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“The Mother of Us All”
Jennifer Sobin

“I Before EEEEE, and Well Out to Sea, 
& Words Like Neighbors and Way”
Chris Sullivan

The Art Police  
Randolph Street Gallery  
April 9

Jennifer Sobin’s piece started at  
9:22 p.m. Her stage had been set and 
was quite ornate. A large painting of 
buildings and water hung in the  
background.  Stars were dangling  
from string in front of it and below 
them was a plastic pool filled with 
water. At stage right there was a table 
with all kinds of food and  
grocery items on it.

When she entered the stage she  
was wearing a wild costume and pur-
ple body paint. She posed as the 
Statue of Liberty in front of the  
backdrop.

She spoke poetically throughout  
the piece, but was devoid of energy as 
though she were not sure of what she 
spoke. However, there were many 
striking images such as the birth of a 
baby out of the end of a big penis, her 
chest of a hundred breasts made from 
blue and pink plastic cups, and a very 
interesting scene where she went to 
the grocery store with a cart equipped 
with paint cans and brushes so that 
she could change the color of her pur-
chases before she got home The feel of 
her piece was very much of tempera 
paint and papier mache. Lots of bright 
colors and glue.

It all seemed matter-of-fact. She  
 

had set up certain things to do and  
she did them; she had certain things  
to say and she said them.

There was a very nice scene at the 
end where she lit a paper boat on fire 
and set it to sail h, the small plastic 
pool. It was about being a mother  
The mother of the world. The mother 
of us all.

ended with his delivering of a bent 
version of “The House that Jack Built” 
in full

I found Sullivan’s execution to be 
very interesting to watch. However, it 
was about 50 minutes long and people 
in the audience were leaving through-
out the performance. I talked  
with Chris afterwards and he too felt 
perplexed as to why the people left. 
There was also a noisy crowd in the 
other room and this disturbed him 
Despite all of this I was very intrigued 
by the whole performance. He had a 
lot to say and he had such an in- 
teresting way to say it. It’s too bad that 
people were not able to endure  
the entire piece, but there are no 
 commercials in performance.

Brendan deVallance 

International Workers’ Day  
“The Night Before”  
Various Artists
Noise Factory  
April 30

A small event. Not many people. 
Poetry, Performance, Music.
Life...Humans...Good, Bad, indif- 
ferent...
Poetry by: Kate Ryan, Paul Skiff, 
Yvonne Green.

Performances by: Mark Canfield 7 
Brendan deVallance, Kevin Henry, 
Scott Marshall, Kevin Coffee.

Music by: Dementia 13 
Vic Bowler

Nigel Rolfe  
In Performance 
Randolph St. Gallery 
April 18

Nigel Rolfe is from Dublin, Ireland, 
we are told by the poster. At a lecture 
by the artist earlier in the week I had 
learned that he is originally from 
England, but has been living in Ireland, 
outside of Dublin for several years. He 
said he considered where he was now 
living to be a more “primitive” place.

He was originally a sculptor. One of 
his earlier works done in London was 
called “The Red Wedge” and in- 
volved Nigel sawing up a ton of wood 
over a week long period, eight hours a 
day, and creating a pillar with the 
wood which rose to the ceiling and 
actually lifted the ceiling two inches. 
The wedge, and daily photographs 
documenting it’s construction 
remained in the gallery for visitors. The 
ceiling later had to be replaced.

Later, in Ireland, he began creating 
works, done at home usually for an 
audience of only his wife, which used 
his body in the making of real time 
sculpture, tying his limbs to a specially 
prepared table, or pouring liquid over 
his arm, leaving a trace when it  
was removed.

This immediate physical contact 
with his materials as well as his live 
presence in the work itself was later 
explored further in a long series of 
pieces in which he created square 
shaped “grow~d drawings,” symbols 
and pattens stenciled onto the floor 
with flour, coal dust, or clay. The mate-
rial was sometimes six inches I deep 
and furrowed. The drawings, 

Chris Sullivan’s piece began at 9:40 
p.m. It too had a large painted  
backdrop with brown bricks and  
various kitchen and bathroom fixtures 
all painted on it. h, front of that were 
about five tables set up with dinner 
place settings and candles and cob-
webs. h, various chairs clothing was 
draped as though the people had 
evaporated.

Sullivan’s piece was a monologue 
He walked about the stage talking to 
imaginary people and telling us of his 
life. Throughout, he assumed un- 
countable personae, some of whom 
were very frantic and others who  
were very collected.

I thought the way he used his props 
was very effective. He would go from 
table to table introducing us to this 
person and that person and then he 
would suddenly stop and run over to a 
wooden box that was up on a stand. 
He would prop up the lid, get into the 
box, and begin this C.B. (citizen band 
radio) conversation using tin cans in a 
maniac and childlike way. He was 
playing and it was fun The piece 






