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Bill Saylor

Leo Koenig, New York, USA
BY LISI RASKIN

Visting Bill Saylor's recent show of paintings and sculpture, 'Softail Project’, was like travelling through a disruptive
mechanism that belched exhaust fumes as it overturned the world order, which usually sites humans at the top of
the food chain. Saylor manages this inversion by tapping into a reality that is anthropomorphic by design - here it's

the animals that indulge in conspicuous consumption, skateboarding and heinous crime.

The show comprised a series of large-scale canvases and one sculpture. Like Saturday morning cartoons, Saylor
casts members of the animal kingdom in starring roles. 'Softail Project' continues his focus on how the natural
world will adapt to ecological disaster. For example, in the painting Kingpin (2003) a black bear and an octopus
escape to their love nest on the banks of a mountain lake. In this piece inter-species mating becomes the logical, if
not obligatory, practice for the continuation of life. Saylor's language marries skateboard and biker cult
paraphernalia with expressionistic, impasto paint application and a variety of other image-making techniques,
including the iron-on transfer of digital images. These disparate approaches embody the ways in which the human

information infrastructure can be utilized to achieve a slew of perverse ends.

One of these is a solitary, mixed-media sculpture of a polar bear, Perfect Drift (2002), which towers above the
mutated and mutilated fauna who inhabit the slime-green, oil-slick landscapes of Saylor's paintings. An
amalgamation of fake fur, plaster and polystyrene, the sculpture sports a peg leg and two eye patches, and has
suspiciously grown a third eye. It hovers on a pedestal that is laminated with aluminium foil and adorned with

marker and paint pen graffiti, and looks as though it originated in a suburban skate park.

Saylor's penchant for applying human medical technology to the physical ailments and deformities suffered by
animals only strengthens the analogous relationship between the skyscraper and the beehive. Perfect Drift hints
that some animals will survive our environmental oversights, adapt to polluted wastelands, loot our stores, learn to
use our technology and capitalize on our leisure, lifestyle and fetish commodities. Saylor's work rides a satirical line,
implicating members of the animal kingdom and presidents of companies with an equally derisive gesture. In a
painting entitled I'm Not Only a Client, | Own the Company (2003) the owner of the company is depicted as a self-
congratulatory, omnipotent skeleton that beacons the viewer forward with a crooked index finger. The title of the
painting is scrawled in a distraught font somewhere between the 'steal your face' of Grateful Dead notoriety and a

carnivalesque school desk drawing.

Hung directly to the right of this painting, as if to present a cause-and-effect scenario, is the most overtly political
work in the show, Gasoline Dream (2003). Here fanged snakes and humanoid life forms adorn the mayhem of
chemical destruction, as petroleum products become petroleum people. The composition of this painting hinges

on the dramatic presence of a two-headed, bald eagle whose innards are made from an iron-on digital image of a
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car engine block. In this case animal and machine conceptually and physically amalgamate as the ubiquitous
automobile becomes a backbone and the fuel pumps, by extension, a vascular system. Even the iron-on image
embodies flesh when set in the heavily impastoed paint surface that Saylor uses to depict the soft tissue of the
eagle. Perhaps it is the leaching of petroleum-based chemicals from our washing machines that has produced
such astonishing metamorphoses in the surrounding population. It is certainly this type of leaching that allows oil

paint and iron-on transfers to exist seamlessly in the same space.

Decidedly absent from all of Saylor's paintings is any trace of blood, although maiming and decapitation, death
and mutilation, are definitely in the air, much like the representations of violence in the cartoons to which they

refer. Danger is also paramount: massive, wrathful and looming.

While Saylor's depiction of life after ecological disruption side-steps the hackneyed rhetoric of environmentalism,
the violence it depicts hinges on the same entertainment world logic that allows Wile E. Coyote to spring back to
life after a seemingly lethal plunge into a dusty canyon. Yet the premonition that animals will evolve in order to
survive in the next stage of human civilization is, after all, a fascinating way for consumer culture to absorb the
myth of nature and perpetuate itself in the process. Ultimately, what could be more alluring than an animal re-
enactment of the wretched and excessive behaviours that are normally relegated to the most criminal and

desperate human subcultures?

