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MFA discoveries
En route to “Boston 1900,” I
made two detours: one, to the

MFA's rotunda, where Shellburne-

Thurber’s photogmphs are on dis-
play; the other to the musical in-
struments. gallery, which has in
the past had suchhmrb’éd hours I'd
nevm'seenxtopenbefom. .
Thurber, a comzemporary Bos-
ton photographer,ls the recipient
of the museum’s seventh'Maud
Morgan Prize, whlch”generally
comes with a small dfsp
winner’s work,, in this
Thurber’s sumptuous colox:
graphs of deserted, derelict;
places of peehngépmnt, graffiﬂ
cracked walls, and worn floors.

'Iherotundalsanauguat,echomg

ow-

space; Thurber’s photographs act’

as windows onto a world that is
shabby but rich in texture and
glowing with a sublimé light. Her
phowgra.phs are up through Jan.
b5 Bl ol
The musical mstruments gal-

lery turns out to. bea magical
place, crammed w:th*everythmg
from ha.rpmchords to. hurdy gur-
dies, from many countries and
eras, from the exquisitely crafted
to the primitively made. The good

news is that the gallery’s hours

have expanded during the run of

the related “Dangerous Curves:

The Art of the Guitar” exhibition
upstairs. Through Feb. 25, the gal-
lery is open the regular hours of
the main museum (not:the even.
longer West Wing hours).

Whimsies, linked
Installations, typically large,
are also typically autonomous.
Not so “Making Ends Meet,” at the
Mills Gallery of the Boston Center
for the Arts through Jan. 21. The
show is the swan song of depart-

Bruce Brosnan’s angular sculpture “Fold” shares a picket fence
idea with another piece in the BCA exhibition.

ing BCA curator sneuw;anmﬁ, The legs of the sculpture are en-
who invited sxxartlsts tocreate in- . ‘closed by the picket fences; “Fold”
smﬂauonithatmsomewayvyould»wdwarfs the fences, but it’s the lat-
connect to one' Tfm'm ' %thatseemm control.

volved worlnn.g tog@x site _O’Shea’s piece also includes a
and considerable mpmvxsmon.‘ “bottle on wheels attached to a
The result is playful rather than _ strihg that connects to Daniel Stu-
profound; meandenngwather‘w‘par s “Requiem (A Raft for a
than meaningful., ‘__*;w RS ‘Rodc)"likeanumbmcaleord.“Re-
' ““You enter the ‘galler bywalk- *'quiem” is made of the old, the bat-
"mgoverthebnd?thatspansﬂxe teréd, and the rusty. Yet it culmi-
Yoy railroad: amafea-unatmmacape in the form of a
‘ture of Mick O’Sh ’s Artworld,"
a Ievxwo_wn when;all,ﬂxe tiny pa-

h line up in péxfect TOWS
nithe floor O’Shea plays thh
scalé; casting you's ‘as'a'giant Jook- "
ing’ “down. The raﬂway‘ tracks 3
curve ‘around eansofrustprevent— &

r, turpentine, and other toxic
suhsmnces that look ready to kill
off this bizarre subm'b or maybe
attack the “nature” O’Shea has in- -
cluded in the form of pots of pa-
perwhite narcissus and ivy: These
tower beside the: houses like ‘ge-
neticmutants.

O’Sheasmwnésnnoundedby
little white picket fences, an ele- -
ment Bruce Brosnan borrows for
his “Fold,” an angular, gangly as-
semblage of wooden sticks whose
geometry is echoed in a Sol
LeWitt-like wall drawing behind.

maycle flying off the floor.




