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William Scott dreams of the future, of “Beautiful Peace on Earth,” as he 
titled the video that introduces his inspired new show, at Ortuzar Projects 
(through Sept. 26). The piece, made in 2013, reimagines the “Star Wars” 
villain Darth Vader—played by Scott, in an impressive hand-fashioned 
mask—as a gentle champion of urban landscape, an Afrofuturist St.  Francis, 
patron saint of pigeons. Inside the main gallery are nineteen of the dynamic 
acrylic paintings, on canvas and paper, that have earned the fifty-seven-
year-old Bay Area artist an international following, from MOMA to the 
Palais de Tokyo, in Paris. Since 1992, Scott has worked out of a studio at 
Creative Growth, a nonprofit center in Oakland for the self-taught, whose 
imaginations are unrestricted by art-world dictums and fads. This is not 
to suggest that Scott is oblivious to pop culture: Janet Jackson and Diana 
Ross appear in his crew of time travellers. The stargazing portrait above, 
completed this year, is from the endearingly named series “Wholesome 
Encounters.” It’s typical of the artist’s bright, synthetic vision, in which 
sci-fi and Sunday church socials go hand in hand.—Andrea K. Scott

AT THE GALLERIES

now and then, requires a bit of a climb to be 
viewed properly. You may then be reluctant 
to move along, so engrossing is the work’s 
rambunctious grotesquerie and smack-on-
the-ground adamancy at the edge of a lovely 
wood. That’s a happenstantial quality of the 
finest things at Storm King: art that, beyond 
looking good, feels keenly aware of where it is 
and what it’s doing there.—P.S. (stormking.org)

“Community Board”
Many resourceful artists have responded 
brilliantly to the pandemic and to the sum-
mer’s mass protests, but recent events have 

also elicited new meanings from works made 
in the now distant-seeming Before. The ten 
contributors to this online exhibition, on the 
Petzel gallery’s Web site, engage with ideas of 
collectivity, albeit not always explicitly. A trio 
of paintings by Ross Bleckner, made between 
1998 and 2000, relate obliquely to the theme, 
with their aqueous clusters of pearl-like forms, 
which evoke a microscopic view of cells in a 
body. In 2014, Walead Beshty installed pieces 
of raw copper in the gallery’s office, where they 
were tarnished by daily tasks—at once a record 
of labor and a suite of enigmatic abstractions. 
The clearest expression of community here 
is by Rirkrit Tiravanija, who, in 2006, sent 

news photos of Thai protesters to his former 
students in Thailand and asked them to make 
pencil copies. The results—studious depictions 
of marching, chanting crowds—speak to our 
present paradoxical moment of solidarity and 
isolation.—J.F. (petzel.com)

“(Nothing but) Flowers”
“There is nothing you can see that is not a 
flower,” a haiku by Basho begins. Karma, an 
enterprising gallery and bookstore in the East 
Village, takes those words to heart in an un-
commonly good show with a simple conceit: 
floral paintings by fifty-nine artists. The gal-
lerist Brendan Dugan is also an accomplished 
book designer, and the visual intelligence of 
the exhibition, the flow and the syncopation of 
images, delivers almost as much pleasure as the 
paintings themselves. The arch melancholy of 
“Broken Flowers,” from 2020, a study in opac-
ity and transparency by the Finnish-born Pari-
sian newcomer Henni Alftan, becomes sharper 
and stranger in the intimate company of Susan 
Jane Walp’s trance of a still-life—blueberries 
offset by a hollyhock blossom—from 2000, 
which opens into the lemon joys of a Peter 
Doig oil on board, from 1989. Sometimes flow-
ers mark mourning. In 2017, Jennifer Packer 
painted a lush, nearly abstract arrangement, in 
green, blue, and gold, to honor Sandra Bland, 
who died in a Texas jail. The picture’s title is 
as intensely simple as any haiku: “Say Her 
Name.”—Andrea K. Scott (karmakarma.org)
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MOVIES

Alexandria: Again and Forever
A blend of romantic melodrama and outra-
geous comedy, autobiographical musings and 
real-life political struggles, the Egyptian direc-
tor Youssef Chahine’s 1989 multi-genre mashup 
is a teeming and turbulent fresco of the art and 
the life of filmmaking. Chahine plays Yehia, a 
sixtysomething director whose long-planned 
adaptation of “Hamlet” is wrecked by the de-
parture of its star. That young actor, Amr (Amr 
Abdulgalil), who’s famous for playing Yehia in 
the director’s earlier work, is also Yehia’s lover—
as the director’s wife, Gigi (Menha Batraoui), 
knows. Yehia instead plans an Alexander the 
Great bio-pic, which turns into an erotic psy-
chodrama and a slapstick burlesque. He also 
leads a sit-in and a hunger strike at the artists’ 
union (as Chahine did, in 1987)—and, in the 
process, finds new Shakespearean inspiration 
with an activist actress named Nadia (Youssra). 
The outpouring of creative imagination (fea-
turing extended musical numbers in which 
Chahine also dances) links political struggle 
to sexual liberation, joyful artistic ferment, 
and self-scourging yet self-affirming candor. In 
Arabic.—Richard Brody (Streaming on Netflix.)

Daguerréotypes
One of the great modern documentaries, Agnès 
Varda’s 1975 portrait of shopkeepers on Paris’s 
Rue Daguerre, the street where she lived and 
worked, established a new genre—affectionate 
anthropology. Starting at the quirky pharmacy 
where her teen-age daughter, Rosalie, buys 
homemade perfumes, Varda peeps in on the 
rounds of commerce that keep the street vital; 
she exalts the sights and sounds, the very savor 


