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Masahiro Arai: That Certain Morning. Oil on canvas, 18” high.

phy at the University of New Orleans. Perhaps to emphasize
that fact, Arai has inscribed his signature on the “book cover.”

In works like Three Apples, the colors are blended ex-
pertly, especially the varied red tones, and the highlighting and
shadowing of the apples. The vivid red tones are offset with ecru-
colored woodwork and gray Venetian blinds. Strong light filters
through the blinds and defines the fruit, as well as the shadows
they cast. The vertical and horizontal elements of the window
trim and blinds are balanced by the round apples, the ovoid of the
plate on which they rest, and the trapezoidal shape of the cloth
underneath the plate. The gray lines that represent the shadows
of the blinds falling on the white cloths retain a painterly effect.

A number of Arai’s compositions make subtle references
to the passing of time. This is most evident in a pencil and charcoal
drawing. The various objects are arranged horizontally across the
picture plane, including an hourglass, a flower in a glass decanter,
a cup and saucer, a date book, a small brown box and light bulb,
and a stack of three books upon which rests a glass filled with
pencils. While similar objects appear in Arai’s other paintings, it
is the hourglass that is unmistakable as a measure of the quick
passage of time. Likewise, the datebook is a record of passing
time, while the light bulb has a limited life capacity. These ele-
ments seem to parallel the legend in Greek mythology in which
the three Fates, who were daughters of Zeus, govern Time and
a person’s life span. According to the legend, Clotho spun the
thread, Lachesis measured it, and Atropos cut the thread.

Unlike the majority of sparsely arranged compositions in
this show, a work titled Three Lemons is a celebration of closely
spaced narrow black and white stripes on the upholstered seat
and back of a settee. A white plate with two lemons sitting in the
corner of the settee offsets the starkness, while the gray shadow
of a green lemon in the foreground suggests a human shape.

One small work shows a detail of a garden, as though
looking through a window pane. A brightly painted white
flower is set against diverse green shapes of foliage; a lav-
ender colored bulb in the lower left adds variety in color.

By contrast, a large horizontal canvas, Still Life with
Window, is the most complicated compositional arrange-
ment in the exhibition. Three receptacles of different size and
shape reflect against a tripartite mirror in the background. Un-
like Arai’s other paintings, here the still life is dark in the fore-
ground. The foliage in one of the vases is light in color. The
branches are carefully balanced with the shadow of the plant
outside the window falling on the side of a wood frame house.

Without doubt, these artworks are meticulously conceived
intellectually before the artist sets his hand to the canvas. His delib-
erate control of light and dark is pronounced throughout his work, as
is Arai’s careful balance of all compositional elements. Rather than
attempting to reproduce still lifes as realistically as possible as in
most tromp 1’oeil paintings, Arai delights in passages in which the
textural effect of the brush stroke is obvious to the discerning eye.

a
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On Cinema

Jeff Goldblum as Kovacs, The Grand Budapest Hotel.

Remembrance of Things Past:
‘Grand Budapest Hotel’

BY JOHN MOSIER

THE GRAND BUDAPEST HOTEL
Director: Wes Anderson

IN TERMS OF their critical reception, Wes Anderson’s films have

been all over the critical landscape, ranging from a widely panned
Life Aquatic (2004) to the almost universally praised Moonrise
Kingdom (2012), with Darjeeling Limited (2007) at the low end,
and The Royal Tenenbaums (2001) in the middle.

Audience responses, judging from several on-line ratings
systems, have basically tracked the critics. Probably, they give a
more balanced view of his work, since actual viewers didn’t see
much difference between the film the critics were very high on and
the one they didn’t much care for.

Curiously, the one that was the most disliked was the only
one that made any money. Although Anderson hasn’t yet made a
financial disaster on the order of Cutthroat Island, Mars Needs

Moms, Bullet to the Head, or 47 Ronin, the actual figures have
been pretty wobbly.

