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Nerman presents ‘Aberrant Abstraction,’ a group show that somehow comforts

December 5, 2009

By Alice Thorson


	




	Cordy Ryman’s “Green Wave” (2007) ripples across a gallery wall in the “Aberrant Abstraction” exhibition at the Nerman Museum of Contemporary Art. 


Aberrant Abstraction,” an exhibit of works by four New York artists at the Nerman Museum of Contemporary Art, features eye-popping color, tactile immediacy and funky materials ranging from glitter and spray paint to bed pillows and black velvet jewel boxes.

There was a time when work like this would have been shocking. Today, it’s oddly comforting.

Echoing current consumer trends, the aesthetic of Keltie Ferris, Chris Martin, Cordy Ryman and Agathe Snow is not vested in the shiny new, but in creative recycling and do-it-yourself.

Their artworks — peppered with thrift-store castoffs, the neon orange of traffic cones and workers’ vests, graffiti-style bursts of spray paint and configurations of construction site lumber — have a decidedly urban feel.

At a time when so many of our interactions are mediated by a lighted screen, it is exhilarating to encounter objects that bear evidence of human contact and human touch.

Another shared touchstone is geometric abstraction, liberated from the canon of straight edges and perfect forms.

“I don’t want that perfection,” Ryman has said.

The artist’s hand is acutely apparent in his constructions made from painted lumber, including the spectacular “Green Wave,” a rippling “fence” of 2 by 4s propped against the gallery wall.

Ryman has banded the fronts of the 2 by 4s with four shades of green and painted the wall-facing sides with bright pink. Their reflections create a shadowy stripe painting that adds to the work’s rhythm and dimension.

Ryman laced one corner of the gallery with short lengths of lumber, each painted half pink. Resembling a giant zipper, the wood bars travel floor to ceiling and yield a pattern of chevron shadows on the wall. 

A triangle of partly painted wood blocks, stacked to yield a zigzag hypotenuse, edges one doorway, endowing it with enigmatic ceremonial flair

Ryman, son of exalted New York abstractionist Robert Ryman, has compared his work to “a never-ending play, dance or game.”

Fundamentally, it speaks to the joy and satisfaction of building things, in contrast to an American economy that has shifted to the intangibles of service and information.

With their pop culture references and street-wise materials, their casual borrowings from geometric abstraction and abhorrence of painterly purism, the paintings cue what’s to come in the rest of the show, whose “aberrance,” as it turns out, is a healthy deviance from norms of artificiality and estrangement. 

