
 
 
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
This Austrian artist, who spent most of her life in New York—she 
died in 1997, at the age of sixty-two—brought the ebullience of 
Pop to her Cold War critique of advertising culture. The result is 
serrated gaiety. This delightful show gathers works from the 
early sixties to the late eighties, including a wealth of colorful 
canvases, a cartoony ceramic bust with enormous sunglasses, 
and a rolling clothes rack hung with silhouetted figures cut out of 
vinyl. The painting “City,” from 1979, retains the glamour of the 
fashion spreads from which it probably borrowed its chic women 
in green ensembles. Nothing seems amiss about the models, who 
are set against an expertly unfussy trompe-l’oeil marble 
backdrop—until, that is, you notice that they have glowing voids 
in lieu of eyes. The sculpture “Bombs in Love,” from 1962, is 
pointedly saccharine: two brightly painted missile casings 
adorned with plastic heart baubles snuggle up together, as if to 
say, Make love, not war. 

— Johanna Fateman 
 