The frequent reaction of moviegoers unfamiliar with the
state of the industry who look at the profit and loss figures is a
puzzled shrug, followed by a query as to how on earth this film got
made. A recent study of a random set of new releases suggested
average losses in the range of 100 to 250 million. The same meth-
odology suggests that Anderson’s films have actually made a few
dollars, which is probably why he gets to keep on making them.
Thus far his films big on smug cuteness and short on interest. The
flat, monotonic delivery and physical immobility of the actors de-
flates any dramatic interest. Nor is there any compensation from
the triviality of the action and the sketchy plots. The films seemed
saturated in a self indulgent and boastful cleverness that all too
frequently reveals minimal talent.

But given where Hollywood is today, and has been for the
past decade, there is nothing unusual here. As to why the films get
made, the best and most coherent explanation is the one advanced
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by Robert Altman in his 1992 comedy, The Player, although where
Altman’s explanation fails is that there’s never any hint about
where the money comes from to keep funding a series of financial
flops and failures.

At this point in time, New Orleanians who read the news-
papers probably have a better idea than Altman ever did.

So Anderson is basically just another mildly entertaining
and somewhat irritating example of what the industry funds when
it runs out of comic books, remakes, and special effects.

All that being said, in his latest work, The Grand Bu-
dapest Hotel, Anderson’s quirks and foibles come together in a
surprisingly literate and entertaining way. Although it’s always
presumptuous for the critic to start delivering insights about the
artist’s mind, much less his intentions, Grand Budapest looks like
the film Anderson has always been trying to make.

Or, to put it another way, it is his iconic work, like Atom
Egoyan’s Exotica or Francis Ford Coppola’s Godfather 1. Apt
comparisons, since we are not talking about artists of the caliber of
Luis Buiiuel or Ingmar Bergman—or even John Ford—but rather
an intermediate class. Men (almost entirely), who have successful
careers in that they make a good many films, aren’t untalented,
but rarely fill us with surprise and delight. Salieri as opposed to
Mozart, Pontiac as opposed to Mercedes Benz. Readers are free
to construct their own analogies, or to quarrel with the idea. The
point is that although the directors mentioned aren’t great artists of
the medium, they have their moments.

The difficult part comes in when one tries to explain why
the work in question transcends mediocrity. Take the opening
scenes of the film. In the first segment, we see a very smoothly
done sequence of shots. A young woman, a girl, in a barren park.

Adrien Brody as Dimitri, 7he Grand Budapest Hotel.

She pins a medal on a monument with a bust atop. The monu-
ment has many such adornments. The crudely engraved inscrip-
tion says ‘Our National Treasure’. We see the head atop the monu-
ment (straight on). The girl is holding a book. Now we’re looking
straight down at the back of the dust jacket: a photograph of the
actual author whose bust we’ve just seen. Abruptly we’re looking
at the same man, seated behind a desk. He’s giving an interview.
“1985” appears on the screen.

The sequence flows smoothly, just lingering on each shot
long enough for us to make the connection. For Anderson, this
tightly controlled sequence is something new. His camera eye
tends to ramble; or, to butcher a phrase of Godard, his camera-style
tends towards doodles.

The background, the medals, the inscription, all fairly
scream out: somewhere in Eastern Europe after the collapse of
communism. Then the writer’s remarks: his best stories, he says,
are simply records of what he saw, what someone related to him.
Just so, one might say: that’s exactly the sort of thing great narra-
tive artists always say. Read Conrad’s introduction to The Secret
Agent. Anderson is tapping into a venerable discussion that goes
back a thousand years or more.

The best stories are the unusual and improbable ones; the
task of the artist is to make them believable, or, to use Goethe’s
phrase, to give the previously unheard of happenability. Whether
viewers decided Anderson has succeeded in this or not, the open-
ing of the film gives it an intellectual substance that Hollywood
films quite lack, qualities that have certainly been absent in all his
previous films.

Nor is it any surprise that after the film is over, and the
credits roll past, we read that this film was “inspired” by the writ-
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ings of Stefan Zweig.

