
FABRICE GOUSSET, VIA ORTUZAR PROJECTS, NEW YORK

MARY BETH EDELSON
Through April 21. David Lewis, 88
Eldridge Street, fifth floor, Manhat-
tan; 212-966-7990,
davidlewisgallery.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Some basic facts regarding the 18
examples of Mary Beth Edelson’s
“Great Goddess Cut-Outs” that
currently line the walls of David
Lewis’s gallery in her new show,
“Shape Shifter”: They were made
in 1974-75 with acrylic and ply-
wood in her studio in New York.
They or others from the series
were shown in her solo exhibition
at the Corcoran Gallery of Art in
Washington in 1975. They have
almost never been seen since,
certainly not in such numbers.

A subsequent consideration
may be how radically these works
reshape your sense of Ms. Edel-
son’s achievement or the history
of 1970s feminist art. Surely my
amazement is not unique. A fa-
vored Edelson motif is the god-
dess as a metaphor for women’s
powers — of resilience, transfor-
mation and anger. Her best-
known ’70s works are her “Wom-
an Rising” photographs, in which
she enacts mythic rituals, some-
times tongue-in-cheek, amid
natural landscapes, as shown by
several examples in this exhibi-
tion. But the power of the cutouts
is less about narrative than mate-
riality and form: totemic pres-
ences conjured by brusque but
beautiful painted surfaces and
towering scale. They are ag-
gressively alive with spirit while

also raising issues regarding
primitivism and essentialism that
are much more suspect today
than earlier. But they are among
the physically most convincing
works of Ms. Edelson’s career.
Feel them first; parse them later.
ROBERTA SMITH

JOHN McLAUGHLIN
Through April 20. Susan Inglett
Gallery, 522 West 24th Street, Man-
hattan, inglettgallery.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

What to make of the narrow frieze
of black and white geometric
designs wrapping around the
display space of “Ascetic Ap-
proach” at the Susan Inglett
Gallery? Are they drawings or
photographs? Art or meta-art?

The exhibition qualifies as an
accidental collaboration among
John McLaughlin (1898-1976), the
West Coast exemplar of Zen-like
Minimalist painting; Felix Lan-
dau (1924-2003), the Los Angeles
gallerist who represented Mc-
Laughlin for two decades; and
David Platzker, whose Specific
Object Inc. deals in books, peri-
odicals, catalogs, multiples and
ephemera pertaining to art since
around 1960.

Mr. Platzker found the images,
which are 8-inch-by-10-inch black
and white photographs, in a thick
three-ring binder included in a
longtime art world fixture’s es-
tate, part of which he bought

around 2008. McLaughlin’s name
is written on the prints, some-
times with measurements or
dates, from the late 1940s to 1968.
Mr. Platzker surmised that the
images record the artist’s paint-
ings that entered Landau’s stock.
They trace his development from
Cubist abstraction to grids, to the
simplified geometries of his ma-
ture work, a progression Mr.
Platzker amplifies by juxtaposing
three photographs with their
corresponding canvases, dated
1947, 1949 and 1965.

Lined up here, the 99 images
eliminate McLaughlin’s carefully
considered color choices, creating
an alternative body of work, a
“ghost” career in blacks, whites
and grays, reducing his vision to

its essentials. The result is a
hypnotic meditation on the basics
of composition, proportion and
tone. As a next step, someone
might convert the McLaughlin-
Landau-Platzker collaboration
into an abstract film, one picture
of one painting at a time.
ROBERTA SMITH

LESLEY VANCE AND
AKI SASAMOTO
Through April 20. Bortolami, 39
Walker Street, Manhattan; 212-727-
2050, bortolamigallery.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

I’d like to write the way Lesley
Vance makes paintings — or at
least the way this Los Angeles-
based painter made the nine
nearly perfect small canvases in
her current show at Bortolami.
Each depicts a dense bundle of
brightly colored loops and whorls,
something like what M .C. Escher
might have come up with if he’d
ever taken ayahuasca. Some
loops cast shadows on others, and
some are subtly graded to sug-
gest a twisting motion, though the
pictures overall are as static as
candy apples. They’re also so
crisp that the imagery almost
seems to get bigger when viewed
from a distance. Unlike most
work this graphic, though, Ms.
Vance’s paintings are so exact-
ingly rendered that there’s just as

much to look at from an inch or
two away.

