ARTF

APRIL 1998 $7.00 I N

T E RN A e 0 N Al |

DAVID RIN

THE GREEN MOl

THOMAS |

TOPT

CHUCK |

048

109%9

0312855 s



e

:..'”
-}f
i

TCH PROJECTS/
ENS MUSEUM

Shahzia Sikander, Hood's Red Rider #2, 1997,
wvogetable color, dry pigment, watercolor, and
tea on hand colored “wasli™ paper, 104 x 74"

finding a form 1o accommodate multi-

Red Rider #1, is also the weakest suggests
that the artist is still unsure how to encom-
pass her multiplicity of sources and tech-
niques in a single work. Those sources
range from the tradinonal miniature paint-
ing she studied in Lahore to pop culture
and Western modernism, all pervaded by
a fasanation with the historical vicissitudes
of the female image, i la Nancy Spero.
These concatenated fragments need a cer-
tain amount of open space in order to res-
onate, and this she preserves in the other
works on canvas here, Fleshy Weapons
and G-endangered, in which big tracts of
unpainted ground allow for implicit rather
than overtly constructed space.

The innocent viewer could be forgiven
for feeling transported by Sikander's show
back to the heyday of the Italian transavan-
guardia; after all, an artist like Francesco
‘Clemente drew deeply on some of the
same Indian traditions i which Sikander
was trained. Is it 5o surprising that, with
Sikander reaching from East to West as
Clemente did from West to East, the two

should have crossed paths? It's a crossing

see in “Out of India: Contemporary
the South Asian Diaspora,” which
d several of Sikander’s “muniatures.”

| upivml“ for her, that task

Ingo Meller, Malve blaulich .

, 1997,
oll on canvas, 27 ¥ax 184"

materiality “behind” the image, and of the
evanescence of that matenality as it be-
comes, itself, an image

Yet Sikander’s subject matter, too,
presents a dilemma. Insofar as her far-flung
atations build up allegories of female
identity transmuting across intersecting
cultural contexts, any given viewer will
recognize certain references while finding
others utterly obscure. So the formal
invention and exuberance of the pantings
must do a good bit of the labor. It’s the
artist’s off-balance and (in more than one
sense) edgy composition that makes a
work like Fleslry Weapons memorable, not
the jazzy iconography. The panung's jux-
taposition of sharp and piercing forms
with rounded, voluptuous ones tells its
own tale abour the crossing of aggression
and tenderness, terror and desire. It's a tale
told with sly wit and a talent for the
estrangement that refreshes vision—
characteristics everywhere in evidence
in Sikander’s work.

—Barry Schwabsky

INGO MELLER
CHEIM & READ

Ingo Meller, I would hazard, is an instnc-
tive colonst who 1s making an effort to
approach color analytically: his empirical
methods seem designed to channel hus
visceral response to matenals, His
paintings are restricted in their means
and modest in appearance, yet highly
p!lysiml in impact. They are made on
preces of nearly raw linen that have

been cut just a bit off the rectangle and
affixed directly to the wall like scraps

of wallpaper

The darkness of the linen—here treated
s a color in itself, not a neutral ground—
seems to sink mto the whiteness of the
wall, a last vestige of the old idea of pant
ing-as-window in these otherwise intently
matenal, nonillusiomstic works. Their
slight irregulanty of shape may owe
something to the precedent of Gunter
Umberg, and gives the paintings the air of
fragments cropped from some larger field
An mspection of the way the o1l pant
meets the edges of the linen, however,
confirms that it was put on after the fabnc
was cut. The paint has been applied 1n
thick, wide, rather straightforward and
inelegant strokes that are generally either
loosely honzontal or vertical. When these
are widely separated from each other,
they suggest a more painterly recap of
the splayed gnds of much Construcuvist
panting; when they become denser,
jostling one another, they approach the
more exasperated manner of certain
postwar painting, such as that of Joan
Mitchell or perhaps Pierre Soulages. In
cither mode, one expenences the color
in full only after accepting the ordinar-
iness, even the poverty, of the matenal
that 1s its vehicle—a kind of delayed
repleteness

At nmes one could think these were
simply bits of canvas on which the artist
had tnied out a number of different paints
before using them on a real painung. Even
their ttles point this way, by simply
listng, in German, the names of the oil
paints that ended up on the canvas. One
1997 work 1s called Malve blawdich, WerN
400, Chromoadgrun feurig, WerN 692,
Neapelgelb rotlich extra, Scheveringen 2.
Yet for all that, the painter’s feeling for
color 1s not cool or detached but discreetly
naturalistic: his reds are blood red, hs
greens sylvan, and so they touch on
remembered realities rather than chemucal
properties. Ulnmately, materials as such
are secondary to the studious, inter-
rogative pressure behind the individual
marks and the tentativeness, bordering on
diffidence, with which they interact. Proba-
bly it is here that the subject of Meller’s
work resides: not so much in the means as
n the entranced incredulity with which he
puts them to the test. The emotional clar-
ity of these paintings lies in their peculiar
mixture of tentativeness and insistence.
And for all that this clanity relies on an
apparently austere and analytical manner,
it 1s anything but punitanical in aim. Here
color (pace Ingres), the voluptuous, 15 the

probity of art.
—BS
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