In the 1920s, Zweig was a very popular writer, but today,
not many film critics—and very few Americans—recognize the
name. But Zweig, like his fellow Austrians Joseph Roth and Rob-
ert Musil, is an intellectual heavyweight.

Moreover the actual film that we see is an attempt to re-
capture the same vanished Central European world they portrayed
in novels such as The Man Without Qualities (Musil), The Ra-
detsky March (Roth), and Zweig’s autobiographical Memories of
Yesterday. The result is work both subtle and outrageous, fanciful
and sober—precisely the same tonality we find in these writers.

It could be termed clear-eyed nostalgia. The writers all
look back on “yesterday” with an affectionate regard that is the
result of seeing how horrible subsequent events were. They all
witnessed the world prophesied by one of Dostovesky’s characters
in Bestia (translated alternatively into English as The Possessed or
The Devils).

“Every member of society spies on the others, and it is his
duty to inform against them ... All are slaves and equal in their
slavery . .. the level of education, science, and talent is lowered.
. ... In the herd there is bound to be equality.”

Their nostalgia is justified.

Now the interesting point about how Anderson creates
his story is that he grasps something that is generally rather alien
to the Anglo-American concept of “Great” literature—the surpris-
ingly comic tonality always bubbling beneath the surface of these
serious and often intellectually difficult works. Frankly, that’s an
achievement.

It’s also quite a risk. Most of our intellectuals don’t get it.
Those people who read the first installment of Marcel Proust’s Re-
membrance of Things Past without grasping that it’s actually very
funny, aren’t likely to get it here either. But filmmakers who take
the sort of risk that permeates Budapest should be praised simply
for their effort. Surprise and delight indeed.

Part of the delight is that instead of trying to dust the cob-
webs off some actual country, Anderson has assembled his own,
complete with fanciful names and vaguely sinister politics. The
star of the set is the hotel itself, burnished and tricked out to be the
epitome of the high luxury of the 1920s and 1930s, a luxury that’s
very far removed from what we see today.

Although travelers rarely stop to consider this, in truth
we’re talking about two entirely different things. The George Cinq
(Paris), the Bayerische Hof (Munich), Brenners Park Hotel (Baden
Baden), the Bristol (Vienna) have all not only been continuously
refurbished and modernized, they’ve been transformed to reflect
the needs or desires of the contemporary traveler.

To get an idea of what the older style was, it is necessary
to visit a hotel like the Gellert (Budapest) or the Pupp (Karlsbad,
now Karlovy Vary), where the visitor can see the remnants of a
bygone age, when there was little air travel, when guests stayed for
weeks, brought their servants with them, together with mountains
of trunks.

The Grand Budapest is a wonderful visual snapshot of
that bygone era. Cleverly, Anderson lets us see what it looked like
then, and what it looked like in 1968 when the then young writer
visited it. He has a good feel for how the Bolshevik-installed re-
gimes of the region desecrated these marvelous buildings, turning
them into mildewed and decaying relics of their former glory.

That fate is mentioned in the film, casually, towards the
end, but the impact is purely visual—as with virtually everything
else.

The visual is emphasized by a neat cinematic device.
There are three distinct time periods in the film. When the films
starts, we’re in 1985. The famous writer starts telling us about
a story he heard when he was younger, first visited the hotel: in
1968. The story he hears takes place in the early 1930s. We see
the first two periods in a wide screen, sixteen by nine format. The
third and earliest period is in the traditional squarish format (nowa-
days usually described somewhat inaccurately as five by four).

Not just a gimmick: the scenes in the former are shot in a
way that emphasizes the separation of the characters from one an-
other and the extent to which they are isolated solitaries in a barren
environment. Scenes in the older format bring people and objects
in closer proximity, contribute to the feeling of nostalgia.

