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For anyone who has come across the name Jean Follett, you
can see two wall pieces by her in this exhibition, one of which is
0 a little-known collection in Athens; Greece. Follett, who stud-
:od with Hans Hoffman, began applying layers of paint to found
objects placed in & shallow bhox, to which she added more objects.

They are shadow boxes but they are not. They don’t look like any-
olse. They are hybrid works, but that term does not touch ,,
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Forty years ago,
review of the painter David Budd that appeared 1n New York Mag-
azine (March 7, 1977). Here is the kicker line from that review:

m.oBm lost their way. Where are Jean Follett and Fe-
lix Pasilis? A few died before their time (Gabe Kohn,
Most have persevered,

Sam Goodman, Gandy Brodie).
however, in lives of not quite quiet desperation. They
teach a bit, exhibit now and then, while slowly piec-

ing together the historical puzzle that was scattered
so brusquely about fifteen years ago, when it seemed,

as if on a Monday, they were respected members of a
cultural milieu and then, the next Friday, practically

the whole art Establishment crossed the street to avoid
having to say hello.
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There are abstract

is, Hale Woodruff, and Ed
the 1960s is one of exclusion. That this exclusion began during the

Civil Rights Movement does not speak well of the art world. The
other thing that struck me is the wide assortment of work. There
is no hierarchy between figurative and abstract paintings, nor are

there distinctions about materials or processes.
The thickly painted Heaven and Earth (1960) by Alfred Jensen

is diagonally opposite the thinly painted Ada Ada (1959) by Alex
Katz. The former is filled with arcane symbols, while the latter
depicts the artist’s wife twice, wearing a plain blue dress and
matching blue shoes. While Hess never Says what led up to the
mwm change in 1962, one cause seems to have been the advent of
hierarchical thinking and the other is the growing importance of
the collector class. You also have Donald Judd separating painting
from the rectangle in his essay “Specific Objects” (1965) as well as
reframing the avant-garde phrase of “make it new” to “you cannot
do it again.”

While Judd’s theories might have influenced the thinking and
actions of a lot of people, that does not mean he is right: it means
that he has a forceful viewpoint powerfully expressed in unequiv-
ocal terms. But you can also find the paintings of John Wesley at
the Judd Foundation in Marfa, Texas, and so maybe he was not as

much of an ideologue as some people want to believe and take com-
fort in because looking is easier when you know what to look at.
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ortraits of O’Hara done by Larry

paintings by the Black artists Norman Lew-
Clark, which tell us that the legacy of
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Then there is Clement Greenberg’s snobbish term “Tenth Stre
Touch.” which dismissed a lot of artists, including many who giq
not use a loaded brush or paint the figure. There is the much-ha.
Ivhooed claim that art had to be objective, abstract, pure, and even
universal—all of which are questionable standards. I think col-

lectors also had something to do with what happened. Whatever
the collectors Robert and Ethel Scull did for the art world, they
were self-serving narcissists, as Andy Warhol’s portrait Ethel Scull
36 Times (1963) demonstrates. And, of course, theres commerce,
from rising rents to the escalating prices of what looks good on
a big, immaculate wall—the “post-easel” picture. These forces to-

gether helped produce the perfect storm. In some sense, the art
world turned from a place of community to a place of authority.
By bringing us back to the decade before the “art establishment’
decided what were the true, quantifiable markers of progress. In-
venting Downtown reminds us that what we have now was not
always the way it was. There are so many things to see and dis-
cover—from photographs of interactive paintings by Yoko Ono (o0

George Sugarman’s Four Forms in Walnut from 1959 (yes. you can
carve wood and not be old-fashioned), to a strange and interest-
ing Self-Portrait in Fur Jacket (1959) by Marcia Marcus (what hap-
pened to her?), to a group of gritty drawings by Emilio Cruz, Red
Grooms, and Bob Thompson. Check out the work of Boris Lurie.
who was in a concentration camp (1941-45), and then read about
him and Sam Goodman and the NO! art movement in The Qutlaw
Bible of American Art (2015), edited by Alan Kaufman. This ex-
hibition brings back a lot of what has been forgotten, overlooked,
and thrown under the bus—no doubt with joy. It might not all be
good, but to quote another statement that Judd made in “Specific

Objects™ A work needs only to be interesting. By that standard.
everything you see in this exhibition needed to be included.
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