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Walker Evans (American, 1903–1975). Parked Car, Small Town Main Street. 1932. Gelatin silver print. 5 1/2 x 8 15/16" (14 x 22.7 cm), printed c. 1970 by James Dow.  
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by Ed McCormack

The timeworn cliché “A picture is worth 
a thousand words” never rang as true as 

when we walked into the 75th Anniversary 
installation of “American Photographs: 
Walker Evans,” reprising the first one-person 
photography exhibition in the history of The 
Museum of Modern Art. 
    The first thing one notices is a large 
black and white blowup of a weathered 
building facade with rusted metal stairs, a 
sign saying “License Photo Studio, New 
York, 1934,” and peeling, painted letters 
hawking other photographic services. 
The picture accomplishes at a glance what 
Lincoln Kerstein attempted to do in at least 
a couple of thousand words all those years 
ago in an essay for the first edition of the 
book commemorating the show: establish a 
distinction between commercial and fine art 
photography. 
    It was still a hard sell in 1938. The strain 
shows in sentences such as “Although the 
camera is a machine and photography a 
science, a large amount of human judgment 
comes into the process, amounting to 
creative selection.” 
    Now, however, the pictures speak 
eloquently for themselves. “Arkansas Flood 
Refugee, 1937,” an image of a black woman 
lying uneasily awake under a quilt on a 
sagging mattress, immediately calls to mind 
the neglect of poor New Orleans flood 
victims after Hurricane Katrina. And one has 
to wonder if Evans, who died in 1975, would 
be surprised at how little the chasm between 
rich and poor has narrowed, since he and 
writer James Agee lived for several weeks 
among white sharecroppers in the late 1930s 
to create their great book “Let Us Now 
Praise Famous Men,”originally an assignment 
for Fortune magazine that metastasized into 

a masterpiece on the sheer depth of humanity 
it contained. 
    The human stain is all over “American 
Photographs” as well, not only in the faces 
of the people Evans photographed but 
in architectural studies like “Gothic Gate 
Cottage Near Poughkeepsie, New York, 
1931,” where the gaping shadows on the 
porch and the woeful triangular eaves above 
are as anthropomorphically spooky as the 
hallucinatory faces in Charles Burchfield’s 
watercolors of ramshackle Victorians. It is also 
present in still-lifes such as “Negro Barber 
Shop Interior, Atlanta, 1936,” with its cloudy 
oval mirror, shelves lined with newspapers, 
and well rumpled towels draped over two 
elderly haircutting chairs; and in “New 
York State Farm Interior, 1931,” where a 
hand-printed sign promising “The Lord Will 
Provide” hangs from a nail on the smudged 
wall between a dresser littered with an old oil 
lamp, among other household clutter, and 
a bedroom piled with broken furniture and 
piles of rags. 
    This poignant human hopefulness 
permeates the exhibition, even if the couple 
dressed in their Sunday best in “Parked Car, 
Small Town Main Street, 1932,” both squint 
more suspiciously into the lens than their 
idealized counterparts, enjoying sandwiches 
in a similar convertible roadster, in the 
handpainted illustration in “Lunch Wagon 
Detail, New York, 1931.” 
    Such primitive advertising was part of 
the American landscape in the years Evans 

documented. Since racial stereotypes were 
still taken for granted, it seems more likely 
that the partial shredding of the huge 
poster plastered to a brick wall in “Minstrel 
Showbill, 1936,” was the work of inclement 
weather rather than indignant human hands. 
Nor is there any deliberate irony, other than 
that which the photographer’s insightful eye 
perceives, in the “Houses and Billboards in 
Atlanta, 1936,” despite the juxtaposition of 
glamourous film stars such as Anne Shirley 
and Carole Lombard and the dilapidated 
old houses behind the fence on which they 
are displayed. Surely the fat man in the 
undershirt and suspenders, tilted back in 
his chair against the clapboard facade, the 
woman leaning listlessly out of the lower half 
of the dust-initialed ground floor window, 
and their neighbor with the engagingly 
toothless grin (and maybe the first Mohawk 
haircut since the Native Americans invented 
them!) lolling in “People in Summer, New 
York State Town, 1930,” would agree that 
every class of America has a constitutional 
right to dream. Even, one might add, if they 
have no better place to lay their heads than 
the lumpy brass bed crammed against the 
lumpy wall in “Hudson Street Boarding 
House Detail, New York, 1931.” 
    And that right will be guaranteed, as long as 
there are men like the stouthearted uniformed 
gent with the smartly waxed mustache 
perched like a black moth above his stiff upper 
lip in “American Legionnaire, 1936,” and 
offspring like the trio of serious little boys 

Walker Evans: at MoMA 75 Years Past Sunday Afternoon
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Walker Evans (American, 1903–1975). Negro Barber Shop Interior, Atlanta. 1936. Gelatin silver 
print. 7 7/16 x 9 1/8" (18.9 x 23.2 cm). Purchase. Credit: The Museum of Modern Art. © 2011 The 
Museum of Modern Art

Walker Evans (American, 1903–1975). 
American Legionnaire. 1936. Gelatin silver 
print. 5 3/4 x 5 1/8" (14.6 x 13 cm).  
Gift of the Farm Security Administration.  
Credit: The Museum of Modern Art.
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sporting military side caps in “Sons of the American Legion, 1936.” 
    When “American Photographs debuted at MoMA, the suitably 
plainspoken poet William Carlos Williams wrote a review for The New 
Republic of the book of the same title that the museum printed in 
conjunction with it. 
    “The total effect is of a social upheaval, not a photographic picnic,” 
he said of Evans’ pictures. “But that’s not all. These are without 
question works of art having their own identity, their own flavor, 
their own breath by which they live for us –– and without which we 
shouldn’t look at them past Sunday afternoon. They’re good and 
reward repeated examination.”
    From the modernist who wrote “The Red Wheelbarrow,” the most 
concise visual poem in our language (“so much depends / upon/ a 
red wheel / barrow / glazed with rain / water / beside the white / 
chickens”), this was high praise.
    William Carlos Williams recognized a fellow plainspoken poet when 
he saw one.

      *      *      *    

Walker Evans (American, 1903–1975). Sharecropper’s Family, Hale County, 
Alabama. March 1936. Gelatin silver print. 7 5/8 x 9 5/8" (19.4 x 24.4 cm). 
Gift of the Farm Security Administration. Credit: The Museum of Modern Art.

Walker Evans (American, 1903–1975). 42nd Street, New York. 1929. 
Gelatin silver print. 4 1/4 x 6 1/2" (10.8 x 16.6 cm). Purchase. Credit: 
The Museum of Modern Art. © 2013 Walker Evans Archive, Metropolitan 
Museum of Art.

Walker Evans (American, 1903–1975). Country Store and Gas Station, 
Alabama.1936. Gelatin silver print. 6 11/16 x 9 5/16" (17 x 23.6 cm). 
Gift of Willard Van Dyke. Credit: The Museum of Modern Art.

Walker Evans: American Photographs, MoMa, 11 West 53rd Street,  
through January 26, 2013
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Benefits the Metropolitan Museum of Art
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Catharine Lorillard Wolfe
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Curator: Anne Rudder
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Anne Rudder

Broadway Mall Community Center
Broadway@96 St. (NYC) Center Island
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wsacny@wsacny.org      212-316-6024      www.wsacny.org 



4  GALLERY&STUDIO  September/OctOber 2013

If critical primaries were being held 
to nominate a single painting by 

which our century might best be 
represented in all its gory glory, my 
ballot would most likely nominate 
“Laboratory of Sin,” an epic triptych 
by the Russian émigré artist and now 
naturalized U.S. citizen Alexander 
Kanevsky. 
    Recently returned from a 
triumphant European exhibition tour 
–– which the artist, who possesses an 
ego fully commensurate with the scale 
of his talent, would probably make 
sound like his namesake Alexander 
the Great’s conquest of the ancient 
world –– and with a major New 
York exhibition kicking off the new 
art season in Chelsea this month, 
Kanevsky is now at the top of his 

form. And “Laboratory of Sin,” his 
masterpiece to date, is a work that 
could only be described as looking as 
though created by the mutant bastard 
offspring of some unthinkable mating 
of Hieronymus Bosch and that Dublin-
born mod master of the grotesque 
Francis Bacon. One can’t speak for 
Bacon –– who before he passed in 
1992, while hailed as “the greatest 
modern British painter” and lionized 
by London society, habitually haunted 
the East End’s gangster, gambling, and 
rough trade pubs. 
    But from what one can gather 
–– like Bosch, whose imagery caused 
some to speculate that he must practice 
witchcraft, while he was actually a 
churchgoer and a pillar of his late-
medieval Netherlandish community, 

Kanevsky, who cohabits quietly with 
his charming wife Nathalie, apparently 
exemplifies Flaubert’s dictum: “Be 
violent and original in your art, live 
like a bourgeois.”  
     Three essential works of art that 
grace our crowded walls nourish my 
spirit daily: One is the full length 
acrylic portrait of me that my wife, 
Jeannie McCormack, painted shortly 
after I was reunited with her and our 
young son Holden in the late 70s 
–– looking, I’m afraid, with the full 
black beard that I grew to mark my 
transition from foppish wild-eyed, 
drugged and drunken rock and roll 
journalist to sober, newly respectable 
bohemian paterfamilias, remarkably like 
the mad monk Rasputin. The second 
is a large original lithograph by Robert 

ALEXANDER KANEVSKY’S “LABORATORY OF SIN” 
PRESENTS A PERVERSE GARDEN OF EARTHLY 

DELIGHTS FOR THE PRESENT CENTURY

“Laboratory of Sin”

The GALLERY&STUDIO
advertising deadline for the  

Nov/Dec/Jan issue is Oct 7 for color, 
Oct 14 for black/white.
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Cenedella called “Gallery 
Opening,” which reminds 
me, with its assorted phonies 
and freeloaders descending 
vulturically on the waiter 
pushing the portable bar, 
why I avoid such events. The 
third, since Jeannie and I are 
bird fanciers, is “Toocan,” 
a sizable oil by Kanevsky, 
in which a cherubic nude 
couple cavorts on a sturdy 
tree with a majestic avian 
figure against a backdrop of 
idyllic pale pink clouds.
    I doubt, however, that 
I could derive as much 
daily comfort from owning 
Kanevsky’s “Laboratory of 
Sin,” since its greatness lies 
in its disconcertingness. 
If justice prevails, this 
unsettling contemporary 
masterpiece will be snatched 
up by some billionaire who 
doesn’t have to sleep and 
eat under the same roof 
as his collection, who will 
eventually donate it to a 
major museum, where many, 
to paraphrase the old saying, 
can “visit it without having 
to live there.” For perhaps 
Kenevsky’s monumental oil 
can best be described by a 
phrase that one art historian 
applied to a much earlier 
triptych, Bosch’s “The 
Garden of Earthly Delights,” 
which he called “an erotic 
derangement that turns us all 
into voyeurs.”
    The central figure in the 
composition of “Laboratory 
of Sin” is a male nude seen from a 
rear view. He turns his head to regard 
the audience with a lascivious leer of 
invitation reminiscent of Joel Gray as 
the Berlin nightclub host in the musical 
play “Cabaret.” Indeed, he could 
almost appear about to burst into the 
title song of that show, as he moons 
the viewer with his plump buttocks, 
inviting him or her to contemplate 
an array of atrocities emerging from 
what appears to be a creation scene in 
an atrium-like space bathed in a blue 
neon haze. A huge muscular arm like 
that of God creating Adam, created 
by Michelangelo on the ceiling of the 
Sistine Chapel, reaches down through 
the ceiling. But instead of reaching out 
to touch the finger of Adam, its hand 

makes the kind of finger gesture that 
gang members use to signal each other 
as it clutches the tiny figure of a little 
man with mouth agape as though being 
crushed. Meanwhile a naked devilish 
satyr with a beak-like proboscis and 
pointy goatee does a jaunty dance, as 
he pedals the tormented little man’s 
legs in his fists and leans forward to 
smooch one of God’s extended fingers 
as one might kiss a pope’s ring. Nearby, 
the naked remains of a shapeless 
multiple amputee straight out of a 
nightmare is suspended like a meat-
hooked beef carcass in mid-air. Its 
eyes are tiny but a huge tongue hangs 
alack from its mouth. Its stomach-
skin is peeled away to reveal the lividly 
glistening visceral coils of its intestine, 
which culminate in a dangling red 

penile mass exactly as long as 
its one remaining pale white 
thigh-stump.
    To the left of the leering 
M.C., another nude male 
hangs upside down as though 
from one of those leather 
harnesses in the popular 
1970s West Village S&M 
dungeon called The Ramrod. 
And next to that, hanging 
from an actual meat hook, 
along with other body parts 
suspended from a cable 
above, is a voluptuous gold-
fleshed female torso with a 
black wolf ’s head modestly 
covering the torso’s crotch, 
its yellow eyes glowing like 
electric lights, its snout 
sticking out like the lens of a 
pornographer’s camera. 
    Numerous other details 
emerge from the blue 
neon haze upon prolonged 
contemplation of this 
complex composition. And 
if one can bear to look at it 
long enough, what eventually 
becomes clear is that what 
Alexander Kanevsky has 
painted in “Laboratory 
of Sin” is not merely a 
catalogue of anatomical 
anomalies and physical 
atrocities but a profound 
vision of what might greet 
souls recently arrived in the 
anterooms of Hell, as they 
await not to be inducted, 
along with celebrities such 
Adolph Hitler, Joseph Stalin, 
and Charles Manson, into 
the Great Hall of Infamy, 

but to wait for a purgatorial eternity 
or two, as in the Auto Bureau of 
Motor Vehicles or a welfare office, to 
be called to account for the myriad 
petty everyday betrayals, crimes, and 
misdemeanors that each of us commits 
daily, not against our imagined 
enemies, but upon the victims and 
hostages to whom we refer as our loved 
ones.                      — Ed McCormack    

“Toocan”

Alexander Kanevsky whose work 
recently toured Milano, Monza, 

Venezia, Spoleto, Paris, and Berlin can 
be seen in a solo show at Montserrat 
Contemporary Art Gallery, 547 West 
27th Street, September 10 - 28, 2013  