Against these frames, the curiously flat dialogue and the
stiffness of the characters seem appropriate, whereas in Ander-
son’s earlier films, it mostly comes across as an irritating manner-
ism. Typically, an Anderson film relies on well known actors, but
he rarely lets them act. And since he also uses virtually unknown
actors as well, the result often looks like an amateur theatrical.

For example, after seeing Edward Norton in Anderson’s
films, seeing him in The [llusonist is something of a shock: he’s
actually an accomplished actor. Whatever one’s judgment of this
film (most critics were unimpressed), his performance is the key
component. Insofar as the story works—and it’s a most improb-
able one—it works because of him.

Turning that around, one can say that one of the flaws in
Anderson’s films is that he never lets his lead actors do very much.
But again, this film is different. The central character Monsieur
Gustav, the concierge of the Grand Budapest, dominates the ac-
tion. The story is really about him, and, as played by Ralph Fi-
ennes, he takes control of every scene he’s in. Gustav is a complex
character who embodies all the charms and the weaknesses of the
period. He’s by turns urbane, sophisticated, pretentious, profane,
and contradictory.

Facing certain death, he recites sentimental poetry—and
then, when saved, utters a pithy obscenity, and the flatly unemo-
tional delivery of everyone else’s lines (including Norton’s) work
as a sort of foil to Gustav’s mercurial character.

In other words, he’s not lost in the set, nor does he come
across as an actor trapped in a costume drama.

The deadpan delivery and expressionless features of his
young apprentice, Zero Mustapha (Tony Revolori) is the perfect
foil, and in this case it actually makes sense. When we finally
learn about the horrific experiences he’s suffered, we see why he’s
perpetually blank: it’s the face of someone who’s been trauma-
tized.

There is also an actual plot; a very traditional one involv-
ing mayhem, matricide, greed, and justice. It’s highly melodra-
matic, and seeing how it resolves itself is one of the pleasures of
the film.

In a curious way, given the dramatic differences in their
tone, Budapest is constructed in precisely the same way Luchino
Visconti’s Death in Venice is. Both films plunge us into lush pe-
riod recreations, both rely heavily on one central character, and
both are deeply literary.
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Willem Dafoe as Jopling, The Grand Budapest Hotel.

They’re also pulled together in the same way. Visconti
used the music of Mabhler as a unifying device, employing it to
remind us at every turn of von Aschenbach’s tortured soul. Ander-
son commissioned the French composer Alexandre Desplat for his
soundtrack, and Desplat deliberately relied not just on the minor
key melodies typical of the region, but on the actual instruments
that make their music so distinctive; in particular he made heavy
use of the unique sounds of the Cimbalom.

Anyone who finds the traditional popular music mak-
ing of the area fascinating and seductive will find the Desplat
soundtrack a delight. A good thing, too, because, as in Visconti,
the music plays an important role. Long segments of the film have
no dialogue at all (or very little). In Moonride Kingdom Anderson
gave hints of an awareness of how music can work in the cinema,
but it was nothing by comparison to this.

As an aside to just how cleverly this is done, listen to the
music being played as the production credits roll at the end of the
film. The effect (which is also visual) is not merely clever, it’s
delightful. One willingly sits through the credits just to hear the
music.

Given that Visconti’s film is tragical, psychoanalytical,
and austerely serious, this might seem a strange comparison.

But actually, it simply reflects the difference between
sources. Thomas Mann was a brooding North German who skew-
ered his central characters. He buries us in Gustav von Aschen-
bach’s rationalizations, as he desperately tries to repress his sexual

attraction to an adolescent boy. But abruptly—and somewhat bur-
ied in the protagonist’s fanciful fantasies—is the author’s brutal
condemnation. A good many readers miss it, and rightly so; un-
tangling Mann’s torturous prose (he makes Henry James look like
Ernest Hemingway) is a difficult task. But it’s right there on the
page.