LISI RASKIN
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a big group painting show at Canada called “New York’s Finest.”

with Bill Saylor’s work was at

My first encounter
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It was the weirdest thing in the room and I've been a big fan
ever since. One scorchingly hot summer evening, Bill Say-
lor's ghost pops a can of Schlitz, reaches for the remote
(Shark Week), shoots the TV, paints the TV (“Jet Stream

Loser”), throws it out the window and eats it, too.

So, hi, Bill. What do you want to talk about? When were you
born? How long have you been doing this for?
In 1960. How long have | been doing it? | don't fucking know.
30 years?
Did you paint in high school?
| painted somewhat in high school. A lot of drawing, painting,
building, that kind of stuff. | just grew up that way, you know?
Being from a construction family... at school you were either
directed towards a trade or college and | was just good at
building things.
What were you like in high school? A metalhead? Jock?
No, | was an outsider—hockey player.
A hockey player! Where was that? In Canada? Are you from
up north?
It felt like it at the time. It felt like way up north. Just outside
of Philadelphia. It was a big hockey town at that time. The
Philadelphia Flyers had won the cup like three times. Yeah, it
was good. | wasn't really a metalhead. | don't know what the
hell | was. A motorcycle-repair-kind-of-punk-wannabe.
A motorcycle repair guy.
Getting into trouble...
Did you get into a lot of trouble when you were a teenager?
Yeah, actually | had to pay the cops a lot of money before |
left.
You had to pay them off?
| had to pay off restitution for a few things, yes.
For what?
I think one night we went to a country club, my friends and I.
We had this idea to steal all the golf carts. So we hot-wired
them and drove out onto the back nine, and just rolled over
all the flags. It was kind of a drunken night, some people got
caught, and everyone sort of got busted at the end and had
to pay up some money. Typical suburban Philly.
So did you go to college for art?
Yeah, out in California. | first went to Santa Barbara. In the
beginning | was just skating, surfing, figuring out what | was
going to do and one day | decided to start taking classes and
to get into more serious training for art. | studied in Santa
Barbara for a few years and, coming from a small town, |
wanted to see the big city, so | went to Long Beach, Los
Angeles to finish up college. The real education, though, was
going to museums, galleries, just seeing as much as possible.
A couple of trips to Europe...
Yeah, | think that seems to be what works. You need to
actually see the work in the flesh for it to work.
You just go and see all the museums you can. Los Angeles
was good, but New York was still so important back then,
everyone felt like they really had to go there. Probably they

don't feel that way as much anymore.

So when did you come to New York?

It was in 1986, or so. | think it was maybe six months before
Warhol died. Basquiat, those guys were sort of dropping as
soon as | got here. Things were shutting down. Everything
just fucking folded.

Good time to arrive?

Oh yeah, it was just like coming to the closing.

You were just winging it?

| knew | wanted to go to New York and that is how it all
started. There was no plan. | ended up working for Ross
Bleckner for several months, watching his six floor building
which housed his studio and taking care of the dog while he
wasn't there. He was renovating and people were trying to
break in from the scaffolding. That's when | first crossed
paths with Kenny Schachter. There was a bar in the East
Village, | think it was on Second Avenue, called Flamingo
East, and Kenny had an apartment in a big high rise near it.
So that was kind of his drinking haunt, and he got ahold of the
upstairs floors above the bar where he was curating all these
shows. If you met Kenny and would have a conversation and
he'd like you he’'d say, “Why don’t you bring something for
this show that | want to do.” It was really casual.

So, did you meet contemporaries right away, like artists that
you connected with?

Yeah, there was a downtown scene, all the galleries were
closed and people were selling out of their apartments, so it
really was Kenny's choice of finding these empty spaces and
making deals with the landlords and installing shows for a
month or two at the most, really. They were fun.

Is that how you know Brendan Cass?

Yeah. | didn’t know him that well then, but we were in some
shows together. | met people like Eric Oppenheim, Dennis
Oppenheim’s son. He was actually really involved in curating
his own shows, sort of like Kenny. He curated a show, | think
it was called “The Real Thing,” and everyone would agree to
have their studios open at certain times for a week and there
were invitation cards with maps printed on them and people
would follow the maps.

