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the event’s official agenda, which champions cultural diversity. In addi-
tion to chatting with one of the artists at the opening, she interviews 
some of the show’s real-life principals, including the curators, the money-
men, and even Brazil’s minister of culture. She never challenges or inter-
rogates them, but simply lets them respond to her softball prompts. 
By inferring that she’s “one of them,” her subjects candidly reveal the 
backstories of the corporate sponsorships and business arrangements that 
are their markers for “success.” Nobody really cares about or under-
stands the art, or for that matter the disadvantaged populations they 
profess to educate. 

In This meeting is being recorded, a single-channel, ninety-nine-
minute video, Fraser plays seven different people, primarily white 
women, who meet for a session of “diversity and anti-racism training.” 
The artist’s monologues are based on interviews she conducted with 
several women who, according to the show’s press release, “apply psy-
choanalytic group-relations methods to the task of examining their 
internal racism and their roles in white supremacy.” Fraser appears 
life-size on a large monitor; the chair she occupies is the same as those 
in which we are invited to sit, and she frequently addresses the audience 
directly. We are all entangled in the problematic, soul-bearing excursus 
Fraser orchestrates. One character emphatically announces that she’s 
having a very hard time. She wants to feel safe, but alienation is her 
constant companion. She’s overwhelmed by problems of male domina-
tion, white fragility, aging, and her own racism and self-loathing. 

Nothing is spared in this deep dive into how white women constantly 
and competitively turn on each other. The video also looks at their con-
flicted relations with Black women, their appalling narcissism, their 
struggles with guilt and privilege, and their contempt for the younger 
generation. (“I don’t want to be told what my politics are, for God’s 
sake. But if you give me shit, I just, you know . . . deal with your anger. 
Don’t make it mine. I got plenty of my own.”) She’s putting it all out 
there, complete with extraordinary body language, mannerisms, and 
expressions that effectively help to blur the distinction between truth 
and fiction. Her character’s emotions are riding high as she exhorts us to 
examine ourselves. “We are all people, we’re all vulnerable. What about 
you! What about you!” Are we about to achieve a breakthrough? No 
such luck, alas. “We’ve hit our time boundary, so see you next week.” 

—Jan Avgikos

Tom of Finland
DAVID KORDANSKY GALLERY

True to his pseudonym, gay erotic illustrator Tom of Finland was, in 
fact, a Finn. Born Touko Valio Laaksonen in 1920, he was by all 
accounts a humble man. As a young recruit in World War II, he was 
majorly inspired, creatively and sexually, by the hypermasculine, physi-
cally fit military aesthetic of Allies and Nazis alike (minus the fascism 
of the latter). He went on to invent a vast army of his own, featuring a 
battalion of big-dicked studs who were forever on the hunt for a good 
fucking and sucking. By the time he died in 1991, at the age of seventy-
one, his reputation as an iconic pornographer was known the world 
over; it has only expanded since.

Starting in 1968, Laaksonen developed a series of black-and-white 
graphic novels titled Kake, named after its mustachioed star character. 
Two different stories, rendered in pen and ink and arranged in sequen-
tial page order, were on display at David Kordansky Gallery. Both tales 
are rape fantasies that, in classic Tom of Finland fashion, are portrayed 
not as abhorrent, but rather as opportunities for playful debauchery, 
with plenty of position swapping so that everyone gets a chance to 
either top or bottom. The action is fast and furious: No need for lube 
or brushed teeth, it’s all wham, bam, fuck me man! The outrageousness 
of everything is downright comical.

In Kake vol. 22 – “Highway Patrol,” 1980, Kake is depicted as a 
leather-clad motorcyclist savagely ravished by a couple of highway 
patrolmen behind a giant billboard. Meanwhile, Kake vol. 21 – 
“Greasy Rider” 1978, begins as a trespassing dispute in the country-
side and turns into yet another ménage à trois, involving boot licking, 
double penetration, water sports, and more. One can practically hear 
the ecstatic moans and groans emanating from each framed panel. 
On a gentler note, the exhibit also included preparatory sketches, 
highlighting the artist’s masterly drawing skills, along with “mood 
board” photocollages, consisting of images torn from magazines and 
newspapers of men and their assorted riding machines. 

Obviously, Kake and compa-
ny’s sexploits aren’t meant for your 
Aunt Gladys. But in this day and 
age, someone’s likely to be offended. 
Has the alarm been rung about this 
unabashed celebration of “toxic 
masculinity?” Honestly, to judge 
the work with such a flinty spirit is 
silly and counterrevolutionary. For 
most of the past century, gay guys 
were portrayed as prancing pansies. 
Laaksonen smashed the stereotype, 
providing an alternative full of smil-
ing sexy studs who provoked count-
less men to launch their own sexual 
explorations. His vision especially 
influenced the 1970s gay clone era 
and helped provoke much cultural 
debate about what constitutes 
“manliness” in both attitude and 
appearance. How wonderful that 
Laaksonen, as if by magic, turned 
shopworn images of machismo 
into gloriously flaming symbols of 
fagginess that often make even the 
draggiest of drag queens look pretty 
modest by comparison. 

Tom of Finland, 
Untitled, 1978, pen 
and ink on paper, 
113⁄4 × 81⁄4". From  
the twenty-two-part 
suite Kake vol. 21 –  
“Greasy Rider.”