On the other hand, Mann’s Austrian contemporaries, from
Schnitzler to Zweig, although no less psychoanalytically aware,
were much more charitable towards their characters, just as they
were much more disposed towards seeing the absurdities of life.
When, in Musil’s The Man Without Qualities, Walter tells Ulrich
that “You are the kind of man who regards canned vegetables as
the raison d’etre of fresh greens,” he makes a pungent criticism of
Mann. Or as Goethe observed much earlier: “The Germans are,
certainly, strange people. By their deep thoughts and ideas, which
they seek in everything and fix upon everything, they make life
much more burdensome than is necessary.”

Exactly. If he manages nothing else, Anderson is able to
capture that unique perspective not only on a vanished era, but on
the sensibilities of the great writers who wrote both to mourn its
passing and to explain why it failed to survive. Or, as the Hungar-
ian proverb would have it: the situation is hopeless but not serious.

a
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On Television

Pop Culture (As in Soda)

BY STEPHEN R BACHMANN

The End of Television’s
Mad Men

FOR BETTER OR worse, I got hooked on MAD MEN from its
beginning episode, broadcast in July 2007. Part of the reason I
got hooked derived from the many unsettling sensations of déja vu
which it precipitated. My brother and I are exact contemporaries
of two of the children, Glen and Sally. Many scenes contained
many items which stimulated flashbacks, ranging from streaming
smoke, flowing alcohol, green suburban grass, yellow suburban
sun, blue suburban skies, to the relative absence of inconvenient
black people. Perhaps each episode should have begun with what
are now called trigger warnings. A sense of chronology accompa-
nied and assisted MAD MEN’s sense of realism: the show lasted
eight years (from 2007 to 2015), while the show’s subject lasted
ten, beginning in early 1960, and ending in autumn, 1970.

MAD MEN merits discussion from many perspectives,
but the point of this short discussion is simply to raise some com-
ments on its ending, which I have not seen raised elsewhere.

Many of MAD MEN’s seven seasons can be seen as a
multiple recapitulation of John Updike’s RABBIT RUN. Instead
of Harry Angstrom, MAD MEN gives us Don Draper, a talented
but messed up ad man, whose messedupedness seem to inspire
both his singular talent and his numerous abscondings.

In the penultimate scene of the series, we see Don Draper
participating in group meditation, at a California retreat which
seems to specialize in the touchy and the feely, and which seems
to attract a gaggle of persons who seem as lost if not more so than
Draper. Don and everyone else are chanting OMMMM. The
camera focuses on Don’s omming face. A small smiled crosses his
lips. The screen then cuts to an excerpt from the famous Coca-
Cola commercial where a bunch of interracial kids are singing how
they would like to buy the world a Coke. Then the screen runs the
credits for the last time.

The general interpretation of this scene is that Don re-dis-
covered himself as an ad man and returned to New York to create
that classic commercial. MAD MEN in general is rife with Coke
references, and in particular Don encounters a hippie lass at the
California camp who sports pigtails and red ribbons, and her varia-
tions appear at a number of junctures during the climactic Coke
commercial. In keeping with the historical allusions that MAD
MEN tends to maintain, the famous advertisement in question first
ran a few months after Don’s omming session.

This interpretation is as reasonable as it is irritating. For-
tunately, over the course of MAD MEN, auteur Matt Weiner has
often proved able to raise his production over the mere soap opera
level (but let’s be clear, as a soap opera it’s darn fun, dammit!).

Weiner often raised MAD MEN to levels higher than a
soap bubble when he introduced ambiguity, and the final ending to
MAD MEN provided no exception. Since that ambiguity allows
me to dismiss the general interpretation, I am going to grab it here
and make two observations.
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Jon Hamm as Don Draper in Mad Men.

First, the last line from the Coke commercial that one
really hears in the MAD MAN excerpt is the line “It’s the real
thing!” In chanting Om, Don Draper has been exploring the reality
of Nirvana, and the notion that there is something more real than
his past life, and our quotidian, daily experience. The question
becomes what is really real here? The integrity of the nirvana
world, or the constructions of the advertising world? Did Don
leave one for the other? What reality did he pick? Which reality
have we chosen? How real have we allowed the world of MAD
MEN to become to us with all our internet conversation concern-
ing it? In one sense, the end of MAD MEN compares to the ending
of Shakespeare’s last play, THE TEMPEST. Are we the stuff of
dreams? Stage plays? TV commercials? TV shows? Om?

