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Legend has it that there is a vides store in Portland, Oregon with a whole
shelf dedicated o Bagfoot parn. Now what this porn might eneail is a
matter of much speculation: Do these videes depict Bigfoot doing it with
men or women? O is it Bigfoot-on-Bigloot? Bigfoot orgies? But one nesd
not trave| all the way o Oregon to see a sexualized Sasquatch, given the
recent ant world interest in yeti, humanoids, and wild men. n September
alone there was a Sasquatch-themed group show at Mew York's Sixty
Seven Gallery and an exhibition of Allyson Mitchell's Laedy Sasquatch
project at Toronto's Paul Petro Gallery, Much of this work seems designed
to titillate, even if that wtlllathon i thinky disguised as derision.

Taking a different tack on the apparently emerging genre of Elusive
Waoodland Creature Art is the collaborative dus Ellen Lesperance and
Jeanine Cleson’s "O4F the Grid.” Billed as "performance-based.” their
large-scale photographs show the artists dressed (and undressed) as
two characters=—one a human woman in tattered knitwear, the other
a naked, hairy she-critter—engaging in activities whose meanings
remain obscure. In Summer X1V (2005), the woman, wearing a woolen
bikini and wrist warmers, stands on a ¢liff overlooking the untamed
ccean. Her upturned face receives a crimson line of blood that
streams, alarmingly, and somewhat magically, from the sky

In this piece, as in the others, thers i3 3 tension between what is
on-camera and off, between the action in the frame and the sugpested
apparatus that hovers just outside it. Because of this, the photos are
ambivalent, and profoundly self-conscious, about their staginess.
E-ig,ﬁ::ﬂ-: & Nioka IV { 2005) captures the Sasquatch figure as she
squats down in a clearing, clutching fistfuls of rock and dirt. Her
hunched back is encrusted with filth and fur, yet the sun shines off
her clean, smaoath Blonde hair

Lesperance and Cleson are not interested n an archaic return to
nature nor in a mockumentary-style “exposé,” but are ambiguous
about the fantasy, longing, and desire that mythic figures like Bigfoor
elicit. Ancient rives are invoked without being explained. The two are
shown after a kill in Bigfoor & Nioka V {2005), with a dripping cow’s
head, bloody hatchet and all, yet their faces betray bath horror and
confusion, In another photo, sticks have been arranged around tree
trunks, presumably by the creature that slinks off in the background.

The photographs evidence an interest in a contemporary fixation
on place. Shot in locations like the Pacific Morthwest and New
Mexico, they nevertheless seam to exist in the space between some-
where and nowhere—a forest that is somehow too foresty, a stage set
of a forest. 1 there such a thing as primitive camp? Lesperance and
Qleson mix deadpan humor and sly wit into their serious set of
references to et hnography, ferminism, and romanticized landscapes
By referring back to 1970s feminist perfarmance that also made
recourse (o the naked body for political purposes, Lesperance and
Oleson remind us that it might have also been fu 1y—Ffunny-sharp,
funny-wise—to witness Caroles Schneemann outiing herself in large
miessy brushstrokes (lnterior Serall, 1975), or see Judy Chicage's s Lo 6 s o £ e 1 s G, IS, e {03 M . i Bve b | i o G, 2805, Lo 436
photo of 2 woman removing a bloody tampan (Red Flag, 1971) 4 005 i ity G i by et e e g 1 FEHE 8 Bl U3 L e,

In Bigfoot & Mioka I (2003 505), the twa characters recline in a fisld
of brilliant green grass. The grotesquely besmirched Bigfoot sprawls out—
it is unclear if she is resting orinjured. A gold band on her ring finger glints
among the matted fur and smeared mud. The human mountain marma; in
her rags, feathers, and stockings, gazes down at Bigfoot. The ook in her
eyes Is pure tenderness; if this is theater, it is theater as revelation. That
expression transcends both the fetishization of and disgust for all this
femabe flash and hair and dirt and blood. Lesperance and Oleson push
beyand the usual dichotomy of ridicule and sincerity, and suffuse their
work with a humor that coexists with a genusne affective charge.
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