What was your work like back then? Were you mostly
making paintings?

When | was painting and | had the space, ideas for sculpture
would come up, and | would just sort of follow them through.
| did both at the same time. In 1992 | had moved into a meat
locker in the meat market, and there was this huge pile of
stainless steel meat hooks. | ended up making a big tree out
of the meat hooks and a steel tripod with a large metal pole,
and Kenny chose it for this show he was curating down in
Soho called “Unlearning.” | was making paintings with
seaweed. | was taking seaweed, mixing it into glue and
squirting it directly onto stretched canvas, so the paintings
also had a sculptural quality to them. It seemed like there
were a lot more organic materials being used then. At the
time, Marc Quinn was making his self-portrait head out of
his own frozen blood, and Damien Hirst did the cowheads

and flies.
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Was there a connection with Julian
Schnabel, or did | make that up?

Yeah, Julian and Ross Bleckner were
pretty good friends and | got
introduced to him through Ross, when
| ' was living at his space. Ross told me
that | should go work for Julian. So |
would go and help with oddball
projects. We were welding, moving
really big paintings around, gluing
plates. That lasted for years. There was
a series of paintings that were green
tarps with these black marks. Julian
would tie the tarps behind his truck and
drag them on the blacktop roads and
somebody would go out onto the tarp
to weigh it down, pretending to be
surfing, until the black surface of the
road had burned into the green tarp. It
was a lot of fun and Julian was very
generous. He rented the Warhol estate
for years and when Hurricane Bob
came through and destroyed the
outdoor studio, | was asked to go out
there and help rebuild it. | was there for
a while and | had one of the bedrooms
at the estate, and there were people
walking up the beach stealing TVs.
Again, | was watching someone’s
property and | put some artwork that
was out there in my room to protect it.
| had a Picabia, a late Picasso and some
Picasso drawings in the bedroom. And
we surfed a lot. At times, | would surf
with Julian, | was surprised at how
good he was.

You just moved all the art around?

| moved everything into the bedroom
for protection. | lived like a king out
there for about three weeks or so.
Walking the beach, surfing, having
friends out. So those were the kind of
gigs that Julian set me up with there. It
was good money at the time.

I've been thinking about Schnabel.
The painting in your current show at
The Journal Gallery made me think of
him in a kind of different vibe, like
minus the Schnabel bravado or
something—

Exactly, yeah, it could be. | mean, |
always kind of admired how he could
do a series of works and then turn
around and just start something else.

He never had the fear of moving on

and doing different works at the same
time. So that definitely influenced my
work process.

Tell me more about your major
influences.

| was really into Beuys, like The Secret
Block for a Secret Person in lreland.
You know that thick Beuys book with all
those drawings? It's really nice, because
they covered the idea of abstract
painting, they covered the idea of
drawing imagery out of nature, which |
have always included, and that was
someone who | really started with. And
then of course you get into people like
Paul McCarthy who just blows it all
apart, he has a great style, and a great
delivery with drawing, although | think
a lot of people hate those drawings. And
Artaud always made great drawings.
You mentioned Beuys, but the Ger-
mans like, let’s see, Baselitz?

Yeah, | guess so. | mean | can't say that
| really pursued them so much, but |
definitely responded to them.

I'm just looking at this upside-down
turkey.

| think | painted it the other way too and
them spun him upside down. I'm not
sure which way | even started that one,
but yeah, | can see that reference.

No one can ever make an upside-down
painting anymore, he owns it.

Yeah, he does, doesn’t he. Polke was
cool, too. | really love that crazy series
of drawings he did—I think maybe it
was at MoMA or the Whitney—those
really giant paper works. Really cool. |
tend to go with that aggressive delivery
of imagery, whether it's Polke or
Baselitz. | definitely like a faster delivery.
| respond to de Kooning or Pollock, and
the paintings by Americans that had a
certain sensibility of space that | don’t
think the Europeans had. Well, Polke
maybe, because of the way he put the
imagery down.

Yeah.

