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THE EMPTY-HANDED
PAINTER FROM YOUR
STREETS

Lisa Williamson
Alex Olson

Laura Owens

IS DRAWING CRAZY
PATTERNS ON YOUR
SHEETS.

LOS ANGELES

Like modern-day fauves ready to attack, the works of Lisa Williamson, Alex
Olson and Laura Owens demand a bodily—more than a visual—reaction. They
insist on being seen with the heart, mind, fingertips, tongue, wherever the
eyes cannot reach. Andrew Berardini experiences the strange bodily forms of
Williamson, the pleading personal ads of Owens, the screens impregnated
with shadows of Olson, all in our stead, as it were...

Consider this an ill d party, a portfolio
of stories I've wanted to make about all these pic-
ture-makers, the prancing of their brushstrok
the cut of their jibs, the jibe of their colors. The
collection perhaps weirdly obvious, perhaps not.
If three of their works faced each other on three
walls, you plunked against this trio in a Mexican
stand-off; laughter and snorts, flirtations and
snubs would slither out of all the layers and ar-
matures, colors and marks, actions spilling out of
stillness, a triple whammy of paint.

They window into other rooms and out back
at each other. They make me want to write
“smeary” over and over. | want to imagine differ-
ent parts of each like characters in anachronistic

4 C ble Oxblood odd-body-
ing in the cellar with the Colonel and a half bottle
of off-year pinot gris. Wet and slathery, tangible
reality pokes out of composed fantasics, a swath
of unadorned canvas there, the warp and weft of
materials here, four corners of a few jutting out
like sharp elbows across unadorned walls.

Abstraction, after all, isn’t a veer away from re-
ality, only from one way our eyes see it. Burnt
orange clouds frost skies bruising from pink to
purple. Squiggles drop shadows. That dangle
and bend cracks a tart, off-color joke. New col-
ors: neon and fluorescent shimmer with an alien
and electric light, excellent for abductions and
dance parties. Close your eyes and rub your fin-
gers over them: is that vision abstract or actual?
Remove your glasses or squint: is the blur false?

Representation and abstraction are weak words
flailing to ize strange Alone,
our eyes are a feeble instrument seeing, Heart and
mind, fingertip and hip-crease, tongue and toe-
tickle, cocks and cunts all see where eyes fail. Not
to mention that third-eye yogis and new-agers

BY ANDREW BERARDINI

espy dharmic truth with when the Ajna chakra
petals open like a blooming lotus in a mudbath.

Across the summer skies waves of strange light
ripple across the blue: colors collide, wobble,
shimmy in patterns so protean and unpredictable
they are untraceable. I still attempt to trace their
patterns with language, painting’s linear cousin,
a method of mark-making with its own expansive
spaces and hard boundaries.
Hallucinations are just kind of real, pat-
terns repeat out of nature, interior visions wrestle
with materials into surfaces daubed and deco-
rated, stabbed and stroked, whorled and colored,
here at least with paint.

o

A history of humans making marks give us only
conditions, not directions. When it comes to tra-
dition, we have to paint our way out of that corner
on our own.

LISA WILLIAMSON:
THE COMEDIENNES

1 had an idea I’d try and write a play.... He
sits there longer and longer until the audi-
ence gets more and more bored and restless,
and finally they start leaving, first just a few
and then the whole audience, whispering to
eack other how boring and terrible the play is.
Then, once the audience have all left, the real
action of the play can start.

David Foster Wallace, The Pale King

(AHEM)...
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The stand-up comediennes all droop around the
white room, speechless. They wear off-colors,
tertiaries and strange shades, powder-coated and
drapey: a fleshy hue, a cream blushed with ash,
lavender clay, teal legs and tuxedo blues, a sliver
of star-bright yellow.

(cougH)...

Leaning against the wall stiffly, all of their odd
bodies shape just so, hanging and angular, bul-
bous and planar, bumptious and slim, snicker-
worthy, inspiring guffaws, supp d chortles.
Different than one-liner yuck-yucks, their shapes
and hues wryly bend, a subtler wit. Staged, their
routines change very little from the still, motion-
less d cl ing on view. Sep d
each a real somebody, they could snappily fill all
the empty sightlines without wasting a breath to
crack a joke; you can hear it without a sound.

(SNIFF, SNIFF)...

The room doesn’t have any windows, except
the one out to you, but windowless blinds shiver
along the walls in the wind, whispering and peek-
ing trim shades. These tightlipped cowgirls sing
the lonesomest tunes, excepting the lack of lips,
cows, and any song these comediennes sing is not
of the sonic variety. And though feminine form
folding off the end of “comedienne” feels like a
natural gender epithet, this gaggle bends those
terms too (along with their shapely bods) when-
ever they damn well feel like it.

(s1GH)...

