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Laura Owens, Untitled, 1996.
Laura Owens

Gavin Brown’s enterprise,

through May 10 (see Soho).

If size were the measure of significance,
Laura Owens’s paintings would be right
up there in the pantheon of art. Owens
fashions her work on a grand scale, fill-
ing her canvases with large planes of
color, much like the Color Field painters
to whom she’s often been compared.
Only Owens’s version smacks of kitsch,
even when considered alongside the
likes of Ken Noland or Jules Olitski—Ilet
alone major figures such as Barnett
Newman and Ad Reinhardt, both of
whom invested color with an almost reli-
gious significance.

Owens's approach is more in keeping,
perhaps, with the mild insouciance of a
David Hockney. Like him, she blends ele-
ments of abstraction and representa-
tion, using the bright light and blank
ambience of Los Angeles (from where
she hails) asa sort of backdrop. Owens,

lessica Stockholder, installaton view, 1997.

lessica Stockholder
Jay Gorney Modern Art, through

3| May 10 (see Soho).
WhenyouenterJay Gorney’s gallery, your

field of vision is blocked by what appears
tobe a makeshift camp. There’s the top of
atruck turned onitsside, and heldinplace
by a crude wooden buttress. Behind it, a
green light is glowing in what appears to
be a scavenged light fixture, while repro-
ductions of John Constable paintings
hang in front—inappropriate decor, it
seems, for so provisional an encampment.
But when you actually go around this
obstruction—pow!—a panoramic gush
of color fills the interior of the truck’s top.
y choreographing our experience so
deftly, artist Jessica Stockholder proves
again that she is among the most accom-
Dlished installation artists around.
. Although she uses store-bought ob-
Jects that could be described as “abject”

however, takes color and subject matter
to far more breathtaking heights of ba-
nality. Her inoffensive mountains,
seascapes and domestic interiors resem-
ble those gratingly pleasant prints you
usually see in motels and waiting
rooms—except they're rendered ten
times as big.

Simultaneously cheerful and drab,
these works come off as the visual
equivalent of Muzak, although natural-
ly, Owens would prefer to convince us of
her seriousness. This seems especially
the case with the huge white canvas
hanging in the back room, which plays
with the well-worn practice (think Male-
vich and Rauschenberg) of reducing
painting to a more or less “pure” white-
on-white state that teeters on the bound-
ary between image and abstraction.
Here, Owens parodies the gallery sys-
tem’s standard-issue white walls, by
treating her composition like a mise-en-
abime: a show-within-the-show in which
two of her other works are plainly
sketched in.

Owens is obviously borrowing from
Matisse’s Red Studio, which took some-
thing of the same approach, mono-
chrome canvas and all. But she really
doesn’t add much, except for her fussy
self-reflexivity. As a gesture, this paint-
ing shows just how hyper-aware Owens
is of her own situation vis-a-vis the his-
tory of art—butitalso suggests thather
position isn’t as exalted as she might
imagine.—Martha Schwendener

(pajamas, plastic, electrical ties,
shoelaces), one makes little headway
trying to connect them; there’s no narra-
tive here. But Stockholder isn’t trying to
confound us; she just wants us to enter a
Zen realm of pure visual experience. I
remember having an “aha” moment
with Stockholder’s breathtaking instal-
lation at Dia last year, when I realized
that if you could somehow walk be-
tween Mary Heilman’s brushstrokes,
this is how it would feel.

I used to find Stockholder’s objects
more hit-and-miss. But here, each sculp-
ture succeeds handsomely. Despite the
artist’s determination to preserve the
aura of offhandedness, there’s a perfect
balance throughout. In fact, this work
has changed my mind about my previ-
ous reservations concerning Stockhold-
er—which is quite an achievement.
—Bill Arning

Jennifer Bolande, “The Forest Spirits,” 1997.

Jennifer Bolande, “The
Forest Spirits”
Baron/Boisanté, through May 24
(see 57th Street).
Looking up at the clouds in search of fa-
miliar shapes is a timeless pursuit. And
ascertaining something in nature where
thereis, in fact, nothing has preoccupied
artists throughout history. Leonardo da
Vinci instructed students to stare at an
empty wall and draw what they envi-
sioned there. Max Ernst took leaves and
pieces of wood, placed them beneath
sheetsof paperandrubbed thesurfaceso
that networks of veins and knots became
visions of birds, moons or entire forests.
It’s easy to see that Jennifer Bolande
continues something of this tradition in

Art

“The Forest Spirits,” where she presents
asort of update on “frottage,” as Ernst
called his process. Computer-scanning
an old postcard of a wooded Irish trail
(an almost suffocating passageway run-
ning under arching trees), Bolande
stretches, folds and splices the image.
The results teeter on the brink of
baroque abstraction; atmospheric
splays of light and webs of high-reach-
ing branches collapse into disarrayed
angles and perspective lines.

But Bolande also leaves you in a
spooky place. Horned devils and gleam-
ing-eyed demons begin to stare back at
you from all that bark and dappled sun-
shine, and a scary story seems to unfold.
Separate pathsin oneimage mergein the
next; anindistinct, glowing shape grows
larger from print to print. Mostly,
though, there’s the sensation of floating
between two worlds. Shadows are di-
vorced from their sources, and creatures
appear and disappear within a blink of
the eye—which is, in a way, our own
physiological counterpart to the wind
blowing through the willows.

