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Faces in Dlsgulse

And Metar

By Karin Lipson

LONELY ANGRY, mm self- -

mocking, edgy, enging —
the faces stare at us, draw us into a
dialogue. Because they are portraits,
the 33 works now in Hofstra Universi-
ty’s Emily Lowe Gallery have an im-
mediacy that’s peculiar to the genre.
And because they're self-portraits,
they raise some interesting questions
about the life of an artist, as well as
about the human condition in general.

“Self-Portraits: The Message, the
Material” has come to Hofstra via
Skidmore College in Saratoga

Springs, where it was organized.
Along the way there have been a few
additions and deletions, the most nota-
ble of which is the elimination of the
well-known Lucas Samaras and the
Soviet emigre duo Komar and Mela-
mid. (Unfortunately, the show’s sub-
title, which reads like an unconscious
parody of a college essay, has arrived
intact.) .

While this is not the only, or neces-
sarily the best, exhibition of its sort to
have appeared on Long Island in re-
cent years — a 1985 show of self-por-
traits at the East Hampton Center for

Contemporary Art, for instance, was:

unusually compelllng in its psycho-
logical perceptions — the Hofstra ex-
hibition has a good deal to recommend
it. A variety of mediums, including
paintings, prints, photographs, draw-
ings, masks, sculpture and a video-
tape, have been included. And the
work can be thought-provoking and
disturbing.

A surprising number of the pieces

emphasize the themes of disguise and -

metamorphosis. (Is this a comment on
how the artist survives in society, or is
it a reflection of more universal fanta-
sies? The viewer can decide for him-
self) In a painting by Charles Par-
ness, the artist is removing (or putting
on) a wolf mask — by the light of the
moon, no less. Look at Parness’ sly,
grinning face — it seems a lot more
dangerous than the stiff, lifeless, ani-
mal mask. We know who the real wild
creature is here. The artist-as-crea-

hmidebi.' ead and beads .

VB8 ov:‘em" am ‘ph

I #indy’ 1an’s large otograph

fe‘ftﬂres 16 aftist disguisc- “. pseu-
Arabic garb,dooking like across be-

'een Rudolph Valentino and a street
urchin. And Chuck Close’s portrait as
“mug shot,” using 'his characteristic
grid work on nubby handmade paper,
disintegrates visually into its multiple
eomponent squares as we approach it
—'another kind of disguise that hides
thﬁ artist’s true 1dinhbtg

Mm‘om, as might expected, are
also'a recurrent motif. In some works,

 the artist looks through a mirror, and

we see only that reflection; on the oth-
er hand, in Joan Semmel’s “Self-Por-
trait on Couch " the painter herself is
shown in a large, frontal view, while
an enigmatic naked male torso ap-
pears in a mirror in the background.

The most searing work by far is
Hannah Wilke's duet of photographs
of herself and her mother, both shown
nude from the waist up. The elder
woman, brutally scarred by a mastec-
tomy, turns her face away from the
camera; her daughter, who has placed
several small metal objects over her
own chest in imitation of her mother’s
wounds, regards us challengingly,
daring us to look again at both sets of
stigmata. It’s a painful, angry work, at
once repugnant and poignant.



