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Eric Wesley's sculpture is a kind of engine that both produces and explains his painting.

A “Snapshot’ of L.A. Artists

Exhibit at UCLA
Hammer Museum
captures thoughtful
creations from the
burgeoning, diverse
Southland scene.

Art Review

By CHRISTOPHER KNIGHT

IMES ART CRITIC

overing several bases all
Lric Wesley has
contributed a drawing, a

G once,

Angeles,’

painting and a sculpture to
“Snapshot: New Art from Los
the much-antici-
pated showcase of work by 25
mostly young, mostly un-
known artists that opened
Sunday at the UCIA Hammer
Museum. Wesley's drawing is a
conceptual plan for the sculp-
ture, while the sculpture is a
kind of engine that produces
and explains his painting.

The foam core and card-
board sculpture is a rough-
hewn model of the Hammer
museum’s building, the Occi-
dental Petroleum office tower

to which the Westwood mu-
seum is attached and the hid-
den, six-story underground
parking structure that serves
them both. Down on the bot-
tom level of the parking garage
a model car is shown undergo-
ing an oil change.

The used motor oil
pumped up through the build-
ing in plastic tubing to the art
museum-—rising from a hellish
underground, as it were, (0 a
heavenly space above—where
the push of a button on the
model causes it to spurt as if
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from a tiny oil derrick. Hanging on
the gallery wall nearby, a large
stretched canvas is stained with
dirty brown splotches of motor oil.

Wesley's wryly funny work con-
siders the production of an oil
painting for an art muscum that
was founded as an extension of the
corporate headquarters of an L.A.
oil company (Occidental was once
headed by the museum’s notori-
ous namesake, the late Armand
[lammer). Art inevitably partici-
pates in the complex economy of
society’s power, this savvy ensem-
ble suggests, while faith that an
ariist might somehow stand out-
side the system on an uncorrupted
nedestal is misplaced. How art
participates is what counts. .

“Snapshot” is apdy ttled. The
show doesn’t mean to be a com-
prehensive survey. How could it,
when L.A. is now producing more
worthwhile new artists than per-
haps any other city?

Nor does it propose a theme or
manufacture a trend. Instead, it
means to participate thoughtfully in
the burgeoning scene, which is
fueled by multiple factors: the re-
gion’s much remarked abundance
of important art schools; its rarely
acknowledged plethora of art galler-
ics; its sizable and expanding num-
ber of regularly published critics; its
recent eruption of weekend exhibi-
tion spaces, from Venice to China-
town; and more. In the Olden
Days—which is to say, before the art
scene exploded in the 1980s—there
wouldn’t have been much need.

And although some of the artists
do have gallery cepresentation—
painter Thomas Eggerer, sculptor
Christie Fields, mixed-media artist
Katie Grinnan, etc.—the fact that

most are wholly unknown quan-
tities lends welcome freshness to
the enterprise.

A few other surprises also
emerge. Photography and video
are barely present here—and very
uneven. Painting and sculpture
form the bulk of the show. ;

[nstallation art is frequently a
hybrid form, which draws heavily
on traditional painting and sculp-
ture. Wesley's painting-sculpture-
drawing installation is a case in
point. So is Mari Eastman’s group
of wistful, ruminative paintings
and works on paper, which are
scattered across adjoining walls
like leaves on an autumn lawn,

Yunhee Min, in her strongest
and most ambitious picce to
date, applies oddly colored house
paints in wide, flat bands to a 36-
foot-long plane of drywall that an-
gles out from the supporting gal-
lery wall. Painting meshes with
sculpture to create a perceptual
conundrum in architectural space.

Monique van Genderen uses vi-
nyl films and pale enamels in a
lovely, free-form abstraction,
which seems poised to evaporate
like mist on a mirror. An immense
mural, its visually ephemeral
quality is the opposite of the di-
dactic declarations one expects
from a wall painting,

Lisa Lapinski's installation is
made from materials that might be
more commonly associated with
the genre—plaster, linoleum, ce-
ment and clay—together with
cans, bottles and boxes of food
representative of diverse national-
ities. These materials are clustered
and dispersed on the floor and
against the walls, creating a
strangely evocative sense of a shift-

ing urban landscape that seems
distinctly Southern Californian.