For the paintings, it's a lot about the
energy, and getting out in the city, that
street graffiti that you see. I've been in
the city for a little over 20 years so it's
just an aesthetic that you're confronted
with all the time. I've never been a

tagger or interested in that sensibility,

but | think it's just more the collective
quality of it all. These massive walls |
see, this delivery of information from all
these different hands, or you know,
thoughts.

Yeah. | mean, | don't like tattoos that
much and | don't really like graffiti for
the same reason. Like, I'd rather look at
an unadorned building than a building
with a bunch of shit all over it—

Sure, yeah.

But yes, something about the way they
handle scale is really interesting.
Recently, I've been attracted to all these
wooden facades that get put up for the
protection of construction sites. All
these posters that get ripped off, and
then someone comes along and there
are just all these failed attempts,
combined together somehow. And
Albert Oehlen would definitely be
someone who represents that in the
nature of his painting. | mean, he's
outside of Baselitz and Polke and all
these guys, even Kippenberger, but he
kind of represents that in a way. He's
just going to keep moving on, and make
this painting work somehow, even
though it has failed so many times, and
he's going to ultimately come through
with something.

And you've done drawings directly on
plywood or on the wall.

| got invited to go out to Yerba Buena
[Center for the Arts] in San Francisco to
cover the walls with drawings. It was a
pretty huge space. | mean, 15-foot
ceilings and maybe 60 feet of wall
space. And you have three days to get
that done. | had a sketchpad, | had a few
images with me, but then | would sit
down and make drawings, and then just
quickly blow them at 10-scale at the top
of a ladder.

Freehand?

Yeah, freehand. There was no other way
at the time. | had no scaffolding, | was
just hanging off a ladder. You know, you
have that fear that you're just going to
fuck something up and it's going to look
horrible. But it makes you focus, and
you're just clear in your delivery at that
moment. It's really rewarding.

Do you try to take everything in? Do

you go to shows and—
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Yeah, | definitely stay on it. | just like the
activity of going and seeing something
unexpected, just seeing good works,
you know? | mean, | enjoy it just as a
spectator. It's that hope that you're
going to make something equal. That
you're going to produce works that
other people enjoy.

Is there any good art being made these
days?

I really liked Sarah [Bramanl's show, the
last one.

That was a breakthrough show | think.
She’s going to be in this issue actually.
Is she?

Yeah, Phil interviewed her.

That'll be good!

Husband and wife team.

| really liked her piece with the cubes
that bisected that trailer cover. The way
she used the transparent plexi and it
looked like it shot straight through that.
And it's funny... one of my favorite
pieces down at the Judd Foundation in
Marfa was this piece that Judd made,
stacked boxes with green plexiglass
centers to all of them. It looked like it was
off of Battlestar Galactica.

I've never been to Marfa, you just did a
residency there.

Yeah, at the Chinati Foundation.

So there’s a lot of Donald Judd’s work
in Marfa, that's permanently installed?
Yeah, there is the Judd Foundation and
the Chinati Foundation, which Judd
started. It has 100 boxes that he had
installed in the ammunition building.
The other buildings around the 350
acres or so have Dan Flavin, and there's
a Claes Oldenburg piece outside, a
giant piece that he made. Roni Horn has
two big copper pieces.

John Wesley.

He has work down there, yeah.

| always thought that was really cool.
That Wesley has an installation there?
Yeah. It's so not like the rest of the
work. In Marfa did you feel like there
were the ghosts of the people that had
been there before?

In the studio?
Yeah.

The most recent one was Rita
Ackermann and her paint was coming
through the wall. They had painted it
over but there were sections that were
coming through. And certainly the floor,
there was paint that hit the ground and
splashed out, it was still all over the
floor. They didn't bother painting the
floors back.

That's strange.

Yeah, | could just see these patterns on
the floor.

You make a lot of drawings.

Hundreds of drawings. A lot of the
imagery is not even thought out at
times. It's a real way of being free,
discovering imagery as | make it, flesh-
ing stuff out, and discovering new
combinations of things.

Do you work from drawings when you
paint? When you approach a blank
canvas do you have any idea what
you're going to do?

Things usually evolve into something
different, you know? And at the end of
it, | want to be surprised when | make a
painting, | don’t want to know what I'm
doing completely. It's more fun to have
created something that way.

