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Ry Rocklen, left, Sleeping
Giant, Nick Lowe
(Photo by Debra DiPaolo)

NOVEMBER 2 - 8, 2001

Boy-Oh-Boy
A burgeoning art movement or something
by Nathan Ihara

NICK LOWE, 21 AND A HALF, IS IN HIS STUDIO explaining boy-
oh-boy art:

"'Boy-oh-boy' was the title of one of Ry Rocklen's shows, and since
then we've decided we both have a boy-oh-boy aesthetic. On one
level, we're just using art to flesh out adolescent fantasies. But we
think that adolescent boys' fantasies are important to the rest of
the world. Our work is infused with youthful luster. We're not trying
to critique any art movement. That takes too much time. Still, it's
eloquent and formally complex. The art isn't trying to be dumb-ass.
I think Ry and I are trying to make something perfectly imperfect.
We take something ugly and make it look good. We take
something dumb and make it smart. Stupid things are important.
Stupidity is probably more important than intelligence; there's more
of it."

Nick's rambling manifesto is interrupted periodically by the whir of his electric pencil sharpener.
He's working on a 9-foot drawing of a snowcapped mountain. The icy crevices are littered with the
frozen bodies of climbers. Goats scamper on the rocks. He's doing the entire drawing in graphite.

"I've been doing it for almost four months now," he says, "and I'm still not done. I don't know if I'm
going to be done in time for the show."

The show is "Big Trouble in Little China," a three-person exhibition at Chinatown's Black Dragon
Society. The mid-October opening is a few days away.

"Big Trouble," Nick says. "That's an adolescent-boy fantasy for sure. They always want to be the
troublemaker. They want to be respected for making trouble. Boys get a lot of respect for throwing
rocks, breaking things, blowing things up."

Nick's cell phone rings. It's Nick's fellow conspirator, Ry Rocklen. When he hears that Nick's talking
about boy-oh-boy, he demands that Nick hand the phone over to me. And Ry starts talking:

"The job of the artist is to make something people can get into but without leaving their troubles
behind. You don't leave your troubles behind when you look at our work. My sculpture is called
Sleeping Giant. There's a sleeping giant holding a mountain filled with dark caves on his lap. The
caves might fucking signify Afghanistanis hiding in caves. That's just a stupid coincidence, but I'm
into coincidences."










