For the critic who spends many hours looking at art, there is nothing more
exciting than discovering the work of an exceptionally talented young artist or
seeing the work of an older, more experienced artist take off in a promising
new direction.

ARTnews critics from around the country therefore welcomed the oppor-
tunity to single out for wider exposure those artists whose recent work had
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Their choices reflect the diverse styles and artistic concerns that continue to

particularly impressed them.
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proliferate and flourish on the national scene. San Diego artist Richard Baker,
for example, insists on “objectivity” in his large paintings, while an intensely
personal vision is allowed to dominate the work of New York artists Frederick
Brown and Cheryl Laemmle. The small-scale, intimate works of San Francisco
artist Joseph Goldyne are deeply rooted in the art-historical past. Jane Dickson
of New York charts her course between realism and expressionism, The latter
mode remains a vital force, but in the work of many of the artists included in
this survey, the expressionist seas are negotiated with a fresh, iconoclastic eye.

WATCHING

The impressive body of work being done by women is reflected in the
choices of ARTnews critics. Of the 19 artists they selected, 9 are women. That
galleries throughout the country are recognizing their talent is an encouraging

sign, even if major museum exhibitions and international survey shows still
suffer from a gender gap.

The eritics’ choices inevitably reflect personal taste as well as the diversity of
the current art scene. But all of the critics share an enthusiasm for the ongoing
process of renewal that lends vigor to contemporary American art,
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Art can function as a reminder that though you’ve left
behind your psychic, emotional, spiritual home—your state
of innocence—it can still be touched."’

JILL GIEGERICH's iconic wall reliefs—Iliterally half on the

;| wall and half in the world—are often termed **poetic.’” They

are simple, familiar objects, beautifully made and easily
eliciting a viewer’s empathy. But the poetry is unsentimen-
tal, lulling the viewer into a state of sccurity, then pulling
the rug out from under. In the Dada-Surrealist tradition,
nothing Giegerich makes is quite what it seems. Primarily
reminiscent of domestic fixtures, her pieces are created from
eccentric materials that contradict the objects’ apparent
function. For example, the shape of a kitchen sink is cut
out of foam rubber, the faucets and perspective drawn in
green paint; a swagged curtain mounted in a gallery corner
is assembled from plywood wedges; a teapot shape of white
paper is stamped with the inked impression of chicken wire;
a table lamp outlined in brass and perfectly flat appears three
dimensional. The vase—her most common and most an-
thropomorphic shape—is rendered as a Constructivist design
in black rubber and brass or in foam rubber or in plywood
and tar.

Giegerich, 31, grew up in Chappaqua, New York, and
took her undergraduate and graduate degrees at the Cali-
fornia Institute of the Arts in Valencia. Among her teachers

were Elizabeth Murray and Judy Pfaff, who sparked her
interest in materials and installation. A formal debt is also
owed to Constructivism—placement is as precisely consid-
ered as the work itself—and, in the layering of planes, to
Cubism.

Yet Giegerich’s vision is her own. She has developed a
unique visual vocabulary, half familiar, half foreign. Each
object seems to be a small mystery: the viewer is given
most of the clues but cannot come up with a solution.
Though it may be easy to recognize the Cubist style in the
shape of a teapot, for example, inevitably one will begin to
be disturbed by some unresolved element. The work at its
best has a sense of the ineffable that sparks a search in the
unconscious for memories and associations to help one make
final sense of it. Gicgerich's art marks the tracks of an
investigation, and we are invited to follow,

Last fall Giegerich returned to her art after a year’s hiatus
and introduced the figure for the first time. In an untitled
piece, a brawny man in Cubo-Constructivist style flexes his
muscles over an archway bearing products of the industrial
age: a car, a freeway, a factory and a bottle among them.
Giegerich thought of this as an homage to the worker and
the making of objects. But she discovered after reading the
reviews that the figure implied a narrative at odds with her
intentions. Chunks of freeway, stairs, an empty globe stand
all became more literal in the human presence. As a reaction,
her most recent work is almost completely abstract, con-

structed of angles and many concentric spheres, though a |

teapot still retains the ability to spark specific associations.

