lamps, Eduardo Navarro, left,
inserts culinary clues into slits
in the paper: bay leaf, a spring
of rosemary, a cinnamon stick.
Above, he served his art by the
cup to visitors at the Drawing
Center, including, far left, Felipe
Mujica and Ksenia Pavlenko.

resentation of his diminishing weight.

And while Mr. Navarro is not religious,
it’s hard not to think of the biblical passage
in which Ezekiel eats a scroll so he caninter-
nalize and speak the word of God. Mr.
Navarro also cites cannibalism as an influ-
ence, noting how some societies eat hu-
mans to gain their power and strengths.
The thought did not elude me when I spot-
ted a drawing at the diner of a bald entity
with a giant eyeball connected to a coiling
intestine — a frequent motif in his edible
work. It looked like a totemic image from
another galaxy.

Mr. Navarro gently tore apart the draw-
ing and placed it on the surface of the soup,
and the paper slowly transformed into a
nearly translucent, gelatinous skin, leaving
the black outline of the image still visible.
“It’s like a soup tattoo,” he observed. It also
added some welcome texture to the cream
of broccoli, we both agreed.

After taking a few bites, he sighed with
relief. “It’s liberating to think about the
drawings leaving the archive,” he said.
“There is so much mummification in art.
You have to think about how it's shown and
how it’s collected and stored and archived.”

A few days later, on a cold evening at the
Drawing Center, Mr. Navarro prepared a
spicy vegetable soup in a giant pot on a hot
plate. He dissolved four sheets of a drawing
of a multinosed creature into the pot, and
visitors were offered a cup as they
streamed through.

“It’s a different way of digesting it, much
more visceral,” said Jessica Kaire, who had
also eaten a Gonzalez-Torres candy.

When asked if ingesting the drawing
made it more memorable, the art historian
and critic Alex Kitnick replied, “Ask me to-
morrow.”




