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The spare, grave display by the Romanian gallery Plan B was a standout at the recent Armory 
Show. Everything looked like eye candy beside it. Several of those artists are also in “Across the 
Trees” — a literal translation of Transylvania — at Nolan, organized by the Britsh art critic Jane 
Neal. Their work is as taciturn and compact as remembered, but with a vein of flipped-on-its-
head zaniness shooting through.  

Pencil drawings by Ciprian Muresan turn an Italian fable into a surrealistic sitcom of patriarchal 
warfare, with a hapless parent tormented by preadolescent children. Miklos Szilard’s sculpture 
called “Father” could be straight from the story: It’s a man’s beat-up winter cap with a bloody 
bandage on top. 

Romania was ruled for decades by a Communist dictatorship, under which it was grindingly 
industrialized but also left chronically poor. Serban Savu’s Hopperesque paintings of laborers 
and office workers, and Adrian Ghenie’s landscapes obscured by gray dust, seem to speak of that 
dystopian time. No wonder the country produced a generation of Doubting Thomas artists.  

Cristan Pogacean turns the idea into a sly joke in a video of Caravaggio’s painting of the 
disbelieving disciple examining Jesus’ wound. The only moving element is Thomas’s wiggling, 
probing finger. Obviously art’s vaunted power, like all other authority, has long since become 
suspect. This is the message of Mr. Muresan’s photographic re-enactment of Yves Klein’s 
famous, eternally suspended leap from a rooftop. In the new version the artist hits the ground.  

And in a video by Gabriela Vanga, creative ambition becomes a form of self-torment. The piece 
is a compilation of scenes from old “Tom and Jerry” cartoons, with the cat executing super-
elaborate maneuvers to land his prey. But as the mouse has been digitally removed from the film, 
the efforts are for nothing. Even worse, they backfire. Ms. Vanga’s piece may not quite qualify 
as black humor, but it is succinctly and agreeably grim. - HOLLAND COTTER 