In the gallery’s viewing room,
as part of Aki Sasamoto’s concur-
rent show “Past in a future tense,”
the Japanese-born performance
and installation artist has built a
long, narrow bar, complete with
brass foot rail and a lone pocket
umbrella hanging bravely from its
coat hook, and two high bar tables
with heavy iron feet. On each of
these three surfaces — table,
table, bar — is a bulbous glass
vessel in which an ocher-tinged
whiskey glass spins on its side.
They’re spun by compressed air,
shot through a hole in the vessel
from a bottle connected to a long,
ungainly silver tube. The whole
silly, elegant setup works equally
well as a metaphor for life, love or
even the process of art making.
But I prefer to see in it the mys-
tery of consciousness, that other
delicate movement sitting atop a
miraculous, ramshackle machine.
WILL HEINRICH

ISAAC JULIEN
Through April 13. Metro Pictures,
519 West 24th Street, Manhattan;
212-206-7100, metropictures.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

In Isaac Julien’s new installation,
“Lessons of the Hour — Frederick
Douglass,” 10 screens hung at
varying heights display scenes
from the life of the former slave
turned abolitionist. Featuring
narrated excerpts from Mr. Doug-
lass’s speeches, the film eschews
action for quiet images that con-
jure a meditative state, inter-
rupted by flashes of violence.
Despite feeling cramped in the
gallery, Mr. Julien’s gorgeous
panorama honors his subject’s
status as the most photographed
American of the 19th century.
JILLIAN STEINHAUER

GILLES AILLAUD
Through May 11. Ortuzar Projects, 9
White Street, Manhattan; 212-257-
0033, ortuzarprojects.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

For decades, American art stu-
dents have learned that the years
around 1968 saw the triumph of
conceptual art, process-based
sculpture, environmental inter-
ventions and body-oriented per-
formances — and only now, at
half a century’s distance, are we
admitting that figurative painting
had its place too in the late-1960s
art world, especially in Western
Europe. Gilles Aillaud (1928-2005)
was a central actor of Narrative
Figuration during Paris’s years of
student revolt, as well as a set
designer at Europe’s top avant-
garde theaters. But “Paintings
1964-1976,” with eight coolly com-
posed portraits of animals in zoos,
is the first showcase of his works
in New York since a show at
Gladstone Gallery in 1982.

Aillaud and two other young
painters stormed to scandalous
prominence in 1965 with the
collective series “Live and Let
Die, or the Tragic Death of Marcel
Duchamp,” which pictured the
young French artists assassinat-
ing the father figure of the avant-
garde. (They were also, by sym-
bolically murdering a Frenchman
who’d become an American citi-
zen, spitting on contemporary
Parisian envy of the New York
School.) By 1967 Aillaud had
turned to zoos, and before and
after the student uprising he
painted tortoises, rhinos, porcu-

pines and pythons under heat
lamps or beside industrial pipes.
In a bare blue cage we see two
soporific lions, their eyes vacant,
their fur painted with aloof
strokes of white. Two hippopota-
muses, their thick skin evenly
rendered in bronze and burnt
umber, float in an aquarium like
corpses. The animals never do
anything in these zoo paintings.
They don’t even meet our gaze;
they just laze about on concrete
and cinder blocks. It is a stifled
view, conversant with the 19th-

century tradition of animalier
painting, but stripped of any
allegorical comfort.

Back in left-wing Paris 50 years
ago, Aillaud’s silent, unconsoling
art appeared as the antithesis of
gestural American abstraction,
offering the most alienated view
of an industrial capitalist society.
They may be more moving today,
in an era of climate emergency,
when no distinction holds be-
tween the natural and the man-
made.
JASON FARAGO

MARY BETH EDELSON AND DAVID LEWIS, NEW YORK

JOHN MCLAUGHLIN AND SUSAN INGLETT, NEW YORK

From top: Mary Beth
Edelson’s “Great
Goddess Cut-Outs” in her
new show, “Shape
Shifter,” at David Lewis
gallery; an installation
view of John
McLaughlin’s exhibition
“Ascetic Approach” at
Susan Inglett Gallery;
Lesley Vance’s
“Untitled,” from 2019, at
her new show at
Bortolami; “Cage aux
Lions” (1967) by Gilles
Aillaud, from his current
exhibition at Ortuzar
Projects; Isaac Julien’s
“J.P. Ball Salon 1867
(Lessons of the Hour),”
2019, at Metro Pictures.