Reception: September 12, 6 - 8pm
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The hunter, a feral stalking canine, most 
probably a lone wolf,  is silhouetted in 

the distance in an icy, snowy landscape, while 
its prey, a wild turkey, waddles unaware in 
the foreground of Francisco Diaz’s chilling 
black and white print, “The Hunter.” It is 
just one of several dramatic images in the 
current group survey of New York Center for 
Photographic Art, founded by photographers 
Patricia Gilman and Maddi Ring to provide 
exposure in the New York art gallery scene 
for an ever-growing roster of international 
fine art photographers. 
    Another compelling picture is “Before 
the Storm,” by Michael Knapstein, Grand 
Prize winner in the section of the exhibition 
entitled “Rural Impressions,” juried by 
Aline Smithson. Knapstein’s black and white 
print centers on a solitary white house, the 
columns of its porch and the two windows 
above creating a skull like effect fully as 
anthropomorphic as that of the weathered 
dwellings in the watercolors of Charles 
Burchfield, as it stands between four nearly 
naked trees on a flat Midwestern-looking 
plain –– not another house anywhere in 
sight. But the pièce de resistance that dwarfs 
everything else is the forbiddingly huge, 
turbulent sky, swept in every direction with 
roiling, darkening cloud formations. 
    Entirely different moods are captured in 
engaging and action-filled color photographs 
by Brett Erickson and DeEtte Viterbo. In 
Erickson’s “Leif and Claire,” a small boy in 
a straw cowboy hat, torn jeans, and boots 
roughly nuzzles a spotted female dog in a 
sagebrush covered field. Viterbo’s “Wild 
Ride” is a classic image of a rodeo rider on 
a wildly bucking bronco, his buckskin chaps 
flapping but his ten gallon hat still on in the 
instant before he takes a spill. Then there 
is “Western Gate,” a  black and white print 
by Tony Hertz, in which a procession of 
the silhouetted cutouts of a cowhand on a 
horse, two dogs, and steer parading in a row 
along the top of an ornate ranch gate under 
shadowy storm clouds along a dirt path, 
literally evokes the old cowboy ballad “Ghost 
Riders in the Sky.” 
    A winding path, along which the tiny 
figure of a woman in white strolls, bordered 
by verdant foliage and tall trees speckled 
with chiaroscuro, is seen in “Hometown,” 
a dazzlingly bucolic color print by Angie 
McMonigal. In her color print, “American 
Pastoral,” Dianne Yudelson (who also shows 
a more emblematic black and white picture 
called “Wild Turkey”) transports one to a 
vista of rolling green fields, rustic wooden 
fences, and puffy white cumuli floating in 
endless acres of clear blue sky above rolling 
hills, where one horse grazes contentedly. 
In another vibrant print, by John Atchley, 
“Great Barrington Fall,” printed in a long 
horizontal format, a field of gleaming gold 
grain gives way to a distant grove of autumn 
trees, the softly blurred brilliance of their 

leaves rivaling the full chromatic spectrum 
of the Impressionists. By contrast, Roberta 
Murray evokes a photographic counterpart 
of Minimalism, with her color print “Oo Ko 
Camp,” in which a cluster of tiny white cone-
shaped tents provide the only signs of life in a 
vast ocher desert under an even larger stretch 
of uninflected sky.
    Another section of the show, for whom 
the juror was Charles Traub, was called 
“Urban Landscapes” and one of the first place 
prizes went to Jody Miller for the color print 
“RADIO,” in which that word takes on epic 
concrete poetry-like significance, displayed in 
big blue block letters with some of the paint 
peeling off to reveal the rust beneath, hovering 
high above a young passerby carrying a bicycle 
wheel and glancing into the yawning black 
doorway of the windowless storefront below. 
Another single individual, an elderly woman 
in a bright green coat, stands under a stop 
sign on a desolate corner, looking as lost and 
lonely as one of George Segal’s ghostly plaster 
personages in Peter Maeck’s color print “SW 
5th Av.” The theme of the isolated individual 
apart from the urban throngs is continued 
in yet another affecting color print: “Tokyo 
Smoke Break,” by Jim Johnston, in which the 
viewer is suddenly cast in the role of a voyeur, 
gazing out a window at two tiny figures in 
another window above the glittering nocturnal 
lights of the city.
    By contrast, “Staring Girl,” Tore Terrasi’s 
“Grand Prize” winning picture demonstrates 
how it can be possible to be altogether 
alone, even when one is crammed haunch 
to paunch into a sardine can of a crowded 
subway car, the young woman’s almost 
catatonic expression telling the whole story 
most eloquently. Then there is “Second 
Place” winner Nataly Rader’s black and white 
image “Streets of Buenos Aires,” in which, 
gazing past the profile of a little girl from the 
perspective of the adjoining seat in a passing 
car, one glimpses a mother and child on the 
stoop of a blank brick building front and 
gathers that the face of listless poverty makes 
every tattered street the world over resemble 
inner city Baltimore. 
    “Pillow War,” a picture by another Second 
Place winner, Tokio Kuniyoshi, in which 
thousands gathered on Wall Street in New 
York City to pelt and pound each other in a 
flurry of flying feathers as dense as motorcade 
confetti or a snowstorm captures an event 
in which affluent office workers gather 
with pillows in hand to let off steam just 
for the frivolous fun of it. “Second Place” 
winner Jason Knapp’s black and white print 
“Suburban Homes in Snow” casts a somber 
light on the proverbial “little house with the 
white picket fence” with a deadpan image of 
three ticky-tacky tract houses in a Twilight 
Zone of gray slush and sky. Steve Bromberg 
took a Third Place for “Going Nowhere,” a 
noirish black and white image of a hulking 
man slouching, like Yeats’s rude beast, not 

toward Bethlehem, but down a garbage-
strewn alley. Another Third Place went to 
Clara Mata for a black and white print called 
“Goodbye,” a surreal scene showing an 
elevated railroad train in an intricate urban 
panorama running right through a hat waved 
in the air by a headless man! And Andy 
Berner was awarded yet another Third Place 
for “Istanbul,” a colorful view of high-rise 
buildings with laundry hanging from their 
windows soaring skyward right behind a 
settlement of equally colorful but dilapidated 
low-rise structures.
    In another category called “Water,” 
juried by Ellen Denuto, Grand Prize went 
to Trish Woodford for her magical color 
print of an angelic female circus performer 
apparently walking a tightrope under water. 
Christopher Ruane won a First Place award 
with “In Search Of,” an equally eye-
boggling color print of a view through two 
porthole windows of snorkelers exploring an 
underwater city. Another First Place went to 
Adele Epstein for her color print “Reflections 
in the Cistern,” where the magic mirror of 
watery reflections turn the marble columns, 
arches, and beams of light and shadow into 
an M.C. Escher-like visual conundrum. And 
Terry Berenson took another First Place 
for “Enjoying My Swim,” a witty black and 
white rear view of a submerged hippo. One 
Second Place award went to Judi Altman for 
“Stillwater,” an intriguingly titled chromatic 
study of radiant whirlpools on a luminous 
watery surface. Another Second Place prize 
was given to Elizabeth Currier for “Croton 
River Flood,” in which rushing waters of 
an overflowing river overwhelms a forest 
landscape. And yet another Second Place 
went to Jen Drociak for “Trickling Filter,” in 
which a grid of industrial sprinklers takes on a 
surprisingly poetic majesty. 
    “Poolside,” a color print in which Frank 
Cusack creates a curvaceous abstract 
composition worthy of David Hockney with 
a shiny chromium handrail descending into 
brilliant aquamarine blue, took one Third 
Prize. “Granvie at Dusk,” by Connie Frisbee 
Houde, a poignant print of an island woman 
in colorful native dress, perhaps a fisherman’s 
wife, gazing off from a pier in a red 
headscarf under gathering storm clouds with 
windblown palm trees in the distance took 
one Third Place prize. Another Third Prize 
went to Marko Kalfa for “Joe in the Lake,” a 
black and white print of a young man skinny-
dipping in a forest clearing.
    For the many subjects and styles it 
presented, this compelling group exhibition 
from the New York Center for Photographic 
Art was one of the more comprehensive recent 
surveys of the medium.  –– Maurice Taplinger

Many Styles and Subjects Vie for Photo Awards

Three photo exhibitions presented by  
New York Center for Photographic Art,  

www.nyc4pa.com at Soho Gallery for Digital 
Art, 138 Sullivan St., Sept. 23 - Oct. 6, 2013
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Adventurous artists love dares. Thus 
the brashly misinformed critical edict 

that abstract painting is supposed to be 
dead in the postmodern era has resulted 
in an apparent bumper crop of interesting 
abstractionists who approach pure form and 
color from unexpected angles and take it in 
new directions. 
    Three painters who took the dare are 
featured prominently in an exhibition curated 
by fellow artist Basha Maryanska. One of 
the first cardinal rules of the old abstraction 
was that was that it was supposed to be 
nonobjective. If you asked the artist his or her 
intentions, he or she was supposed to answer 
as disingenuously as Willem de Kooning 
reportedly did when Paul McCartney asked 
him what one of the forms in one of his 
paintings was supposed to be: “I dunno, 
looks like a 
couch doesn’t 
it?” So Sir 
Paul thought 
“Hmmm, 
I could do 
that,” as he 
would later 
confess in 
an interview 
and took up 
painting too. 
And why not? 
All three of 
the painters to 
be discussed 
here admit to 
having been influenced by music in one way 
or another.  
    Bonnie Goodman, for one, lists 
“interpreting music expressionistically” 
among the enthusiasms that drive her to 
paint, along with “the bible and mythology, 
images from our collective unconscious past, 
dance . . . carnivals and circuses, plant life” 
and several other things. But while she is also 
inspired by her collection of dolls, figurines, 
and statues, her paintings come off as 
primarily abstract anyway. Witness the acrylic 
painting she calls “Fugace” for one lively 
example. The first thing one notices is two 
simplified figures. But are they really figures 
or anthropomorphic abstract forms alluding 
to the figure? The second choice appears 
correct, since Goodman’s “figures” are 
faceless, featureless two-dimensional entities 
that hug the picture plane as anonymously 
as  other shapes that seem to allude to many 
things and activities but invariably escape easy 
interpretation. Are those sinuous linear forms 
serpents? Surely they are serpentine; yet don’t 
they also seem like extensions of those slinky 
cloud forms in the sky, where architectural 
forms are also visible, suggesting the steeples 
of high-rise structures.
    Let’s take another example of Goodman’s 
ability to confound the boundaries called 
“Mirror Toccatta.” Where in the previous 

painting they were loose and goosey, here, 
the so-called “figures” are more angular, with 
sharp edges and are strangely interlocked 
with circular shapes around their wrists ankles 
and torsos suggesting bracelets and hula 
hoops, as they stand clustered in front of 
something that could suggest a folding screen 
filled in with the same pale pastel hues as they 
themselves. But are they actually “selves” in 
any proper sense of that term or simply handy 
elements of a basically abstract composition?
    One of the best examples of the fascinating 
duality in the Goodman’s paintings can be 
seen in “Silver Dancer in Shade of Blue,” 
where the graceful  dancing figure, defined 
in silver outline simultaneously stands out 
and blends in with the intricate array of more 
totally abstract silver stripes, cross-hatchings, 
circular and triangular shapes  that grace the 

vibrant blue background like symbols in an 
especially elaborate tic-tack-toe-like game. 
The paintings of Bonnie Goodman confound 
all boundaries and categories in the best 
tradition of The New Abstraction.
    Or perhaps it would be more accurate 
to say that these three artists are helping to 
establish a tradition-in-the-making, as they 
explore new aesthetic territory, as the second 
painter, Larry Glickman, implies when he 
states, “I seek lyrical answers to problems 
that occur when one faces a blank space. 
The process begins when I create color 
constructs forming shapes, lines and textures 
. . . . When color is pushed in and on top 
of shapes and lines and applied again and 
again, I am composing across the picture 
plane –– challenging the inner eye to make 
rhythmic connections through space in ways 
a musical composer challenges the synthesis 
of the inner ear. At some point during the 
complexity of this process the painting takes 
control of the picture and tells the painter 
what to do, The painter merely follows .”
    The visual music that Larry Glickman 
conducts is nothing less than symphonic, 
with lush saturations of color and tone and 
sensual forms that fill the entire canvas with 
a sense of movement and harmonic tonal 
variation. A true colorist in the sense that 
Matisse was (in contrast to his main rival 

Picasso, whose forte was form, to which 
color was a mere accessory, subservient to 
drawing), Glickman is especially intrepid in 
his willingness to combine hot hues such as 
cadmium red medium and deep purple with 
flecks of vibrant blue underpainting showing 
through with neon bright shades of orange 
and big masses of violet in compositions that 
threaten to leap off the wall and engulf the 
viewer physically as well as chromatically. 
Although many of Glickman’s organic-
looking forms suggest the human body, 
both outside and inside (given the glistening 
visceral quality of his color combinations), as 
well as evoking aspects of landscape, nothing 
is ever spelled out, allowing the viewer to 
draw his or her own mental associations. 
Like the shapes in Arshille Gorky’s paintings, 
those in  Glickman’s compositions are 

biomorphically 
suggestive, 
alluding to nature 
without imitating 
its specifics. Each 
painting is a big 
bold explorative 
gesture and an 
adventure in 
inventing the New 
Abstraction.
    The third 
painter, Nancy 
Stella Galianos, 
born in Montreal 
to Greek 
Canadian parents, 

identifies with the Abstract Expressionists, 
but adopts their vivaciously spontaneous 
formal vocabulary to a savvy postmodern 
sensibility. Although the yellow violet, and 
blue calligraphic drips in Galianos’s acrylic on 
canvas “Celestial Dance” channel the visual 
terpsichore of Jackson Pollock, their “dance 
floor,” as the artist refers to her canvas, is a 
contrastingly soft, broadly brushed field of 
overlapping gestures more in the manner of 
his contemporary de Kooning. 
    In other works, particularly “Guided 
by Dreams,” the linear whirls and brash 
explosions of blue and yellow that Galianos 
lays down on a virgin white ground are 
somewhat akin to the instant “action 
painting” of the showy French painter 
Georges Mathieu. Unlike Mathieu, who 
often created paintings before an audience 
in a prototype of so-called performance art, 
however, Galianos applies a similarly sweeping 
linear technique to subtle statements of lyrical 
abstraction, such as her large composition 
“Warm Autumn Feelings,” where her 
whiplash line wafts over soft patches of earth 
colors evoking the tones 

