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Buck inthe '70s, linter-
viewed Claes Oldenburg, who
showed up with a glamorous
woman named Hannah in tow.
She didn't say much. But it was
his interview, and at one point
he remarked that he some-
times wished he could put the
people he loved in boxes and
just take them out when he
wanted to play. Few people took
Wilke seriously as an artist
back then. She was too
beautiful and too smart. When
she showed her own phallic Ray
GCuns, Snatch Shots, and cunt-
like chewing-gum accretions, it
seemed to some like revenge
for arelationship gone wrong.
If"Intra-Yenus"—the
posthumous showinwhichshe
ruthlessly exposedthephysical
ravagesand emotional
strengths ofher ownfinal
iliness—didn'tcause amajor
reevaluation ofthis maverick
feminist's work, thecurrent
exhibition of "Performalist Self-
Portraits and Yideo/Film Per-
formances 1976-85" should.
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Herewecanfinallyseethe
10-monitor documentation of
SoHelp Me Hannah, or watch
Through the Large Class, the
filmofal976 pieceinwhich
Wilke, sporting a Beuysian
fedora,did asultry striptease
behind Duchamp's master-
work. Flaunting her femininity
like a weapon, she pitted herself
againstthebigboys as ado-it-
yourselfincarnationofthe
BrideStripped Bare. Her
sharply politicized poster
photosalsocommentedonart,
gender, value systems, and
objectsof desire—before
BarbaraKruger, before
KarenFinley, beforethe
ggerﬂlln Cirls.

Ahundred quotations
accompany 48 photos also
called So Help Me Hannah. One,
attributed to Richard Olden-
burg, Claes's brotherandfor-
merdirector of MOMA, reads:
"Sometimes ashowisn'tasuc-
cessatalluntilitisremembered
wronglytenyearsiater.”
Sometimesthesameistrueof
anartist; butin Wilke's caseit
seems less amatter of remem-
bering wronglythanfinally
gettingitright. —KiMLEVIN



