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Think Art Is Overly Academic? You’re Wrong

NADA reminds you that art supplies are all around you--maybe even at the local pet store
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Part of the problem with any art fair is that you get stuck, and that’s an issue if you're working. By “working” | mean
running around like a manic pixie dream hobo, with pens and unwanted business cards and rolled-up notebooks
sticking out of the pockets of your old-man cardigan, trying to glean some sense of a narrative out of what is
essentially a group of nice people trying to sell nice things to other people, mostly nice.

By “stuck” | mean having an enjoyable conversation about, say, the time the Butthole Surfers covered the Donovan
song “Hurdy Gurdy Man,” while nearby dangles a cast-silicon sculpture molded from computer keyboards and human
faces, and over all of it looms the sodden cloud of deadline. There are worse dilemmas in this world, surely. And far
worse places to be than Skylight Clarkson North, the new home of the New Art Dealers Alliance’s New York art fair.

Journalists, myself included, have always knee-jerkingly referred to NADA using the adjective “scrappy.” But this year
it actually does seem legitimately scrappy, in a good way, which is maybe because | spent the afternoon prior at a
slightly fancier art fair, where the Europeans in line ahead of me were lamenting how hard it is to find a good building
to buy in New York City these days, and noting, approvingly, that Oslo finally has some great restaurants.

NADA is noisier than most art fairs, for starters, and it's not the usual crowd-and-small-talk noise, either. For instance
it is around 6:30PM and a man wearing a Hummer cap and large hoop earrings is singing, a capella, through
syrup-heavy Autotune, in a lecture-and-performance pavilion sponsored by Kickstarter. His name is Richard Kennedy.
“Don’t be afraid to talk to me!” he croons, over and over again, pitch shifting, and shifting. (I don't talk to him, mainly
because he’s singing and seems busy.)

Everyone is drinking cans of Modelo, which also seems sort of scrappy, until you realize they’re selling for $7.60
courtesy of Lee's, whose menu is calling them “Gavin’s Modelos,” evidently because gallerist Gavin Brown had some
event at Lee’s and left a bunch of Modelos there, which doesn’t answer the question of why they cost $7.60, rather
than free. | buy one anyway, because I've been doing this long enough to know that it’s a really good look to try to
ponder art and take notes with a contorted crab-hand while cradling a can of beer against your torso.