Tiptoeing past, you try not to interrupt them si-
lently practicing their material.
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LAURA OWENS:
THE PERSONALS

I'M THINKING TONIGHT of my
BLUE EYES; over these prison
walls I will fly; HAPPY BIRTHDAY
HAPPY BIRTHDAY

KP (with love)

Each personal is a person. All samed into indi-
vidual bricks of text, the bricks columned and
organized, stacked and contained. So much cur-
rency aline, brevity is the soul of an empty wallet.
That section of a newspaper sometimes marked
classified delivers private passions and secret sto-
ries with public ardor, signposting for searchers
any variety of offers and requests, a collection of
needs and desires, fantasies of oouplmgs and pos-
sibilities, P and hip, teases
for possessions priced to sell, prvmued dellvery
of spiritual truths, and, doubtlmly, spankings.

WE HAVE A GREAT MESSAGE
will share priceless truth.
Farley or Jim 841-5044 eves.

All flattened and rastered out into just a single
layer, the plainti ges demand, questi
search, solicit, dream. Stare hard enough and
rainbowed layers leap out. These papers have
been painted with p ink, kaleid

SNOOPY

FOR PRESIDENT

& 249 other underground buttons
1/25¢,581., 50/%5., 125/810...
(415) 775-3140

It's a space of possibility.

In the personals, there’s room for all penchants
and passions. Finger the pages long enough, and
all manner of goods and services will present
themselves: a slightly used scrap of Matisse cut-
out will gust forth, a Japanese monkey looking
to move off his screen will offer to split gas in a
rideshare to Rousseau’s animal reserve, a Jacobin

broiderer will recruit a i raising
group to defeat the tyranny of unadorned sur-
faces, an unwashed Bayeux tapestry rescued from
a flea market will weave a spell around potential
buyers, a hundred wonky clocks and a herd of
loose wheels will spin off the pages, and a pranc-
ing pony with the ability of speech will neigh at
you from the classifieds, though all she can say is
“If wishes were horses, beggars would ride.”

MURAL PAINTING—Fine Arts
M.A breathing colors by hand
in a million years 346-9281 SF.
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Here there is fi , yearning and
anything you might want and plenty you don't, a
thousand would-be dalliances and junk that might

ing and tie-dying with abandon Iuke a throwback
acidhead jigging for a Dead cover band.

THE GOD OF OUTER SPACE IS
A Living Electronic Cybernetic
Computer, Who procreates people.
M. Strong Gen. Del. SF 94101

An interruptive phone call invites a playful squig-
gle to ribbon and curl, a squirt of color across all
those words. Doodling plays across the lines, al-
most sploogey, they fill with gooey color, splattery
and harlequin, cakey dollops of sugary frosting,
all wholly contained in those viscous discursions.
The colors quiver, boldly vulnerable.

WHAT JUSTIFIES my existence
Peterson 3542 Carroll, Chicago

We read the personals because we're curious.
We feel the creaking loneliness of being human,
we yearn for connection (and maybe we declare
it with the shy bravery of our own ad). We read
to see how our shivers and fantasies lie alongside
others, all the random interests and defining traits.
On every street corner, still in the back pages of
the right papers but mostly and more ethereally
on one website or anolher, your fingers can trawl

the appeals for comy ship. Dollar
are i offered, and loneli certainly
has its price, both spiritual and imes mon-

be and treasure that might be junk.

Here, the underground is only a phone call away.
Perceived naiveté of one might only be a willing-
ness to let go, the big brain on that other hides a
tender heart, that shy girl looks unblinking and
proud out from these pages daring you to mock
the colors that ripple out around her, unfurling
like the wind-whipped flag of a rebel republic,
hand-daubed on an unbleached bed sheet.

ALEX OLSON:
THE SCREENERS

Down a desert highway, warm winds whip past
a lone car creeping across its stripped landscape,
two headlights cutting out a path along a black
ribbon of highway, the bisecting dash a most utili-
tarian painting. A few hundred empty stalls, each
with a pole holding a speaker meant to dangle
inside a window, a thousand actors’ voices still
rattling inside from a half century of serious ro-
mannc dranus and period slapstick epics, action-

dies and sci-fi musicals, cartoon
fantasy slashers and avant-garde westerns, the
dust perpetually ghosted by exhaust and popcorn.

A giant screen looms over the lot. A screen is a

etary, but in this cavalcade of weird fetishes and
spiritual truths (a Bruce Nauman chestnut jumps
to mind, about artists and deliveries of said truths
with a spiraling neon luminescence), in this troop
of personals, if there isn’t what you need, with a
few phone calls to the editor and the transfer of a
few dollars you can supply and demand with the
rest of them.

If you can't locate your bliss, the personals might at
least point in you in the right direction to chase it.

a partition, a concealment, folded pan-
els hiding the holy of holies and a finely woven
net to keep out bugs. A screen is a detachment of
troops detailed to cover and a protection against
electromagnetic interference and a sieve made to
separate, a medical test for disease, contamina-
tion, impurity.

