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REPAINTING

Is there a new role for the artist?

BY REBECCA SCHOEN KOPF

I'M NOT ONE OF THOSE PEOPLE
who yammer in nasal wnes
abour how imgorrans art is.
You know the type: usually
artists. When they're ‘not
aceeally  arusts,  they're
gaung, oppressively academic
women who hurl words like
mesne and  verbena. When
they're men, they write
poems, Egads, .

No, art isn’t important.
[Us 2 luxury, not a necessity,
Don™ ger me wrang,; I like
ct. [ like it a whole bunch
sametimes.  Bur [ like
canapés, oo, and valer park-
ing. Aud [ could live quite
casily wirhour canapés.

Perhaps T ieel the way T do
because  our  sociery  has
become so shallow and wealthy
and lazy and navel-gazing—
and our art has mirrored it
lazily and shallowly and self-
servingly. It has been about
as relevant as the canapés

Not all art has to be pollt
ical or in-one’s-face, Beauty,
for instance, has always been
its own excuse. But most of
the works offered by artises
with nething to sav haven't
even included beamy; theyvie
just vomited vt canvas as
some kind of selt-rulillmem,
so the artist can think af Ium-
selfas an artist and thus aveid
collazing and filing—and 2
way 1o decorate onc's living
room wall.

Two weeks aga, 1 siw
wwe pleasanty, encercziningly
creepy oxhibits at Santa Ana's
Grend Ceneezi Arr Center.
Bur remembering them now,
with the recent events upon
us, ey are pestvely grim.

Ore can’r help but associate .

Naida
Skin™
“Drawing Towards an End”
with death and charred dis-
memberment. They have no
literal cannection to the may-
hem on the East Coast, but
cverything now is fraughe
with such assaciations.

Art star Paul McCarthy's
frenetic works on paper are
the most prescient—or ar
least they're the ones about
which I'm still thinking. His
Nazi Cowboy series features
a spindly-armed tyrant crush-
ing the world with his
boots. He has hairy balls,
and he touches his nipples
(ir's far ramer than any of

Osline’s  “Deeper

and the group exhibie

. .pcoplc

MeCarthw’s other warks 've
seen, which wpically profile
peaple mzking sweer lave 10
meat). And now, at this
remove, I remember him
looking like-Saddam I'ussein.

The first in (he series is
the strongest and has the
most assured lines. By the
time we gee to the chird and
fourth of the series,
the paintings have
alrcady begun to be
derivative of them-
stlves. But there is
one where the Nazi
Cowhoy has whar
looks to be the
Eiffel Tawer on his
dick—if it isn't an
nil dersick.  Take
your pick.

Liz Young's por- ~
traits are seraighe-
forward  enough.
The {first two are
reminiscent of che
downiown  artist
Becea: Bady and Liz
Age 32 are large
works on plywood.
The bahy has a
bloody crotch.

The  rest ©of
Toung's works are
uny  purtraits of
grandmarhers and
ald-timey moms and
Young hersell as a
weird-looking licde
girl whose ¢yes are
shighely off. In fact,
zll the people’s
eyes are slighly
all, like the runner
in the marathon
mural near LAX.

All Young’s por-
traits are painged in
her  own  blood.
When it dries, it cracks like
a perfect mosaic.

Only Franco Angceloni,
the charming former artist-
m-residence ac Grand Cen-
ral, fails this new tese by
drawing pink circles on flow-
cred cotton. It says nothing
and means norhmg and has
not even beauty or whimsy
with which to distract us. OF
course, it's not his faulr. He
didn't kaow how quickly our
needs would change.

In a separate room, Naida
Osline’s disturbing Polaroids
age tiny, skin-.crawling works
in- which she, has created
wu:h hornf\mg

webbed skin and horned teer;
she tateers a breasc inw
hzamburger mear, bur irs
ripple is stll perky and fine.
Osline doesn't use digical
manipulations, just good old-
fashioned monster makeup.
One man has a rac tail pro
wruding from his belly like the
creature about to explode

forth in Alien. Another has a
gangrencus hand. Once, it
was fun looking into same-
once’s slightly kooky dreams;
now i’s horrilying. And that
mirrors what 1 feel almost all
the ame now.

P've sead amd  heard
dozens of members of the
commentating class—olwhich
I'am a nfember, 50 I, too, can
avoid collating and filing—
say thar our world will never
be the same after the recent
ghascly attacks, They note
that we are filling our churches;
they recognize that we are
driving more politely. They
forcscc a lasting gravity; as

though ‘we—shallow lirtle
things all—have all of a sud-
den grown up or ac least are
teying to. I don’t know aboul
vou, buc I have been guildly
reading every foreign news

“blurb [ come across to atane

for never having paid atten-
tion before.
[ don't know how long

“our new piery will lasc. Bur

perhaps, all of a sudden, our -
artists will have somcthing
to say.

And that’s a2 worthwhile
thing—a ¢hange to-look for-
ward to cagerly. In times ol
intense distress, art can be
important, It can speak for us
and to us. It can hinge on
cmotion or reaspn; it doesn’t
macter which. It can be forth-
rightly political, or it can just
lay plain our swirling fears.
And it can dive into whimsy
or frivolity to pull us away
from a constant, Seartle-like
gloom. We've run from
meaning long enough. @

"DEEPER SKIN" AND “DRAWING TOWARDS AN END~ AT CAL STATE FULLERTON GRAND CENTRAL ART CENTER, 125 N.
BROADWAY, SANTA ANA, (714) 567-7233. "DEEPER SKIN* THROUGH OCT. 26; *DRAWING TOWARDS AN END* THROUGH SEPT. 29, CALL

FOR HOURS. FREE.



