board which he engraves using a
router. The panels are framed and
sealed to serve as the mold for a
pour of various materials: resin
mixed with graphite; or copper,
brass and graphite; or cast iron;

or iron and steel, all receptive to
patination.

Three examples (all 2005) of
the two-stage pouring process are
similarly sized at approx. 99 by 75
inches; their depths vary, depend-
ing on the medium of the support
or, sometimes, the size of the
plinth. Each has a supporting grid
of bolted angle iron or fiberboard.
Tellingly titled, Left Handed Com-
pliment is a 12-panel grid cast of
iron and steel and pati-
nated to the tactile orange
of rusting Cor-Ten. In
the gallery, the work
was placed not far from
the graphite sheen that
warms the dark surface
of Anatomy of a Groove.
Also a studio product
of 2005, the gleaming
9-by-7-foot Something
Borrowed Something
New displays a burnished
aluminum surface and
is cradled on its deep,
bolted grid, reflecting light.

—Edward Leffingwell

Jamie Dalglish
at Match Artspace

The strongest of the 12
acrylic-on-wood paintings
in “Transparent Time,”
Jamie Dalglish’s first

solo show since 1997,
address structure, seriality
and the transcendental
promise in the repetition
of elemental forms. The
two flanking panels of the
show’s punchiest paint-
ing, Strindberg’s Three
Graces (38 by 94 inches
overall; 2000) are covered with
the thinly layered residue of globs
and splashes of streaky, partially
mixed paint in strident colors,
dominated by pinks and blues on
the left and yellows and yellow-
green on the right. Typifying the
artist’s gimmicky but compelling
technique, these globs have been
assiduously scraped down, and
the resulting clamor of lumpy or
bulbous shapes, graphically and
chromatically turgid, is at odds
with the unexpectedly slick, sat-
iny surface. The viewer’s atten-
tion is thus referred to the birch
plywood support, the grain of
which is readily apparent behind
the sparser areas of paint and
contributes its own undulating
rhythms. Rivulets of lurid yellow
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Jamie Dalglish: Temple Morphoglyph, 2002, acrylic on birchwood panels,

52 panels, 96 by 104 inches overall; at Match Artspace.

green stream down through the
inky ultramarine field of the central
panel. The artist's insouciance
in regard to craft, as in these
panels’ unprimed surfaces and
unsanded edges, is bracing.
The encrusted vertical bands
that constitute a work such as
Falling Water (72 by 52 inches;
1994-2004), may be an exer-
cise in perseverance, or in bull-
headedness, considering that
he worked on it for such a long
time. Levitating Morphoglyph
(8 feet square; 1996) hinges on
the arbitrary recombination of
modular elements. Twelve adja-
cent panels, each 8 feet tall by
8 inches wide, bear the scraped
traces of poured or flung paint
in lime green, pungent blue and
silvery gray on a mottled, black-
ish ground. A system of cleats
on the wall allows these daubed
planks to be rearranged at will,
as if to suggest a conception of
form as ephemeral, fleeting. But
in this case the procedure, and
the lumber, are too obvious to
overcome their own physicality.
The transfixingly lovely Temple
Morphoglyph (96 by 104 inches;
2002) is assembled on the same
principle, but its support, four
rows of 13 24-by-8-inch panels
arranged in a grid, seems to
dematerialize, its limited reper-
toire of elements becoming a
disembodied visual din. Swirling,
variegated splats of near-white,
overlaid with a brushy ocher
wash, mimic the sheen of the
metallic gold acrylics Dalglish inte-
grates with uncommon elegance
and restraint. The pervasive tan
of the plywood is in sympathy

with both. Deep blue, black and
glowing green blobs play off a
deliberate, arcing red stroke that
ripples crazily across the shim-
mering surface. That there are
52 panels, equal in number to
cards in a deck or weeks in the
year, hints at the role of chance
operations in the paintings’ con-
ception, or the marking of time.
And Saffron (24 by 16 inches;
2002) suggests that the artist
might have been happy to carry
on indefinitely, as it is made

of two leftover panels, a little
coda. —Stephen Maine

Dana Frankfort

at Brooklyn Fireproof

One of the most refreshing
aspects of Dana Frankfort’s
debut exhibition was how clearly
the paintings demonstrated her
lack of interest in eccentricity of
materials, exactitude of finish,
imagery of any kind, bright nurs-
ery colors and self-conscious
quirkiness of execution—to name
a few options that have recently
been overused by younger
painters. Frankfort's work is
made with hand-held brushes,
from-the-tube colors and small-
ish, store-bought stretchers or
largish homemade wood panels.
Mostly what she does is paint a
word or phrase and then repaint
it until she is satisfied with the
results. The texts and numer-
als Frankfort uses (“OK,” “Yes,”
“For the love of God” or a phone
number) tend to be verbal mate-
rial that comes from the place

in one’s mind that is still busy
producing language even when

Art in America 135



