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glowing orbs could be Modernist lamps or miniature biospheres. Radiant
screens resemble computer monitors unavailable on Earth. And flexible
conduits might be electrical cords, designer plumbing or life-support
systems.

Laughs that cut to the
quick

Where things get hazy
Words — in any language — fail to describe the stuff in Anderson's
pictures, which appear to be both landscapes and still lifes. Calling all carnivores
Miscommunication thrives.

"Katedro," "Naiva" and "Defluiga Tubo" (respectively, "Pulpit," "Naive" and > more e-mailed

"Waste Pipe") are even more complicated. Each depicts a mysterious

interior that looks as if it were designed for folks who take multi-tasking far more seriously than we
do. Painted in a Mannerist palette of high-keyed purples, midnight blues, vibrant oranges and
sizzling reds, these strangely inside-out spaces are the mutant offspring of science labs, late-night
lounges, intergalactic command centers and high-tech sewer systems.

The readily identifiable things in each — sofas, sushi and sound systems — are surrounded by
nooks and crannies that open onto galaxies of confusion. Some are jampacked with juicy
brushstrokes. Others open onto the void, its inconceivable emptiness mitigated by the skylines of
lunar cities and dazzling stars.

Immediate understanding and universal accessibility are the last things Anderson wants from art.
Instead, he cultivates illegibility and incomprehension, which stimulate the imagination.
Idiosyncrasy and illogic enter the picture, giving an unborn language an afterlife that is peculiarly
suited to the present.

Mark Moore Gallery, 2525 Michigan Ave., Bergamot Station, Santa Monica, (310) 453-3031,
through May 14. Closed Sundays and Mondays.



