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gold, scrimmage against their long-
ume nivals, the Chicago Bears. Below,
a mingling crowd of stereotypical
tailgaters eats bratwurst and drinks
beer while wearing foam cheese-
heads. But Colescott just as readily
implicates his more personal social
context, Having taught at the Uni-
versity of Wisconsin, Madison, from
1949 to 1986, he knows well the hol-
low significance of the routine fac-
ulty exhibition. So even if by name
Night of Artists, 1986, holds some
promise of erudition and class, it is
shown by Colescott stripped to its
base theatrics—a wonderfully pre-
posterous throng of self-congratula-
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onto multiple surfaces, but the recontextualization of several older
works next to (and as) new ones signaled that temporal shifts were in
play as well.

The title also refers directly to the 2010 “Slide Paintings™ proper—
three blank primed linen surfaces inlaid with photographic slides
attached like tiny windows in the surface and backlit with electric cir-
cuitry constructed by the artist’s father. Each of the slides documents
other works by Aldrich (some no longer extant), concentrating the
vivid memory of those pieces into translucent luminosities—weird
personal icons. The artist’s already introverted practice here revisits
its infancy and development, as Aldrich resourcefully reincorporates
carlier works (either seen in slide miniature or, in other cases, physi-
cally present) into his current production to confuse teleological
expectations of artistic progress and insist on a nonlinear, even cyclical
trajectory of discovering familiar territory.

T'his hermetic project of quietly instigating synchronic (formal) and
diachronic (temporal) relationships among the paintings was at least

tory professors admiring their own
work at a university art museum,
where bow ties, Brie, and cheap wine
are expected to nonetheless speak
of cultural excellence. But Colescort’s

partly described by one painting’s title as an ongoing fascination with
Constructed and Perceived Narratives, 2010, Commenting in his exhi-
bition notes on that picture’s disjunctive pairing with a much larger
and sparer collage, Two Figures, 2010, Aldrich writes, “One explains
the other, the psychological perception of interactions.™ And he's
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keen mind for the local tackles larger
arenas with equal savvy. In Under-
neath the Oval Office, 2004, we see
Dick Cheney staring out from the
center of a White House scene that

right: The two seemingly dissimilar works are transformed by the
realization that they hold in
common a certain roughly
torn shape of a corresponding
moss green. Suddenly the
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windup toys, keys bulging from their backs; while below, two lower
levels house covert intelligence planning, torture, and officially sanc-
tioned criminalities. The most devious activities are reserved for the
bottom rung, cleverly identified by a sign that reads: UNIVERSITY
RESEARCH GR
With the precision and panache of Hogarth and Daumier, Colescort's
transgressive humor and rancorous depictions of even the most banal
conventions expose our intrinsic shortcomings and our acquired preju-
dices. Though Warrington's younger brother may have influenced the
likes of Kerry James Marshall, Kara Walker, and Carroll Dunham, his
own impact is yet to be determined; but for everyone fortunate enough
to have seen this retrospective, his work could not help but hit home.
—Michelle Grabner
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The impacr of “Slide Painungs,” Richard Aldrich’s second solo show
at Marc Foxx, was slow and cumulative. The works—covering a scat-
tershot range of abstraction—can be coyly obtuse, nonchalantly
restrained, and cagey, but they gradually open up onto one another,
subtly echoing a nearby shape here or a neighbor’s title there, Minute
touches, quivering in isolation against the white of canvas and wall,
conveyed prolonged deliberation, patience, and ruminative looking
in the studio. The joys of viewing were understated and insular: They
rested in the minor discoveries of mousy subtleties and nearly hid-

den lines of interconnectivity. Though obscured, there is carryover
among individual paintings, a leapfrogging of formal correspon
dences and self-reference that the show's title framed in rerms of slid-
ing: Not only did aspects of certain compositions slide promiscuously
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begins to perceive visual nar-
ratives between these interact-
ing abstractions.

On the opposite wall across
the gallery, a trio conversed
among themselves, trading
various conjugations of a black
rectangle: A small, coal-like
monochrome appeared to have
been thrown from the rectilin-
ear hole cur out of the large
white canvas, titled, nfo2,

e

2006, hanging to its right, The

cryptic label uro, printed in

black above the hole, launches

the viewer into outer space, which may be exactly where we encounter
the black rectangle next, its form detectable in the inky angles of a
third canvas’s color grid.

As the exhibition title suggested, other such overlapping “constructed
and perceived narratives™ slid around and glanced off the paintings at
tangents, emerging from under perceprion’s radar in bits and pieces.
But Aldrich’s charged visual concision hardly asks for a full-fledged
narrative in prose; rather, it recommends T. J. Clark’s ekphrastic intu-
ition that *a good poem about Poussin would be the highest form of
criticism.”™ So to get at the deceprive casualness and syncopated, riddle-
like economy Aldrich has fine-tuned in these works, I'should stand on
one leg and simply say:

Darkness cuts a hole,
Rorates in space and takes off.

Spotted later up north.

—Sarah Lehrer-Granver
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