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Pick up a pink glow-stick bracelet on your way into “Blessed Avenue,” 

Satterwhite’s impressive début with the gallery. A large screen bisects the 

black-walled space, playing a hallucinatory video—a Boschian sci-fi 

tableau—which attests to the artist’s command of digital animation and 3-D-

modelling software. In the endless simulated shot, dancers and S & M 

performers populate a gay mega-club, a maze of fragmented machinery 

apparently adrift in space. The dystopian scene has a surprisingly poignant 

twist: the action is set to an electronic soundtrack created from cassette tapes 

of the artist’s mother, singing a capella. In the accompanying installation, a 

conceptual boutique, the artist hawks affordable items from pill organizers to 

tambourines, all printed with dashed-off drawings and charming, 

handwritten notes. 

— The New Yorker 