A screen is a blank surface in which an image can
be projected. An empty space for fantasy to find
form, shimmering with light in the dark, lumi-
nous with prowling pictures.
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The white surface looms out of the desert, daring
the light of a distant projector to play its magic
lantern over the pristine, silvery expanse. The
right instrument can tattoo an encyclopedia of
dreams across the taut skin of a screen, lash the
last hidden thoughts out from deep caves to dance
in the moonlight, and beam back out of the llm-
its of the visual a diary of sub

thrills and chills. Screens are just movie catchers
after all, what better movements can be captured
than those interior shifts and shudders, crackles
and swoops that some people uﬂ emouoml some
intell I, and a few v ies might
still profess as spiritual.

But a projector isn’t always the right instrument.
Its light, shot through celluloid or translated digi-
tal binaries, can only dumbly shine and magnify.
It cannot dream the projected dreams.

Imagine the beams of light shooting from your
eyes. The black mountains above hide against a
backdrop of stars, and neither they nor the moon
mind another shimmer in the hard darkness.
Thoughts and memories, feelings and intuitions
play out not in the literal shapes seen by our blin-
kered eyes but in the shift of interior movement
made manifest in color.

Each stroke of color (such a lovely word for paint-
ings, couplings, and knives) scintillates with marks,
tracing patterns of hue across the wet skin of that
thin surface, calendaring days like a prisoner’s tal-
lies. One stroke cuts open a gray skin, peeling back

to reveal varicolored guts, almost p peek
out like musical notation in a steady rhythm, just
enough jiggle of variety to keep it lively.

These untethered visions spring from the weak
shadows on the walls of Plato’s cave, that suicidal
Greek’s metaphorical movie palace. Split atoms
and helixing DNA, the swirl of galaxies and the
mapped trajectory of snowflakes, moved by the
pure touch of the wind and the heavy pull of grav-
ity, can never match the static pictures we might
snap of them, only a thing that scars with every
action, marking time in a long sweep. Tony Con-
rad made screens in which movies take decades to
occur, a slow shift that cares little for the ceaseless
activity of nervous mortals.

On the naked surface of this desert, the screen
here imprints with every shadow that crosses its
surface, every flicker of life you affix, every pos-
sible vision over time.

Opposite - Lisa Williamson, Teal Legs,
2011. Courtesy: the artist and Shane
Campbell Gallery, Chicago. Photo: Sam Lipp
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1. Lisa Williamson, Bump, 2011. Courtesy:
the artist and Shane Campbell Gallery,
Chicago. Photo: Lee Thompson
2. Alex Olson, Primer, 2010. Courtesy:
Laura Bartlett Gallery, London and Shane
Campbell Gallery, Chicago
3) Laura Owens, Untitled, 2011. Courtesy:
Galerie Gisela Capitain, Cologne
4. Lisa Williamson, Bed Shade with Margins,
2012. Courtesy: the artist and Shane
Campbell Gallery, Chicago. Photo: Lee
Thompson
5. Laura Owens, Untitled, 2012. © the
artist. Courtesy: Sadie Coles HQ, London
6. Alex Olson, Iterations, 2012. Courtesy:
Laura Bartlett Gallery, London and Shane
Campbell Gallery, Chicago
7. Lisa Williamson, High Tilt, 2012.
Courtesy: the artist and Shane Campbell
Gallery, Chicago. Photo: Lee Thompson
8. Laura Owens, Untitled, 2012. Courtesy:
the artist and Gavin Brown's enterprise, New
York
9. Lisa Williamson,
Eressed Object (Portrait), 2012. Courtesy:
the artist and Shane Campbell Gallery,
Chicago. Photo: Lee Thompson
10. Alex Olson, For the Cyclops, 2013.
Courtesy: the artist; Shane Campbell
Gallery, Chicago; Laura Bartlett Gallery,
London. Photo: Brian Forrest
11. Alex Olson, Days, 2013. Courtesy: the
artist; Shane Campbell Gallery, Chicago;
Laura Bartlett Gallery, London. Photo: Brian
Forrest
12. Lisa Williamson, As a Beer Mat and a

i » 2010. Courtesy: the artist
and Shane Campbell Gallery, Chicago. Photo:
Orange County Museum of Art
13. Lisa Williamson, Bump, Neoprene, 2013.
Courtesy: the artist and Shane Campbell
Gallery, Chicago. Photo: Lee Thompson
14. Laura Owens, Untitled, 2013. Courtesy:
Galerie Gisela Capitain, Cologne
15. Alex Olson, Proposal 11, 2013.
Courtesy: the artist; Shane Campbell
Gallery, Chicago; Laura Bartlett Gallery,
London. Photo: Brian Forrest



ALTMAN SIEGEL

1150 25TH ST. SAN FRANCISCO, CA 94107
tel: 415.576.9300 / fax: 415.373.4471

www.altmansiegel.com

Alex Olson, Proposal 12, 2013. Courtesy: the artist; Shane Campbell Gallery, Chicago;
Laura Bartlett Gallery, London. Photo: Brian Forrest
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