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Kent Rogowski swears he’s not fucked in 
the head. Honest. All he does is take ted-
dy bears (he’ll take yours off your hands, 
if you’d like) and attack them with a 
knife. He guts the little buggers, turns 
them inside out and re-stuffs them like 
that—inside out, their seams showing, 
their facial features determined by the 
button fasteners that hold their real 
eyes and noses in place. Then he snaps 
their portraits.

Rogowski works with familiar 
objects that are loaded with emotional 
baggage, tweaking them “in small ways 
that hopefully drastically alter what 
they communicate.” In the past, he 
has worked with jigsaw puzzles, snow 
globes and romance novel covers. Bears 
began with Rogowski sitting around 
his studio, staring at a teddy bear and 
wondering what was inside it. So he 
tore the thing apart.

“I was shocked,” he says. “I wasn’t 
expecting it to maintain its form. It 

still looked like a bear. I thought it was 
one of the most hideous things I’d ever 
seen, and at the same time, it was cute, 
lovable, pitiful. It seemed more endear-
ing, and had more personality than the 
original object had. I had to stuff one 
right-side out recently, and that was re-
ally shocking—I’d forgotten what they 
really looked like. They’re so boring!”

Rogowski’s bears look like they’ve 
been through hell. Their faces are caved 
in; several are missing arms and legs; 
one has been completely decapitated. 
Stray yarn and wires run everywhere, 
and when posed for photographs, they 
often slouch.

Still, the bears wear optimistic looks 
on their mangled little faces. It’s a feat 
of photography, Rogowski says, that 
isn’t immediately obvious when view-
ing the bears in three dimensions.

“The first time I turned one inside 
out, I wasn’t sure what to do with it. 
They lived in my studio for a time, 

and occasionally, I’d throw one out 
the window and let people run into 
it on the street. What struck me the 
most was how vulnerable they were. 
I needed to enhance that, so I decided 
to photograph them on simple white 
backgrounds. They’re asking you to 
consider their personalities. They’re 
being crushed by white space. Most are 
screaming out, ‘Love me!’ ”

Asked whether he’s a monster 
masquerading as an artist, Rogowski is 
defiant. “I see myself as liberating these 
things and presenting them in a way 
that’s more honest. They’re like chil-
dren—they’re angry, violent, and they 
look a little selfish, but they also want 
to be loved. To me, that’s much more 
interesting than a bear in its natural 
form.” He pauses, and then concedes, 
“I know my studio looks like a torture 
chamber.”

NOTABLES

It’s July’s First Friday, so grab your pretensions and your wineglasses, and hit the galleries. For starters, make like an aging South-
ern belle and replenish your shut-in daughter’s Glass Menagerie at L’Attitude Gallery, which is letting its artists get crazy with 
the shapes and surfaces of the vitreous stuff for a spell. [Fri.7.6. 218 Newbury St., Boston. 617.927.4400. 10am/free. lattitude-
gallery.com]  Seven gross guy artists fart and noogie all night long at the opening of Pull My Finger, the summer show at the 
Allston Skirt Gallery. Be warned: It’s purportedly crammed with comedic and “scatological” themes. Somebody call Dave Barry. 
[Opens Fri.7.6. 65 Thayer St., South End, Boston 617.482.3652. 5pm/free. allstonskirt.com]  Sculptured shit’s going to be both 
Cast & Constructed at the Boston Sculptors Gallery this summer—although the only time you’ll get to see all things cast and 
constructed (whatever that means) without an appointment is the First Friday reception. So step up. [Fri.7.6. 486 Harrison Ave., 
South End, Boston. 617.482.7781. 5pm/free. bostonsculptors.com]  If you’re still conscious and appreciative of art at the end of 
the night, polish it off at MFA Fridays, where you can bang down cocktails in the Koch Gallery and hurl boozy catcalls at the art. 
[Fri.7.6. Museum of Fine Arts, 65 Huntington Ave., Boston. 617.267.9300. 5:30pm-9:30pm/21+/free. mfa.org]

GORDY SLACK, AUTHOR OF THE BATTLE OVER THE 
MEANING OF EVERYTHING
By Lissa Harris

Unlike most of the people we interview around here, Gordy 
Slack—who has a new book out about the recent monkey 
trial in Dover, PA—is used to defending himself, primarily 
against creationist nutjobs. And unlike the graceless yahoos 
at the Dig, Slack is a meticulous journalist. He tapes all his 
interviews about evolution, so he can go back and listen to 
them and figure out how to talk about evolution better. So 
next time, he’ll remember the turtle joke for sure.

ARE YOU READY?
Let me put my headset on. So I have both my fists 
free. OK.

WHEN YOU HEAR pEOpLE SAY, “IT’S ONLY A THEORY,” 
DO YOU HAVE TO FIGHT THE URGE TO SMITE THEM?
Anybody who knows anything about the language of 
science knows that a theory is a very broad and pow-
erful hypothesis that has a lot of science supporting 
it. It’s never used as an insult. So people who say 
evolution is just a theory are insulting themselves. I 
feel no need or urge to smite them.

WHAT IF IT REALLY IS TURTLES ALL THE WAY DOWN?
Did you read my book? Because there’s a joke about 
turtles all the way down in the book. The anthropolo-
gist says to the Native American, “What’s under 
the turtle on the bottom?” And … what does the 
Native American say? He says … uh … I wish I could 
remember because it’s funny. I doubt turtles are in 
my index. Hold on. [Looks through index] You know, 
I might be able to remember that later because it’s 
funny. There’s something under the turtle.

I HEARD KARL pOppER DID NOT DIE, BUT INSTEAD 
HAD HIS IMMORTAL SOUL TRANSFERRED INTO AN 
ORDINARY BOx OF BREAKFAST CEREAL. pLEASE 
pROVE ME WRONG.
I’m sure that’s true. Because you can taste Karl Pop-
per in Sugar Pops.

ONCE I HAD THIS CAT WHO GOT ITS TAIL CUT OFF, 
AND THEN IT HAD A BUNCH OF KITTENS WITH NO 
TAILS. SHOULD I CALL RICHARD DAWKINS?
That’s called Lamarckian evolution. Do you know who 
the kittens’ father was?

IF ONLY WE COULD KNOW WHO KITTENS’ FATHERS 
WERE.
Do you believe Richard Dawkins could be the father?

ANYTHING’S pOSSIBLE.
I would try calling him. He can be hard to get ahold of.

IF WE’RE ALL jUST A BUNCH OF MOLECULES 
FORNICATING, HOW CAN RELIGION HURT THE 
CHILDREN?
That question is packed with even more ridiculous  
assumptions than the ones you’ve asked before. I 
don’t feel I can answer it without saying something 
untrue.

[Gordy Slack visits the Harvard Book Store on Tuesday, 
7.10.07. 1256 Mass. Ave., Harvard Sq., Cambridge. 
617.661.1515. 6:30pm/free. harvard.com]

DEFEND YOURSELF!
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Awww, poor little woobums!