Continued on page 23

The New Abstraction: A Form of Pure Visual Music  

Bonnie Goodman Larry Glickman Nancy Stella Galianos

Tune-Tone featured artists,  
New Century Artists, 530 West 25th Street, 

October 8 - 27, 2013.
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In 1959, an exhibition at the Museum 
of Modern Art called “New Images 

of Man” was widely panned by critical 
champions of the avant garde. The painter 
and critic Fairfield Porter (perhaps eager 
to reaffirm his own status as one of the 
few figurative artists accepted as a peer by 
the abstract expressionists) was especially 
dismissive, calling the show “less an 
exhibition for people interested in painting 
and sculpture than an entertainment for 
moralists.” Not surprisingly, a year later the 
poet and champion of humanist art Selden 
Rodman’s book “The Insiders: Rejection 
and Rediscovery of Man in the Arts of Our 
Time” met with a similarly hostile reception. 
    But now that the more permissive climate 
of the postmodern era has even cool “art 
stars” like Eric Fischl owning up, in his 
recently published memoir, to the emotional 
content in his work, seems as good a time 
as any to acknowledge artists such as Janese 
Hexon who has long admitted that she 
wishes to “reach the viewer on a visceral 
and intellectual level” and whose new solo 
exhibition succeeds splendidly in doing both.
    “Observing the behaviors and body 
language of people is one of my great 
passions in life,” Hexon says. “My early 
training as a classical dancer taught me to use 
subtle nuances of posture and angle to create 
a mood and story line.”
    The emotional and physical empathy 
that Hexon feels for the human form 
comes across in her bronze “Phrosene and 
Meledora.” The sculpture depicts a figure 
in a hood holding the slender, limp form 
of a nude woman, her slender limbs and 
torso appearing astigmatically elongated in a 
manner akin to El Greco.   
    “This is a sculpture, for me, that expresses 
the anguish that can be part of love and 
loss,” Hexon says, and explains that she was 
inspired by a childhood memory of hearing 
her mother and grandmother discussing a 
painting about a poem by Gentil Bernard 
that was later turned into an opera. “The 
correct spelling is ‘Phrosine et Melidore,’ but 
. . . . It just sort of stuck in my little brain and 
finally came out looking like ‘Phrosene and 
Meledora.’”
    The painting under discussion was 
most likely Pierre-Paul Prud’hon’s famous 
illustration for Gentil’s melodramatic verse 
about a doomed love affair between a young 
couple in the Southern Italian town of 
Messina during the Middle Ages. After being 
prevented by her two jealous brothers from 
pursuing her love for Melidore, she swims 
nude across the strait to the island to which 
he has withdrawn to live as a monkish hermit. 
She collapses with exhaustion on the shore, 
until Melidore awakens her with the warmth 
of his embrace. Attempting to return on 
another night, however, she drowns. 

    The Romantic Prud’hon illustrated the 
triumphant moment when the lovers are first 
united as an erotic moonlit tryst between a 
monk and a voluptuous nude woman. But 
taking liberties with the tragic ending of the 
narrative, Hexon’s sculptural interpretation 
turns the situation into a kind of secular 
Pieta which can only be compared for its 
poignancy to Kathe Kollwitz’s famous bronze 
“Mother with her Dead Son.” Like Hexon’s 
sculpture, Kollwitz’s was not conceived as a 
religious statue; but, rather, as a memorial 
to the innocent victims of World War II. Yet 
the symbolic association is unavoidable. And 
it is even more strongly present in Hexon’s 
boldly contemporary treatment of her poetic 
theme, where the sculptor  retains Melidore’s 
hooded monk’s habit, with its suggestion 
of the Virgin Mary’s shawl, and the classical 
voluptuousness of Prud’hon’s Phrosine gives 
way to the slightly more androgynously 
aerobicized athleticism of the modern 
feminine ideal.
    “My work is evolving into a technique 
that exaggerates aspects of the human form, 
creating more emphasis and drama that 
makes our inner passions and contemplations 
accessible,” the artist accurately states. It 
would also be true to point out that she 
has found innovative new ways to combine 

the emotional resonance that has long been 
endemic to her representational mode of 
expression with significant abstract form. 
Two outstanding examples can be seen in 
recent sculptures combining human and 
equine figures: In “Innocent Bonding,” the 
figure of an adolescent wearing a hoody that 
blurs its gender nestles under the enormously 
enlarged head of a placid horse as one would 
a sheltering tree. In another, intriguingly 
entitled “They Will Trust Us Again,” a young 
girl nuzzles the majestic head of another 
magnificent steed, her long hair blowing 
in the same direction as its mane, the hairs 
of both entwining in a manner suggesting 
a depth of interspecies connection and 
communication. 
    The organic merger of expressive 
figuration and abstraction is taken even 
further in other recent sculptures such as 
“Full Circle,” “Gentle Touch,” and “Lady 
in Repose” without sacrificing the emotional 
and psychological power that makes the work 
of Janese Hexon so humanly engaging.

–– Ed McCormack 

Janese Hexon Merges Emotional Resonance  
and Significant Form with Seamless Finesse

Janese Hexon, Pleiades Gallery, 530 West 
25th St., October 29 - November 23, 2013

Reception: Nov. 2, 3pm

“Phrosene and Meledora”
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Elena Kozhevnikova, Agora Gallery, 530 
West 25th Street, October 4 - 24, 2013

Reception: Thursday, October 10, 6 - 8pm

In her new paintings, Elena Kozhevnikova 
transforms the wide open spaces of the 

Russian landscape in which she grew up into 
tightly organized compositions, suggesting a 
more fluidly allusive contemporary update of 
Constructivism. 
    Kozhevnikova’s complex approach to color 
can be seen in her acrylic on canvas “Random 
Thoughts I,” where compartmentalized 
geometric forms are overlaid with subtle 
hues that lend the substantial rectangles 
and circles an intriguingly contradictory 
lighter-than-air levity. Here, her colors have 
a deeply burnished beauty that is enhanced 
by surface modeling which gives the two 
large overlapping circles on the right side 
of the composition a sense of movement 
suggesting spinning wheels. The mechanistic 
quality also enlivens the more rectangular 
shapes in the same composition, the surfaces 
of which appear reflective. At the same time, 
there is a translucence to her paint application 
that imparts a sense of ethereality to her 
shapes, suggesting an inner world in which 
mechanical and organic elements are often 
interchangeable. 
    The degree to which Kozhevnikova 
transforms abstract ideas internally can be 
seen in the composition intriguingly entitled 
“Mild (Mnemonic Induction of Lucid 
Dreaming),” in which the most salient 
feature is four precisely drawn semicircles 
nearly submerged in a vibrant flurry of 
semitransparent red pigment, applied in a 
freely-brushed gestural manner. Here, as in 
other compositions, the artist stabilizes her 
forms on the picture plane with an irregular 
grid of faint white lines, even while creating 
a sense of spatial ambiguity that defies the 
sanctity of flatness in modernist painting. 
Taking such liberties with space appears 

to be a postmodern tendency to 
which Kozhevnikova subscribes 
wholeheartedly. 
    Consummate colorist though 
she can be when she cares to, 
Kozhevnikova also likes to limit 
some of her compositions to 
monochromes. One such grisaille 
painting in a subtle range of 
grays is the composition entitled 
“Cognition.” One is tempted to 
impose a literal mental pun which 
the artist may or may not have 
intended on the title of this work, 
suggesting the manner in which 
the word “cognition” alludes to the 
grasp of ideas toward the animation 
of thought, given the dominant 
circular shapes at the center of the 
picture, which could suggest actual 
cogs in the process of turning.  On 
the other hand, “Insight,” another 
grisaille painting, also based on a 
state of mind, is a much less precise 
composition of freely brushed gray 
forms and  lines with no sense of 
mechanical association whatsoever. 
Conversely, “The Mechanism of 
Senses” (yet another painting that 
could be classified as monochromatic 
if not for the one exquisite area of red 
glowing along the edge of one of her circular 
silver-gray forms like heat emanating from 
metal) refers directly to the metaphysical 
connection the artist often makes between 
the body, the mind, and the machine. Here, 
too, the round forms project a kinetic energy 
suggesting spinning wheels. 
    One of the great pleasures of Elena 
Kozhevnikova’s paintings is that every viewer 
is free to interpret them in any way he or she 

chooses; for as the artist says, her spaces are 
“symbols of an open mind, of the life with 
no borders.” Her most gratifying experience, 
Kozhevnikova once said, was when she 
discovered that “It’s not me who creates, but 
my subconscious.”  

–– Wilson Wong

Geometry Becomes a Universal Language in the Paintings  
of Russian Artist Elena Kozhevnikova

“Cognition”
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Several distinctly different approaches 
to landscape and nature painting were 

seen in the West Side Art Coalition’s annual 
group exhibition Salon Show 2013. One 
of the most vibrant was Linda Lessner’s 
“Spring into Summer,” a lyrical oil on 
canvas of the pale leaves of spring in a grassy 
meadow buttered with patches of sunlight. 
Robert Eckel, another painter taken with 
the everyday beauty of the natural world, 
showed an unabashed kinship with the 
Impressionists in his acrylic painting “Harlem 
Hill - Sunday,” a softly focused view of 
two youthful picnickers on a pink blanket 
with densely forested foliage filling the 
background. In “Spring Arrived,” a work 
in acrylic on canvas paper, Dammika D. 
Ranasinghe took a more stylized approach 
to a field of flowers, with many bright daubs 
of red and green intricately interwoven with 
crosshatched strokes of black in a manner 
reminiscent of classical Persian miniatures. 
In “Friendly Chat,” however, the same 
painter depicted a tete a tete between two 
colorful parrots in hot hues and vigorous 
Expressionist strokes. By contrast, in 
“Fleeing the Storm,” Deborah Yaffe gave 
us an evocative mixed media vision of three 
silhouetted birds soaring against a moody 
blue sky, as well as a more earthbound image 
of a humble abode in a desolate landscape, 
simply titled “Cabin.” Two other artists 
revealed their individual ways with floral 
subjects evoked in watercolor: George 
Jellinek’s “Tulips” was notable for the artist’s 
light and airy touch and luminous color, with 
the bulbs defined by delicately overlapping 
red and yellow washes and their stems by 
swift strokes of green. Clare Stokolosa, on 
the other hand, took a more full-bodied 
approach akin to the saturated aquarelles of 
the German Expressionist Emil Nolde, in 
her “Tulips and Roses, Botanical Gardens.”  
Both painters, however, shared a tendency 
to employ the medium with luminous 
translucence to achieve plein air freshness 
for which it is best suited. Conversely, a 
particularly opaque treatment of oil on canvas 
best served Monique Serres to achieve the 
formal boldness of her still life composition 
“Blue Bowl of Oranges,” in which the fruits 
and other objects are limned in a striking 
combination of bright and subdued tonalities 
that make them meld harmoniously, even 
while retaining their identity as discrete 
entities.  
    Image and text are combined in a 
particularly postmodern manner in a poem 
and photo work by Amy Rosenfeld. Yet 
the poem has a traditional nursery rhyme 
simplicity reminiscent of William Blake’s 
“Songs of Innocence,” with lines like 
“Sometimes I wonder, / Who lives on / The 
moon,/ And do they/ party all night / And 
sleep until / Noon?/ Wake up sleepyhead! 
/ The day has begun, so / Get up and get 

out / Of bed!” The image of the moon, 
however, burns with an infrared intensity that 
makes it look more like the sun!
    Margo Mead suggests an eternal 
symbolism in her acrylic composition, “Time 
Lost,” in which a bouncy pink baby complete 
with white diaper is centered on a grid of 
nine small square canvases, as it floats like 
a balloon amid a plethora of glowing and 
swirling cosmic imagery, its mouth a big 
black “O,” as though bawling at the prospect 
of having to leave this outer space paradise 
and be born! 
    Gail Comes, another strong figurative 
painter with a unique style, specializes in 
monumental faces that emerge with precise 
sculptural definition derived from formal 
arrangements of baroque abstract shapes. 
Here, Comes showed an oil on canvas 
called “Ego te protegam (I will protect 
you),”of a large gloating profile with a 
smaller face framed in the whorls of its ear. 
Multiple imagery also figured prominently 
in “The Dancers,” a photographic montage 
by Arthur Caligas in which the illusion of 
frenetic kinetic movement was suggested 
by virtue of skillful imagistic overlapping 
and manipulation. A sense of cinematic 
sequencing and contemporary fragmentation 
lent another kind of movement, like that 
of a camera scanning a static tableau in 
Nancy Johnson’s work in egg tempera with 
gold leaf on wood, “A Story 2013.” The 
effect gives a new, semiabstract feeling and 
meaning to what appears to be a classical 
biblical scene. Silvia Soares Boyer puts her 
own unique spin on a painting in acrylic and 
silver pen on canvas with the characteristically 
poetic and  intriguing title “A Silver Melody 
for Pandora.” Here, Soares Boyer floats a 
flattened-out female face tinted with tones 
of transparent yellow gracefully between 
areas of vibrant blue enlivened by silvery 
musical notes in a composition reminiscent 
for its serene formal quality to some of 
Braque’s paintings of stylized birds. While 
making comparisons to earlier masters, one 
might as well remark that Marie Robison’s 
mixed media and collage painting, “Autumn 
Fantasy” in which several exquisitely 
delineated, pastel-colored, butterflies flutter 
among delicate flowers and twigs afloat on a 
goldenly autumnal color field favorably recalls 
some of Odilon Redon’s most lyrical late oils. 
    The mystery of ordinary things closely 
observed and artfully obscured is what comes 
across in Sondra Weiner’s image on archival 
photo paper, “Found It,” which evokes 
the phrase “through a lens darkly.” It is not 
entirely clear whether the image captures a 
stone statue with legs akimbo or the artist 
herself crouched over a rain puddle to focus 
on background reflections of buildings 
soaring skyward in extreme perspective; and 
the ornate white frame only enhances the 
mystery. By contrast Richard G. Carlson is 

