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When 1 was eight 1 would sometmes slip
o the Bamman suit my mother had made
me, qteal out into the suburban |1|y.|l-r. 11I1l.|
spy on friends through the windows of
their houses. The fecling this gave me
was complex: potent detachment from
that dull, well-1it life, as well as a longing
to be back inside, eaning foe cream in the
glow af the TV. Loaking ar Miranda
Lichiensiemn's "]:I.|||1|1|.|r:.' Foad.”™ o semes
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af large-scale night photographs of
mostly upscale suburban Connecticut
dwellings, remimded me of those Ban fosays.
Lichrenstein's salate dream howses eliar
an adult version of that same conflicted
Lpressson, twisting together the urge
to be invited into a home and the desire
to wicdlate its sanctity, if only thin m;l_'.l'u the
cald, potentially predatory gaze of the
stranger. [t this outsidec’s ambivalence,
coupbed with a formal seventy, that pre
vents Lichrenstein®s series from falling
it the Suburbs-Are-Acoually-Kind-of-
Menaang diché first plumbed by David
Lynich in his 1986 Bl Velver and more
recently given body in Gregosy Ceewd-
son's staged photography,

The finest of Lichtenstein’s works
tall 1ggr—of) are suffused with a chilly,
almoat marmoreal dassicsm. Part of this
restraint is formal and/or conceprual: The
arisy, treanmng lipht as a found object, has
vsed only available dlumanation, Ubrnitled
{#12) shows a small, discreetly modem
homie ser agaanst a rec liswe aind |i|.:h'|-'.'|.‘|
by the starry night sky and the porch
lights, which primly frame the architec-
ture's austere Bauhaus-ish rectilinsariy.
Like most of the howse lights m the
SEOES, rh»;:.;- SCCITN [eR I'Iu'l'l-'l.' JUSL COME STar-
thingly to life, as if tripped by 2 motion
derector hidden somewhere i the lavm,
Lights like this tell us notso much where
the house is a5 where we are—on povate
propeny, of course,

If Lichtenstein’s anention 1o the formi-
dable, albeir sepulchral, privacy of these
abosdies i arn times flattening or cowed or
nostalgee, in several waorks she peverses
these currents with a simple device:
the birake |i4.f|'.|h of her car ||-.'n.'.1'\.||::-|'|.1'.|1.'

Mirsnda Lichteastain, Limiitted (5], 1507-08,
Cibachroime prind, 30 x 407,

splashang a toasty reddsh-orange acoss
the foreground. Suddenly the aght-lipped
house in the distance has an air of vulser-
abiliey, of being cased. Perhaps it's the
ominous blood-warmth of the light, or
the implicd presence of a car {and hence
power] in the viewer's vianity. In any
case, with their nch anematic-narsative
atmosphere—all the more powerdul for
seerming to defime the threshold of a
drama=these photographs shift the point
of view Froan supplicant stranger to thar
of predatory other: burglar, seral killer,
extraterrestrial. 8% The fee Sormr meets
Wolfers mects In Cold Blood, The hint
alfered tl:-' the i.|:||_'||.'.|.'.~\. lin |1:. [:|:|||.i|:.|1h
of a seres-withm-a-genes infuses the
Becheresque Conceptual deadpan of the
project with papular culmeral life.

Balanced om the edge between familianty
and formalism in this way, Lichrenstein’s
porrayal of upper-crusty suburhia is
kept from tpping over into tnte sock-
logical observation, on the one hand,
and |'ul]-:.l:r-1il-'.'1.'d {:EJI1LL'|1|LIII1ihtI1 i the
ather. It a nghtwire act, and Lichtenstein
walks it beauntifully.

— Thad Fiolkowesks