The shift from Om to Coke does not encourage one to
draw too many positive conclusions for Don’s ultimate fate. In-
deed, one criticism of MAD MEN is that all of its characters end
up too happily for a group of people whose profession is invent-
ing desires for Americans who cannot afford them and should not
need them. (The premier exception to this rule is Don’s first wife,
who dies of lung cancer resulting from the cigarettes her swain
has so successfully promoted — and, by the way, what about that
silhouette guy who keeps falling off the building at the rolling of
the show’s opening credits?)

However, aside from the convenience that the charac-
ters’ denouements provide for happy soap opera endings, they also
point to a more grisly moral. A version of the moral may be found
in Thomas Frank’s THE CONQUEST OF COOL. The point of
Frank — and MAD MEN, perhaps — is that the 1960s constituted

one great challenge to consumer capitalism. But consumer capi-
talism ultimately triumphed. And it triumphed not by rejecting
the Sixties’ critiques and challenges, it triumphed by adopting and
co-opting them. That this is so is evident from almost every com-
mercial one watches today. Like the Sixties dissidents, the ad will
tell you that you are in danger, and the danger is conformity, re-
pression, and stability. And like the Sixties dissidents, the ad will
tell you that the solution is individuality, liberation and revolution.
Unlike the Sixties dissidents, the ad will tell you that you secure
your solution not through personal or social change, but through
the purchase of a commodity.

This is the vision of MAD MEN. One looks at reality and
blanches. One looks to the millennia of wisdom from the East.
One settles for a bottle of fizz.

The vacuity of this vision was protested in the West in up-
heavals of the Sixties. Today the vacuity of the vision is suggested
in the twisted objections which Western culture is getting from
the Middle East. I find the ends and means of these protests to be
wrong and repulsive. But they are symptoms, a perverse version
of 1968 in pseudo-Islamic garb.

The inadequacy of our fizz culture may yet inspire more
eruptions in the West. For the time being, we have Samuel Beck-
ett: “Ever tried. Ever failed. No matter. Try Again. Fail again. Fail
better.” Westward, ho! a

47



Gordon Parks at the Arthur Roger Gallery.

Cualendar

COMPILED BY MICHAEL R.. CURRY

A GALLERY FOR FINE PHOTOGRAPHY, 241 Chartres St.
(568-1313, www.agallery.com). Sir Analog and Lady Digital:
Jerry Uelsmann (photography), Maggie Taylor (photography),
March 14 - July 30.

ACADEMY GALLERY, 5256 Magazine St. (899-8111, www.
noafa.com). New Orleans Academy of Fine Arts Annual Student
Show, through July 24, 2015.

ANTENNA GALLERY, 3718 St Claude Ave. (298-3161, www.
press-street.com/antenna) Mixed Messages 5, group exhibition
presented with the New Orleans Loving Festival, through July 6.

ARIODANTE GALLERY, 535 Julia St. (524-3233, www.ariodan-
tegallery.com). Suzanne and Angelique Juneau (jewelry), Ben
Hamburger (paintings), Cheryl Grace (paintings), Cheri Ben-
Iesau (paintings), Brad Abrams (glasswork), July 4-28, 2015.

ARTHUR ROGER GALLERY, 432 Julia St. (522-1999, www.
arthurrogergallery.com). Amer Kobaslija (painting), March 28 —
July 25. David Bates: Coastal Paintings, May 2 — July 25. Gor-
don Parks: Ali (photographs), August 1 — September 26. Bruce
Davenport: (works on paper), August 1 - September 26, 2015.

BARRISTER’S GALLERY, 2331 St. Claude Ave.
www.barristersgallery.com).