entranced by geometry, which takes on a 
surprising expressiveness in his acrylic and 
paper compositions such as “The Mesh.” 
For like the Irish abstract painter Sean Scully, 
Carlson has that rare ability to spring funky 
surprises in his soberly monochromatic 
grid paintings, such as the bright strips of 
yellow and the small square of diagonal 
red and white stripes that suddenly appear 
amid the muted grays here, like a stop light 
on a cruciform. The movement of gentle 
nocturnal breezes, rather than any more 
physically tangible aspect of nature is evoked 
by the sinuous black calligraphy in Rosa 
Alfaro Carozzi’s four panel acrylic painting 
“Nature Framed.” Set upon subtle washes 
and less forceful prominent strokes of ocher 
and gray, Carozzi’s graceful brush dances like 
an ecstatic Zen master cavorting in a remote 
mountain field.  
    Alexis Weiner projects a more vernacular 
sense of energy in her roughly tactile 
composition, “Asymmetry in Blue.” As direct 
as the semi abstract dinosaurs of the New 
York School painter Robert Goodnough 
or the Robert Ryman’s explorations of the 
pure materiality of pigment, Weiner’s blocky 
layered strokes of blue acrylic impasto laid 
down starkly on a bare, unprimed wood 
panel have a naked materiality suggesting 
deconstructed Cubism. Only Daniel Boyer 
would have the uninhibited wit, sans the coy 
irony of some of Pop’s worst offenders, to 
celebrate the creator of “The Simpsons” and 
“Life in Hell,” as he does in “The Prom” 
(after Matt Groening). One could look 
for clues as to the meaning of his abstract 
stream of consciousness scrawls and scattered 
symbols, but the purpose of this work is 
better served by simply going with the flow 
of Boyers’s exhilaratingly fertile automatism.  
    This varied Salon survey also included 
some excellent examples of contemporary 
photography. One was particularly struck 
by Herb Fogelson’s atmospheric digital 
photograph “Fixer Upper,” in which 
the sagging wood structure of the title, 
surrounded like a sinking ship in waist-high 
grass appeared beyond repair, and possibly 
haunted. Equally evocative in its own manner 
was Dimuthu N. Ranasinghe’s canvas print 
“Summer Palace in China” in which the 
picturesqueness of the beautiful setting was 
voyeuristically upstaged by the suspicious 
expressions and evasive postures of Chinese 
tourists who obviously didn’t wish to be 
captured by “Candid Camera.” By contrast, 
nothing could faze the unflappable fashionista 
in Carole Barlowe’s work in watercolor and 
collage, “She’s dreaming,” in which the artist 

Continued on page 23

Varied Visions Shine in West Side Salon Show

“Salon Show 2013,” curated by Margo 
Mead and Linda Lessner, was recently seen at 

Broadway Mall Community Center,  
96th Street (Center Island).
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The Male Gaze was the term that art 
historians came up with to characterize the 

way male artists objectified female models down 
through the centuries. It was a provocative act 
of turnabout when Sylvia Sleigh started painting 
male nudes at the height of the feminist 
movement in the 1970s. Sleigh’s mural-scale 
oil on canvas “The Turkish Bath, 1976,” even 
includes the ornate Turkish rugs and wall 
hangings of the type that were often featured in 
the harem scenes –– or “odalisques”–– of 19th 
and 20th century male artists.
    The Canadian painter Mairi Budreau, 
however, who belongs to a later generation 
that takes its liberation for granted, takes a 
more intimate and affectionate approach to 
the naked male body. Her realist paintings rival 
those of the late gay male photographer Robert 
Mapplethorpe for their unabashed sensuality. 
(Indeed, with the advent of gay liberation, the 
male gaze was frequently focused on the male 
body in recent decades.)
    Unlike Sylvia Sleigh, whose male nudes 
often adopted the trappings of classicism and 
mythology, just as male artists did in their 
female nudes to avoid the impression of 
lasciviousness, Budreau makes no coy excuses 
for her naked figures. Her photorealism 
suggests not myths, but the actual world of 
today.     
    “I take photos aiming for gestalt, this is the 

departure point to begin a painting,” she says. 
“Not formally trained, I recognize an academic 
approach. My sensibilities respond most often 
to sensual elements. I explore portraiture and 
anatomy mostly through the male figure, man-
scapes, in search of the soul.”
    Budreau’s kinship with the aforementioned 
Mapplethorpe comes to mind most specifically 
in two oils on canvas of a muscular black man 
with a shaven head. An important difference, 
however, is that while Mapplethorpe (like 
many photographers who eschew the coloristic 
possibilities and image manipulation of the 
digital era for the “purism” of the media’s 
modernist innovators) worked exclusively in 
black and white, color is an important expressive 
element in Budreau’s paintings.  
   In one canvas, its title “Man Ray” making 
witty reference to an earlier photographic 
predecessor, the black model is set against an 
orange background that harmonizes with the 
warm brown hues of his flesh. He is painted 
from behind, from head to mid-torso, his 
weightlifter’s biceps held out on both sides of 
his body. But the real center of the picture is 
the man’s back, with its impressive bulges and 
crevices, affording the artist an opportunity to 
make their areas of light and shadow evoke a 
mountainous mass without departing from her 
meticulous mode of photorealism. Apparently, 
the same model is the subject of another oil, 

entitled “Deep,’ a title also revealing the artist’s 
wit, since he is posed as Rodin’s “The Thinker.”
    One can surmise from this enlightening solo 
show that, apart from one painting revealing 
just a partial glimpse of the longhaired model’ s 
penis, the female gaze is not as genitally fixated 
as the male gaze. Yet a subtler, one might 
say more wholistic, sensuality is implied in a 
close-up view of a male nipple, pointedly called 
“Sensitive,” and “Back II,” another severely 
cropped composition in which a masculine back 
culminates in the androgynous curve of shapely 
upper buttocks.                

  –– Byron Coleman

Mairi Budreau Turns the Female Gaze on the Nude Male Body

Mairi Budreau, Agora Gallery,  
530 West 25th Street, October 4 - 24, 2013
Reception: Thursday, October 10, 6 - 8pm

“Man Ray”
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As Tolstoy wrote of happy 
families in “Anna Karenina,” all 
successful journalistic assignments 
are alike; they don’t make for 
interesting “back-story.” Suffice 
it to say that after the wacked-out 
fiasco that I made of  the first 
one, my second Alice Cooper 
feature went swimmingly, and 
suddenly I was back in my 
editor’s good graces –– at least 
temporarily.
    “Your story on Alice was 
excellent,” Jann Wenner 
wrote me in a memo, citing 
a compliment from the tour 
manager for both The Who 
and the Rolling Stones: “Peter 
Rudge, who understands, as well 
as anyone, the dynamics of a tour 
and so on, singled it out to me 
as superb. I read it again, and 
agreed. What’s next?” 
    Perienially star struck, Jann 
was also delighted that I had 
convinced the movie actress and 
aspiring photographer Candice 
Bergen, whom I met backstage 
at one of Alice’s gigs, to tag 
along to some of the cities on 
the tour and take the pictures 
that ran with my story. So much 
so that I wondered if he was 
taking a cue from that other 
fame groupie Andy Warhol, for 
whose magazine, Interview, I 
still wrote occasionally, when he 
enlisted another movie star with 
a camera, Diane Keaton, to take 
the pictures for a feature I did on 
the first riotous Memorial Day 
weekend of legalized gambling 
in Atlantic City. It didn’t matter 
that the “Annie Hall” star’s 
sedately artsy-fartsy still-lifes of empty casino 
ladies rooms and hotel hallways in no way 
jibed with the raunchy “Boardwalk Empire” 
atmosphere of my frenetic first-person 
account of “winners, sinners, fiends, bimbos, 
hobos, high rollers and screaming lulus 
with snake eyes climbing abroad the dream 
caravan for a three-day festival of gambling 
and greed.” Again, Jann was delighted, 
and again he asked the perrenial question: 
“What’s next?” 
    Next was a feature on Norman Lear’s 
surreal TV soap opera parody “Mary 
Hartman, Mary Hartman,” which I pitched 
to him after catching just a few minutes 
of the first episode in a Blarney Stone 
bar in midtown, where I had arranged to 
meet a dope dealer who was always late. 
There was this ditzy suburban housewife 

heroine with long red Raggedy Ann doll 
pigtails, a gingham plaid apron, deadpan 
expression, and speech patterns verging on 
the semicomatose. There was this doltish 
boob of a husband walking around in a 
baseball cap and high school team jacket, and 
a whole mythical small town called Fernwood 
full of certifiable loonies. There was no laugh 
track to signal what was supposed to be 
funny. Along with every other cheap shot 
and beer bozo at the bar, I found myself 
staring blankly at the screen, and realized 
this was something altogether avant garde 
for commercial TV that was bound to be 
big. Decades would still have to pass before 
anyone ever heard of “The Sopranos” 
or “Mad Men.” But it seems obvious in 
retrospect that Lear’s groundbreaking show 
cleared the airwaves for the postmodern  
breed of edgy serials that now have media 

critics gushing about television’s “New 
Golden Age.” 
    It turned out that off screen, even after she 
undid her red Mary Hartman pigtails and 
traded her costume for a T-shirt and jeans, 
the show’s star, Louise Lasser, was every bit 
as ditzy as her character. 
    “Mary is me –– I mean, she’s who I 
would be if I had grown up in a small town 
and married my high school sweetheart and 
become a housewife instead of growing up 
in the big city and becoming an actress and 
marrying a genius,” she told me, referring 
to her former husband Woody Allen, as we 
sat chatting one evening in her rented ranch 
house in the Hollywood hills. 
    The resemblance was so uncanny, in fact, 
that I felt the only way to write one behind-
the-scenes moment was in the form of a 
Mary Hartman, Mary Hartman script.

“Hey, Jerry, What’s the Story?” (Geraldo’s Bent Halo)
 –– an excerpt from HOODLUM HEART: Confessions of a Test-Dummy for the Crash and Burn Generation

a memoir by Ed McCormack
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    SCENE: LOUISE LASSER’S KITCHEN, 
EVENING.
(Water whooshing and splashing everywhere 
as Louise struggles with a sodden yelping 
Scotty in the kitchen sink, trying both to 
calm and upend the creature at the same 
time. As the dog panics and Louise struggles, 
her scruffy visitor looks on dumbfounded.)

LOUISE
    This is terrible ... This poor little dog is all 
blocked up ... Yeeechhh, I hate shit –– I mean 
I hate smells –– any smells! Yeechhh, how 
disgusting! I think I’m going to ... throw 
up...

REPORTER
(Bumbling, trying to be helpful) Can I ... 
do anything? Get you some toilet paper or 
something?

LOUISE
(Still struggling, distressed) This poor dog 
has had so many traumatic experiences lately. 
First his two best friends passed away within 
days of each other and ... now this! ... Oh 
yes, help ... paper towels ... over there ... by 
the counter ... My friend thought he should 
stay with my dog until he got over the death 
of the other two dogs, but that was a really 
stupid idea  because this dog and my Kefir 
don’t even know each other ... They haven’t 
said two words, I mean woofs, to each other 
since he’s been here ...
Oh, thank you for the towel, but it’s too 
bad you don’t like animals because this is 
disgusting. Yeccchhh!

REPORTER
    Allergies. Can’t stand physical contact 
or get too close to them ... But that’s really 
amazing –– a blocked up dog! Never heard of 
it before ... is that an unusual condition?

LOUISE
(On verge of passing out from stench) Yes. 
I mean, no. Only among longhaired breeds 
–– when they have long hair around their ass 
and they shit, you know, they get all blocked 
up sometimes, in back...

REPORTER
(Moved to unaccustomed candor by the 
situation)
   That’s really funny, you know, because 
before –– remember when we were sitting on 
the floor over by the fireplace and every once 
in a while you’d kind of glance over at the 
dog? Well, I kept thinking, ‘Aha, she’s farting 
and trying to blame it on the dog!’

(Louise, unamused, forgets animal, now 
flopping around unattended under the 
whooshing water. Turns, stung by the 
suggestion.)

LOUISE
    Oh no ... Why would I do that? I mean, it 
isn’t even my dog to blame.
(Reporter stares back blankly ... seems to be 
some sort of reality warp here ... Everything 
is getting blurry...)

(FADE OUT)

    Although film and TV stars were rarely 
considered a strong circulation draw for 
Rolling Stone’s rock and roll readership, a 
big toothy photograph of Louise Lasser with 
her red pigtails and apron and ended up on 
the cover  of the magazine with the headline 
“Mary Hartman: Life is a Video Cabaret.” 
And after Jann got a letter from Nat Hentoff, 
one of his early journalistic heroes, saying, 
“That was a superb piece by Ed McCormack 
on Mary Hartman. So far the best by far,” 
once again I could do no wrong. 
    Too bad Geraldo Rivera had to come 
along and fuck it all up.

*      *      *

    Geraldo and I were barreling along the 
West Side Highway in his Volkswagen, 
passing a joint and harmonizing with oldies 
radio to “Up On The Roof” by The Drifters. 
Stacked on the front seat between us was 

$1,000 in singles, raised through Geraldo’s 
One-to-One charity to buy refreshments for 
residents of the Willowbrook State School, a 
home on Staten Island for people with severe 
developmental disabilities, 500 of whom were 
following behind us in a caravan of chartered 
buses, headed for the Ringling Brothers 
Barnum & Bailey Circus at the Nassau 
Coliseum. 
    As we toked some of the primo Colombian 
weed that I invariably carried to loosen up my 
journalistic subjects and strove unsuccessfully 
to hit the high notes of that golden oldie, so 
redolent of both our workingclass youths in 
the inner neighborhoods of New York City, 
I was still trying to make up my mind about 
this flashy TV newsman who had made a 
name for himself by literally breaking into 
Willowbrook with his Eyewitness News 
camera crew and exposing atrocities such 
as naked inmates covered with bed sores 
tethered to filthy cots or lying on the floor in 
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their own feces.  
    Certainly he was a controversial 
figure, revered by some as a 
muckraking crusader for social 
justice and human dignity whose 
chutzpah, good looks, and showy 
machismo proved that, even in an 
age of anti-heroes, good intentions 
could still be sexy. Others reviled 
him as a mawkish, showboating 
mass media sob-sister, shamelessly 
exploiting the developmentally 
challenged for his own glorification. 
    Some of his detractors claimed 
that he emphasized being the son 
of a Puerto Rican janitor to give 
himself street cred and capitalize 
on ethnic chic, while playing down 
that he was half Jewish on his 
mother’s side. They even went so 
far as to claim that in law school 
he had dressed like a button-down 
preppy and called himself “Jerry 
Rivers,” in order to hide his mixed 
ethnic origins altogether. It was 
only after he became the high-
profile pro bono lawyer for the 
Young Lords, the Puerto Rican 
counterparts of the Black Panthers, 
they sneered, that this sleazeball 
opportunist adopted his present 
swaggering, street-smart public 
persona. 
   
