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are Fln,wcq|¢|,1 0 such a way that art ¢n-
gages the prevailing discourse ol any given
time, disruping the lincar construction of
history amd its subdivisson into movements
that are often defined in reaction, il not
wholly antithetically, 10 one another,
which is a long way of saying, "Seeing is
Ihrgcltl:ng the name of the thing one sees.”

Jan Avgikos

EUGEME LEROY

MICHAEL WERMNER GALLERY
EDWARD THQRPF GALLERY

The surface of Eugéne Leroy's paintings is
dense but far from sluggish, claustropho-
bic and epic inits pamterhiness, vet pecu-
liarly spacious and lyrical in efTect. Over-
loaded 1o the point of chaos, il remains
uncanmily, indeed sublimely harmonious
as il it had a powerful life of its own, This
surface not only “breathes,” in Clement
Greenberg's lemous sense of the word, bat
breathes vigorously. Indeed, Leroy™s paint-
ings give the lie 1o Greenberg's partisan be-
liel that American Abstract Expressionist
painting 1% more spontineously alive than
French Tachism.

And yet, Leroy's paintings are noi ¢x-
wctly “informal,” for all their apparently
chance pestures. These gestures may seem
illogical, but they ritualistically pile up in
Lavers that mwardly uphold the surlice. In
a sense. Leroy reverses Anton Ehren-
rweig's priovitization of the basic elements
n painting, Whereas for Ehrenzweig the
surfsce is conventionally formed of Gestal-
ten, with an underlying Gesralr-Tree inten-
sity, Leroy’s works indicate that when
Cresral-lree intensity becomes the norm of
painting, the sense of control and conscious
purpose necessary o an inwardly balanced
work must nevertheless be apparent, hows
ever elusive the Gestalt that suggests this
sense seems to be. Indoed, there is a latent,
but clearly visible, figural Grestalf in the
manifest feld of Leroy's paintings, a
“thing™ that seems to grow out of its sur-
face of immanent gestures. Leroy gives 1l
many names in his thes—the abstract
Grestalr is supposedly a human figure or
landiscape. o head or a Mower—buat all of
these eveke the sume meaning, the same
enigmatic density of being thar sponta-
neously springs or “superejects,” 1o use Al-
fred North Whitchead's concepd. from the
i paine, This illusion of spontaneous
generation—this vision of mad, chanoe ac-
tions that build up to a peculiarly *method-
wcal” chimax, cenlenng the painting despite
inself— is the crux off Leroy's painting.

Leroy seems 1o self-consciously culti-
wale irrational painterliness, reflected in his
choice of titles like Téne en fofie {Head in
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Eugine Leroy, Lumidres Sev Maring [Light on
marina], 1991, oil on Carwms, 5356 0 519,

madness, 19 yand L awire ferribfe {The
errible other, 1991). 13 he yet another Eu-
ropean master who finds, in the fetishiza-
tion of painterly madness—“pandemao-
niumm,” (o cite Georg Baselite—the only,
last-ditch hope for painting? In a sense yes,
but i wnother sense Leroy s ssmply doing
aomicthing we lave boen familiar with since
French Impressionism. namely. suggesting
thant o wmaount of rsdom, wcmlngl}' =
terially raw and Mragmentary aclions can
destroy the preconceived unity usually at-
trbuted tooa work of mrt, Bui the expres-
sionist edge Leroy gives his “impression-
ism”™ suggests that, il the analogy of
abstract pamting 1o music holds, he is able
v live an that narcissistic depah where, ac-
cording to Heinz Kohut, every impulse is
experienced as a nuance of the nuckear self.
Leroy's richly nuanced painterly music is
an optimal expression of the deep sense of
creative flow, which, according to Mihaly
Caksrentmihalyi, 15 necessary for us to
have conviction in ourselves. One of the
ways such expression integrates us is by
restoring our sense of the mnocence of all
impubses, however, “dark”™ they may seem
In the end, Leroy's impulsiveness leaves us
with this sense ol inviolable innocence.
Pramald! Kuespif