(525-2767,

BOYD SATELLITE, 440 Julia St. (899-4218, www.boydsatel-
litegallery.com). Summer show, July; Louisiana Cereal, August;
Peter Hoffman, September, 2015.

BRUNNER GALLERY, 215 N. Columbia St. Covington (985-
893-0444, www.brunnergallery.com). Rick Brunner, New Sculp-
ture and Furniture Designs.
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Carlie Trosclair in “Reverb” at the Contemporary Arts Center.

CALLAN CONTEMPORARY, 518 Julia St. New Orleans (525-
0518, www.callancontemporary.com). SEAMLESS BELONG-
ING: Teresa Cole (installation and mixed media), through July 28.

CAROL ROBINSON GALLERY, 840 Napoleon Ave. at Maga-
zine (895-6130, www.carolrobinsongallery.com). Summer Group
Exhibition: Cathy Hegman, Bernard Mattox, Beverly Dennis, and
gallery artists (various media with new work), through July 28.
COLE PRATT GALLERY, 3800 Magazine St.(891-6789, www.
coleprattgallery.com). Bill Iles, new collection of work by this
Lake Charles artist (through June 27). Mike Williams, September
27 - October 31, 2015

COLLINS DIBOLL ART GALLERY, Loyola University, (861-
5456, www.loyno.edu/dibollgallery/). Senior Exchange Show:
Mississippi State University students, through Sept. 10.

CONTEMPORARY ARTS CENTER, 900 Camp St. (210-0224,
www.cacno.org). REVERB: Past, Present, Future, August 1 - No-
vember 1, 2015).

d.o.c.s. Gallery, 709 Camp St. (524-3936, www.docsgallery.com).

FOUNDATION GALLERY, 1109 Royal. (568-0955, www.foun-
dationgallerynola.com). Sea and Soil (group exhibit): Aline
Cross, Kathy Dumesnil, Faye Earnest, Pippin Frisbe-Calder,
Lee Morais, and Elizabeth Simon, through July 3. Layla Arda-
lan, August 8-30.

HISTORIC NEW ORLEANS COLLECTION, 533 Royal St.
(523-4662, www.hnoc.org). From Winnfield to Washington: The
Life and Career of Huey P. Long: (documents, photographs, and
audiovisual records), through October 11. Hand-carved duck de-
coys (ongoing).

GEORGE & LEAH MCKENNA MUSEUM OF AFRICAN-
AMERICAN ART, 2003 Carondelet St. (586-7432, www.themck-
ennamuseum.com). The Spirit of Haitian Culture: Creativity, Per-
severance. Resilience: exhibition of Haitian art (through July,18).

GOOD CHILDREN GALLERY, 4037 St Claude (616-7427,
www.goodchildrengallery.com). Landscape Sublime: Anastasia
Samoylova. Summer Palace: Jessica Bizer and Sheila Santama-
ria, both through July 5.
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Dawn DeDeaux in “Ten Years Gone” at the New Orleans Museum of Art.

ISAAC DELGADO FINE ARTS GALLERY, 615 City Park Ave.
(671-6377, www.dcc.edu/dnts/art-gallery).

JEAN BRAGG GALLERY OF SOUTHERN ART, 600 Julia
Street, (895-7375, www.jeanbragg.com). Old French Town: early
20th century French Quarter (paintings), through July.

JONATHAN FERRARA GALLERY, 400a Julia St. (522-5471,
www.jonathanferraragallery.com), Margaret Evangeline (ab-
stract paintings). Initiating Cause and Effect: Katrina Andry
(woodblock reduction prints), both through July 25. Marna Shop-
off, July 29 — August 29; 19th Annual No Dead Artists, September
2-26,2015.

LE MIEUX GALLERIES, 332 Julia St. (522-5988, www.lemicux-
galleries.com) Ouroboros: group exhibition curated by Christy
Wood and Jordan Blanton, through July 25. Kathryn Hunter, Au-
gust 1 - September 12.