Andrea Fraser,  
This meeting is  
being recorded,  

2021, UHD video 
installation (color, 

sound, 99 minutes), 
six chairs. Photo:  

Alex Yudzon. 
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Interestingly, or maybe ironically, the gallery’s West Chelsea location 
was once an after-dark playground for Tom of Finland types. Up until 
the early 2000s, the neighborhood and the nearby Meatpacking District 
were sprinkled with various leather bars and clubs. (Only the Eagle 
remains, a few blocks from Kordansky, surrounded by glass high-rises.) 
Nowadays, the Tom of Finland Foundation in Los Angeles, which 
helped curate the exhibition, keeps Laaksonen’s legacy alive via artist 
residencies, events, shows, and contests. Meanwhile, a slew of retailers 
provide a wide range of merchandise, from oven mitts to jigsaw puz-
zles, emblazoned with all kinds of kinked-out ToF imagery. Even in a 
gentrified, commodified world, Laaksonen’s work still has the ability 
to shock, delight, and arouse. Horny hunks with ten-inch erections will 
never go out of style.

—Linda Simpson

Adam Putnam
P.P.O.W

In a conversation a few years ago with critic Lauren O’Neill-Butler, 
Adam Putnam spoke of his interest in what he called “the format of the 
fragment” and the role it plays in supporting a certain mood of circum-
spection he wants present in his work—an “ambition to keep things 
hidden,” as he put it. For the artist, who has embraced a wide assort-
ment of modes and media over the past two decades, this willful 
opacity isn’t just free-floating obscurantism. Rather, it’s designed to 
be placed in productive tension with the idea that meaningful connec-
tions are in fact ultimately discoverable within and between even the 
most esoteric sources, if only the right procedures and/or sensibilities 
are brought to bear on them.

O’Neill-Butler and Putnam were discussing the artist’s 2017 photo-
graphic series “Portholes,” which comprises roughly sixty small, seduc-
tively dim gelatin silver prints that depict enigmatic bodies, bits of 
architecture, and scenes from nature. But since that project, Putnam’s 
deployment of the fragment to simultaneously suggest and forestall 
meaning has become even more deeply ingrained. His next major body 

of work, “Landscapes,” 2019, consisted of sixteen small ink drawings 
focused mostly on bits of unidentified sky and horizon, calling to mind 
a colorized version of Emily Nelligan’s en plein air chiaroscuros. 
“Holes,” Putnam’s exhibition at P.P.O.W, felt like a quantitative and 
qualitative apotheosis of both those projects—here, his conceptual 
interests were further atomized and dispersed among literally hundreds 
of discrete works. This densely compelling show included a selection 
of forty-four-by-thirty-inch framed drawings, a trio of gelatin silver 
prints, and an arrangement of long tables on which 377 postcardlike 
ink-on-paper “Visualizations,” 2020–, an ongoing series he began dur-
ing the pandemic lockdown, were displayed. Also, stewing away in a 
second gallery was Tower, 2023, a looming white monolith that 
hummed and burbled while various sorts of ejecta occasionally perco-
lated from the orifices that dotted its surface. (The sculpture was based 
on another piece Putnam made for “Human Threads,” a 2022 show at 
Glasgow’s Tramway that featured projects designed to give individuals 
with profound and multiple learning disabilities opportunities to inter-
act with diverse sensory phenomena.) 

When I first encountered Tower, most of its circular apertures seemed 
inert. Occasionally, however, one burped up a slick of bubbles, while 
another emitted a cloud of smoke—illuminated like sunset cirrus by a 
bank of juicily colored spotlights—that swirled above viewers’ heads. 
Wispy remnants of the haze eventually wended their way into the main 
gallery, hovering above the mazelike counters on which the visualiza-
tion cards were laid out. Each of the larger framed drawings depicted 
a cavity cut into a decorative horizontal plane, like a tile floor in some 
hot, dusty Iberian hallway, that stretched backward toward a flat wall 
or horizon line. The geometric incisions—triangular in [Untitled] – 
Hole 4; trapezoidal in [Untitled] – Hole 5; rectangular and snaking, in 
a recapitulation of the nearby display tables, in [Untitled] – Hole 6—
were strategically poised between trap and portal. However, [Untitled] 
Hole 2 (all 2021–22), with its glimpse of the very top of a descending 
ladder, proposed that they were, at least in part, meant to be thought 
of as means of escape, perhaps from the endless flatness of the multiyear 
isolation during which they were made.

Putnam’s colorful miniatures constituted the show’s most populous 
element. Eluding all but the most general categorizations, the images, 
responding to both nature and culture, ran the gamut—figurative and 
abstract, ominous and cheerful, celestial and terrestrial, mundane 
and spiritual. A hand offering a rose, a wave pouring from the open 
entrance of a brick building, a bolt of lightning creasing a dark sky—
taken together, Putnam’s tableaux suggested a kind of oneiric tarot 
deck in which the stable cosmology of the major and minor arcana 
has been replaced by an unfettered cascade of cryptically symbolic, 
inscriptive, and decorative mark-making. Instead of functioning as 
windows onto the future, however, these acted more like keyholes 
through which to view the affectual history of one person’s recent past, 
inside and out.

—Jeffrey Kastner

Eve Fowler
GORDON ROBICHAUX

Through a tripartite cycle of exceptional films made over the past seven 
years, Eve Fowler has surrounded herself with women working. Shot 
on 16 mm, the black-and-white with it which it as it if it is to be, 2016, 
portrays artists doing what they do in their studios, day in and day out. 
For part II, 2019, she focused more explicitly on women artists thriving 
during their “late career” phases and on the breakthroughs that still 
occur therein. The third piece in the filmic trifecta, Labor, 2023, is a 
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Adam Putnam, Tower, 
2023, mixed media, 
13' 6" × 36" × 36". 
Photo: Stan Narten.
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