JAMES ROSENQUIST
GAGOSIAN GALLERY

Jumes Rosenguist has always been in a
class of his own within Pop art, never quile
boarding the Warholian media-imagery
bandwagon. While appropriating banal
all-Amencan imagery, hi combing i n an
meongruous way suggestive of a Surrealist
esthetic that is particularly reminiscent of
Riene \-‘Ii:l.g'r|11¢ That 15, Rosenguest s carly
pictures-—which this exhibition justifiably

Anmes Rossmgelst, Uaiitied [Two Chairs ], 1963,
ol on canvas, TT X TTT.

suggests have become “classic™ —reflect
neither the slick irony, inadverent black
humor, nor obsession with fame-sceking
associited with Pop art; rather, Ihu:.' SOOI
mysterious and unfathomable, even thirty
vears afler they were made. Mot only do
they contimue 10 look mgeniously unintell-
gible, but their nightmarish character has
become clear.

In A Lot o Like, 1962, ermutic shards of
commonplace imagery —a football player,
a man's suit jacket, a single-cdged razor
blade, a black umbrella, a hand combing
harr, a man's naked back, etc.—are com-
bimed in a montagelike manner suggestive
of o B-movie, despite all the techmical
micelies thal bring them together in the
sarne frame. The virtue of a B-movie, as of
all kitsch entertainment. lies in the superfi-
crality of action and emotion, allowing one
o enter mindlessly into the fantasy it con-
structs. But it requires a great effort to Nig-
ure oul the fantasy in a typical Rosenguist
spectache, even when, as in For Young Rev-
olurtonaries, 192, it seems to have 1o do
with assassination, or, as in Marming S,
1963, 1 seems like a atine rLjﬂi:urJ.cr 16 the
American version of the beautifull face that
lawnched a thousand ships, In other words,
Rosenguist takes frogments of an already
given collective fantasy and wses them to
unnameable, even inefTable effect, suggest-
ing that there 15 something bevond what its
manufsctured surface reveals.

Through his cunming manipulation of its
details, Rosenquist both mimics and mocks
the seductivenesa and unconscous power ol
this fantasy. He seems to dissect il anatomi-
cally and, by shattenng i, distances himsel
from i, A Uhse sarse tiame, be lelescopically
enlarges cach deiail wo thai it fecks as if cach
is bearing down on us, becoming hyprnodti-
cally gross. Taken together, they seem to be-
long to an unspecifiable magical whole bag-

|Dwwid Aabinowitch, Construction of
Vision I Ovders, 1969, pencil on
paper, 43 % 307

geT than :m:\_.'nl' them, however spectacular
they are in themselves. Indeed. Rosenguist
creates the effect of some grand, consum-
mske, unpllr'tnt:. incomprehensible collec-
tive fantasy, emblematic of the society that
erips us all in its monstrous maw. A society
all the mere hormific anmd engrossing because
the details sometimes seem like synech-
doches of different fantasics: combined in
the sume frame, these details suggest that
whatever way we lurm we cannol escape this
manipulation of owr deepest desires, its con-
trol of our fantasy life. Thus, in shattering
the |'IT|.IMI.i|.' whaole of a socal fa nLiEsy,
Rosenquist brings it into critical question,
but i enlarging its fragments he suggests its
“poctic” domination, The brilhance of
Rosenguist is that he has made concrete po-
etry out of banal imagery derived from a
dumb social fentasy and, in doing so, dis-
closad its absolute power over our inner and
ouler lives. DK