LOUISIANA STATE MUSEUM CABILDO, 701 Chartres St.

(568-6968, www.lsm.crt.state.la.us). From Dirty Shirts to Buc-
caneers: the Battle of New Orleans (art, artifacts, and documents).
Louisiana: a Medley of Cultures (art and display), ongoing.

MARTINE CHAISSON GALLERY, 727 Camp St. (304-7942,
www.martinechaissongallery.com). Pop Up Show 2015: group
exhibition, Colin Roberson, Elena Ricci, Jono Goodman, Rich-
ard McCabe, and others, through July 18. Mallory Page, August
1, 2015 - September 26, 2015.

NEWCOMB ART GALLERY, Tulane University. (865-5328,
www.newcombartgallery.tulane.edu). Gallery closed until Sep-
tember 8.

NEW ORLEANS MUSEUM OF ART, City Park. (658-4100),
www.noma.org) Self/Reflection: group exhibition from the perma-
nent collection (photography), through August 9. Ten Years Gone:
featuring Willie Birch, Dawn DeDeaux, Isabellle Hayer, Spring
Hurlbut, Nicholas Nixon, and Christopher Saucedo (Katrina
commemoration group exhibition), through Sept. 7. A Louisiana
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Betsy Eby at the Ogden Museum of Southern Art.

Parlor: Antebellum Taste & Context: Rococo-Revival style par-
lor from Butler-Greenwood Plantation, St. Francisville, La. (dis-
play), through Oct. 11. “Forever”: Odili Donald Odita (mural),
through December. Orientalism: Taking and Making: European
and American art influenced by diverse cultures, through Decem-
ber 2016.

NEW ORLEANS PHOTO ALLIANCE, 1111 St Mary St. (610-
4899, www.neworleansphotoalliance.org). [Hy

phen] Americans: Kelley Anderson-Staley (photography). When
Morning Comes: Brandon Thibodeaux (photography), both
through July 26.

OGDEN MUSEUM OF SOUTHERN ART, 925 Camp St. (539-
9600. www.ogdenmuseum.org). Cultural Mechanic: Jim Roche
(various media), through July 12. Artist Spaces: Tina Freeman
(photography),through September 6. The Rising: group exhibi-
tion (photography), through Sept. 20. Bean and Bailey Ceramics:
Anderson Bailey and Jessie Bean (ceramic art), through Sept. 29.
Painting with Fire: Betsy Eby (painting), through Oct. 25. Self-
Taught: Outsider and Visionary Art: from the permanent collec-
tion, through Nov. 7.

SOREN CHRISTENSEN GALLERY, 400 Julia St. (569-9501,
www.sorenchristensen.com). Jason Horton, Dana Chapman,
Bill Dunlap, Krista Eubanks, and others (group exhibition).

STELLA JONES GALLERY, Place St. Charles, 201 St. Charles
Ave. (568-9050, www.stellajonesgallery.com). Evolution of a
Warrior: Elizabeth Catlett in New Orleans, (through July 30).

STEVE MARTIN STUDIOS, 624 Julia St. (566-1390, www.ste-
vemartinfineart.com). Artisan Junction: Gustavo Duke, Travis
Linde, Amy Boudreaux, Jose Luis Rodriguez, Jedd Haas, Ste-
ven Soltis, and others, ongoing.

THE FRONT, 4100 St Claude Ave. (301-8654, www.nolafront.
org). Along St. Claude: Jonathan Traviesa and Eve Abrams
(photography and radio documentary). Prepare NOW: EyeSplice
Collective (weather-inspired art). Revenant : John Powers (ani-
mation and sculpture), all through July 5. Feral, July 11 — Aug 2.

UNO-ST. CLAUDE GALLERY, 2429 St. Claude Ave. (280-6410,
www.finearts.uno.edu/gallery.html). Spectra: curated by Edra
Soto (g roup exhibition), through August 2. a
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