LESLEY VANCE AND DAVID KORDANSKY GALLERY, LOS ANGELES; BORTOLAMI, NEW YORK

ISAAC JULIEN AND METRO PICTURES, NEW YORK
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student revolt, as well as a set
designer at Europe’s top avant-
garde theaters. But “Paintings
1964-1976,” with eight coolly com-
posed portraits of animals in zoos,
is the first showcase of his works
in New York since a show at
Gladstone Gallery in 1982.

Aillaud and two other young
painters stormed to scandalous
prominence in 1965 with the
collective series “Live and Let
Die, or the Tragic Death of Marcel
Duchamp,” which pictured the
young French artists assassinat-
ing the father figure of the avant-
garde. (They were also, by sym-
bolically murdering a Frenchman
who’d become an American citi-
zen, spitting on contemporary
Parisian envy of the New York
School.) By 1967 Aillaud had
turned to zoos, and before and
after the student uprising he
painted tortoises, rhinos, porcu-

pines and pythons under heat
lamps or beside industrial pipes.
In a bare blue cage we see two
soporific lions, their eyes vacant,
their fur painted with aloof
strokes of white. Two hippopota-
muses, their thick skin evenly
rendered in bronze and burnt
umber, float in an aquarium like
corpses. The animals never do
anything in these zoo paintings.
They don’t even meet our gaze;
they just laze about on concrete
and cinder blocks. It is a stifled
view, conversant with the 19th-

century tradition of animalier
painting, but stripped of any
allegorical comfort.

Back in left-wing Paris 50 years
ago, Aillaud’s silent, unconsoling
art appeared as the antithesis of
gestural American abstraction,
offering the most alienated view
of an industrial capitalist society.
They may be more moving today,
in an era of climate emergency,
when no distinction holds be-
tween the natural and the man-
made.
JASON FARAGO

MARY BETH EDELSON AND DAVID LEWIS, NEW YORK

JOHN MCLAUGHLIN AND SUSAN INGLETT, NEW YORK

From top: Mary Beth
Edelson’s “Great
Goddess Cut-Outs” in her
new show, “Shape
Shifter,” at David Lewis
gallery; an installation
view of John
McLaughlin’s exhibition
“Ascetic Approach” at
Susan Inglett Gallery;
Lesley Vance’s
“Untitled,” from 2019, at
her new show at
Bortolami; “Cage aux
Lions” (1967) by Gilles
Aillaud, from his current
exhibition at Ortuzar
Projects; Isaac Julien’s
“J.P. Ball Salon 1867
(Lessons of the Hour),”
2019, at Metro Pictures.

LESLEY VANCE AND DAVID KORDANSKY GALLERY, LOS ANGELES; BORTOLAMI, NEW YORK

ISAAC JULIEN AND METRO PICTURES, NEW YORK
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MARY BETH EDELSON
Through April 21. David Lewis, 88
Eldridge Street, fifth floor, Manhat-
tan; 212-966-7990,
davidlewisgallery.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Some basic facts regarding the 18
examples of Mary Beth Edelson’s
“Great Goddess Cut-Outs” that
currently line the walls of David
Lewis’s gallery in her new show,
“Shape Shifter”: They were made
in 1974-75 with acrylic and ply-
wood in her studio in New York.
They or others from the series
were shown in her solo exhibition
at the Corcoran Gallery of Art in
Washington in 1975. They have
almost never been seen since,
certainly not in such numbers.