DAVID RABINOWITCH
FLYNN

Ome cannodt help but be awed by Diavid Ra-
binowitch's seven “Construction of Vision
Drrawings,” 1969- 1978, when they are
viewed in the context of Barbara Flynn®s
high, narrow, geometrically exguisite
gallery. Geometry speaks to geometry, sug-
gesting i new peak of punty, and a fresh so-
phistication of the void. These drawings
look as if it 1ook a long time to ponder cach
of their few detuils, from the siee of the pa-
per 1o the placement of the geometrical ele-
ments. Rabinowitch’s drawings demon-
strate the continged vinhility—the infinite
r\cnl.:w:l.hlhl!}' ol the pcr!l'n.'!mmal less-is-
mre esthetic: the less visible and simipler it
is, the more deeply it 15 seen and the more
profound its simplcity, Above all, the more




Robart Gevone, Wissdedust, 1901, oil on board, 43 x TE",

readily the space of secing becomes a
kind of inner sancium—a hushed monastic
cell. Indeed, Rabinowitch’s drawings
have an ascetic restraint that suggests a
devotional intensity.

Creomelry onoe agiin socms i contems
plative, all-absorbing end in itsell, all
the more so because of Rabinowitch’s
“iromic” doubling and “tuctile”™ rendering
of it outlined circle stands across from
vaporous circle; big. dark ellipse is at
oddds with big, hghtly drawn, almost invisi-
ble ellipse; small dark ellipse stands
diagonally opposed o, but not precisely
ahigned wath, small dark ellipse, and so
on. Rabinowitch repeats each simple
geometrical element with a “twist,”
50 that the drawing as a whole becomes
unexpectedly complex and subliminally
tense. The clements seem to move in
and out of visibility, appearing spatially at
oddds, however formally alike. This
ErvErse ||'|:irr1:lri||E renders ili[l.']|i3||:'|||il}
at once poculiarly vital and elusive.
Simple geometry tends to become sell-
stereolyping and inert, but Rabinowitch's
“differentiation” of it, through a strategy
of touch and placement, makes it strungely
self-conscious,

Amd also peculiarly insecure and unsta-
ble, For all the “harmony™ each geometrcal
form has m nsell, From Kasimir Malevich
through Piet Mondrian w0 early Frank
Stella, we soc that perhaps the most endurs
g issue in the hmur:. nr'gun:hlnclru.'ul ah-
straction is how 1o breathe mystical life—a
life that becomes a kind o taking stock and
sell-gathening—inio the waxworkslike con-
ventionality of simple peometncal lorm.
The problem is how to make the self-evi-
dent seem to hide and simultaneowsly con-
wey something that is far from self-gvident
This is accomplished by placing self-same
geometrical entities in asymmetrical rela-

tionship, destabilizing them, and thus mak-
ing them seem inwardly alive—mystically
vibrani. Rabinowitch, by creating an eflect
of displacement within a basically unified
work—mnot unlike what Malevich did with
his white=on-white square, but subtler, in
that it also creates an ¢ffect of tactile dis-
placemsent—has found a new way of doing
this, This i no mean feat 28 o time when ge-
OMELRY S0emis Lo have hecorme an l:|llrn|!li|.'
endgame for many artisis, who use it to
invalickate rather than revalidate the vision-
ary purpose of geometrical abstraction,
This may testifly 1o their own lack of
geometric imagination. which, as Rabi-
nowitch demonstrates, still has subile

possibilities. DK

ROBERT GREEMNE
ROBERT MILLER GALLERY

Diana Vreeland and the poslwar ghﬂ::. -
days of Bazaar and Fegue are to Robert
Greene roughly what the court and the
commedia dell'ame have become since
Watteau—a paradis perdu. Greene's fSes
gafanies are usually full of nimble, affec-
HoHELle poOTirails of Tashiom icons, fellow
arists, and friends. In these melanchaolse ro-
mances, i white standard poodle always
plays the part of Scapino, while a shifting
cast of characters makes cameo appear-
ances, and sets of faintly incestuous 1wins
or even triplets of both sexes stroll about,
narcissistically, in supporting roles.
Gamine protagonists who suggest Audrey
Hepburi oF Brigillu Bardo, sometinees
modeled on the artisis’ aunt and mother,
enhance this air of ingenuous decadence.
Greene's louche and winsome linde theater
owes something 1o Federico Fellini, as well
as to Eilly Wilder, whose films, such as the
|||:P'h|,|r|1 duo—Sabring, 1954, and Love in