Seen as a series of modulating ab-
stractions, Bolande’s prints appear less
romantic than scientific—as if her com-
puter had swept up nature ina whirlwind
of fractals toreveal its hidden face. Nev-
ertheless, finding such shapes within
shapes is like hearing a knock in the
dark, or being brushed on the shoulder
by some unseen presence: It can be equal
parts frightening, mysterious and laugh-
able. The combination makes Bolande’s
“The Forest Spirits” more than justa sim-

ple walk in the woods.—Tim Griffin
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Laura Owens, Untitled, 1996.
Laura Owens

Gavin Brown’s enterprise,
through May 10 (see Soho).
If size were the measure of significance,
Laura Owens's paintings would be right
up there in the pantheon of art. Owens
fashions her work ona grand scale, fill-
ing her canvases with large planes of
color, much like the Color Field painters
to whom she’s often been compared.
Only Owens'’s version smacks of kitsch,
even when considered alongside the
likes of Ken Noland or Jules Olitski—let
alone major figures such as Barnett
Newman and Ad Reinhardt, both of
whom invested color with an almost reli-
gious significance.

Owens'sapproachis morein keeping,
perhaps, with the mild insouciance of a
David Hockney. Like him, she blends ele-
ments of abstraction and representa-

tion, using the bright light and blank
ambience of Los Angeles (from where
she hails) asa sort of backdrop. Owens,

Jessica Stockholder, installation view, 1997.

Jessica Stockholder

Jay Gorney Modern Art, through

May 10 (see Soho).

WhenyouenterJay Gorney’s gallery, your

field of vision is blocked by what appears

tobe a makeshift camp. There’s the top of

atruck turnedonitsside, and heldinplace
buttress. Behind it, a
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however, takes color and subject m
to far more breathtaking heights of
nality.
seascapes and domestic interiors resem
ble those gratingly pleasant prints you
usually see in motels and waiting
rooms—except they're rendered ten
times as big.

these works come off as the visual
equivalent of Muzak, although natural-
ly, Owens would prefer to convince us of
her seriousness. This seems especially
the case with the huge white canvas
hanging in the back room, which plays
with the well-worn practice (think Male-
vich and Rauschenberg) of reducing
painting to a more or less “pure” white-
on-white state that teeters on the bound-
ary between image and abstraction.
Here, Owens parodies the gallery sys-
tem’s standard-issue white walls, by
treating her composition like a mise-en-
abime: a show-within-the-show in which
two of her other works are plainly
sketched in.

Matisse’s Red Studio, which took some-
thing of the same approach, mono-
chrome canvas and all. But she really
doesn’t add much, except for her fussy
self-reflexivity. As a gesture, this paint-
ing shows just how hyper-aware Owens
is of her own situation vis-a-vis the his-
tory of art—but italso suggests thather
position isn’t as exalted as she might
imagine.—Martha Schwendener

Her inoffensive mountai

Simultaneously cheerful and drab,

Owens is obviously borrowing from

Jennifer Bolande, “The Forest Spirits,” 1997.

Jennifer Bolande, “The
Forest Spirits”
Baron/Boisanté, through May 24
(see 57th Street).
Looking up at the clouds in search of fa-
miliar shapes is a timeless pursuit. And
ascertaining something in nature where
there is, in fact, nothing has preoccupied
artists throughout history. Leonardo da
Vinci instructed students to stare at an
empty wall and draw what they envi-
sioned there. Max Ernst took leaves and
pieces of wood, placed them beneath
sheetsof paperandrubbed thesurfaceso
that networks of veinsand knots became
visions of birds, moons or entire forests.
It’s easy to see that Jennifer Bolande
continues something of this tradition in

baroque DS

splays of nd we

g bran collapse mnto disarrayed
anglesand perspecti

But Bolande
spooky place. Horned devils and gleam-
ing-eyed demons begin to stare back at
vou from all that bark and dappled sun-
shine, and a scary story seems to unfold
Separate pathsinone image mergein the
next: anindistinct, glowing shape grows
larger from print to print. Mostly,
though, there’s the sensation of floating
between two worlds. Shadows are di-
vorced from their sources, and creatures
appear and disappear within a blink of
the eye—which is, in a way, our own
physiological counterpart to the wind
blowing through the willows.

Seen as a series of modulating ab-
stractions, Bolande’s prints appear less
romantic than scientific—as if her com-
puter had sweptup nature inawhirlwind
of fractals to revealits hidden face. Nev-
ertheless, finding such shapes within
shapes is like hearing a knock in the
dark, or being brushed on the shoulder
by some unseen presence: It can be equal
parts frightening, mysterious and laugh-
able. The combination makes Bolande’s
“The Forest Spirits” more than justa sim-
ple walk in the woods—Tim Griffin
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leaves you 1n a

also

(pajamas, Dplastic, electrical ties,
shoelaces), one makes little headway
trying to connect them; there’snonarra-
tive here. But Stockholder isn't trying to
confound us; she just wants us to enter a
Zen realm of pure visual experience. I
remember having an “aha” moment
with Stockholder’s breathtaking instal-
lation at Dia last year, when I realized
that if you could somehow walk be-
tween Mary Heilman's brushstrokes,
thisis how it would feel.

1 used to find Stockholder’s objects
more hit-and-miss. But here, each sculp-
ture succeeds handsomely. Despite the
artist’s determination to preserve the
aura of offhandedness, there’s a perfect
balance throughout. In fact, this work
has changed my mind about my previ-
ousreservations concerning Stockhold-
er—which s quite an achievement.

—Bill Arning ,
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