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Donald Lipski's The Cauldron,
Jane Wilson

The Parrish Art

Muscum, Southamplon

The Coauldron, o Seussian installa-
tion of immense proportion and pur-
port by prominent Bridgehampton
sculplor Donald Lipski, eould nal have
ki 8 more Umeely arival on the bar-
geoning Hamptons art scene. Like the
hrouhaha seeltering around us on this
first hot week, Lipski's rape of the rool
squeczes the essence from what are
already-charred remadins,

Two large trees burned to a near
crisp In last summer's Westhamplon
bloze are hung hortzontally, their rosls
Beonand ened o emd in o huge while
pasticenne s of [rvly opions gin
Intrusbee hardware and plastie IV (ub.
gt perestloee oo comlinnens dlripgegse of
copdensation into the bBasin below.
Lemons Mot in this giant couldron, in
o Erreverent allempd al puriflcation (or
slill-life im motion). Paneled with Re-
naissance-repro bas reliefs from the
museum's own collection. the effect,
combined with the pure white shroud
[or whint one can only speculate o e
slill lving roots) has a sacramental and
snerilegious dicholomy that brings o
=sanile 1o atheisl and angelican alike.

There 15 a brilliant social narrative
running through the tubing of Lipski's
giant wegomatic: (raught with litdle
plimpses into various echelons of prob-
ability. Each of the high-tech machines
— donated by indusiny giants such as
Wi der Graall Ine.. Flowdata foe,, Odl
Shimmners Ine,, Alla Laval Pumps Ine.
Callran (sounds a bit demanie?], Inter-
pational Ine., and Fluid Melering Ine.
— whirring and hissing away, seems
gomewhat pathelic in relation (o the
glory of Mother Nature — even in her
demise. The bright green Nuid of trans-
formatlon chortles aboul in vacwous
bursis of painstaking irregularity —
sunviving each machinated incarnation.
wivid and uncannily verdani as ever

If there i3 a perfect color for magic,
then Donald Lipski has captured it in
his small vat of Muorescent, candy pink
= the hard-woan essence of being, eked
in precious quantity from the elaborate
conatructions we bulld as our Hves. A
much larger container fMlanks the op-
posite wall, gurgling with a sickly, mus-
tard-vellow excrement in all-too-plen-
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the wall, a hermetically-sealed jar of
carrels dangles in symbaolic motivation.
I wonder what happens when thoy Lurm
the machines off?

Also at the Parrish are the atmo-
spherie emanations in oll on canvas by
rendwned artist Jane Wilson, Thought-
Melly curated by Klons Herless [who
many will remember for the mast re-
ceni and always conbroversiol Whitney
Biennlal] “Jane Wilson Paintings: 19285
« 1995, reveals the artist's depth and
ability Lo create a mood based in the
viecabulary of landseape elements. Even
when her colors extend o the fanias-
tie, the overall effect is sUll guite be-
lievakly realistic in its parity and splril
of o mood evolled by o rising slorm or &
clomrangs sky,

—Danicl Mailla,
Private Palntings: 1976 - 1996,

RVS Gallery, Southampton

Best known for the extraordinarily-
rendered poriralis that grace the cov-
era of the world's leading publications
= most recenily Colin Powell en the
cover ol Time — Dantel Mallia's seldom-
seen privale palntings are a unigue
echronolomy of the development of
master driltsman intoa true artist. His
mosl recent worka, a series of eerie.
mystical paintings are a powerful, in-
sightful, and eriginal view on the im-
pending devasiation loed by the cur-
rent denizens of our planet. The rav-
ages of time are a prevalent theme
throughout his paintings, first on o
mare personal level, and then on a gle-
bl orve, as the billowing flames engull-
ing o doomsdny cleck on each ecanviag
supgrest.

In his larpe odl Hollywsooed, Maflla
presents uswith the quintessential cel-
lulold goddess. helplessly clinging 1o
her moments of glory, while time creeps
mercilessly forward, A Bricf Histony of
Pairtting is anything but, there arg lay-
era and layers of magnifellcent tromps
I'odell effects, fraught with innuendo
that ranges from sublime suldlety Lo
quirky clichés. such as a glant needle
plercing the entire canvas — “a stilch
in time . . " Bul as a eritie, the most
amusing message herein revolves
arcund Maffia's skilled rendering of o
gruesome Velasques dwarf, aliding sulb-
terfuge into a huge tome, while a Nam-
ing typewriter, rendered in amazing
detall, threatens to crash and burn it
all. Wever were there 50 many compel-

limg artistic inducements (o inking o £