Giegerich says that she prefers her work to produce con-
fusion and wonderment. She is not interested in making
grand moral or political statements. As she puts it, *‘I'm

trying to make something happen during the moment of

viewing. My art is not meant as a metaphor for some other
experience.’’ —Hunter Drohojowska
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leople often say that to appreciate MICHAEL KELLEY's art,
you must first see his performances—and vice versa.
“That’s nonsense,”’ says Kelley. ““There’s nothing to un-
derstand. There are no revelations because there is no
truth.”’

In his performances since 1981—Meditation on a Can of

i Vernors, Confusion, Monkey Island and most recently The

Sublime—Kelley combines a series of apparent ““truths’” in
obvious contradiction so that they are deprived of meaning,
His performances exist as a sequence of meaningful mo-
ments in a whirl of double entendres and puns that never
quite add up to a narrative. This fragmented presentation
of information parallels similar tendencies in contemporary
painting by such artists as David Salle. But Kelley's per-
formances are infinitely complex, pushing for an emotional
response from the audience, only to subvert it. Kelley strives
to produce the physical sensation of revelation but to sep-
arate it from belicf and thereby render it hollow. He hopes
that an audicnce led to accepty then doubt, the sincerity of
his statements will go on to question other expectations and
belief systems.

Kelley's performances are intentionally confusing, but
they are always fun to watch. le keeps the audience’s
attention by stringing the religious and philosophical com-
mentary together with low-humor vaudevillian gags. One
critic compared secing Kelley's elliptical, performances to
watching Buster Keaton lecture on Jacques Derrida. During
The Sublime, with Mary Woronov and Ed Gierek, for ex-
ample, Kelley repeatedly was bent over and spanked with
a huge red plastic club.

Another common denominator to the performances, in
fact their natural corollary, is sex—graphically, luridly, hu-
morously dissected. Also in The Sublime, Woronov paraded
the stage with a nude pinup over her head, her ear poking
out of a hole where the vagina should be. Kelley followed
with a flashlight trained on the ear, barking “‘Flower!”’

Kelley, 30, was raised in Detroit and graduated from the
University of Michigan, Ann Arbor, before coming to the
California Institute of the Arts in Valencia, where with his
past interest in noise bands and sculptural tableaux he was
influenced by the school’s prevailing emphasis on structur-
alist and formalist theory. In fact, Kelley’s performances
may be appreciated for their structure alone, which often
echoes the literal themes. Nothing is left to chance. Kelley
arefully scripts and rchearses cach gesture, each accent,
so that every phrase can be delivered with optimum effect,
despite the absence of plot. Yet the appearance is of pure




spontancity and wild abandoif.

Keliey's paintings and drawings, catalysts in the writing
process and created simultancously with the script, parallel
his performances in both intention and effect. The images
are crudely rendered, as distorted as caricatures. Most are
black and white, color being reserved for the most glaring
symbolic effects (such as red fér blood). Like the repeated
cadences of Kelley’s writing, clements appear and reappear.
The images from The Sublime, for example, included huge
phallic trees, the concentric rings within one of them and a
domestic cabin made of wood. These works, along with the
sculptures that served as props during the performance, were
exhibited last spring in solo shows at Mctro Pictures in New
York and the Rosamund Felsen Gallery in LA,

Kelley claims to be less interested in *““correet™ formal
appearance than in what the drawing means, a reflection of
his earlicst training in the philosophy of automatism: a pic-
ture as the expression of purce thought. So his pictures are
usually accompanicd by captions, and like the perfor-
mances, though each image stands alone, an entire instal-
lation is a puzzle that never quite fits together. The sum of
the parts is always greater than the whole or, as Kelley
might write it, greater than the “hole.” —I1.D.
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MICHAEL KELLEY's paintings and draw-
ings parallel his performances in both in-
tention and effect. Though cach image
stands alone, an entire installation, such
as Monkey Island (right), is a puzzle that
intentionally never quite fits together. JILL
GIEGERICN'S iconic wall reliefs, such as
the untitled work opposite, owe a debt to
Cubism and Constructivism, yet her vision
is her own. “'I'm trying to make something

happen,”’ she says, *‘during the moment of

viewing."
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MICHAEL KELLEY