Fred Wilson, Untitled [Adfis), 1902,
plastar, pedestsl 50 books,
i w30 x 305,

the Afternoon, 1957
weeping

Gireene’s sense of the tragic—his many
interpretations, for example, of the Pierro
motif—{urther denotes the mores of some
carlier, distinctly maternal age d'or. Far
from mythic, Greene's emotional depths
are perhaps best reflected by the song “The
Party's Crver.” Greene is indeed blessed,
and cursed as well, with a magpee's 1aste for
glamour of the unmaternal kind, and witha
decidedly unencumbering education,

Like Jack Pierson, Gireene has the canny
instinets of a bom stylist to rely on for spice,
and he has gravitated 1o such relevant pre-
decessors as Jean Cocteawu, Flonne Stett-
heimer, and Christian (" Bébe” ) Bérard.
And happily enough, these illustrious fig-
ured could be taken m on Greene's own
terms—hby lealing through '40s [ashion
pages, and by attending screenings in pre-
sent-dav revival howses, Greene lives in a
wiorld of fast !al.cs, Biat hie's o mene [as-
ticheur. Everything is put through a
Gireene-ing as precise as the poodles’ modi-
lied-1opaary cuts,

Actually, the artist seems 1o be experi-
encing some interesting new growing pains
A stormier amd more Bomantic scale, for
instance, determines Lhe owloome of several
of his recemt ¢fTorts. In the uncharsgtensti-
cally unpopulows He Showed Me, 1990, a
detached and implicitly paternal figure sits
on a boardwalk bench. on the coast of what
appears 1o be Holland, With him s
Greene's [irst poodle, long deceased.
Gihostleer doubles of the dog are Niguned boi-
tering on a contiguous ans of a sandy-col-
ored Deld, Deep blue waves illhl.\im! h}' Al-
bert Pinkham Ryder crash against the
fortified shore.

In another large painting, entitled
Whirling an Eche, 1991, Greene addresses
postindustrinl landscape genres of the 19th

sel many a housewife
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and early 20th centuries, belore they were
overwhelmed by an avalanche of painterly
urhamisms. In this well-aerated, celery-and-
unripe-tomate-colored seene, a Gigh-csgque
girl walks her Belle Epoque bicyele across
some railroad tracks, while fe chifen Seapin
tugs at the hem of her blue dress, Other
poodle sprites and wee winsome figunes are
scattered inthe foreground. A giant factory
with pharaonic smokestacks looms from
behind, At mudsection, a meadowy, En-
ghish-looking expanse fades out into the dis-
tance, and the rest is clowd-streaked sky.
The leok, of course, is Constable
In Fuell Cry, 1991, a “cameo” ling-up of
fellow anisis, sct along the edge of a lorest
allée, creates a group portrait of some of the
Raobert Miller gallery stable thut 1z only
slightly diluted by the usual Gireene retinue
of heartthrobs and Mmiends. But transparent
Matiery, too, 15 part of an honomble tradi-
non that predates Versailles, has survived
countbess wars and revolutions, and will no
doubt outlive Fifth Avenue.
Liza Lictmaan

FRED WILSON
METRO PICTURES

In “Panta Bhei. (A Gallery of Ancient Clas-
scal A" 1992 a flli.ihll.'r cast of Atlas bent
under the weight of a stack of Western art
history books, Barely visible beneath the
base on which the ligure stood was a single
volume devoted to African art. As with
Fred Wilson's best work, this seemingly
sample, shamelesaly didactic sculpture res.
onates with subtler messages. We all know
by now that Eurepean and American arl
historins have stacked the cands heavaly in
favor of the classical tradition, at the ex-
pense of African and Far Exstern cultares.
H. W, Janson's Hixtory af Ari tops Wilson's
pile—in Wilson's sculpiure, the Western
tomes supplant the globe: they are the
workd we have been taught

