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Daniel Giordano, in the studio with, Talent II, (Deep Dive) 2020
69 musket ball, acrylic paint, aluminum, baby mattress, bronze, bucket lids, cattails, charcoal, Christmas bells,
epoxy, exterior semi-gloss acrylic + primer, fibered aluminum coating, hosiery, iron, joint tape, king crab,
limestone, natural dyes, natural pigments, Nesquik strawberry powder, Northeastern Fast-Dry tennis clay court
surface, peekytoe crabs, permanent ink, phosphorescent acrylic paint, plaster, plastic barrels, polypropylene, pure
new wool, salt, self-tanner, silicone, steel coat hangers, steel mesh, tennis balls, urinal cake, vermiculite
56 x 51 x 28 inches

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE

Turley Gallery presents a solo exhibition with Daniel Giordano, The Misadventures of
Buddy Crapo: By Land, By Sea, and By Air.
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Daniel Giordano, at work on My Scorpio II, 2015-2022
1989 Yamaha jet ski, aluminum, Canadian maple
syrup, cattails, ceramic, construction adhesive, cow
teeth, deep-fried batter, epoxy, fire glass, glitter, goat
skin, hosiery, lichen, manual chain hoist, nail polish,
Northeastern Fast-dry tennis court surface, oil-based
paint, organic matter, phosphorescent acrylic, plastic
wrap, PVC glue, PVC primer, rawhide, reactive metallic
copper enamel, rocks, silicone, sleeve press board,
steel, steel wool, Tang drink mix, tennis balls, thread,
Tiger Balm, water-based acrylic paint, window sash
weight, wool

THE CONTINUING ADVENTURES
OF DOCTOR ORFEO
The Misadventures of Buddy Crapo:
By Land, By Sea, and By Air

Deep in the verdant jungle of his dreams, it was
a long journey before Buddy Crapo, intrepid
assistant to the Empathic Botanist, Doctor
Mikare, arrived at the place he and his friend,
Samson Seamus, journalist at large, had been
seeking for so long. First having traveled by
blimp along the Sirocco winds, they followed a
route that they transcribed from an etched
obsidian plate uncovered from the sea a�er
three thousand years of burial. At the map’s end,
a quick turn down a massive sinkhole,
half-hidden by an ancient beech forest once
sacred to the Carthaginians, led the hovering
cra� through seemingly endless ways of strange,
star-crossed void. They found themselves on the
side of a dormant volcano overlooking the coast
of some far-flung place, choked with jungle as
green as an emerald under the eye of a sun that
was as fiery as a citrine, and just as radiantly hot.
Knowing a good place to stop when they saw
one, Buddy and Samson asked the blimp pilot to
leave them off.

The pilot stared at the two of them a good long
while, figuring they were nuts for chartering
him, and crazier still for wanting to venture into
this unfamiliar landscape. He chewed his pencil
with the le� side of his mouth and used his right
hand to pull the lever to send down a long
wrought-iron anchor on a polished cable, which
whistled through the firmament before emitting
a thud and a tiny swirl of sand on the distant
sandbar below. A�er bidding the pilot adieu,
Buddy and Samson shimmied down on pulleys
with rucksacks full of camping gear.

Traveling by day, and setting up camp each
night, Buddy and Seamus took note of
everything they saw as they searched for the rare
sybilline onion, the most empathic of the
psychic alliums known, to date, in the world.
A�er Seamus wrote his entry for the day in his
tall reporter’s notepad labeled, “The
Misadventures of Buddy Crapo: By Land,
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By Sea, and By Air,” Buddy would stay up late, half in his sleeping bag, and gaze up at the stars, biting
his fist as tears rolled down his apple cheeks. In the morning, the two young men spent their time
washing up, Buddy scrubbing down his crew cut, and Samson dusting off his curly long-on-top ‘do,
before setting out.

It was about a fortnight of this routine before they found themselves at the threshold to a village
ringed with solar panels and wind turbines.  They pled their case with the village mayor, a woman
with arms as powerful as the oldest of the regional mangroves, who took pity on them and opened up
an old palm leaf codex for them, offering her best guess as to where they should direct their search.
She gave them her blessing to investigate and sent them towards a lagoon deep in the jungle.  They
found themselves in the shadow of a ruined palace, square in shape, built of massive, porous volcanic
stone blocks that were fixed without mortar.

“This looks like our place,” said Buddy, pulling aside a curtain of vines and exposing a mysterious
wood-framed doorway, engraved with a repetitive undulating pattern of lines and dots.

“We’re lucky we had the blessing of the local Mayor,” replied Samson, “I remember her saying that
without that, the kudzu would have gotten us in its clutches again.”

“That was that Brazilian kudzu. I don’t think the stuff that grows around here is nearly as feisty. Hey,
check this out, Samson!”