A subsequent consideration
may be how radically these works
reshape your sense of Ms. Edel-
son’s achievement or the history
of 1970s feminist art. Surely my
amazement is not unique. A fa-
vored Edelson motif is the god-
dess as a metaphor for women’s
powers — of resilience, transfor-
mation and anger. Her best-
known ’70s works are her “Wom-
an Rising” photographs, in which
she enacts mythic rituals, some-
times tongue-in-cheek, amid
natural landscapes, as shown by
several examples in this exhibi-
tion. But the power of the cutouts
is less about narrative than mate-
riality and form: totemic pres-
ences conjured by brusque but
beautiful painted surfaces and
towering scale. They are ag-
gressively alive with spirit while

also raising issues regarding
primitivism and essentialism that
are much more suspect today
than earlier. But they are among
the physically most convincing
works of Ms. Edelson’s career.
Feel them first; parse them later.
ROBERTA SMITH

JOHN McLAUGHLIN
Through April 20. Susan Inglett
Gallery, 522 West 24th Street, Man-
hattan, inglettgallery.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

What to make of the narrow frieze
of black and white geometric
designs wrapping around the
display space of “Ascetic Ap-
proach” at the Susan Inglett
Gallery? Are they drawings or
photographs? Art or meta-art?

The exhibition qualifies as an
accidental collaboration among
John McLaughlin (1898-1976), the
West Coast exemplar of Zen-like
Minimalist painting; Felix Lan-
dau (1924-2003), the Los Angeles
gallerist who represented Mc-
Laughlin for two decades; and
David Platzker, whose Specific
Object Inc. deals in books, peri-
odicals, catalogs, multiples and
ephemera pertaining to art since
around 1960.

Mr. Platzker found the images,
which are 8-inch-by-10-inch black
and white photographs, in a thick
three-ring binder included in a
longtime art world fixture’s es-
tate, part of which he bought

around 2008. McLaughlin’s name
is written on the prints, some-
times with measurements or
dates, from the late 1940s to 1968.
Mr. Platzker surmised that the
images record the artist’s paint-
ings that entered Landau’s stock.
They trace his development from
Cubist abstraction to grids, to the
simplified geometries of his ma-
ture work, a progression Mr.
Platzker amplifies by juxtaposing
three photographs with their
corresponding canvases, dated
1947, 1949 and 1965.

Lined up here, the 99 images
eliminate McLaughlin’s carefully
considered color choices, creating
an alternative body of work, a
“ghost” career in blacks, whites
and grays, reducing his vision to

its essentials. The result is a
hypnotic meditation on the basics
of composition, proportion and
tone. As a next step, someone
might convert the McLaughlin-
Landau-Platzker collaboration
into an abstract film, one picture
of one painting at a time.
ROBERTA SMITH

LESLEY VANCE AND
AKI SASAMOTO
Through April 20. Bortolami, 39
Walker Street, Manhattan; 212-727-
2050, bortolamigallery.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

I’d like to write the way Lesley
Vance makes paintings — or at
least the way this Los Angeles-
based painter made the nine
nearly perfect small canvases in
her current show at Bortolami.
Each depicts a dense bundle of
brightly colored loops and whorls,
something like what M .C. Escher
might have come up with if he’d
ever taken ayahuasca. Some
loops cast shadows on others, and
some are subtly graded to sug-
gest a twisting motion, though the
pictures overall are as static as
candy apples. They’re also so
crisp that the imagery almost
seems to get bigger when viewed
from a distance. Unlike most
work this graphic, though, Ms.
Vance’s paintings are so exact-
ingly rendered that there’s just as

much to look at from an inch or
two away.

In the gallery’s viewing room,
as part of Aki Sasamoto’s concur-
rent show “Past in a future tense,”
the Japanese-born performance
and installation artist has built a
long, narrow bar, complete with
brass foot rail and a lone pocket
umbrella hanging bravely from its
coat hook, and two high bar tables
with heavy iron feet. On each of
these three surfaces — table,
table, bar — is a bulbous glass
vessel in which an ocher-tinged
whiskey glass spins on its side.
They’re spun by compressed air,
shot through a hole in the vessel
from a bottle connected to a long,
ungainly silver tube. The whole
silly, elegant setup works equally
well as a metaphor for life, love or
even the process of art making.
But I prefer to see in it the mys-
tery of consciousness, that other
delicate movement sitting atop a
miraculous, ramshackle machine.
WILL HEINRICH

