e

anger of such work into his
:ulptures: assemblages of
inutely welded metal grids on
hich realistically sculpted
ale figures are precariously
srched. in a number of cases,
cluding Perfect Imbalance
991), By Any Means (1993)
\d Sliding Scale (1996), the
orks are suspended from the
iiling, further underscoring an
r of delicate balance.

But practical dangers are not
obinson’s 'sofe subject.
aught in midair and relatively
minutive, his figures, which
iry from 1 to 3 feet in height,
cus the viewer’s attention on
e existential plight of the indi-
dual in a complex society. in
y Any Means, a white figure
nbraces his own shoulders as
» gazes downward. He seems
» be caught on a landing
stween stairways ascending
1d descending to nowhere in
articular. Sliding Scale is a
ss elaborate work. Here,
obinson has simply crossed
vo  miniature |-beams and
ysitioned a small figure on
1e.of them. It is clear that a
ep in either direction would
3stroy the balance and send
e figure falting.

wid Robinson: Artifice & Edifice,
93-96, steel, polymer/gypsum,

|g tempera, 45 by 18 by

3 inches; at Diane Farris.

>hn Greer: Prehistory, 1996,
arble with steel base; at Wynick/
Ick, (Review on p. 131.)

tober 1996

The 1896 sculpture titled
Sisyphus (Study on Inclination),
which is apparently a study for
a larger work, presents a tiny
crawling figure inside a large
upright open circle. This circle
is set in grooves cut into a sup-
porting structure that curves up
on two sides. Lacking the
impassive dignity of the other
works in the show, this depic-
tion of futility unfortunately
comes across as anecdotal and
cartoonish.

In Artifice & Edifice (1993-
96), the humanity/technology
dialectic is compressed as the
figure is absorbed into a
machinelike system. A long
horizontal crane structure
almost 12 feet long is attached
around the waist of the poly-
ester-gypsum effigy standing in
as a petty Colossus. This figure
is also pinioned at the neck and
shoulders by wires that help
support the crane. Static and
impassive like all Robinson’s
sculptures, Artifice & Edifice
seems to depict a man inextri-
cably entangled in some
massive undertaking. One won-
ders what conclusions to draw
from the fact that Robinson's
figures always seems to be qui-
etly accepting of their fate.

—Matthew Kangas

LONDON

Callum Innes
at Frith Street

Over the past few years Callum
innes has gained a following in
Europe for his rigorous,
process-oriented abstractions
that sound a note of gravity
amid the mayhem of the
current British scene. A 35-
year-old Scotsman based in
Edinburgh, Innes approaches
painting as a technical act that
exploits the medium’s inherent
properties. This diverse group
of recent works offered a good
summary of his ongoing modes
and methods. in the 65-by-63-
inch canvas Exposed Painting,
Cadmium Orange, a sharply
defined orange square in the
upper right leaks a vertical trail
of pigment from its inside cor-
ner. The area directly below the
orange square is white, while
the remainder of the canvas is
stained a faint orange. The ver-
tical trail, which is the key to
how the painting was made,
resulted when the orange paint
which initially covered the
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entire canvas was partially dis-
solved with turpentine. This
technique of using turpentine to
strip away areas of mono-
chrome paintings is Innes’s
signature method. It is also
what sets his postmodernist
work apart from the earlier
abstractions which his canvas-
es frequently evoke.

In a painting titled Monologue
Vi, solvent has been poured
across the whole painting, leav-
ing an arc of striated gray paint
clinging to the sides and bottom
in a composition reminiscent of
Morris Louis’s striped corner
canvases. As well as referenc-
ing Color Field painting,
Monologue VII evokes natural
phenomena such as falling
rain, altuvial plains and the
effect of tidal waters on sandy
beaches. More calculatedly
deceptive were a series of
small cahvases whose shel-
lacked surfaces appear to have
been splattered with paint. it's
impossible to tell by just look-
ing, but these swarms of red,
blue and black “splatters” have
been individually applied to the
still-wet shellac so that they
fuse with the surface.

The show also introduced a
new set of “exposed” paintings
executed on towering rectan-
gles of brown waxed paper.
The horizontally split composi-
tions and bare edges of these
paintings immediately invoke
Rothko. In one, a. square sec-
tion at the top of the paper is
thickly covered with lipstick-red
pigment that has been applied
in faintly visible horizontal
strokes. The thickness of the
paint is exaggerated by the fact
that the lower section of the
paper has been stripped not
only of paint but also of its wax
coating. In these works, where
opticality and physical fact col-
lude in trumping the eye, the
latent iliusionism of Innes’s
work seems to be coming to
the fore.

—Melissa E. Feldman

Dinos and Jake
Chapman at the ICA

Underlying the Chapman broth-
ers’ violent and sexual works is
a conventionally avant-garde
aim of offending the public—but
a public now inured to nearly all
forms of offensiveness. The
artists seek to drive a wedge
into the side of humanist toler-
ance with bleak projections of
future life forms and atrocities.

o e

Callum Innes: Exposed Painting,
Olive Green, 1996, oil on canvas,
33% by 31% inches;

at Frith Street.

Their earlier altered fiberglass
mannequins based on Goya’'s
“Disasters of War” etchings or,
in this exhibition, the Cyber-
iconic Man modeled in part on
a Renaissance St. Sebastian,
perpetuate an avant-garde tra-
dition -of adapting art-historical
models for contemporary
impact.

In Tragic Anatomies a dozen
Siamese-twin prepubescent
girls, sprouting a variety of gen-
italia from unlikely locations on
their bodies, were scattered
around an intentionally tacky
setting of artificial grass and
shrubs. This represented a hal-
lucinated future, where
genetically altered sex models
await our pleasure behind the
bushes. Yet the work felt unin-
ventive and passionless
compared with the compelling
installation last year at Victoria
Miro, where a ring of similar
mannequins stood isolated in a
bare room. By comparison
these new works were ineffec-
tual markers informing us only
that we were in the artists’ terri-
tory, the “Chapmanworld” of
the show'’s title.

As a departure, the Chap-
mans installed a group of large
scatological drawings in the
corridor of the building. An
unreflective record of daily
obsessions, these used a lazy
cartoon style to summarize old
and future projects, including
plans for a mushroom-cloud
sculpture.

In a separate gallery, a
crudely recycled red liquid
poured from mutifations on the
silver body of Cyber-iconic Man
and into a tub below him as he