    “Wow, your wife is really beautiful,”  
Geraldo was saying now, gazing at the picture 
of Jeannie that I carried in my wallet, as we 
sat stalled in traffic. I was really pathetic back 
then, not long after she left me. Sooner or 
later I would always find some excuse to 
show that picture to people, as if by doing 
so I could still in some sad way remain part 
of that  “Beautiful Couple” ––  ultimate 
accolade of an androgynous age, often 
bestowed on us when we were still together 
by glassy-eyed flower children of both sexes. 
This time it was probably Geraldo’s and my 
off-key duet on “My Girl,” the next song to 
come on the radio after “Up On the Roof,” 
that had prompted my descent into mawkish 
sentimentality by reminding me that I could 
no longer call her “mine” in any real sense of 
the term.
    “My heart goes out to you, man, losing a 
girl like this,” Geraldo, who was pretty good 
with the mawkish sentimentality himself, 
having practically built his career on it, was 
saying now, still studying the picture of my 
estranged wife. “Maybe I should write you 
a letter of reference, telling her what a great 
guy you are, and recommending that she give 
you another chance.”
    It was casually egomaniacal statements 
such as this, uttered without apparent irony, 
that made one wonder, several times a day, if 
this guy could possibly be for real! However, 

there was  no denying the stark reality 
that confronted Geraldo when he entered 
Willowbrook that first time, nor could one 
question the genuineness of his emotions 
when, eyes brimming with tears, he looked 
directly into the camera and blurted, “My 
God, they’re all children! ”

*      *      *
   
    Child-men and child-women were helped 
off the chartered buses in the parking lot and 
led into the Nassau Coliseum in double file, 
holding hands with their partners, regardless 
of age or sex, as innocently as a kindergarten 
kids on a field trip. As they entered the 
building and came up the aisles between the 
seats, you could see people crane their necks 
and gawk, then point down into the arena 
at the clowns, the acrobats, and the lion 
tamer to distract their own children from the 
passing freak parade. And you could read 
resentment in the eyes of some of them: Why 
here? Why ruin this fantasy for my kids?
    For here came every variety of human 
misfortune and deformity as the Willowbrook 
inmates came limping and hobbling and 
stumbling up the steps, while a brass band 
blared a bolero; women in tutus with strong, 
shapely thighs balanced on their toes on 
the backs of white horses going around and 
around in circles of white light; a daredevil on 
a motorcycle streaked like Evil Knieval across 
a tightrope high overhead; and the celebrity 
appliance dealer Jerry Rosenberg, famous for 

15 minutes in the 1970s, circled 
the middle ring on an elephant, 
waving his famous hard-hat, as the 
amplified baritone of the ringmaster 
boomed the catch-phrase  from 
his wacky TV commercials: 
“HEYYY JERRY, WHAT’S THE 
STORYYY!”
    Suddenly child-men and 
child-women were all around me, 
reaching and pawing, laughing and 
yelling, grasping for love, and in the 
instant that I pulled back, recoiling 
from contact, I caught Geraldo out 
of the corner of my eye, sprinting 
with open arms into their midst 
like a fleet-footed quarterback of 
compassion. 
    Now I knew it would not be easy 
to muster the satirical, hipper-than-
thou edge that my editor, Chet 
Flippo –– already smirking at my 
subject’s cornball knight in shining 
armor routine when he suggested 
the assignment –– generally 
expected of me, without the piece 
stinking of sour grapes.

*      *      *

    Forget about Ringling Brothers; 
only the Circus Maximus 

atmosphere of unapologetic depravity at 
Max’s Kansas City seemed sufficient to 
distract me  from my troubling introspection. 
I was getting a pack of Marlboros from the 
cigarette machine in the front by the bar, 
before heading into the back room to see 
“what might be on the rail for the lizard,” as 
the great tenor sax player Ben Webster used 
to say, when I found myself face to face with 
an intriguing apparition whom I would never 
know by any name other than the one she 
used professionally as a topless dancer: Alice 
Alias. 
    All she had to do was crook a wicked, 
black-nailed finger at me, and having 
nowhere else to be, I followed her right out 
the door, the owner Mickey Ruskin flashing 
me a knowingly lascivious grin –– as if to say, 
“Didn’t you just come in?”–– before turning 
to some clueless bridge and tunnel types and 
repeating his constant mantra: “Sorry, people, 
private party tonight.” 
    Alice and I got into a cab outside 
Max’s and traveled uptown to a sprawling 
apartment in a prewar building on the Upper 
West Side, decorated like a dimly-lit, mirrored 
sensorium, with a mural of the Milky Way on 
the ceiling above the loft bed, that she shared 
with a fellow witch of a roommate called 
Veronica, who designed glitzy clothes and 
gadgetry for rock musicians.

*       *       *     
     The next morning, as was my wont 
whenever possible when I woke up with 
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strangers left over from the night before, I 
slipped out quietly while Alice slept. I hoped 
to arrive early at “the bodega,” as Geraldo 
referred to his office in the basement of the 
ABC TV building on West 66th Street. 
(“They always put the Puerto Ricans in the 
basement,” he had joked, as we toured his 
old neighborhood in the Bronx, pointing 
out the Korvette’s discount department store 
where he had worked part-time while in law 
school.)
    I wanted to trail “the tallest Puerto 
Rican in the world,” as he called himself 
–– referring not to his high-heeled platform 
shoes alone –– when he took to the streets 
with his camera crew, looking for new 
Goliaths to slay. I hoped to see him in action, 
maybe slapping some poor nodding junkie 
awake and propping him up in a doorway to 
tell the viewers what the down and out life 
of a street addict was like; or perhaps facing 
down some villainous slumlord like the street 
gang leader he claimed to have once been, 
although I suspected he had copped that 
schtick from Felipe Luciano, the darker, less 
telegenic token minority newsman on a rival 
network, who had been a leader of the Young 
Lords when Geraldo was their token preppy 
lawyer. 
    But after stopping at 89th Street to 
shower, shave, and root around in the piles of 
clothes in my garbage garden for something 
that didn’t smell too ripe to wear, I couldn’t 
resist taking a detour to Dr. Generosity’s, for 
a breakfast beer or two to take the edge off. 
But I ended up having several more, courtesy 
of Dave McSheehy, Dr. G himself, and didn’t 
show up at the bodega until shortly before 
the evening news went on the air.
    “Hey mofuggah,” I greeted Geraldo.
    Leaning back in his chair with his hands 
behind his head and his feet up on the desk, 
Geraldo said, “There he is. What’s happenin’ 
jive turkey? Man, you should have been 
here earlier, you missed a good scene for 
your story. We got a call that N.Y.U. was 
planning to take over this building down in 
the Village to convert it into a dormitory, and 
that they’re planning to kick out three little 
old ladies who’ve been living there for about 
forty years.”
    Geraldo and his crew went down there to 
check the old ladies out. They weren’t some 
rich poodle dowagers but sweet little old 
pussycat ladies living on Social Security –– in 
other words, the real deal. Perfecto!
    “So I’m gonna go on the air tonight and 
tell those greedy bastards at N.Y.U that 
they’ll kick those ladies out of their homes 
over my dead body.”
   “Uh, I think you might want to modify 
that a bit, Geraldo,” said Barry Berman, his 
film editor, perhaps fearing that it might fall 
upon him to deliver the body. 
   “Maybe you’re right,” Geraldo said, 
chuckling and twirling the ends of his famous 

mustache.
    “Suppose I threaten to quit television if 
they don’t back down instead? Say something 
like, ‘I stopped practicing law and got into 
broadcasting because I wanted to make a 
difference. But if I can’t get justice for these 
three elderly women, then there’s no place in 
this field for someone like me?’” 
    “Well, that’s a little more moderate,” Barry 
Berman said, still a bit dubious.
    “It would make a dramatic ending for my 
story,” I said, “if they call your bluff and you 
have to make good on that promise.”
    “But they won’t,” said Geraldo. “After I 
rally public support for those ladies, N.Y.U. 
will back down, guaranteed.”
    He sat there with his feet up on the desk 
twirling his famous mustachios for another 
second or two. Then a beatific smile lit up his 
face, and he said, “Those little old ladies are 
counting on me to be their knight in shining 
armor and I’m not gonna let them down. 
I mean, they were so appreciative when 
I showed up this afternoon. When I told 
them I was going to help them stay in their 
homes, one of them asked me if I was sure it 
wouldn’t be too much trouble. Wouldn’t this 
be a better world if everybody thought like 
little old ladies?”
    Not knowing how one answers a question 
like that with a straight face, I took a joint 
out of my pocket and said, “Feel like taking 
a little walk around the block before you go 
on?”  

*      *      *
         
    After the broadcast, Geraldo took me 
home to meet his wife Edith in their cozy 
apartment in a West Village brownstone. A 
slender, pretty young woman whom he called 
by the pet name “Pie,” her gentle, refined 
demeanor reminded me of Jeannie –– at 
least for the contrast to the harder, cheaper, 
psuedo-sophisticated style of the painted and 
tainted rock and roll groupies, Factory girls, 
and Max’s exhibitionists to whose company I 
had lately become a little too accustomed. 
    The daughter of the novelist Kurt 
Vonnegut, Edith was a gifted visual artist, 
judging from the Neoromantic yet witty 
paintings of women in fanciful landscape 
settings hanging around the apartment. Like 
her father’s prose, the style of her pictures 
was simple, whimsical, and slightly surreal. 
Yet unlike Jeannie, who was doubly talented 
as a painter and a writer, her husband’s 
success provided her with the leisure and 
freedom to pursue her artistic ambitions 
full-time. As he doted on her lovingly, 
almost mushily, I couldn’t help envying their 
happiness together. I felt sorry, not only 
for myself but for the woman with whom 
I was still helplessly in love, for having had 
the misfortune of marrying the wrong guy. 
It was as objective a feeling as my empathy 
when Jeannie told me about sad events of her 

childhood, such as the death of her beloved 
grandfather, which had occurred before I 
even knew she existed; the kind of feeling I 
associated with the truest kind of love. And 
yet when we were together I had fucked up 
again and again ... Ah, as someone (I can’t 
remember who) once said, what a sorry 
tangle of arseholes we mortals be!  
    Geraldo was scheduled to appear at a 
hotel in midtown later in the evening to 
receive one of the humanitarian awards that 
he collected the way other people collected 
stamps, and I was to tag along. After the 
three of us watched part of a David Bowie 
special on television, he announced that it 
was time to leave and made a big mushy 
show of saying a romantic fare thee well to 
Edith, who had confided in me earlier that 
she had little taste for such events, preferring 
to stay home and work.
    Down on the street, as we got into the 
Volkswagen Geraldo told me, “We still 
have a bit of time before I have to show up 
at the awards ceremony, and I have a very 
private stop to make on the way. So I’ve been 
debating in my mind what to do about you 
for the next hour or so. I mean, I know you 
told me nothing can be off the record, and of 
course I’m the same way, so I respect that...”
    Naturally, he had me curious now. So 
I said, “Well, look, if it makes you more 
comfortable, you could drop me off at the 
nearest bar and come back and pick me up 
later. But what I meant was that if something 
happens in front of me that’s relevant to my 
piece, I’m not about to leave it out. But by 
the same token, if I agree to go off the record 
for short while, I’m not gonna go back on 
my word. It’s really up to you, man...”
    “I trust you, brother,” he said solemnly, 
punching me softly on the the arm.
   
    At the door of an apartment in a luxury 
building uptown, a handsome middle-aged 
woman, who called to mind Anne Bancroft 
in the “Graduate” took one look at me and 
said, “Who the hell is he?”
    “This is my friend Ed,” Geraldo told her, 
omitting that I was a journalist and that we’d 
only known each other for a couple of days. 
“Don’t worry, he’s cool.” 
    Still looking dubious, she somewhat 
reluctantly invited me in and asked if I’d like 
a drink.
    “I always like a drink,” I said.
    Unamused, she asked what kind of drink 
I’d like and when I told her, made me a 
bourbon on the rocks. Then they disappeared 
to another part of the apartment, leaving 
me to admire a very fine collection of 
contemporary art that included, as I recall, a 
couple of major Rauschenbergs and Warhols.

*      *      *  

    “Even a happily married man has to have 



his pipes cleaned by a real pro once in awhile, 
right bro?” Geraldo said a little while later, on 
the way down in the elevator. 
    I don’t think he actually winked, but 
the smug, self-satisfied look that he gave 
me had the same effect as if he had. Then, 
perhaps realizing that I still had no idea who 
the woman was, he made it his business to 
mention that she was Marion Javits, wife of 
the longtime New York senator. 

