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DC MOORE GALLERY

By Gerard Haggerty

Of course terms like “labor-mtensive” and “quirky”
are both relative; and when pushed to extremes, they
become nearly synonymous. Witness the world of Mark
Greenwold, on view at DC Moore Gallery {724 Fifth
Awermes through November 10th. Set asids some tune for
your serutiny — certainly the arast did, since this éelection
of snaall oils on pansl took a decade i the making. Come
prepared with a magnifing glass, or a pair of strong read-
ing glasses — or better yet, two pairs that you can double
up. Step close encugh o smell the faint, lingsring odor of
varnish, and behold images that put the magic in “magic
realism ™

Paintings like Greemwold's are routingly Jlikened to
dreams, and the comparison applies not only to the am-
biguous moments he represents, but also to the manner
in which they're represented. These extraordinary scenes
are rendered in 2 way thar’s sharper than ordinary sight,
closer o visionary experience than human vision, Their
halluciratory clarity brings to mind the tacties of Franz
Kafka. Because each and every evidentary dewil nngs
troe, readers of “The Metamorphosis™ accept the outra-
geous premise that poor Gregor Samsa awakens to find
he’s become a cockroach.

What if Gregor had a cousin? Greenwelds A Moment
of True Feeling simultanecusly defies logic and certifies
truth, Faced with the exquisitely precise image of a locust
that sports a human head, we suspend disbelief. The cory
interior also includes a portrait of the artist, who stands
alengside three fully human friends. To jedge from these
figures, the grinning insect must be about the size of a
collie, { “Lassie, you've changed!”} Nobody acknowledges
the startling creature in their midst; indeed, no one per-
son acknewledges the othess, though three members of
the guarter seem acutely aware of the viewer's presences”
They're all lostin thought, but their thoughts are not lost
to us, for we see multicolored and distinetly different pat-
terns springing from each of their noggins.

A splendid catalogue that accompandes the extubition
describes the artists working methed, which combines
source marerial garnered from magazines like House
Beannful with snapshots of his close pals Thé interiors
are chosen first, and the figures — human, animal, and
chimerical hybrids — are posed to suit these settings. The
sensibaliey is that of collage, or as William Bureoughs called
it, “cut-up.” 2 term that aptly captures Greenwold's mor-
danit drollery. Preparatory drawings help the artist covision
the overview, and then the disparate bits are all brought
together in paint Wearing a jeweler’s magnifying glasses
uﬂapp]}dngminmbnnhmkﬁonem;zﬁmr,&un-
wold creates a seamless surface in which every square inch
— millimeter, really — receives equally obsessive attention.
In one crucial regard, the resultant works are altogether
different from dreams. Direams come te us fall-blown, but
they fade immediately. A Moment of True Feeling, an oil
on wood that’s 32" long — gigantic by Greenwold’s usual
standards -~ is the product of a year’s hard labor in 2004-05.
It will never fade. Chuite the contrary; the longer you study
it, the richer it grows, i

Greenwold’s process 13 excruciatingly exacting, but his
paintings arc full of wit. A picture like The Excited Self
suggests 1 collaboration berween JanVan Eyck and Foobere
Crumb. At stage right, we once again find the artist, seen
in profile wesring a scarlet bathrobe. The matching, tur-
ban-shaped towel that’s wrapped around his head recalls
Van Byck’s famous self-portrat in a red velvet cap, and it
also suggests the look of some self-proclaimed sultan: 2
potentate with a harem of rwo, one of whom is perched on
the edge of an Empire style tub wherein another woman
bathes. The claw-footed bathrub seems to have wandered
itto the front room. There, on top of an antique writng
desk, we see what initially appears to be an incredibly
elaborate still life tucked into a tall cup. But first-glances
tell us very little about Greenwold’s art. Look agsin and
you discover that this rainbow-hued phantasmagoria s a
thought-bubble that snakes out from beneath Greenwold’s
headgrear, Perhaps the little man is pondering Big Love.
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