Buddy found himself passing under the eaves of the doorway into a massive space, walled in on four
sides and without a roof. The interior was paved with dark, cracked stone, and a large central basin of
lighter stone held a pool of rainwater. At the northern end of the cloister stood a vine-tree embedded
in the wall, covering a central niche.

Buddy pulled aside some of the vines, and caught sight of something in the half darkness within the
hollow of the niche. Before long, Samson was next to him, helping him pull back the rich foliage. A
tall idol carved of a massive block of lapis lazuli stood before the two of them, its form unlike
anything they had ever seen before. Its face – wherever it was, seemed to look through them without
eyes, smile without lips or a mouth, and smell them without a nose. In time, the colors around the
two young men faded to gray. The sounds of the forest beyond the ruined palace dimmed and gave
way to a crackling electricity, with the smell of plasma carried on the wind. The statue emitted a faint
blue aura, and the electric glow intensified by the moment. A distant hum struck the horizon, and
Buddy lost control of his right hand, li�ing to his ear, and closing his eyes to focus even more on the
sweet sound. A melodious chant echoed through Buddy’s senses, and Buddy knew it by heart in an
instant. He more than knew it; it was a part of him, and he couldn’t resist chanting it back. The statue
and Buddy chanted in unison until it seemed as though moments no longer had any meaning, and
suddenly Buddy and Samson were one person. Bamson himself, standing taller and wider than either
of the young men, separated slowly, as though he were an animal cell going through the process of
division. Out of the ectoplasmic morass that joined the two forms rose the sybilline onion, their
nucleus rising of its own accord, and hovering within reach.

An eternity later, the two young men came to their senses, and the pale phosphorescence of the
purple sybilline onion came dri�ing to rest at the base of the statue, which looked as pitted and
ancient as the rest of the complex, no more than another piece of andesite. The boys both knew it by
sight and by heart, they had found the grail they had been seeking. Beholding the onion so suddenly
was too much for Buddy to bear. He wept, so much so that it became torrential, and before he knew
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it, Samson, the onion, and he were in a flooded space, swept out of the complex on a wave of tears
and sped downhill at blinding speed. They caught themselves on an old coracle of woven branches,
tethered on a little stone piling just beyond the ruined harbor, Buddy clutching the onion under his
arm. The vine tether stretched with the rush of tears until it snapped, and sent the coracle adri� on
the bright blue ocean, aimless, until the two of them waved down a passing giant albatross. The titanic
bird took pity on them and swooped down to give them a li� back to Santa Ninfa.

~~~

A fortnight a�er Doctor Orfeo and Doctor Mikare met, they secured a little blue skiff and rowed out
to the mysterious island that held the azure jewel of the flooded forest which Doctor Mikare had been
studying. Doctor Orfeo kept a small straw box full of metaphysical seedlings in his lap, and Doctor
Mikare wore a crystal vial full of Buddy Crapo’s tears. Together they had hatched a plan to foster
cooperation between the plants of the flooded forest and the ghostly vegetables that had plagued
Santa Ninfa. Above them, a speck blotted upon the horizon. If the two Doctors squinted, they could
just make out the shape of a giant albatross and his passengers, who waved to the Doctors below.

Daniel Giordano was born in 1988. He lives and
works in Newburgh, NY. Daniel earned his MFA
from the University of Delaware. His recent solo
exhibitions include the Massachusetts Museum of
Contemporary Art (MASS MoCA), North Adams,
MA; Ann Street Gallery, Safe Harbors of the
Hudson, Newburgh, NY; the Rosenberg Gallery,
Hofstra University, Hempstead, NY; Wil Aballe Art
Projects, BC, Canada; and Sardine, Brooklyn, NY.
Recent group exhibitions include Helena Anrather,
New York, NY; The Hyde Collection, Glens Falls,
NY; The Dorsky Museum, SUNY New Paltz, NY;
Fortnight Institute, New York, NY; CLEA RSKY
Offsite Project, LeRoy Neiman Gallery, Columbia
University, New York, NY; Zürcher Gallery, New
York, NY; Fridman Gallery, New York, NY; Barns
Art Center, East Fishkill, NY; JDJ, New York, NY;
and Anonymous, New York, NY, among others.
Daniel was a fellow at the Bronx Museum of the
Arts. His work has been featured in Sculpture
Magazine, Frontera Digital, Whitehot Magazine,
Chronogram, Canadian Art, The New York Times,
Cultured Magazine, and Art Spiel, among others.

Text by Anthony Giordano | Photos by Kyle Knodell

Daniel Giordano, Studio, 2022

Turley Gallery is open Friday–Sunday, 12–5 PM, and by appointment.
Press and sales inquiries, please email info@turley.gallery.

Please visit www.turley.gallery for more information.
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