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Mﬂ I I t h]_ S;I' Jenna Bliss, ‘Blue Light in the Living Room’, installation view

In Chinatown, Jenna Bliss's exhibition ‘Blue Light in the Living Room’ at Ulrik faces onto
the street, a few blocks away from the Manhattan Bridge. A string of blue LED lights
surrounds the gallery's large window, framing a small three-storey mirrored building
across the street. The gallery window is visible within its reflection — or at least it seems
to be. It is a similar double-exposure effect to the one at work in the photographs that
line the room. Lined up on one side of the gallery are five lightboxes containing still-lifes
surrounded by a mirrored frame. The series 'Skyline Still Lifes’ depicts early Apple
laptops and iPhones, plus cell phones with buttons, all placed in melancholic altarlike
arrangements with votive candles and flowers. The images careen towards kitsch,
before swerving decidedly towards something more equivocal. These are transitional
objects of another kind: technologies seemingly long-dead though killed, in fact, by
built-in obsolescence only a few years ago — the 21st century is only quarter-way
through and feels as though it has already gone on far too long.

Lurking both beneath and atop the still-lifes are the blurred outlines of the Twin Towers,
the lights that shoot up into the sky to memorialise them, their replacement - the
Freedom Tower — and the New York City skyline. Some nostalgic feeling of a pre-9/11
New York is rustled up, a reaction engineered by the colour and shadow of the
photographs. On the other side of the gallery are six 9x12-inch photographic prints in a
series called '‘Dear Zoomer' that feature buildings, construction workers and cops —
‘New York's three genders’ | thought, for some reason — and emerge from the ghostly
overlay of a pregnant belly, positioned as you might find it in a public health subway
advertisement. Each of these images is a print of a stock photo, decidedly low-brow or
otherwise compositionally haphazard. The brain runs on a circuit between the two
superimposed images without resolving their association, churning it into a concept.
There is something appropriately undialectical about them.

Mimi Howard is a writer and researcher based
in New York.



