Excerpts from the Habitat reviewed in Los Angeles Times by Christopher Knight (October 3, 2003).
Mastering the Mass Media   
A pair of solo shows at the new Carl Berg Gallery demonstrates complementary but differing views of the strange numbness that surrounds violence in a media-saturated environment. Kristi Kent makes her debut in the front room with shadow boxes and a motorized sculpture; in the rear gallery, veteran painter Megan Williams makes a welcome return after a four-year hiatus.
Williams shows four works whose manic energy derives from a beautifully rendered mix of Futurist iconoclasm and mass media cartoons. Marinetti meets Mickey Mouse.
One shows a nearly abstract blast, as if a cannonball had ripped through the thickly woven canvas trailing clouds of smoke (and, given the trajectory, whizzed just past your head). Another shows a spurting garden hose, gripped by half a dozen hands in a gesture suggestive of masturbation -- nurturance merged with solipsism. A third follows the wreck of a toy train, which shatters into 33 progressively smaller canvases, the smallest lying scattered on the floor.
Williams' most compelling painting shows a swirling puddle of ochre color invaded by four arms. A flurry of hands furiously wrestles a tangled length of rope. It's a strange work -- an aggressive form of pictorial bondage, which ties your vision up in knots.
Kent's shadow boxes focus on the representation of delirium in fine and popular art. In the wittiest, a pair of the grumpy, apple- wielding, anthropomorphic trees from "The Wizard of Oz" flanks a view of the Taj Mahal -- history's most fantastic mausoleum. A shower of soldiers and women under beauty-parlor hair dryers gently falls over the hallucinatory landscape. If there's such a thing as morbid euphoria, this is it.
The centerpiece of Kent's debut is "Scream Tunnel," an 8-foot- long, seven-sided cylinder that rotates horizontally when a visitor steps on a pedal. Distorted, stretched-out photographs of famous screams -- from Edvard Munch to Alfred Hitchcock, Sergei Eisenstein to Marlon Brando -- slowly twirl inside the homemade fun-house tube. A mirror at the back puts your own image at the tunnel's far end.
Whether from politicians, talk-radio hacks or academics, our modern media miasma is a common target of manipulative hand- wringing from all sides. Kent's work will have none of it. Rarely has that tedious horror looked so winningly foolish.
Carl Berg Gallery, 6018 Wilshire Blvd., (323) 931-6060, through Saturday.