*      *      *

    It puzzled me then, and still puzzles me all 
these years later, why someone as media savvy 
as Geraldo would be so eager to have me 
know this, since such a deliciously scandalous 
scoop might make most journalists 
conveniently forget having sworn themselves 
to secrecy. Some might even rationalize going 
back on their word by convincing themselves 
that it would be in the public interest to 
do so, since Geraldo claimed that he might 
someday like to run for Mayor of New York. 
But I couldn’t begin to convince myself that, 
aside from its most peripheral bone-tossing 
gestures, high-level politics had anything to 
do with the public interest –– or that I was 
even public spirited enough to give two shits 
about an abstract idea like that anyway.   
    Still, his recklessness struck even someone 
like me, clearly no angel or paragon of 
discretion myself, as pathological. Either his 
male ego was so out of control that he simply 
couldn’t help flaunting the social pedigree of 
the pointang he was humping at all possible 
cost, and almost wanted me to share it with 
the world; or he was perceptive enough to 
know that I would never betray the primitive 
street code against ratting someone out that  

we had both grown up with.
    Well, he was right about that. Still, 
I couldn’t help rationalizing, if only 
for a moment ot two, that the days of 
conducting ones life according to some 
romantic 1950s juvenile delinquent 
notion of valor should have been long 
gone for both of us. Hadn’t I given him 
the option of dropping me off at a bar 
for a while and picking me up later? So 
why did he insist on taking me along and 
dangling a scoop in front of me that most 
muckraking journalists would kill for –– 
especially at a time when, as he had to have 
picked up from the Tourette-like-stream-
consciousness confidences I had already 
shared with him in the short time we had 
known each, that I was so demoralized 
by the breakup of my own marriage that 
my professional judgment had to be 
compromised. Even I had to wonder: Was 
I finally really losing it? Hadn’t I always 
prided myself of being ruthless when it 
came to getting a story? (“But Ed, you 
made me look like a schmuck... I thought 
we were friends,” the comedian and actor 
Richard Belzer said, after my profile of him 

came out. “We were never friends, Belz,” I 
said. “I was hanging out with you because 
that’s part of my job.”) 
    Was it simpleminded sentimentality 
unworthy of a serious journalist that, 
having met Geraldo’s wife Edith and 
found that she reminded me of the wife for 
whom I had turned out to be such a bitter 
disappointment, I felt that even if I had not 
agreed to go off the record, there was no 
way I could bring myself to put something in 
print that could contribute to the breaking of 
another sweet girl’s heart?

*        *        *

    Several years later, the television executive 
Brandon Tarnikoff would be quoted 
saying,“There are two words that serve as 
a signal that you’re operating in an area of 
questionable taste. Those words are ‘Geraldo 
Rivera.’” 
    This was after Geraldo had become 
notorious for doing shows on Satanists and 
cross-dressing husbands; had his nose broken 
in an on-camera brawl he had provoked by 
bringing together white racist skinheads and 
black activists; and had cosmetic surgery on 
camera, with skin taken from his buttocks 
grafted onto his face to fill in the wrinkles. 
All that would come long after I met him, 
when he was on his fourth or fifth wife; after 
Time magazine credited him with originating 
“Trash TV,” and after he had written a best-
selling memoir called “Exposing Myself.” 
So much for my own oath of secrecy after 
all these years, now that he has blown the 
whistle on himself  –– or should one say 
blown his own horn? Confessing to suffering 

from that most oxymoronic of disorders, “sex 
addiction” (doesn’t almost everyone to one 
extent or another?), he cited affairs not only 
with Marion Javits, but with Barbara Walters, 
Margaret Trudeau, Chrissy Evert, Judy 
Collins, and by his own modest estimate, 
“thousands of other women” –– most, one 
can only presume, with less boldfaced names.
    Although I was nowhere near as prolific 
a womanizer as Geraldo, obviously my own 
transgressions were such that I was hardly 
in any position to judge him morally. Nor 
would I presume to do so even if I were 
as confident of my own virtue as Kenneth 
Starr must have been of his when he tried 
to crucify President Bill Clinton over the 
Monica Lewinsky affair. For even if Saint 
Geraldo’s halo was now slightly tarnished 
(even as I write, the breaking news is that the 
70-year old Fox newsman recently Twittered 
his Weiner!), I still felt that by exposing the 
atrocities at Willowbrook and forcing the 
authorities to step in and enact reforms the 
young Geraldo had already contributed more  
to the general good than I ever had, or most 
likely, ever would. 
    Of course, in similar circumstance a 
more logical professional would have 
compromised, censored himself, finished the 
article, made his editor happy. But being by 
nature self-defeating, as well as an emotional 
basketcase at that moment of my life, I 
decided to drop the whole thing if I couldn’t 
tell the whole story. I had always liked that 
great nihilistic line from “Dharma Bums” 
by my first literary hero Kerouac: “I am the 
Buddha known as the Quitter.” Hadn’t I 
quit high school as soon as I could? Hadn’t 
I quit every job I ever had (unless I was 
lucky enough to get fired first and collect 
unemployment insurance)? Why not just quit 
journalism and realize my teenage dream of 
being a full-time poet? To get by, maybe I 
could get one of the dealers I knew to front 
me some grass and do a little business on 
the side. Or else I could find some other 
uncomplicated way to go completely off the 
grid and live by my wits.
    That was the turn my thoughts were 
taking the night I went to Max’s, after what I 
had decided would be my last day of trailing 
Geraldo Rivera around, and ran into Alice 
Alias with her roommate, Veronica, also 
known as The Razorblade Heiress, since she 
had recently come into a small fortune in 
Proctor & Gamble stocks ... 

*        *        *

Previous excerpts from  
HOODLUM HEART can be read  

on galleryandstudio.com
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In her new solo show “The Language 
of Trees,” Jacquelyn Etling imbues 

those stolid sentries of landscape with a 
phosphorescent glow. The effect, achieved 
with infrared photography, which picks 
up the infrared end of the light spectrum, 
lends her new pictures an ethereal quality, as 
though the trees –– their leaves, particularly 
–– are ghostly apparitions of nature as we 
normally know it.
     Etling’s print “Eastern Trees in 
Connecticut,” where the tall trees stand in 
a row along a road in vanishing perspective, 
provokes a sober sensation, tantamount to 
being in a cemetery when the foliage has 
been drained of its green by fresh grief. By 
contrast, in Etling’s “Circle of Pines,” one 
gazes up from the center of the circle at a 
lake-shaped patch of cloudless sky framed by 
leaves graced with the brightest possible solar 
effervescence.  
    “Illumination Tree” is a study in contrasts, 
centered on a single sinuous tree, growing 
out of a craggy precipice. Both the tree and 
the cliff are dramatically engulfed in shadow. 
Each leaf, however, flares like a tongue of 
flame, as though eager to ignite the sky 
above.
    In Etling’s “Awaiting the Storm in New 
Mexico,” another solitary tree holds its 
ground tenuously in arid desert grasses 
behind a low barbed wire fence. It is oddly 
naked of leaves on its left side, yet lushly 
endowed with them on the right, where the 
puffy phosphorescent blooms appear to move 
in the opposite direction from the darkly 
roiling clouds hiding the entire sky like drifts 
of dirty urban snow.  
    Then there is “Bonsai Tree Fantasy” a 
photographic tour de force in which Etling's 
use of the infrared process approaches the 
surreal. Here, too, she appears to comment 
wryly on Jerry N. Uelsmann’s well known 
1967 print, “Apocalypse II,” a composite 
image in which the older photographer, 
an advocate of what he called “darkroom 
alchemy,” juxtaposed a group of tiny, 
silhouetted spectators on a beach, reminiscent 
of extras in a disaster movie, with a huge tree 
printed in negative, so that its limbs, flashing 
like streaks of lightning in a black sky, suggest 
a nuclear explosion. Etling, however, reverses 
the contrasts, with the darker limbs of the 
bonsai sinuously calligraphic, like the swift 
brush strokes in a Japanese Zen master’s ink 
and wash drawing, and its blossoms glowing 
ghostly white.
    Then there is “Floating Leaves,” a graceful 
triumph of lyrical simplicity, as classic in its 
own manner as Edward Weston’s “Pepper” 
or Imogen Cunningham’s “Amaryllis. ”This 
exquisite image perhaps best encapsulates an 
aesthetic philosophy that Jacquelyn Etling 
expresses with characteristic succinctness: 

“Photography has been a part of my life as far 
back as I can remember. When I was a child 
I was fascinated by the old family photos at 
my grandmother’s house. I loved the magic 
quality of photography, its ability to record 
and preserve the past. I am continually trying 
to record and preserve my own experiences 
of the world.”
    In the tradition of Alfred Stieglitz, Etling 
is a “purist,” eschewing color for black and 
white photography, which she studied at 

Sacred Heart University, where she is now an 
adjunct professor of art history. A refreshing 
antidote to some of the more prosaic 
tendencies of postmodern poetry, “The 
language of Trees” is pure poetry.

–– Ed McCormack  

Photo Artist Jacquelyn Etling’s “The Language of Trees”  
a Highlight of the New Season in Chelsea

Illumination Tree

Jacquelyn Etling, Pleiades Gallery,   
530 West 25th Street,  
October 1 - 26, 2013



The relationship between visual art 
and music, along with sundry other 

subjects is explored in the large group 
survey “Tune-Tone,” in which several 
artists interpret or exemplify the overall 
theme in as many mediums as there are 
genres of music to inspire them. 
    Curator and participating artist Basha 
Maryanska contributes a characteristically 
versatile group of works, ranging 
from the geometrically structured yet 
coloristically lyrical large mixed media 
painting “Highline Symphony,” to the 
dazzlingly radiant acrylic on board, 
“Smile of the River,” with its luminous 
rainbow of reflective hues afloat in linear 
swirls and spontaneous splatters that 
magically impart an illusion of depth to 
the two dimensions of the picture plane. 
Maryanska’s versatility is made possible by 
creative energy and the uniquely personal 
and poetic sensibility that invariably shines 
through her painting
    Rebeca Roman, a Chilean artist now 
living and working in Virginia, combines a 
strong sense of linear structure, influenced 
by watching her architect grandfather at 
work as a child, with love of vibrant hot 
hues through which she expresses her 
emotions.
    “Passion is one of the most important 
elements of my paintings . . . . passion for 
art, passion for love, passion for healing, 
passion for God, passion because I am 
alive...” And indeed her colors do project 
a deeply intuitive emotional impact, as 
they intersect, intermingle, and overlap 
within the underlying architectonic 
armature of her boldly emblematic 
abstract compositions with an admirable 
combination of feeling and formal 
restraint.
    Kate Vikstrom works primarily in 
watercolor, to which she often adds 
bits of collage, such as the snippets of 
sheet-music gracing her composition 
“Delicato,” like notes of a fugue drifting 
through the windows of the fanciful 
beach house it depicts, or celebrates the 
two shapely stylized female nudes in 
another composition called “Coloratura.” 
Vikstrom’s pictures possess an intimate 
charm akin to the small gems of Paul Klee.
    By contrast, Helga Santel calls her 
paintings, comprised entirely of blocky 
square forms, “Concretizations,” a name 
that could almost suggest something like 
Carl Andre’s minimalist floor sculptures 
composed with actual bricks. But in fact, 
Santel’s squares are more often than not 
asymmetrical and glow like bars, albeit 
in a gorgeously diffused entire spectrum 
of subtle hues that create a soothingly 
meditative effect à la Rothko at his best. 

Larry Louis Morse, on the other hand, 
presents a series of antic figurative forays 
that have the instant appeal of the late 
funky cartoon paintings of Philip Guston. 
Like crazily distorted beatnik stick figures 
with both eyes on the same side of their 
heads à la Picasso, Morse’s paintings of 
a purple drummer in “Green Sticks,” 
and an angularly entwined hipster couple 
in “Dance,” meticulously realized in a 
cheery palette of kandy-kolors, are a sheer 
delight.
    Sculptor Jody Cramer is refreshingly 
upbeat in another, more formal abstract 
manner, creating intricate chromatic 
interactions with assemblages that suggest 
a kind of 3-D pointillism. The optical 
effect of pieces such as Cramer’s “Tulip,” 
and “Diamond” suggests Seurat’s brilliant 
dots of color escaping the canvas and 
dancing joyfully in thin air. 
    The musical theme of this show is most 
directly expressed by the Spanish-born 
figurative artist Maria Angeles Hegglin in 
her atmospherically evocative paintings 
of cool African-American jazz musicians, 
which capture the mood of both the 
music and the players in a style at once 
realistic and subtly expressive. Hegglin’s 
“Pianist” sports dark glasses and has the 
sleeves of his white shirt rolled up in a 
workmanlike manner, as he hovers over his 
keyboard, one of his hands reflected in the 
shiny mahogany above; her “Drummer,” 
also in “shades,” his head crowned by 
a skullcap, smiles knowing in profile, as 
though grooving to the sound of the 
fellow musician in another insightful 
portrait entitled “Saxophone.” 
    Another gifted realist Elizabeth 
Castonguay  showed not only nude figures 
set against dramatic dark backgrounds, 
demonstrating her ability to handle 
chiaroscuro in the manner of the old 
masters, but also a painting combining 
various styles –– ranging from a classical 
drawing of a flute player’s fingers to van 
Gogh swirls to fragments of expressionist 
textures ––  within a compartmentalized 
semiabstract composition, entitled “Art 
History, Yours, Mine, Ours.”
    Then there is Neela Pushparaj, a retired 
hospital pathologist and teacher who 
has perfected a transparent watercolor 
technique which imbues floral and other 
natural compositions with a distinctive 
freshness and vitality. Pushparaj’s 
“Monarch in my Garden,” which depicts 
a detailed butterfly floating against a 
background of flowers and leaves evoked 
in a looser “wet-into-wet” manner is an 
especially exhilarating example.
    An architect as well as a painter,  
Malgorzata Mizia finds herself 

“permanently balancing ... between 
designing real buildings and a carefree 
pouring out of purely aesthetic sensations 
onto canvas.” In the latter regard, her 
landscape paintings, often accomplished 
by applying paint in thick bold strokes 
with a spatula,  come alive with turbulent 
skies, dappled light and shadow on 
foliage and remote country paths, and 
fields of grass and weeds. Mizia’s bravura 
paint handling contributes to the sense 
of movement and immediacy of her 
compositions.  
    Dorota Michaluk merges expressively 
sketchy figurative imagery, hand-painted 
in acrylics, with photographic elements 
printed on canvas in postmodern 
compositions with a romantic and 
psychological quality. Michaluk’s 
work, like that of David Salle, employs 
imagistic superimposition to express 
the fragmentation and simultaneity of 
contemporary reality.
    Still color photography, deliberately 
and considerably enhanced by all the 
remarkable new technology of the digital 
age, is the medium used  to create the 
everyday surrealism that distinguishes 
the art by William Loeb. One of Loeb’s 
most compelling images is “Summer,” 
a startling nocturnal scene showing an 
image of a lifeguard seated under an 
orange umbrella on a high beach-chair 
on a large screen set against a spookily 
bare winter tree, its puzzling incongruity 
worthy of René Magritte. 
    The video and film installations of 
Barbara Kalina differ from many of the 
more narcissistic and obscure examples of 
“new media” one encounters in galleries 
nowadays for the artist’s humanistic 
approach to social issues. Here, especially 
affecting is one such video in which 
sequences of Kalina mutely pantomiming 
simple, eternal actions of cooking and 
homemaking is repeatedly and poignantly 
interrupted by Occupy Wall Street rallies, 
anti-foreclosure demonstrations, people 
testifying about the loss of their homes, 
while others gloat about getting rich in 
real estate speculation, and other scenes 
alluding to the housing crisis dividing rich 
and poor today.
    (Also featured are works by Stella 
Galianos, Larry Glickman, and Bonnie 
Goodman, all of whom are featured in a 
separate review elsewhere in this issue.)

