





however, when textual irks can indicate
structural troubles at the level of a show's
basic ideological architecture, where
wilful ignorance of the text achieves
nothing but to insult the intelligence of the
artists, curators, and art lovers alike. As
you may have guessed from my going off
on this tangent in the first place, Scream
has put me in the latter position. The
Justina M. Barnicke Gallery statement for
Scream doesn't do the show justice.

While it is a bit ham-fisted to triangulate
Toonoo and Pien with Munch's The
Scream, I'm not complaining about that.
In fact all three artists have a penchant
for revelling in a kind of keyed-up, angst-
wrung, go-for-broke emotionality. It's no
great stretch to see both the show and its
namesake cowled in a certain key of
upset, like the restless horror that lingers
after that really bad dream you can't
properly remember anymore.

Where | do take issue is at the simplifying
of this ambience to "the universal anxiety
of modern man" and in the reduction of
our continued fascination with the key of
angst to "the universality of anxiety in
contemporary life.” Certainly there are
representations of modern things in
Scream, but as far as | could tell, the
show does not go out of its way to
engage with modernity per se. It would be
easy to lament these points as merely
specious, if the meeting of North with
South weren't so belaboured (implying a
loss-of-innocence narrative) and if
Toonoo weren't subsequently posited as
the outsider, unaware of pop culture by
way of the unsubstantiated claim that
Toonoo "has likely not seen The
Scream”.

It is certainly possible that this Cape

Dorset resident has neither sought out
nor encountarad Munch's most famous
work— but this is not something one can
merely assume. Cape Dorset does, after
all, have at least some TV and internel
access, plus a steady stream of art loving
tourists. Even in the Scream exhibit,
Toonoo has a sculpture of a "hip-hop
dancer”, so evidently not all pop culture
escapes him. But without further
elaboration or substantiation the word
"likely" implies that Mancy Campbell has
never asked Toonoo outright and has
instead settled for a mere assumption
that, given the remoteness and isolation
of Cape Dorset, and given the seeming
isolation of Inuit carving traditions,
Toonoo couldn't have had sufficient
opportunity to view the veritable Hello
Kitty of European post-industrial-
revolution art.

One purpose that Toonoo's never having
seen The Scream would serve is to play
up a certain binary model of genius,
where Toonoo's departures from
stereotypical Inuit sculpture came from
some innate inspiration versus Pien's
genius as cultivated by extensive
academic study (Pien is, in fact, a teacher
at OCAD, and UofT's Visual Studies
program). This binary set-up invites other
more problematic binaries to become
implicit, and glosses over the history and
politics of the Inuit art market, where until
fairly recently, unorthodox sculpture was
more likely to be labelled unsaleable and
shelved or unceremoniously destroyed.

Such a domino chain of implicit binaries,
while not dire or necessarily offensive, is
still unnecessary when these two artists
share a deeper, less historically-glossed
cannection through their intense
immersion in the anxious realms of the in-



between, liminal and ambiguous.
All that being said, it is a great show.

Scream. Featuring Ed Pien & Samonie
Toonoo, Curated by Nancy Campbell at
The Justina M. Barnicke Gallery is set to
run from June 10 - August 21, 2010.

Exhibition details can be found here

For images and info about Ed Pien, see
his website

Images of Samonie Toonoo can be found
here

' For a clear and interesting article on the
genesis of the Inuit Art World, see
"James Houston, Armchair Tourism, and
the Marketing of Inuit Art", by Kristin K,
Potter, in Native American Art in the
Twentieth Century, W. Jackson Rushing
Ill, ed. (New York: Routledge, 1999) pp.
39-55.
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