Do you find inspiration in your trips out
to Pennsylvania?

| guess just having that time to get out
of the city, and to see things other than
the city, obviously. Yeah, | just like the
release of the city, being able to get out

of it, definitely. And Chinati was cool for

that, getting out to Texas was nice. Just
being dropped in the middle of
nowhere, that isolation. | definitely like
bringing these elements of nature into
the work, these organic forms.

The animals in your work... As far as
your painting goes, there's this really
abstract work and then there are
these paintings where there is more
drawing involved, these reoccurring
characters, like the snake, the cobra,
the shark.

Yeah, the shark images, those | just
collected when traveling, especially in
California—going out there and free-
diving off the beach or scuba diving
when | first got there, interacting with
all the underwater world. When | first
came to California, before | started
college, | got certified in scuba diving by
this ex-Navy SEAL. He was a really cool
guy, but it was pretty intense training.
He would swim up behind you in an
underwater sandstorm and rip your
mask off and your regulator out to make
sure you could get back on track on
your own. So | did a lot of scuba diving,
surfing and free-diving. It was great!
Coming from Philly, the most you see
are muskrats and turkeys, so being
dropped into the ocean like that was
pretty good.

Yeah.

The ocean was like a huge playground.
One day, we were 25 miles off-shore,
and you're supposed to have the
buddy system, you know. We were
diving at 80 feet and | just managed to
get lost. It was like a forest, all the kelp
beds and reefs, and there was a big
sinkhole in the reef, just a cylinder
going straight down. At the bottom of
it there was a shark, it was about as big

as me, not huge, and it seemed very



‘>

sleepy, not trying to kill anything. | swam down and tugged
its tail. It was a tight space, so the only way it could get out
was to do circles around me, you know. | was just amazed
by it. No fear, just a shark swimming in circles, super slow,
so beautiful, until it was over my head and took off. You
don’t experience something like that often, it was a truly
peaceful moment.

And you're painting these things from a loft in Bushwick.
Yeah, you know, the power of memory, or myth, or whatever.
The first work that | saw of yours was actually a painting that
was kind of similar to the Hell’s Angels skull but then the text
was—

The text was subverted—

Yeabh...

Or taken away, with another text on it. In the beginning |
made a painting with the original logo, which didn‘t work
out really.

Because?

Well, I've always liked motorcycles. My family, my uncle and
father rode motorcycles and | had this fascination with that
older outlaw culture—it's probably not outlaw culture today,
really, but | made a painting with a Hell's Angels logo and it
ended up being in a show that Leo Koenig did in Las Vegas.
There were a lot of tradesmen around before the show
opened, like electricians, sheetrock and construction guys, so
the word went out pretty fast that someone had made a
painting with the Hell’s Angels logo. It really was more like a
fun, loose and sloppy oil painting, not a very graphic
rendition. And | think it was only five days into the exhibition
that the gallery got a phone call.

“Hello. This is Sonny Barger—"

No, no. Three or four Hell's Angels came into the space and
confronted the poor girl at the desk. They demanded that the
painting be taken down right then. So she started making
calls to New York to see what she should do and by that time
the president of the New York chapter of the Hell's Angels
started to call my gallery in New York to contact me and
ended up speaking to Leo. Leo used to think he was really
intimidating as a dealer, but this guy, the Hell's Angels
president was so scary and those guys are right down here in
the East Village, much closer than the Las Vegas guys. So
there was no way | could work with that, and it was just sort
of a one-off, maybe | made two paintings like that. The best

thing was the description by the girl at the desk of one of the

guys that came in. Apparently he was 6-foot-something and
had a scar that went completely around the top of his head. |
actually also had drawings in that show, one of which was a
portrait of Sonny Barger.

Was that offensive?

No, they were like, “We actually like the portrait of Sonny
Barger, it's pretty good,” but the other one had to come
down. Later, one of the Hell's Angels guys actually brought
his family to see the rest of the show. | think that was one of
the funnier parts of the story that they actually—

“Hey, you know, | actually like some of the art in here.”
Yeah, “we are going to take in a little culture before we
break your legs.” But | really did like that logo and ended
up wanting to keep something of that painting and move
it forward and make some others. So | started subverting
the text.

