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‘The idea of a Martan invasion was't  sixties camp. Mundane images, tom from  Project, establishing and exploiting the
new, of course. I dated back at least o their context and ballooned absurdly out of  emerging interface

Nostradamus's sixteenth-century predic- all proportion—a la Lichtenstein, Warhol, fine-art sensibilities. The prints-—natch
tion of the event for 1999, and more re- et al—present an ironic commentary on  —are for sale, and you can get more infor
cently to the 1898 Wells novel, Orson  the emotional subeurrents of more serious  mation about them and about fuure under-
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mythic resonance (Mars=war god, for you favorite, ts gauzy softness humorously
sixthgrade dropouts) and rises to push all  counterpointing the cards' hard-edged gar-
the contemporary. invading-race fear but- ishness. Rick has also taken to hand-tinting

tons lurking just beneath the surface of  the serigraph prints with an airbrush. occa- \3
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t was precisely these images of i
fear obsessions. serving the function of
subconscious exorcism in the popular cul-
ture, that ormed the satircal vocabulary of
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