–– J. Sanders Eaton
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“Tune-Tone”: Artist Curator Basha Maryanska’s  
Latest International Selection 

“Tune-Tone,” New Century Artists,
530 West 25th Street  
October 8 - 27, 2013
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Born in India, but adopted at the age of 
three by a French family, Vanida Amiot 

is very definitely a product of two distinctly 
different cultures, each of which has left 
its mark on her paintings. Claiming the 
formative influences of Realism, Surrealism, 
Fauvism, Cubism and Pop art, she now 
works in a style, incorporating elements of 
both Abstract Expressionism and Color 
Field Painting, best described as Lyrical 
Abstraction. 
    There are also hints of Tachisme, 
the European equivalent of Abstract 
Expressionism, perhaps having to do with her 
French upbringing, in the tactile quality of 
Amiot’s full-bodied paint surfaces.
    It is as a sublime colorist, however, that 
Amiot truly distinguishes herself. Indeed, 
one might credit not only both parts of her 
duel heritage –– the plein air tradition of 
French Impressionism and the vibrant hues 
of Indian miniatures –– with the chromatic 
magic she creates in acrylic on canvas. A 
buoyant example of the former influence 
can be seen in her composition “Le Tempes 
D’Une Danse,” with its sun-splashed sky 
blue, yellow, and pink hues, while the more 
deeply burnished red clay and gold colors of 
the latter influence are most evident in “La 
Pertinence De Lucifer.”
    It is much to Vanida Amiot’s credit that 
she generally eschews the overblown scale of 

many young artists who 
have fallen under the spell 
of Abstract Expressionism 
all these years later. It is 
understandable, at least 
when the movement was 
still in its early stages,that 
gigantic canvases became 
de rigueur for awhile –– 
both as an attention getting 
device and an expression of 
the wide open spaces of the 
American landscape (although it was adopted 
by artists the world over).
    The device quickly became a cliché, 
however, and Amiot wisely avoids it. For 
keeping her canvases at easel scale, rather 
than overwhelming or pushing the viewer 
away, compels him or her to move closer to 
study the subtle interactions of the colors and 
textures in her compositions. For example, 
encountering Amiot’s “Terre D’Exil” (which 
is only twenty by twenty-four inches in its 
actual dimensions), is as all-encompassing 
an experience for its saturation of fiery and 
earthy autumnal hues, as being swept up in 
Jackson Pollock’s huge “Autumn Rhythms.” 
Indeed, while the Pollock is, like many of 
his paintings, rather thinly configured in 
enamel on canvas, the Amiot, richly built up 
in layers of acrylic pigments, reminds one 
why easel painting –– especially when its 

surface is as sensuous as this 
––  has provided viewers with 
such intimate and enduring 
pleasure for so many centuries. 
    Amiot is especially adept 
at expressing specific entities 
and elements of nature in 
completely abstract terms, 
as seen in “Secret D’Un 
Glacier,” where only the 
chunky strokes of a broad 
brush on a 15 by 18 inch 

canvas, along with areas of icy white and 
few shades of blue, are more than sufficient 
to evoke the subject. The same holds true 
for “Parfums D’Angkar,” where an entire 
chromatic garden of pinks, yellows, pale blue 
and deeper violet hues evoke an aromatic 
bouquet without delineating distinctly floral 
forms.  
    Indeed, where color is concerned, Vanida 
Amiot, like Monet or Redon, is an artist 
who can literally do no wrong. Unlike many 
others today, who appear to treat color as a 
mere drawing medium, she is a true painter 
in the very best sense of the term. 

–– Marie R. Pagano

The recent group show by members of 
the West Side Arts Coalition, “Dreams 

& Reflections” made a good argument for 
the fanciful in art, starting with co-curators 
Daniel C. Boyer and Silvia Soares Boyer. 
    Daniel C. Boyer’s freewheeling acrylics 
and mixed media works on canvas combine 
grafitti-like biomorphic abstraction and 
figurative forms with titles such as: “The 
Green Cyclops with the Weekend Law 
Degree and Inbred Lips Indulges the 
Arthritic Decathlete’s Light Banter and 
the Adopted Bracelet and Other Essential 
Accessories of His Pearlescent Vest Produce 
in the Protégé of the Elf theTan Frontier of 
Clubbed Slumber.” It’s an intriguingly “Go-
Figure” mixture of Art Brut neoprimitivism 
and sophisticated neo-Duchampian 
conceptualism by an artist whose heart clearly 
belongs to Dada.
    No less complex but more precise in 
execution and formal in design, Sylvia Soares 
Boyer’s works such as “The Secret Path 
to Illumination” and “The Delta Goblet” 
suggest esoteric mandalas, with motifs at 
once geometric and symbolic, delineated in 
acrylic and gold and silver pens. In the latter 
work, tiny precisely placed crystals twinkle 
against the solid black background like distant 
stars in a cosmos of pure mathematics. 
    Candace Raney also employs an 

austere technique in her hard-edge acrylic 
compositions, such as “Untitled,” and 
“Heaven’s Door,” where gold ink is added 
to give linear emphasis to her square, circular, 
and triangular shapes in muted tan, gray, and 
blue hues.
    Other artists put a magical spin on 
everyday reality, as seen in Lynn Lieberman’s 
historical watercolor tributes to Harlem, 
particularly a street scene featuring Minton’s 
famous jazz club and an annotated map 
of Mt. Morris Park. Adrienne Cosner 
employs the visible world as a springboard 
to imaginative interpretation in her 
straightforward but poetically evocative 
acrylic paintings, such as “Lighthouse at 
Peggy’s Cove,” which has a blunt clarity 
reminiscent of Marsden Hartley, and “ 
Highline –– The River Flows Both Ways,” in 
which the spectrum of multicolored windows 
in a highrise building create an autonomous 
abstract statement. Marguerite Borchardt, on 
the other hand, emphasizes the hyperreality 
of nature in oil on canvas landscapes such as 
“Main Shore,” “River,” and “Fallen Tree” 
by virtue of her expressive yet restrained 
brushwork and unerring sense of light. 
    More overtly mystical visions emerge in 
the work of artists such as Joseph Healy 
and Anne Rudder. Healy’s work in ink 
and watercolor, “A Spiritual Day,” has a 

rhythmically intricate quality akin to the 
psychedelic posters of the 1960s, albeit with 
quieter, more subtle colors. Healy’s forms 
initially appear abstract, but on closer perusal 
reveal masklike faces and other figurative 
hints camouflaged by baroque arabesques. 
    Like the literati artist/poets of ancient 
China and Japan, Anne Rudder merges 
images and handwritten texts in a seamless 
poetic synthesis, as seen in her whimsically 
titled work in watercolor and ink “Wasn’tis,” 
where light-beams stream like spokes in a 
wheel from a blazing sun, illuminating lines 
of verse: “Bone white / Light swept / Air 
and sky with/ Nothing / Kept./ Passed / 
All / Ground down/ Earthbound. / Waking 
up / on / Radiant / Day./ Sun / Coursing 
/ Over/ Me Epiphany.”  
    Amy Rosenfeld, another artist fond of 
combining words with imagery, writes 
“From way up in/ the sky I see/ the clouds 
float by...” ––  and wittily parodies the old 
poetic cliché of “cottony clouds” head-on by 
collaging actual cotton-balls to the skyblue 
paint on which the poem is scrawled.
    In an untitled work in acrylic and pencil, 

Continued on page 23  

Vanida Amiot’s Style Synthesizes Dual Cultures

Dreams & Reflections that Transport Us

“Dreams and Reflections,” recently seen  
at Broadway Mall Community Center,  

96th St. (Center Island).

Secret D’Un Glacier

Vanida Amiot, Agora Gallery, 530 West  
25th Street, Sept. 10 - Oct. 1, 2013

Reception: Thursday, Sept. 12, 6 - 8pm
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Few artists have a style that adopts itself 
equally well to figurative and abstract 

compositions as that of Allan Raider, 
whose creative talent was recognized 
early, when he was presented with the St. 
Gaudens art medal by President Lyndon 
Johnson while he was still in high school. 
After graduation he studied architecture 
and fine arts at Cooper Union, and then 
moved on to a successful career as a leading 
designer of apparel and accessories for the 
next 40 years.  
    But all the while he was being 
nominated for Coty awards and his designs 
were being displayed in the windows of 
Bloomingdales, over the years Raider 
was exhibiting and selling his paintings in 
designer showrooms. Only now that he has 
left the fashion industry, however, has he been able to spend all of his 
time “creating the images that I see in my head.”     
    His oil on canvas “Who’s Looking at Who” juxtaposes a large 
expressively distorted head on the left side of the composition with 
a stylized plant on the right with an intricate array of interwoven 
abstract shapes. For all its expressiveness, the style of painting is not 
Expressionist. Rather, its brilliant primary and secondary hues are 
meticulously rendered in a manner reminiscent of late period Matisse. 
    The same qualities come across splendidly in “Raider’s David,” a 
personal take on Michelangelo’s most famous sculpture. Although the 
figure’s ideal proportions are perfectly captured in a creamy green-
shadowed tones that suggest stone, it is surrounded by sensually 
flowing abstract forms of a chromatic intensity suggesting psychedelic 
painting of the 1960s. 

    In another painting that Raider calls 
“Photosynthesis,” elements of landscapes 
–– a hill with a clay-red road running 
through it, one large winter tree in the 
foreground, and four smaller ones in 
the distance –– are combined with fiery 
abstract shapes that fill the sky like comets. 
Among them, one green area suggests 
a grassy knoll (perhaps being held in 
abeyance) in the heavens until its proper 
season arrives. The pregnant metaphysical 
quality of this composition is conveyed 
by more frenzied brushwork, akin to van 
Gogh’s “Starry Night,” than that in the 
two previous works.
    Even looser expressionistic strokes, their 
vigor suggesting the movement implied 
by the title, can be seen in the composition 

Raider calls “Running Through the Wilderness.” Indeed, here the 
composition all but dissolves into the especially frenzied species of 
Abstract Expressionism sometimes referred to as “action painting.” At 
the same time, however, there is a figurative feeling to  the fleshy pink, 
almost de Kooning-esque buildup of pigment that dominates the 
painting. And the co-mingled streaks of blue and white in the upper 
half of the composition suggest beams of moonlight streaming down 
from a night sky.
    Then there is another gestural abstract composition by Raider 
entitled “Motion in Darkness,” which projects an almost apocalyptic 
quality, with its swirling forms laid down in thick, tactile oil impasto. 
Texture plays a more leading role here than in many of Raider’s other 
paintings and color is more variegated, with reds, purples, and blues 
intermingled with energetic slashes of white and yellow conveying the 
mood of an emotional whirlpool. 
    In a composition called “Pensive,” the artist returns to his more 
meticulous manner, placing a large head in profile at the center of the 
canvas, along with vibrantly colorful organic abstract forms that meld 
with its features in an ingenious in an formal design. 
    That Allan Raider, for all his formal artistic education, considers 
himself “self taught” perhaps accounts for the personal manner in 
which he arrives at aesthetic solutions by moving freely between the 
abstract and the figurative.                                        –– Wilson Wong  

Discovering the Painterly Versatility of Allan Raider

New Century Artists Gallery 
530 West 25th Street, Suite 406, NYC 10010, 212-367-7072 

Artist-Craftsmen of New York 

September 24 - October 5, 2013 
Hours: 11am-6pm Tuesday-Saturday (closed Sun- Mon) 

Reception & Awards: Thursday, September 26, 5-8pm 
Last Day Reception: Saturday, October 5, 2-4pm 

www.artistcraftsmenofnewyork.com 

Elizabeth BouRaad ♦ Pearl Brody  

Eleanor Comins ♦ Jeremy Comins ♦ Barbara Gardner   
Laura Godler  ♦ Lauren Golden ♦  Dorothy Hall   

 Joan Israel ♦ Trudy Jeremias  
Dongjune Lee ♦ Evelyn Letfuss ♦ Philip Maier 

Francine Medoff ♦ Shula Mustacchi ♦ Judith Pestronk    

Sally Shore ♦ Karen Strauss ♦  

Karen Weintraub ♦ Irene Weston 

AC   NY 

“Photosynthesis”

