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VOIC
Peyton s Place

ln a more satisfactory
civilization than ours, Elizabeth Pcy~
ton’s fabulously charming little paint-
mgsofrockmxsandodmsub;cmof
her melting esteem would be items of
entry-level, -wheels art taste,
Teyron might be a latter-day Marie
Laurencin or Raoul Dufy if, like them,
she worked in the shadow of 2 Picasso
or Matisse. As it is, the
painting ficld today lacks
towering figures to give it
relative scale, and we can
only estimate the scope of
Peyton’s talent: bigger
than a bread box, smaller
than the Matrerhom.

For sure, it is a real
tilent. It has been light-
tng people up here and
mg'EP:g and l:,homc of
most of Peyton’s fave
musicians, at present no-
rably the group Oasis.
1 take no notice of new
music and so phoned my
daughter at college for
a‘bricfing. Oasis plays

“ambient mellow” stuff,
:hc said. “Druggy preuy
Heople listen to them.”
My daughrer talks with-
out commas.) Peyron’s
slam-bang-cloisonné way
with dashingly brushed,
nail-polish-intense oil
glazes—given to pink
and purple audacities—
enchants at maximum
speed. You will find

loving it before
your intelligence can
clear its throar, let alone
pronounce cither approval
or disapproval.

From Connecticut,
Peyton studied at New
York’s School of Visual
Arts, an insttution all bur
officially proud of not
nurturing painters. W)m
docsn’t
Reyton’s mdulgcncc in

of paint feels

beauty police to suc. At
31 she is young for a
while old-
ish¥or a devotee of teen idols, Prety
mﬂ:mvﬁung about her contributes
30 air of breezy singularity, by turns
zﬁky and inspired. She is an urbane
number whose qualitics may add up
only in the rapid reckonings of hap-

pening style.
I, foronc,wdlbcplascd\ﬂ’cy
ton achicves a truly fashionable pitch of
success, Do you realize how long we
have since the notocious days of
1980s h without a new on
(mmwypc. culture’s ﬁompamwbuxm? 1
rather suspect that P:ymn‘s voguc wﬂl
prove to be just another
Icrmd)emcm(vcmofl-]lcnc

or Nicole Eiscnman. Meanwhile, giv-
en New York's tradition as a capital of
both paintings and fashions, I’'m nor
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for sparing trumpets and drums when -
they seem even remorely called for.
Pcymn:smmuchhk:somzny
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in the job description of current pop
renown. She presents her idols (who
include nonfamous, wearily gorgeous
friends on the Downtown scenc) with
unabashed adoration, giving them
kissy lips and swoony cyes, but takes
+ No pains to promote them as espedial-

ly happy Faulty decision-making may
come with the human territory she sur-

Singer Sargent or, occasionally, the
rapture of a Willem de Kooning, ‘Whar
matters is not who she paints and loves
(the two verbs being one for her) but
how she paints and loves them: with
rigor that has ethical bite.

Peyton’s picrures range in size
from about three feet on their long
sides down to the proportions of a cig-
arette pack. Blocky board
or canvas supports give
the works presence as
bluntdy handcrafted ob-
jects. (Understandably
bolted ro the wall ar

sive
me,

I know that I'm
missing a lot of Peyton’s
appeal by being unfamil-

nize: Elvis Presley as a

posed with his mother.
She is a comforably at-
tractive woman, fandy

and c floral w:
per thar, 1n Peyton's ren-
dering, is almost punish-

not-yet-bedroom cyes.

the Elvis painang’s tacit
Madonna-and-Child mo-
tif and poetic overtone,

ciation insinuate itself.

Gavin Brown, they arc |
some of the most aching- |
ly stealable things you !
ever saw.) Physical small- |
ness is a fearure that Pey- |
ton’s work shares with |
that of other Ant-Baro- |
quers: a passive-aggres- |
esture, I( secms to

t rejects a.na:tg?sn !
ble coziness with tec-
tural spaces in favor of |
close-up, complicitous in-
amacy with lone viewers.

jar with her subjects. !
Telling me this is my re- |

se to the one picture |
whose subject I recog- |

boy of 11 or so, formally |

chic in a 1940s mode. |
They appear against pink |
pa- |

ingly lovely. Elvis scems a |
skinny, soft, cosscted lad, |
oblivious to his already |
tell-tale feature of droopy;, |

I hesitate to menton |

so subty does the asso- *

' L B Yo ST Peyton’s devout technical
lovety: Y Cladys and Elvis (1997) puts her in com-
- munion with so much
other artists that specifying her unique-  veys. A painting of Oasis’s Noel as a  dassical painting history so cffortlessly
ness, keen as it is, needs precision. She cute, dazed wmck, being led rhrough that it’s almost embarrassing. It is as
is a Warholian, regarding pop culture  an airporr, evinces neither if Veldzquez peered over her shoulder
as a zonc where fame and beauty um annayAmck:rhasgwmhumdfaﬂ at Gavin Brown’s young son Max (a
moiten and flow together to yield fucked up. So? ravishingly sweer portrait) or Rubens
tones of celebrated good looks and belongs to a promising tagged along for a gander ar the band.
goodloohngodebn!v Burthc castof wave pamtus,mdud.:ﬁmmlm Simply, she speaks those old guys’ lan-
her fandom 1s thanWarhol' abstractionists and the Belgian  guage: paint and more paint, paint to
closcr to the spooky fi fve ironist Luc Tuymans, whoare  start with and paint for dessert.
obsessions Kaxml(ilunmk.l’tymns mmgdnddmwxd:m?hwson Ag:m.Pcytonsamnkmarm
efficient li of p recall
the il fair of our local Con- wdxmqm (Iproposcdubbmgsuch monumennlmxmd\,dm@nsgnsp /
santin Guys (only better), Billy Sulli-  artsts Anti-Baroque for their satirical
van, hoisted into high art by an ideal-  and thing-ifying but, for all that, heart- snéehghuandgmcnotcsloalrczd\
izing bent like that of Alex Kawz. felractivations of showy form.) Herart,  cvanescent phenomena of popular cul-
inc a Kawzian world of enviably  which is painted from photographs, rure, msmg fonh wup) visions of an
beanfic citizens that, unlike Kaz’s, does  only looks fixated on images. More im- king souls
not exclude tragedy. portant is Pevton’s manner of wiclding  of overnight sensations. 6nc could a.s
Peyron suggests that to berragicis 2 brush—with the celerity of a John  ily underrate her, however.
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