So, no problems with the Angels though? You just can’t have
Hell’'s Angels written on the painting?

You just can't have that, it's a copyright infringement. They
are like a big corporation, except they will just come and beat
you up, no lawyers at all.

Is it a liability?

Yeah, | don’t even want to say that | sold one. Under what
circumstances, but, it can't really even go into print.

I don’t know if the Hell’s Angels read the journal.

Do they read the journal?

They need to get their subscription renewed. Let’s see what
we can talk about to unburden you somehow. What's “the
$100 handshake?”

| have this wall of phrases and titles. Next to it it says, “My
dog won't stay.” The titles come before the works sometimes.
Do you ever have a title that you wish you had something
you could put it on?

Yeah, yeah, yeah.

Well, it goes on the wall if there's nothing for it. $100
handshake. Yeah, | don’t know.

A $100 handshake sounds like... | thought of this thing
recently that's “the miserable ending.” It's a massage where
you get punched in the nuts at the end of it.

Oh, yeah.

I think it might go over though. It's like the anticipation is
just killing you the whole time.

I'm sure somewhere out there there are people paying extra

for that right now.
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An idea of Bill Saylor's work might
be gleaned from the title of his 2005
show at the Yerba Buena Art Center
in San Francisco: Kults, Werewolves
and Sarcastic Hippies. The New
York-based artist makes paintings in
which different traditions of art are
blended and mashed. He draws not
only on abstract art but on graffiti,
ads, cartoons, logos, doodling, etc.
In a Saylor painting, swathes and
blobs of Ab-Exlike impasto jostle
for space with monsters, skeletons,

‘>

El titulo de una de sus exhibiciones de
2005 en el Centro de Arte Yerba Buena
en San Francisco nos puede dar una
idea sobre la obra de Bill Saylor: Kults,
Werewolves and Sarcastic Hippies.
Este artista, que reside en Nueva York,
hace pinturas en las que se combinan
y comprimen diferentes tradiciones
artisticas. Se inspira no sélo en el arte
abstracto, sino también en los graffitis,
anuncios, caricaturas, logos, garaba-
tos, etc. En una pintura de Saylor, man-

chas de pintura se debaten el espacio

94

and

leering ectoplasmic shapes,
other types of stock visual stuff to be
seen on (for example) construction-
site fencing and the sides of vintage
hot rods. Saylor uses a diverse array
of techniques to build up his can-
vases, so that no single “style” —or
type of imagery—predominates.
The paintings that result are raucous
and polyglot.

Saylor organized his show at the Ice
Plant as more of an open studio than
a curated exhibition. The big space
inside the Ice Plant was chockablock
with stuff— paintings made with vari-
ous media and in varying states of
completion: piles of drawings; sculp-
ture; furniture; videos; art supplies;
reference materials; refuse; etc. It
was often hard to identify which
of these categories the items on

con monstruos, esqueletos, libidinosas
formas ectoplasmicas y otras formas
usuales para verse en (por ejemplo|
cercas en sitios de construccion y
automoviles de carrera clasicos. Saylor
emplea una amplia variedad de técni-
cas para realizar sus pinturas, y asi
fipo
de imagen. Las obras que resultan son

no predomina un solo “estilo” o

estrepitosas y poliglotas.

Saylor organizé su exhibicion en el
Ice Plant mas bien como un estudio
abierto que como una exhibicion for-
mal. El amplio espacio del Ice Plont
estaba atiborrado de pinturas en
varios medios y en diferentes etapas
de elaboracion, montones de dibujos,
escultura, muebles, videos, materiales
de arte, obras de consulta, desechos,
etc. A menudo resultaba dificil precisar

a cudl de estas categorias pertenecion



view belonged fo, as many of them
seemed to be transitioning from one
state to another.

This in-between zone, where objects
have an ambiguous onfological
status—art or junk?—is Saylor’s
sweet spot. During his stay in Marfa
he spent a lot of time at the dump,
hunting for materials and construct-
ing impromptu outdoor sculptures.
Some of these moved over to the Ice
Plant: a sort of oxygentank figure
made of bamboo, plastic bottles
and beer cans, and the “walker” for
a portable oxygen tank; a century-
plant-like specimen built from an air-
conditioning block, a girder, and the
metal base of a stool; a junk Brancusi
featuring wobbly wooden plinths,
an extended carjack, and a can
of Lone Star beer perched up top.