By juxtaposing dense scholarly books
and the graceful white figure, Wilson re-
minds us how much we “see” with our
minds, how our notions of beauty and in-
deed of art are shaped by what books ell
us, Untitled (Arlas) (all works 1992}
formed part of a mise-en-scéne nimicking,
as have Wilson's carlier installations, the
conspicuously corrupt forms of culiural
amd ethnological packuging found in tradi-
tiomal museums— museums before histor-
cal revistonism arrived under the banner of
multculiuralism. Throughout this show
Wilson redressed the denial of the Egyptian
conmection by literally reuniting what was
severed: heads from Egyprian statues wene
poised on the necks of decapitated classical
figures. The tithes informed us that the two
parts, discordant in their scale, wse of mate-
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David Rabinowitch

Flynn
By Donald Kuspit

One cannot help but be awed by David Rabinowitch’s seven “Construction of Vision
Drawings,” 1969-1978, when they are viewed in the context of Barbara Flynn’s high,
narrow, geometrically exquisite gallery. Geometry speaks to geometry, suggesting

a new peak of purity, and a fresh sophistication of the void. These drawings look as

if it took a long time to ponder each of their few details, from the size of the paperto
the placement of the geometrical elements. Rabinowitch’s drawings demonstrate the
continued viability—the infinite renewability—of the perfectionist less-is-more es-
thetic: the less visible and simpler it is, the more deeply it is seen and the more pro-
found its simplicity. Above all, the more readily the space of seeing becomes a kind

of inner sanctum—a hushed monastic cell. Indeed, Rabinowitch’s drawings have an
ascetic restraint that suggests a devotional intensity.

Geometry once again seems a contemplative, all-absorbing end in itself, all the more
so because of Rabinowitch’s “ironic” doubling and “tactile” rendering of it: outlined
circle stands across from vaporous circle; big, dark ellipse is at odds with big, lightly
drawn, almost invisible ellipse; small dark ellipse stands diagonally opposed to, but
not precisely aligned with, small dark ellipse, and so on. Rabinowitch repeats each
simple geometrical element with a “twist,” so that the drawing as a whole becomes
unexpectedly complex and subliminally tense. The elements seem to move in and out
of visibility, appearing spatially at odds, however formally alike. This perverse mirror-
ing renders intelligibility at once peculiarly vital and elusive. Simple geometry tends to
become self-stereotyping and inert, but Rabinowitch’s “differentiation” of it, through
a strategy of touch and placement, makes it strangely self-conscious.

And also peculiarly insecure and unstable, for all the “harmony” each geometrical
form has initself. From Kasimir Malevich through Piet Mondrian to early Frank Stella,
we see that perhaps the most enduring issue in the history of geometrical abstrac-
tion is how to breathe mystical life—a life that becomes a kind of taking stock and
self-gathering—into the waxworkslike conventionality of simple geometrical form.
The problem is how to make the self-evident seem to hide and simultaneously convey
something that is far from self-evident. This is accomplished by placing self-same
geometrical entities in asymmetrical relationship, destabilizing them, and thus mak-
ing them seem inwardly alive—mystically vibrant. Rabinowitch, by creating an effect
of displacement within a basically unified work—not unlike what Malevich did with his
white-on-white square, but subtler, in that it also creates an effect of tactile displace-
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ment—has found a new way of doing this. This is no mean feat at a time when geom-
etry seems to have become an entropic endgame for many artists, who use it to in-
validate rather than revalidate the visionary purpose of geometrical abstraction. This
may testify to their own lack of geometric imagination, which, as Rabinowitch demon-
strates, still has subtle possibilities.

—Donald Kuspit

Cover: Sue Williams, Die, 1992, acrylic on canvas, 15 x 18”.
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