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Critical perspectives on arts
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by Joan Waltemath

Deep Space

Neither in concepts nor in language does anything ever stand isolated. But concepts
actually become related only when the personality acts in inner unity, when full sub-
Jectivity radiates toward complete objectivity. When the soul actually awakens to the
fecling thar language is not merely a means of exchange for mutual understanding,
but a real world, which the spirit must set between itself and objects by an inner exer-
tion of its powers, the soul is on its way to finding more and more in language and

to putting more and more into it.

homas Scheibnitz announces his seri-
meness with a dangerous  looking
boxy wall piece that juts out into the
entryway of the Bonakdar Gallery, where his
fourth solo show in New York opened last

month. The pointed triangular end of

“Follow™ forces us aside and signals the risks
wwvolved in being unaware; at the height of
cool, its casual pamnterly surfaces reveal the
pleasure in doing so, yet the painting it points
to is the weakest in the show: Its at a binger
scale that Scheibnitz finds his siride.

Scheibnitz had over a vear to work on his tour
de force and described the conditions as ideal.
Everything found s place. In the central
gallery, though not immediately recognizable
as such, a diginzed map of the world in warm
and coal greys floas ainly while grounded in
a wealth of known and unknown undercur-
rents, Its a panting with a grand vision, from
a painter born in the Ext who seenis not to
have regstered that painting was ever deemed
capable of anything clse

Ihvided into three horizontal sections,“Map |
(Old Map)” correlates informanon at radically
different scales, What looks like the floor plan
of a ample apartment in the wp band s
alone, while multiple similar shapes represent
Holland, Senegal, or Brazil. On the bottom a
stylized letter N breaks the boundaries of the
tripartite divistons in which a charted land
mass 15 divided with a beaunifully tmed drip
that lands where the solid divides from the
outlined, the white from the black. The map is
out of proporton—Canada seems to be
absent, and the apartment b bigger than
Japan—yet as we navigate this world a myriad
of thoughts arise,

The complexity of this painting and its abiliy
o sustain attention stands in marked contrast
o “Sundial” a kaleidoscope of colored pie
pieces just to the lefi that references time
rather than being in it. This shift reveals the
limits inherent to the method of abstraction
that grounds Scheibnitzy endeavor in the
process of rranslating from the collective image
bank. Is the muth located in the source muate-
rial or is Scheibnitzs process capable of gener-
ating, his own? While “Sundial” recalls Bosch's
“Seven Deadly Sins and Four Heavenly
Virtues" with irs outlying circles, the methodol-
oy of ranslation doesn’t serve hene as a tool for
plumbing the depths and we quickly move on.

“Map 11" with its barque-like superstructune
heading out for the great beyond, suggess the
possibility of charting indeterminacy as it shifts
from a plan to the classically eriented view and
looks through an oval window: Schiebnitz has
developed vocabulary elements that point o
his owm roots, like the series of stacked rectan-
gles that he deploys to locate the urban in the
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miiddst of a swirl of painterines. Figure forms
mteract with building forms creating spaces
that weave in and out, Linding us finally in the
mterstellar when a rouch of lavender sur-
rounded by black and encircled in white spray
paint reorients scale. The grand curve-cum-
barque suddenly reads as the electromagnetic
shield on planet carth,

In and among these paintings a long skylighe-
like form perched on gables sits low in the
room looking upwards, Its end, painted to
resemble a clouded sky and then painted over
with neen red, creates an analog to the object
itsell and suggests a correlation berween paint
and form. This glimpse of an idea renders the
sdap-dash painting of the other objecs les
convincing, which is not to say there are not
beautiful momentss here when vellow or
bright orange peck through the end of a sheet
of red painted board, or when pink and green
share the surface of a plane,

The painting that pulled me back in to have
a second look however, hangs in the back
gallery. There s an unremitting search for
form in “Stella,” grappling to define iself in
pamnting and reflect back on our own time in
a way | havent winessed for a long nme.
There s a surery in Scheibnitz’s marks thar
speaks to a coming to terms with space and
form in painting, as if that were worthy of
one life’s endeavor.

“Btella” starts out low in the right hand corner
where a greved-down green transforms iself
from the ontological to the representational
over the height of the camnvas, Rising from a
frontal view of flat paint to an aeral perspec-

David Row, “Boay and &u':sgﬂﬁrﬂ o on canvas, Cowfasy m‘ Vo Linte! Gatiany:

tive, it makes its way through and around the
starburst that forms the pantings central
motif. [t carries us through looking at some
characteristic brick imagery straght on to
looking down on the starburst. The subtle
modulation of rich greys and blacks on the
pantngs left side is where this painting
breathes; they help to punctuate the sweeping
transformation that ends in a crescendo of
swirling bright green brushstrokes, imvoking a
Challengers vista. Its a grand gesture that
aintains a safe distance from the grandiose.