‘>

los articulos exhibidos, ya que muchos
se encontraban en transicion de un
estado a ofro,

Esta zona intermedia, donde la iden-
tidad ontolégica de los objetos es
ambigua— ;arte o desperdicio? —es
donde Saylor estd en su mero mole.
Durante su estancia en Marfa, Saylor
pasé mucho tiempo en el vertedero
buscando materiales y construyendo
esculturas improvisadas al aire libre.
Algunas de éstas llegaron al Ice Plant:
una figura como un tanque de oxigeno
hecha de bambu, botellas de plastico
y latas de cerveza, y el “andador”
para un tanque de oxigeno portdtil; un
espécimen parecido a un agave hecho
de un aparato de aire acondicionado,
una viga de metal, la base metdlica de
un taburete, un Brancusi destartalado,

un gato mecanico extendido y una lata
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Surrounding these contraptions were
Saylor’s goofy paintings and draw-
ings, many featuring skulls, sharks,
snakes, and squid, often in hats. The
show was a fright, and a caution; it
was exuberant, and stoopid. It was as
though Oscar the Grouch was sprung
from his can and put in charge of set
decoration for the length and breadth
of Sesame Street.

Bill Saylor has been participating
in group exhibitions since the early
1990s. His work has been on view in
galleries and museums in New York,
Tokyo, Miami, Frankfurt, Las Vegas,
Copenhagen, Athens, Los Angeles,
and other cities. He has had several
solo shows at Leo Koenig Inc. in New
York.

de cerveza lone Star por encima de
todo. Alrededor de estas curiosidades
estaban las estrafalarias pinturas y
dibujos, muchos de los cuales represen-
taban calaveras, tiburones, culebras y
calamares, que a menudo vestian som-
brero. La exhibicion fue un susto y una
advertencia, fue exuberante y tonta,
como si Oscar, el monstruo verde, se
hubiera encargado de la decoracion
escénica de toda Plaza Sésamo.

Bill Saylor ha participade en exhibi-
ciones grupales desde principios de
los 1990s. Su obra se puede ver en
galerias y museos de Nueva York,
Tokio, Miami, Frankfurt, Las Vegas,
Copenhague, Atenas, Los Angeles y
otras ciudades. Ha exhibido ademas en

Leo Koenig Inc. en Nueva York.
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'PEANUT GALLERY'

The Journal Gallery

168 North First Street, Williamsburg, Brooklyn
Through Sunday

The snappy young culture quarterly called The Journal maintains a

storefront gallery in Williamsburg with a track record of good shows.

"Peanut Gallery," assembled by the artist Joe Bradley, is the latest. At

least some of the 20 artists tend to migrate between the art world's center and fringes. Mr.
Bradley has caught most of them in their fringier mode.

This is not the case with Rita Ackermann, who shows one of her classic nymphets, or Dike
Blair with his life-size gouache painting of a photo-realist eye. Keith Mayerson's portrait of
Miles Davis is pretty suave; so is Nate Lowman's happy face with shades.

Things turn a little crude with a Dan Colen chewing-gum relief and a swipey Bill Saylor
painting embellished with a torn dollar bill. But messy, in the right hands, can be nice,
even refined. A Michael Williams picture with frosting-thick white paint soiled by dabs of
brown and gray suggests an image of stars in a snowstorm. And although Leif Ritchey's
buttons-and-threads collage is quite a tangle, I like to think of it as cloth coming together
rather than falling apart.

