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D arkness, darkness, be my pillow/In the emptiness of right now.”
—Jesse Colin Young

Allyn Massey is a self-proclaimed environmental scientist or a beached mermaid, | can't
decide which. She tells me that she often reminds herself to take deep breaths, like a fish
new to the landlubber’s lot of moving through airy space. Yet Massey is determined to show
me that space is as tangible as the water-world from which she seems to come: “When |
move my hand, | have moved a million molecules in your direction.... | move through the
world this way.”

Water appears in more than one of the artist's works; it's a transparent conductor of light
and air through which she can visually move things. Small objects expand across a gallery
floor like sponge pills in a glass of water. Water-filled glass canisters display pink balls
bouncing.

By contrast, Massey is studying the void of light for her next exhibit, which will feature
monoprints, paintings and drawings. Darkness seems intangible and its space incapable of
filtering or being defined. Yet it opens up one’s imagination to the undefined, and its
anonymity is the artist's playground, and a source of freedom. Instead of taking an
intangible concept and creating a three-dimensional experience, she plans to interpret the
very physical qualities of darkness through two-dimensional art.

Having experienced “darkness” due to recent family deaths, this concept is not far from her
imagination: “It's the dark of the cycle that this [American] culture is reluctant to deal with.”

Interview with Allyn Massey on radarreveiw.net—ED
18 MORIA BYRNE

BLOOMSDAY CENTENARY

The James Joyce Pub

616 South President Street
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www.thejamesjoycepub.com
June 16
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Ithough the James Joyce Pub is joining in the worldwide celebration of Joyce's
A novel Ulysses with Irish music, twenty-five cent beers for those in Edwardian
costume, and a contest for readers, the overall plans for Bloomsday festivities in
Baltimore are few and far between.

This is understandable, considering the peculiarity of Bloomsday as a holiday. An
occasion that has managed to hit its centenary during its forty-fourth year of celebration,
Bloomsday centers on recreating a day in the life of a fictional character, Mr. Leopold
Bloom, whose peregrinations in Dublin, Ireland on June 16, 1904 were immortalized by
Mr. Joyce. Bloom’s actions in the book are so ordinary that re-enacting them consists of
doing things like eating liver for breakfast and having a gorgonzola and wine snack at
mid-afternoon.

However, if the book’s course were followed fastidiously, one should also go to a funeral
and a whorehouse, urinate with a friend, be drunk in a maternity ward, suffer racial
slurs, masturbate on a beach, and silently tolerate a spouse’s adultery. Certainly one
could achieve those goals in Baltimore without an expensive ticket to Dublin. Still, it's a
hard sell, even with the relative scarcity of summer holidays.

Suggested Bloomsday rituals for local use:
Leave a copy of Ulysses (or its inspiration, Homer's Odyssey) at the closest
graveyard, bar or tower.
Go to a deli in Pikesville.
Act somewhat decently despite all humiliation.
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