“Game,” which hangs to the lefi, 15 2 much
larger painning, s colors finely honed and

playful. Tiny bies of neon yellow offset a whole
expanse of blue violet and stripes of rocket red
stream through the white ground. Associations
are plentiful here, but nonetheles we remain
on the surface. Comextuahzed within thas
exhibition, it adds pop w what otherwise

miight be read as a classical bent.

Scheibnitz’s drwings expose us to 3 wide
range of his interests and give clues about the
development of specific forms: These idiosyn-
cratic and quirky studies provide a sense of the
personality of the armist. Bringmng o mind
Martn Kippenberger and Roosemarie Trockel,
they help to locate him within a tradition,

few blocks away, David Row opens
the season for Von Lintel. His new
intings seem  lighter and more
expansive, depth has replaced flamess without
comprommsing the solid foundanion FRow has
banlt for himself; mirrorning has given way o
an exploration of paired relationships, The col-
ors are jarring as you enter and yet extremely
specific; they mark a shifi from a major o
minor key in Roow's palette.

The screaming yellow ground in “Inside Out™
15 tamed by the interplay of peachy orange and
crimson meanders; on the left lightly drawn
geometric forms float while floating dots
claim their side of the compesition in a nod to
abstraction’s long held autonomy of organic
and the geometric forms. Just off center, a
siall red circle lies angent to the overbearing
crimson meander and then opens up to a cos-
mic dimension that evokes the interconnect-
edness yet sepamability of ame and space.
Working with simple elements, a crcle, a mi-

angulated geometric form, the meandering
brushstroke, and his grounds, Row posits a
number of different spanal relationships
between them, and in doing so is able to bring
forth conditions of intimacy,

“Radiatng World” calmly holds down the
front room, its luminescent geometries run
parallel to the canvas edge; theres a playfulnes
here that comes in as a prewy girl pink swept
over a spring green and renders a depth that is
photographic. The grey-green forms create
chance configurations that conform to the
desire of these two colors to separate. The oye
searches out pathways and forests in them,
using memory 1o ad in the process. Color and
form have achieved an equilibrium that caus-
es the clisic hierarchy to tecter

“Body and Soul” saved with me afier the
apenng and | found mysell coming back 1o
the complex web of relationships between s
two forms. On the left. 2 solid embryonic
form located within the boundaries of a cir-
cumscribed grometry has just the owists and
mrns needed o give it a sense of life. Its simi-
larity to and difference from the white mean-
dering brushstroke that forms the painting’s
other half intiates 2 back and forth dance for
the eye that leads the mind back to the paint-
ings title. Seraped over a dot sereen, the paint-
ed subsance of the meander gives detach-
ment, and like the construcoon around the
erbryo creates a perspective from which we

can contemplate the subject.

When the logic developed out of Row's fixed
vocabulary limiits rather than expands our spa-
tal experience it falls fat The apdy ntled “No
Promises” disappoints. An autocratic green
migander ties the blue circles to s path and the
syimmetrical geomerry of the ground 15 inca-
pable of the leviry or breadth that would ren-

der it a counterpoint

A lime vellow-green scraped over a full-bod-
1ed vellow (the color most commonly associ-
ated with accidents) forms the ground for a
wide carmine lcque stroke, Orange circles
float in the ficld as a thin white line meanders
beside and below the deep-set red one. In
“Tantric Mair,” Row’s structure hines at the
complexity visible from the longer perspec-
tive that fife gives us. Symmetry has given
way to a notion of the pair as gqualitatively
matched; the brightess of the impasto whire
keeps time with the broad fluid red, their
pairing speaks of the inherent as opposed to
the obvious,

In “Waves of Desire” multiple lavers of
Row'’s new meandering lines set up subtle
shifis in color from underneath an ebullient
orange ground. Barely visible this undercur-
rent provides a distant echo to the racing blue
on the surface, In and among these interwov-
en meanders, five yellow circles locate spatial
coordinates to render depth palpable. There is
solidity here in a field of lyricism that makes
laughter seem like the most profound emo-
tion on earth, a joy in the resonant possibili-
ty of color and its ability to lift the spiric.

Roow worked on these pamntings all summer
while kids, often just looking for 2 way to
finance their education, were being shot
down half way around the globe in a
grandiose miscalculation. They do not betray
the gravity of their Gme so much as they
show us how to alleviate the weight of the
soul without excess or decadence. [
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