
Beth Haggart Postmasters Gallery 80 Greene Street SoHo Through Feb. 4

Beth Haggart, known for making sculpture out of junk in general and old cardboard boxes in particular, is 
getting personal. The junk that dominates her latest installation piece -- also her first solo show in New York City -- 
is entirely her own. It fills almost the entire gallery, this big ratty pile of furniture, clothing, shoes, lamps, knick-
knacks, old photographs, battered luggage and much, much more. Call it scatter-art run amok, or place it in a 
long line of autobiographical environments that begins with Lucas Samaras's exhibition of the contents of his 
West New York, N.J., bedroom at the Green Gallery in 1964.

It's actually not all that interesting in comparison with Ms. Haggart's more deliberately structured efforts, except 
for its accompaniment. This is a 13-hour videotape in which the artist, proceeding one item at time, gives the 
provenance of each object in the pile, her attachment to it and the reasons she can now do without it. One 
needn't watch more than a few minutes of this tape to grasp that Ms. Haggart's relentless show-and-tell is also an 
exercise in self-revelation and self-analysis, stream-of-consciousness materialized. The tape brings the pile to 
conceptual life, functioning as an extended caption. Unfortunately, nothing animates it visually. ROBERTA SMITH

http://www.nytimes.com/1995/01/27/arts/art-in-review-415295.html


