The recent exhibition, conscious inaction, at Meat Market, might have all the
problems one would want or expect strong undergraduate students to have: high polish,
remarkable craft, forced irony, and maybe a touch too much effort to be banal. These
are not bad things to have and can likely be expected of the conscientious art student
that has one eye looking back at the 20th Century in a history book while the other eye

gropes at the 21st Century through glossy magazines.

In the back gallery are the photographs of Paul Jeffreys exploring the predatory
identity of masculinity in two environments. One environment documents the directly
conquered taxidermy displays of heads and carcasses within a hunting trophy room. The
other, an empty strip club, explores the environment of pseudo-sexual domination. Both
traipse through the fantasy of machismo. Hunting excursions via game farming and
hunting pens are on the incline. And just how elevated can the male libido get when his
sexual prey is dancing on a stage fit for the price of admission? The game he can kill but
not eat; the dame he can view but not touch. Greed and insecurity gets the better of
guys in both instances, and the end result is the sum of shortcomings rather than the
actualization of being a man. The images are enough to roll your eyes over, and what a
mockery we might make of a sex that can’t hit the inside of a urinal in a public bathroom.

With this exhibition, what is of greater interest is potential. What are these two
capable of creating a couple years outside of the womb of the Corcoran, having kicked
loose the opiates of academia? With conscious inaction the two artists are true to the

title. But every, conscious inaction has an unconscious reaction.

conscious inaction is on display at Meat Market, 1636 17th Street NW, through September 30.
Opening Reception: Friday, September 7, 6:00-8:30 p.m