Elena Pankova contributes a crisp Constructivist-style abstraction, but anyone can tell that
deconstruction, or no construction, is the prevailing group trend. It's amazing the variety
you can wrest from thrown-away and falling-apart. Erin Fierst, Otis Houston, Taka
Imamura, Eunice Kim and the redoubtable B. Wurtz give a sense of the range. And the
ever resourceful Artist Unknown -- isn't it time for a retrospective? -- is the mother/father
of them all. HOLLAND COTTER
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New York

John Connelly Presents, through Wed 30

By Time Out editors  Thu Aug 24 2006

Installation view of “Kamp K48” Photograph courtesy John Connelly Presents

Time Out Ratings :

The pocket-sized indie art magazine K48, which artist Scott Hug has published semiregularly since 1999, is also well known
for organizing exuberant group shows. In the latest one (conceived in 2005 for San Francisco’s Yerba Buena Center for the
Arts), 51 artists ponder Boy Scout homoeroticism and the great outdoors, and mankind’s ravaging of the environment.
Much of the work suggests by-products of an arts-and-crafts class—after campers have snacked on hallucinatory
mushrooms. John Rappleye’s fanciful sculpture Faireriewood, with its phallic flowers, belongs in the gay-cruising area of an
enchanted forest. In Suzanne Ackerman’s miniature, scruffy campground scene, Boyskouts of Amerika, a pair of black Ken-
like dolls shed their fur getups for a little cabin hanky-panky. The Hairy Hunchback by Hrafnhildur Arnardottir (a.k.a.
Shoplifter) is a towering silhouette made out of dozens of brown wigs and a cutout face (perfect for goofy photo ops at the
opening).

Things get even more twisted in the gallery’s annex. Ghostly space aliens (ever notice how they show up only in the
boondocks?) painted by Bill Saylor peer down from the walls. Crushed Dr Pepper cans and old issues of Boys’ Life litter the
Astroturf floor. The disorienting sounds of mechanical noise and children singing emit from DVD installations by LoVid and
Grant Worth, and a pitched tent serves as a canvas for Dominic McGill’s raging political slogans accompanied by
illustrations of skulls and hanged priests. This woodsy setting, hardly an oasis, is more like Mother Nature’s funny farm. —
Les Simpson

‘ »  TimeOut New York August 2006



LES IS MORE
by Charlie Finch

Last summer the veteran artist Les Rogers sent me a jpeg
of one of his new paintings from his New Jersey studio. The
minimal image thrilled me, a kind of Wuthering Heights
brown cloud on a cliff, called Large There, which seemed to
be a take on that old vaudeville joke about the white

Les Rogers picture that is really a polar bear in a blizzard.
Large There
2009

Leo Koenig Inc.

My heart anticipated a whole gallery full of such minimal
pieces at Rogers’ new show at Leo Koenig, but I should
have known that each painting is a new adventure for Les
and not the repetition of a style. Quite unexpected, also, is
the improbability that this modest, veteran painter has
become an overnight celebrity, dating a famous gossip
columnist and selling his new work to Elton John. Rogers'
new show is mixed, as any show in the arrested Boyland
that is the Koenig program (except for the ladies Nicole
Eisenman and Wendy White) must be, but when Rogers is
good, he is truly excellent.

The best painting in the show is Matisse-like pair of naked
breasts encircling a vase of irises and another great
painting appears to be a bodega falling apart as if
descending a staircase. The beach blanket nudes featured
on the invitation are a tad too derivative of Tom
Wesselmann: this is always the dance with Rogers, who

Les Rogers

Be Still whimsically wears his influences all over his smock. Large
2009 Bear is indicative that this painter is best when he
Leo Koenig Inc. subtracts from his drawing practice and lets the color come

forward, however damp.

Another Koenig painter, by the way, the expressionist Bill
Saylor, has curated a grand show, concurrently, in the
Koenig project space (which used to be the Buia Gallery).
There is a killer A.R. Penck in this set from 1982, called T-
2, a huge white on black study of the zodiac. Also featured
is a hilarious portrait head of dealer Koenig, done in 2008,
by Julian Schnabel, in which Leo resembles a befuddled
knight of the Middle Ages covered in muck. This is simply
one of Schnabel's all-time best.

Les Rogers, "Last House," Jan. 8-Feb. 20, 2010, at Leo
Koenig Inc., 545 West 23rd Street, New York, N.Y. 10011.

CHARLIE FINCH is co-author of Most Art Sucks: Five

Les Rogers Years of Coagula (Smart Art Press).

Becoming Home
2010
Leo Koenig Inc.

Julian Schnabel
Portrait of Leo

2007

"In There, Out Here"
curated by Bill Saylor
Leo Koenig Inc.
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