Allan Raider, Agora Gallery, 530 West 25th St., October 4 - 24, 2013
Reception: Thursday, October 10, 6 - 8pm
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The mixed media bas reliefs of Fran 
Medoff, the president of the Artists 

and Craftsmen of New York seem to 
exemplify what the organization stands 
for by combining serious artist vision with 
impeccable craft. In one of Medoff’s most 
representative pieces, an international 
band of musicians in the costumes of 
several countries, depicted in figures as 
simplified as Alex Katz’s early freestanding 
“cutouts” circles the globe. The same can 
be said for Trudy Jeremias, who founded 
the organization in 1958, and whose 
photographs range from abstract images in 
which light dances like smoke to a crystal 
clear vision of raindrops dangling from a 
slender tree branch with the city’s skyline in 
the distance.
    Eleanor Comins bridges the purely 
imaginary gap between art and craft in her 
own manner, juxtaposing “Blue Night,” a 
weaving with an austere abstract presence 
akin to an oil by Mark Rothko and a mixed 
media drawing in pencil with watercolor 
insert called “Chicada,” in a similarly 
geometric style. Sculptor and painter Jeremy 
Comins, on the other hand, reveals the high 
degree of craft that he brings to bear in his 
artistic output with his exquisite cherry wood 
sculpture of carved and constructed abstract 
shapes alluding to landscape. 
    Korean-born artist Dongjune Lee, who 
studied industrial crafts as well as studio art, 
evokes a phantasmagoric futuristic scene 
in subtle sepia tones in “Sinaburo,” which 
juxtaposes a lone workman in the foreground 
with a magnificent, atmospheric vista of 
landscape and urban architecture. Irene 
Weston practices jewelry making as a fine 
art, particularly in her pieces transforming 
outdated gold jewelry into new creations: 
reworking “puffy” 1980s earrings as graceful 
ruby and diamond decorated butterflies 
or giving a delicate 1950s diamond watch, 
broken chain, and broken earrings new life as 
an elegant formal necklace. Karen Weintraub 

recycles found objects in another manner, 
combining them with glazed ceramics 
painted with acrylics, hardware, beads, and 
other materials in witty works such as
“Four Guardians,” with its colorful stylized 
faces suggesting a tribal amulet for modern 
times. Judy Pestronk, another gifted jewelry 
maker creates objects that verge on sculpture, 
such as “Silver Letter Opener,” which 
features a stylized Art Deco profile of a head, 
as well as inventive wearable art such as 
“Silver Green Choker with Crystal Beads.” 
Rather than working from premeditated 
drawings and designs, yet another gifted 
jewelry artist, Barbara Gardner, creates her 
pieces in various materials in an improvisatory  
manner as spontaneous as that of an abstract 
expressionist painter by cutting a piece of 
metal and taking it “to completion whichever 
way it evolves. Then there is Laura Godler 
who creates witty polymer clay jewelry that 
combines custom mixed colors and various 
textures with imagery, such as “Autumn in 
New York,” which evokes that season with its 
linked chain suggesting the kind of hot-dogs 
sold by street vendors. The beads which 
are round and pillow-shaped and decorated 
with ribbons, lace and string are enhanced 
with pewter colors and autumnal hues, 
demonstrating that wearable art can have 
subject matter as unexpected as art that hangs 
on a wall.     
    Photographer Philip Maier’s dynamic 
color picture “Wonder Wheel,” with its 
strong design, turning the orange spokes 
and red neon sign of an amusement park 
ride into a strong abstract design, calls to 
mind the American Futurist Joseph Stella’s 
famous painting “Battle of Lights, Coney 
Island.” Working with the ancient medium 
of  felt, both wet felted and needle sewn, 
Sally Shore creates evocative assemblages 
such as “Shallow Water,” a boxed work 
which creates the poetic effect of gazing into 
a clear lake. Like Joseph Cornell, Dorothy 
Hall, an award winning collagist, evokes a 

sense of nostalgia akin to an exalted family 
album artfully combining diverse elements. 
Another accomplished collage artist, Shula 
Mustacchi is represented by intricate multi 
figure compositions such as “6 Men, 1 
Elephant, and 1 Horse,” reminiscent for their 
bright colors and intricate design, of Indian 
miniatures, as well as more intimate domestic 
figure paintings with collage elements such as 
“Portrait of Ester.”   
    Lauren Golden, a practicing New York 
City physician as well as a photographer, 
shows atmospheric images taken in 
Newfoundland one chill winter morning, 
one of a lighthouse in Cape Spear at 4:30 
am, its light still glowing in its tower under 
a moody gray sky. Another capturing the 
sunrise an hour or so later. The collages of 
Elizabeth BouRaad are simultaneously formal 
and folksy, as seen in “George,” where the 
portrait subject is faceless, yet his character is 
conveyed by his jaunty style of dress, as well 
as in “Clown,” where the artist’s cubist-
inflected planar fracturing is as personal as 
that of Romare Bearden. Evelyn Letfuss, on 
the other hand, is an outspoken conceptual 
social realist whose mixed media assemblage 
“Whistle Blower’s Prison,” with its vertical 
bars superimposed over graffiti related to the 
situation of Edward Snowden and related 
subjects, as if to suggest the internment of 
free speech itself, expresses her concerns over 
“America’s descent into a state of Orwellian 
paranoia.”    
    All together, this exhibition is not only 
aesthetically engaging but informative in 
terms of altering our preconceptions about 
the purposes and possibilities of the two 
creative endeavors that it explores. 

–– Marie R. Pagano      

Artists and Artisans Unite in Chelsea Exhibition

Artist-Craftsmen of New York, New Century 
Artists Gallery, 530 West 25th Street,  

September 24 - October 5, 2013 
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TUNE-TONE
Continued from page 7
of fall foliage; or another acrylic on canvas 
she calls “Capriccio,” named for a kind of 
freeform improvised musical composition. 
   Like the other two artists featured here, 
the work of Nancy Stella Galianos suggests a 
kind of visual music that revitalizes the art of 
pure line, form, and color,  challenging our 
definition of nonobjective painting in new 
and exciting ways.      ––  Maurice Taplinger

WEST SIDE SALON SHOW
Continued from page 10
suggests a more composed but no less 
disjointed descendent of de Kooning’s iconic 
“Woman” by combining drawn imagery 
and an abruptly cropped magazine photo. 
Michelle Ordynans’s oil on canvas “Somali 
Woman,” on the other hand, projects an 
affecting sense of anxiety, as she stands in a 
crowd with a child and other veiled women, 

her bony face gazing out almost accusingly at 
the viewer.  
   The human drama also figured prominently 
in Nate Ladson’s “Corner Store,” a 
memorable monochromatic oil grisaille of 
elderly African American men assembled 
on a street in their Sunday best with the 
quality of an old tintype; Ida Marx’s 
atmospherically charged oils “Deep Night” 
and “Desolation,” captured nocturnal urban 
vignettes in which no figures were visible, 
but the human presence was prominent 
nonetheless in the artist’s poetic vision. 

–– Rosemary Boyle 

“DREAMS & REFLECTIONS”
Continued from page 19
Charles Coates, a versatile artist who changes
styles as the mood suits him depicts faceless 
ghostly figures, cut off at the bottom and 
are arranged like pawns on a chessboard in a 
desolate urban setting with elongated clouds 

hanging over grimly uniform buildings. In 
another acrylic, however, brilliantly colorful 
abstract shapes float over the picture plane as 
buoyantly as in a composition by Miro.
   A fanciful variety of approaches also 
enlivens the acrylic paintings of Dammika D. 
Ranasinghe, as seen by comparing “Children 
Anxiously Watching the Rising Sun” and 
“Bunny in a Gravel Road,” the former a 
boldly foray into neo-primitivistic figuration, 
the latter a more abstract composition 
in a pointillist manner akin to Australian 
Aboriginal dot painting. By contrast Livia 
Monaco’s collages on caulcastico are 
invariably lyrical abstract explorations of 
subtle color, texture, and form, whether 
inspired by subjective visions of nature like 
“Snowing Dream” or states of consciousness, 
as in “Meditation,” where gold leaf added 
to collage and crayons results in a luminosity 
suggesting transcendence.  

–– Maurice Taplinger 

opportunities
West side Arts CoAlition (WSAC) established 1979, welcomes new members from 
all geographic areas. There are approximately 14 exhibits per year for Fine Arts, Photography, and Craft 
Arts. Music, Poetry, Theater and Dance programs available. Contact info: Tel. 212-316-6024,  
email- wsacny@wsacny.org or website- www.wsacny.org. Or send SASE to the West Side Arts Coalition,  
PO Box 527, Cathedral Station, New York, NY 10025. Visit our ground floor gallery at 96th Street & 
Broadway (on the center island) New York City. Open: Wed. 6-8pm, Sat. & Sun., 12-6pm.

Custom PiCture FrAming for artists and galleries. Museum quality, selected 
frames & mats. Float & dry mounting, canvas stretching. Jadite Galleries, 662 10th Ave. (betw. 
46/47 Sts.) Hours: 12 - 6 pm, Free delivery in Manhattan. 212-977-6190  jaditeart@aol.com

noho gAllery is viewing portfolios in all media for our Chelsea location. Visit 
nohogallery.com <http://nohogallery.com> for application form, or send SASE to Noho Gallery, 530 
West 25th Street, NY, NY 10011.

montserrAt ContemPorAry Art gAllery is reviewing artist 
portofolios for its new Chelsea Gallery. National and International artists are invited to submit. Sase, slides, 
photos and brief artist bio. Send to: Montserrat Contemporary Art Gallery, 547 W. 27 St., NYC 10001

the AlexAnder teChnique
 •Learn how to use your body corrrectly.  
 •Improve your posture.  
 •Achieve lasting results.
A hands-on redirecting of the mind and body that has been used successfuly for over a century. Learn 
how to use your body in a more efficient way which will have far-reaching benefits. It involves changing 
old habits and learning new ones to last a lifetime. Please call for a private consultation and introductory 
lesson. Union Square studio, or house and office calls available. Limited Introductory Offer: Consultation, 
photo analysis, intro lesson plus free additional lesson. Sliding scale available.  
DIANA MULLMAN, AmSAT. 212-734-7875

G&S Classifieds

For health care information please contact 
New York Artists Equity Association, Inc. (NYAEA) at 212-941-0130.  
Write for information to NYAEA, PO Box 1258, New York, NY 10276 

or email: reginas@tiac.net or reginas@anny.org

 michael r. horenstein
 Attorney & Counsellor at law
 ➢ Arts Law, Provenance Concerns
 ➢ General Business Law
 ➢ Contract Drafting & Review
 ➢ Corporate Law & Company Formation
 ➢ Commercial Litigation  
 437 East 80th Street,  No. 27,  New York  NY   10075
 Ph: (212) 517-7340    Email: horenstein1@earthlink.net

Is your art website getting lost in cyberspace?
Contact 

GALLERY&STUDIO 
at galleryandstudio@mindspring.com  

to find out how to attract the attention of collectors, curators,  
critics, and others who should know about your work.

ASIAN ARTS & CRAFTS

Offering a variety
of artifacts  
depicting  
Lord Ganesh  
and a rich  
assortment of  
Asian specialty  
items and  
antiques.    
Shrigupta@verizon.net 

Visit our store 
MAILBOXES &  
BEYOND INC.
A full supply of  

shipping needs and  
services, including  

Fine Art Packaging.
217 East 85th St.

New York, NY 10028   
Tel 212 772 7909 



24  GALLERY&STUDIO  September/OctOber 2013

This June I was lucky enough to attend an opening at the 
Galerie 89 in one of my favorite cities, Paris, France. After 

a beautiful opening musical performance by Ms Jiyun Song of 
traditional Korean music, I marveled at the “Artist 13” show 
which consisted of Bomi Kim, Sungsik Lee, Ilhwa Hong,  
Kwang33, Jungmim Lee, Doam, Kiwoun Shin, Sakiroo,  
Chunho Won, Sungkug Kim, Hongsu Han, Bootjil and a  
very energetic Zookie.
    Six of these artists also exhibited at the first official exhibition 
of Korea Sports Art 2012 in London at the same time that the 
Summer Olympics were held last year. It seemed so appropriate 
for such events to run simultaneously; for a large global 
population of sports fans, sports has finally met art. Wish that  
I could have attended both events.
    Most of us encounter sports in our daily lives, whether it be 
in newspapers, radio, television, or by attending sport events, 
playing basketball, tennis, hockey, swimming or by the water 
cooler. Yes, there still are sport buffs hanging around the water 
cooler in some offices talking about errors and batting averages as 
you read this article, because it’s September and the World Series 
is just around the corner, October 23rd to the 31st. May the best 
equipped team win.
    The thirteen artists group exhibit in Paris showed versatility. 
Possessing skills and precision like athletes, but instead in various 
fields (no pun intended) like advertisement or graphic design, 
they have pioneered and developed a new genre of Sports Art 
with impressive artifacts. Just like the professional athletes have 
their equipment, these pioneers in Sports Art use different media 
to bring their work to life. They include photography, video 
installation, illustration, sculpture, figurines and paintings that all 
capture the energy and global spirit of today’s sports.
    “Sports art may not have drawn much attention so far, yet is 
one of the universal genres sharing cultural values that can be 
easily enjoyed by a wider scope of audiences beyond borders,” 
remarked Jung Jisuk, artistic director of the International Art 
Directors Group (IADG), who organized the show here in Paris 
as well as the London show in 2012. “While curating the whole 
exhibition, the most exciting part was to reinterpret the different 
roles sports play in our lives, and turn the energy and beauty it 
bears into artistic creations in various media.”

—Antonio Huerta

Human Movement - Sports meets Art

Ms Jiyun Song performing 
traditional Korean music.

BootJil “The Corolla”

Doam “Cyclisme Horizontal”

Sungkug Kim “Bi-King”

Ilhwa Hong “Artist”

Zookie “Football”

ChunhoWon “Soccer” Sungsik Lee “Bicycle Race” Bomi Kim “Cain and Abel”

Jungmin Lee “Fencing” Kiwoun Shin Kwagn33 “Dream Shake” Sakiroo “Leopard” Hongsu Han
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First exhibition
Oct. 1 - 19, 2013

Reception:  
Thursday, October 3, 6 - 8 pm

Fred Bender ♦ Linda Frederick
 Donna Graham ♦ Kathy Kimball 

Maggie MacIndoe ♦ Georgia Quick
Mary Jane Rivers ♦ Lana Thomas 
Jill Whitmore ♦ David Zehring 

Peggy Zehring

 
at

Peggy Zehring

Donna Graham

Fred Bender

Linda Frederick

Georgia Quick

Mary Jane Rivers

Cheryl A. Richey Kathy Kimball

Lana Thomas Jill Whitmore

Margo Spellman

Cheryl Telford

Carolyn Wayland David Zehring

Maggie MacIndoe

Second exhibition
Oct. 22 - Nov. 9, 2013

Reception: 
Thursday, October 24, 6 - 8 pm

Linda Frederick ♦ Lavone Newell-Reim
Georgia Quick ♦ Cheryl A. Richey 
Margo Spellman ♦ Cheryl Telford 
Carolyn Wayland ♦ David Zehring 

Peggy Zehring

INNER IDEA ARTISTS

C O N T E M P O R A R Y  A R T  G A L L E R Y
5 4 7  W E s T  2 7 T H  s T R E E T
N E W  Y O R K ,  N Y  1 0 0 0 1  2 1 2 . 2 6 8 . 0 0 2 6 
A R T @ M O N T s E R R A T G A L L E R Y . C O M 
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