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It’s all too rare for an exhibition to revolve 
around what is, essentially, a witty one-line  
gag. But such is the case with RE_001: First 
Communion of Anemic Young Girls in the Snow  
and Other Works, which takes as its hilarious 
starting point a framed piece of unblemished, 
unmarked and otherwise untouched white 
Bristol paper: an echo of Première Communion  
de Jeunes Filles Chlorotiques par un Temps de Neige 
(1883), a similarly blank-paged gesture by poet 
and ‘artist’ Alphonse Allais. The show offers  
a very deadpan exploration of the readymade 
ethos: namely, take away an artist’s name  
and any artwork can become an ordinary object.  
It’s the physical materialisation of RICHARD,  
an online database of readymade images,  
ideas, objects and texts submitted by artists. 
Before being archived online, every item’s 
provenance is erased by a cataloguing system 
that replaces the artist’s name, the work’s date 
and other details with a series of letters and 
numbers. All that remains is the thing itself  
and a written description of the work, giving  
it context if necessary. 

RE_001: First Communion… becomes, then, 
something of a fun, but far from easy, guessing-
game as to who made what. There is an artist list 
(B. Wurtz and Paul D’Agostino are on it; so is 
Anthony Haden-Guest), but most of the works are 
entirely ‘unassisted’, to use Duchamp’s term, such 
that, for example, one wonders if that doorstop 
on the floor is really just a doorstop; it could be 
anyone’s, which makes the exhibition much more 
interesting to look at than most. Without an 
attributed artist, everything looks lost and out  
of place, a tongue-in-cheek mix of things that 
foregrounds their thingness over anything else. 

Because I’m familiar with her work,  
I spotted Ellie Krakow’s contribution with little 
difficulty: RM003_Support, a reproduction of  
a museum’s pedestal and the metal armature that 
supports, ostensibly, a bust of some sort. Lacking 
the artefact itself, Krakow’s sculpture looks 
vaguely anthropomorphic, like a weird, skinny 
creature that animates institutional modes  
of display in an interestingly awkward way. 

In contrast, that little model of a Lockheed 
Martin F-35 fighter jet, RM002_Lockheed Martin 

F-35 Lightning II, dangling by the entrance of  
the gallery could be Charles Goldman’s or Anne 
Percoco’s, but who knows. The same could  
be said for the huge San Andreas Fault sign that 
faces visitors as they walk into the main space, 
RM015_The San Andreas Fault, or the three 
pleasantly abstract Kleenex boxes sitting on  
a shelf, RM005_Pink Blue Brown, which would be 
by Haim Steinbach if they were propped on  
one of his distinctively sculptural shelves. That 
it’s not a Steinbach is precisely the point; this  
is artwork that barely qualifies as art. Since it’s  
in an art gallery, it does by default. But without 
specific authorship, any market potential is 
completely foiled, proving that, if you take away 
the name, you have little but an air freshener 
stuck to the wall (RM011_Untitled, Black Ice, 
Jasmine, Morning Fresh, Leather, Untitled, Untitled). 

Pulling the rug out from under institu-
tional legitimation, RE_001: First Communion… 
offers a witty update on one of Duchamp’s 
greatest lessons: value is a contingent thing  
that can be added or subtracted at will. 
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