Mark Bradford's big, delicate,
abstract collages are made by lay-
ering thousands of wrapping pa-
pers—the kind hairdressers use to
give a permanent wave—onto un-
stretched canvas. The collages’
transparent color comes from hair
dye. [n these organic grids, which
shimmer like stained glass, high
style collides with social style.

[air turns up elsewhere in the
show—for good and ill. Linda
Kim's rather pointless video re-
cords in excruciating, even grue-
some close-up a pair of tweezers
pluckin: a squace satch of human
hair, one strand at a time, from an
unidentified person’s scalp, idly
reversing a common plastic sur-
gery procedure.

More productively, Kori New-
kirk threads multicolored beads on
long strands of artificial hair, then
suspends them like a beaded cur-
tain from a metal bracket. The
work adapts a hip-hop fashion into
surprisingly nuanced, daydreamy
pictures showing sky glimpsed
over trce tops and suburban
houses.

Jonathan Pylypchuck’s mixed-
media collages assemble an un-
usually poignant cast of innocent,
stick-figure characters, who are
buffeted about in desolate land-
scapes. Their fragility is under-
scored by the bits of wood, string,
paper and cloth from which
they've been cobbled together,
and the environments of sand and
glitter in which they reside.

Design of a more traditional
type emerges in Robert
Stone's achingly hip, mid-century
modern architectural model of an
elaborate luxury motel, wrapped
around a swimming pool. The daz-
zling design, meant as an actual
proposal for Palm Springs, is
sheathed in shimmery and translu-
cent gold panels. The deluxe motel
creates a One Night Stand Utopia
for a mobile recreational society.
The strongest photographs in
this otherwise photo-poor show
are Florian Maier-Aichen's glossy
pictures. which have the slick al-

lure of travel posters. Yet, in one
image his commercial jet doesn’t
seem to fly through space, as
much as it feels ominously sus-
pended in a gray void amid gather-
ing clouds. In another, a sleek fac-
tory or office building, shown
beside a greensward, appears re-
flected in a river or pond; but the
building’s watery reflection is
blurred, while its surroundings are
crisp and clear. Maier-Aichen in-
jects quiet dread into commercial

.images of desire.. .« -

Ronald Santos’ beguiling “Lov-
ers” is a simple, sly juxtaposition
of two abstract video projections.
Two pulsing rings of color (each
looks sort of like an esophagus
photographed from the inside)
Guiver in sync with an audio track
of moaning and yelping sounds.
The one-minute loop manages to
encompass all the ups and downs,
pleasures and hurts that chronicle
an entire relationship.

Some of the work in “Snapshot”
is derivative or thin. Bea Schlingel-
hoff's hand-rendered drawings of
the resumés of all the show's par-
ticipating artists’ put an Expres-
sionist spin on Dave Muller's well-
known drawings of artists" exhibi-
tion announcements. Alex Slade’s
forlorn photographs of global ur-
ban atchitecture are generic exam-,
ples of a common post-Concep-
tual genre. (His quirky sculptures
of linear aluminum, whose curving
horizontal shapes are based on air-,
plane flight paths, have more po-
tential). Deb Lacusta shows excep-
tional acting skills in her videg
performance, where she's repeat-
edly slapped across the face by an
unseen hand; but the piece feels
like an unfinished sketch. ¢

Still, the exhibition as a whole
emphasizes individual curatorial
enthusiasms on the part of knowl-
edgeable observers—its curatorial
team of Hammer director Ann
Philbin, chief curator Russell Fer-
guson, “projects curator James
Elaine and assistant curator Clau-
dine Isé. Simply call it a service
show—not flashy or grandilo-
quent, but pleasurable and useful. -
o UCLA Hammer Museum, 10899
Wilshire Bluvd., Westwood, (310)
443-7020. through Sept. 2. Closed
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