allover and violently gestural paintings cover the blue screens of death
that once told you your cable was out or that your OS met an unhandle-
able exception.

Floating over all of these di mediated is that

so that one could see from either side what he had done on the other,
Nelson’s are on canvas: Her paint has seeped or been pushed through
from one side to the other, but the eye can’t pass through the same
The paintings often seem to promise more information than

of your own vision, split between the perception of a stilled vertical
painting with active video collé and that of a horizontal playback inter-
rupted by oil static, or resting uneasily somewhere between the two.
When conditions are right and a moment of darkness on the flat-
screen’s reflective surface aligns with the gaps between brushstrokes, a
painting can return your own furtive gaze, inserting the time of your
looking between painted surface and looped background.

The painting bends to its video substrate; the screened images them-
selves are not so accommodating. A visitor born under the sign of the
iPhone’s internal accelerometer might find herself fighting off a manic
urge to pull the screens off the wall and shake them until the snippet of
a Food Network cooking show or an ad for a decade-old Honda or a
few seconds of 60 Minutes automatically rights itself. Despite the
paintings’ portrait-oriented similarity to comically outsize smart-
phones, the archive they screen stays landscape. They refuse to respond
in the ways we now expect from our media technologies, not only to
our desires but even to our sheer physical orientation in the world. In
their literal détournement of the screens that facilitate our conspicuous
consumption of “the present,” Okiishi’s paintings create a tension
played out in the viewer as the wagged dog of an immediately graspable
conceptual gesture—a tension that is genuinely moving and feels
perversely like relief.

—Jeff Nagy

Dona Nelson
THOMAS ERBEN

In an interview twenty years ago, Dona Nelson praised the messiness
of late Picasso, describing it as evidence of a “total confidence” that
allowed him to do whatever without self-questioning, without looking
back. And then she went on to point out that “[Sigmar] Polke has that
kind of confidence.” Even before I'd read that old interview, the affinity
between Nelson and Polke, one very American and the other sehr
deutsch, was nonetheless patent. Granted, Nelson lacks Polke’s reach,
but both artists tend to throw all caution to the wind in a way that can

imes induce something close to pure exhil How often s it,
really, that you come across a painting that makes you suspect that the
person who made it really didn’t give a damn about how it would look?
Nelson sometimes goes beyond the merely funky to plumb the depths
of the truly gnarly. She delights in textures that grate—for instance, the
mess of curdled cheesecloth that tangles up the cheery colors of Orangey,
2013, and the pocks of matter strewn across its surface like pimples; or
the nastily congealed, hard, and shiny floes of opaque color that float
atop the stained-in browns and greens of Top, 2014.

Also Polke-esque is Nelson’s use of both sides of a painting. In 1989,
the German artist showed a group of freestanding, two-sided paintings
at Mary Boone Gallery (none of them are included in his current retro-
spective at the Museum of Modern Art in New York); five of the eight
paintings that were on view in Nelson’s show are similarly bilateral (as
are the two she showed in this year’s Whitney Biennial). The presenta-
tion’s odd title, “Phigor,” might be an indirect allusion to this: It’s not
aword, but this sequence of letters does appear in the midst of the word
amphigory, which means a piece of rigmarole or nonsense and contains
the prefix amphi-, to which Merriam-Webster’s Collegiate Dictionary
gives the meanings “both, of both kinds, on both sides, about, around.”
But whereas Polke’s duplex paintings were made on translucent material

they really give—they’re tricky that way. For instance, Phigor, 2014,

is on a canvas with a grid of crossbars on its verso, and the grid is
reflected in paint on its front. But the similar stained grids that traverse
Red and Green Noses, 2013, March Hare, 2014, and Orangey are false
clues to what’s on the other side—there are no corresponding cross-
bars—whereas Division Street, 2013, does have crossbars, but there is
little trace of them from the front.
In the 1994 interview, Nelson spoke of how touch is more important
to her working process than sight. “My hands are leading me as if I'm
blind. I feel that the room is dark while 'm painting.” These days, the
double-sidedness of her paintings seems to be a way of upping the ante
on her game of blindness. “Soaking paint through the canvas,” she
explained in a self-interview this past March, “the painting on the back
comes into existence without my seeing it.” Each side of the painting
functions as something like a picture of the other side, which one can-
not see simultaneously—and the picture always contains both truth
and falsehood. She adds, “It’s alarming to me that people look at pic-
tures of cornfields as if the pictures are informative, when the pictures
have nothing in common with cornfields at all!” No more than one side
of a painting has in common with its reverse, probably.
—Barry Schwabsky

Arnold Mesches
LIFE ON MARS GALLERY

Arnold Mesches had his first solo show in 1947, and according to the
Life on Mars Gallery website, he has by now had 124 of them, which
perhaps gives a new meaning to this one’s title, “Eternal Return.” The
exhibition included selections from three series of paintings, “Coming
Attractions,” 2003-2007; “SHOCK AND AWE,” 2011; and “Eternal
Return,” 2013-14. As a title, “Coming Attractions” recalls the fact
that Mesches, who spent most of his career in Los Angeles before mov-
ing to New York in 1984, worked in the film industry in the 1940s and
*50s. The first work in the series (not in this show) took a grandiose,
old-fashioned movie theater as its setting; projected on the screen is a
scene of three waiters in an otherwise empty restaurant set out with
white tablecloths, as if its clientele were about to turn up any minute—

View of “Dona
Nelson,” 2014.
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