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Hard to believe this is a first New York solo show for Glen Fogel, whose hypnotic, often subtly topical videos have been 
appearing regularly in the city for more than a decade, including in the 2002 Whitney Biennial. Like much of what he does, 
the work at Participant Inc. is at once cool and intensely personal. It also takes him, not for the first time, beyond video into 
painting and installation.

The video component consists of several large projected images of individual pieces of jewelry, rings in different styles, shot 
in near-silhouette, and slowly revolving as if in a commercial display on a turntable. In addition, on the gallery walls hang 
what appear to be three letters addressed to the artist from people identified only by their first names. One of the names is 
a man’s name, the other two gender-neutral.

The letters turn out to be meticulously painted facsimiles of mash notes Mr. Fogel received from classmates in high school. 
And read together they add up to a heated tangle of adolescent angst: infatuation, fear of rejection, rivalrous anger, weepy 
resignation. We all wrote and received such letters way back when. And we know that their do-or-die sentiments evaporate 
once school ends and life takes over. So much for love.

The video projection, by contrast, seems to offer emblems of lasting fidelity: the rings are all wedding rings, and they all 
belong to members of Mr. Fogel’s family. Yet the images feel chilly. The rings don’t look touchable and wearable: they’re 
like monuments, not to ardor but to endurance. Plus, they’re displayed as if for sale. Again, but differently, so much for love.

Up to this point the show feels intriguing rather than moving. Then something else — reality — is added in the form of a 
fourth letter, available in photocopy in the gallery. Dated last November, it’s a to-whom-it-may-concern business letter from 
Mr. Fogel to “FedEx Claims.” In it we learn that one of the rings in the video was his mother’s and was a treasured family 
heirloom. He had borrowed it to photograph it for the piece, then sent it back to her via FedEx.

When the package arrived, the ring was gone. “My family and I are devastated,” he writes.

“The ring is irreplaceable — the stones and band can be replaced, but the history — cannot.” And we sense the genuine, prob-
ably lasting anguish caused by the loss of that token of love in every word.
_______
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