ISAAC JULIEN
Through April 13. Metro Pictures,
519 West 24th Street, Manhattan;
212-206-7100, metropictures.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

In Isaac Julien’s new installation,
“Lessons of the Hour — Frederick
Douglass,” 10 screens hung at
varying heights display scenes
from the life of the former slave
turned abolitionist. Featuring
narrated excerpts from Mr. Doug-
lass’s speeches, the film eschews
action for quiet images that con-
jure a meditative state, inter-
rupted by flashes of violence.
Despite feeling cramped in the
gallery, Mr. Julien’s gorgeous
panorama honors his subject’s
status as the most photographed
American of the 19th century.
JILLIAN STEINHAUER

GILLES AILLAUD
Through May 11. Ortuzar Projects, 9
White Street, Manhattan; 212-257-
0033, ortuzarprojects.com.
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

For decades, American art stu-
dents have learned that the years
around 1968 saw the triumph of
conceptual art, process-based
sculpture, environmental inter-
ventions and body-oriented per-
formances — and only now, at
half a century’s distance, are we
admitting that figurative painting
had its place too in the late-1960s
art world, especially in Western
Europe. Gilles Aillaud (1928-2005)
was a central actor of Narrative
Figuration during Paris’s years of
student revolt, as well as a set
designer at Europe’s top avant-
garde theaters. But “Paintings
1964-1976,” with eight coolly com-
posed portraits of animals in zoos,
is the first showcase of his works
in New York since a show at
Gladstone Gallery in 1982.

Aillaud and two other young
painters stormed to scandalous
prominence in 1965 with the
collective series “Live and Let
Die, or the Tragic Death of Marcel
Duchamp,” which pictured the
young French artists assassinat-
ing the father figure of the avant-
garde. (They were also, by sym-
bolically murdering a Frenchman
who’d become an American citi-
zen, spitting on contemporary
Parisian envy of the New York
School.) By 1967 Aillaud had
turned to zoos, and before and
after the student uprising he
painted tortoises, rhinos, porcu-

pines and pythons under heat
lamps or beside industrial pipes.
In a bare blue cage we see two
soporific lions, their eyes vacant,
their fur painted with aloof
strokes of white. Two hippopota-
muses, their thick skin evenly
rendered in bronze and burnt
umber, float in an aquarium like
corpses. The animals never do
anything in these zoo paintings.
They don’t even meet our gaze;
they just laze about on concrete
and cinder blocks. It is a stifled
view, conversant with the 19th-

century tradition of animalier
painting, but stripped of any
allegorical comfort.

Back in left-wing Paris 50 years
ago, Aillaud’s silent, unconsoling
art appeared as the antithesis of
gestural American abstraction,
offering the most alienated view
of an industrial capitalist society.
They may be more moving today,
in an era of climate emergency,
when no distinction holds be-
tween the natural and the man-
made.
JASON FARAGO
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JOHN MCLAUGHLIN AND SUSAN INGLETT, NEW YORK

From top: Mary Beth
Edelson’s “Great
Goddess Cut-Outs” in her
new show, “Shape
Shifter,” at David Lewis
gallery; an installation
view of John
McLaughlin’s exhibition
“Ascetic Approach” at
Susan Inglett Gallery;
Lesley Vance’s
“Untitled,” from 2019, at
her new show at
Bortolami; “Cage aux
Lions” (1967) by Gilles
Aillaud, from his current
exhibition at Ortuzar
Projects; Isaac Julien’s
“J.P. Ball Salon 1867
(Lessons of the Hour),”
2019, at Metro Pictures.

LESLEY VANCE AND DAVID KORDANSKY GALLERY, LOS ANGELES; BORTOLAMI, NEW YORK

ISAAC JULIEN AND METRO PICTURES, NEW YORK

N C17THE NEW YORK TIMES, FRIDAY, APRIL 12, 2019

C M Y K Nxxx,2019-04-12,C,017,Bs-4C,E1

Galleries

TimesTalks.com/Newsletter

Know 
What’s 
Now.

KNOW 
WHAT’S 

NEXT.


