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A handful of pamtings in New York museums s scant guarantee that
the name Judit Regl will ring a bell here in the United States; her status
15 hikely different in France, where her long career began in 1950 fol-
lowing a harrowing escape trom her native Hungary in the wake of its
absorption into the Sovier Bloc,

Having reached France, Reigl was drawn to the ossified circle of
Andre Breton, briefly raking on and as quickly throwing off an illus-
trative mode recalling that of Victor Brauner and Max Walter Svanberg
(rather dim Surrealist luminaries for whom Breton was then tub-
thumping), but remaining faithful to the auromatisms that mark
Breton's important theoretical contributions to Surrealism. Of these,
I'ecriture antomatiquee would come to play a preponderant role in both
her painting and her drawing.

The present exhibition ar Ubu Gallery contaims only Rewgl's auto-
maric works, many of them scrolls she placed upon the floor and deftly
worked with ink-saturated sponges. Whether from the 19505, *60s, or
last year, these were all made the same way: Undiluted china ink applied
with a narural sponge to paper, which was always laid our ar the full
length of the studio, pulled from a large roll.

Another type of Reigl's automatic-writing-as-drawing, represented
by the series *Ecriture d'apres musigue” (Writing After Music),
1965-66, comprises tiny vanant scripts generated by the effect of the
sound upon the artst’s hand. One such drawing bears the inscripnion
VARESE; another, NEGRO sPiRITUAL, though specific sources are rarely
indicared. This scriptlike aspect of her work recalls thar of Brion Gysin
and Henrit Michaux, linking Reigl to the French adoption of a made
particularly associated with the Beats, who, at the turn of the 19605,
enjoyed considerable vogue in Paris,

Later, Reigl's gift for an elegant coloristic abstraction Hourished,
at times msinuating a written-upon page. Two series of generally
bicolored helds, “Untolding,” 1973=80, and “Untolding Continued,”
1980-835, suggest a structure of lines upon which relegraphic abstract
shapes become, in a certain sense, sequences of small, illegible words.
Four such large, refined abstractions are included here. (To be sure,
there are also moments of resurgent Aiguration i the Reigl corpus, dark
paintings of the male nude in the manner of Marisse at his most silhou-
etting—think La Musique [Music|, 1910—though work of this type
does not appear in the Ubu show.)

But of whatever type her art may be, here, Reigl's drawings are given
pride of place. Deeply marked by Asian calligraphy, they embody a
desire to keep the gesture as fresh and tree of an admomshing superego.
Hence, she executes them very rapidly—automatically but astutely—as
jets of pure id, but utterly aesthetic for all that. In this regard, Reigl falls
squarely within the purview of the so-called Tachiste painting rypical

of French postwar abstraction. This is both high accomplishment—
think Gerard Schneider, Jean Degottex, and Georges Mathien (who,
among the Tachistes, made the grearest impression upon her)—and a
hindrance; in the United States, a near-chauvinist preference for New
York-grown, supposedly more raw gestural abstraction has rendered
the parallel French strain shibboleth.

The Frenchness of Reigls abstraction (nor to mennon the inherent
sexism of the postwar art world of whatever nanion) conspired to keep
Reigl a secrer (at least in this country), one that this exhibirion is help-
ing to dispel. A fascinating catalogue essay—though it is perhaps a tad
mythologizing—by Janos Gar, a scholar and Reigl's New York dealer,
accompanies this informanive event. (The show 1s mounted in collabo-
ration with Gart's gallery and coincides with the presentation of three
new site-specific works by Reigl at New York’s Rooster Gallery).
Whether the awareness the shows brings will ultimately last is one
matter—but to have credibly inserted Reigl as a real player in postwar
French abstraction is, in itself, a considerable achievement.

—Robert Pincus-Witten

E. V. Day
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Last summer, E, V. Day spent three months as an arust in residence at
Monet’s garden in Giverny, France, with the charge that she find inspi-
ration in the floral idyll being the only condition of her stay. The hifty
works thart visit yielded, fifteen of which comprised this show, began as
horticultural residua. Day trailed Giverny's gardeners on their pruning
rounds and selected the most striking of the clipped botamicals, which
she then pressed in a microwave, scanned digitally, and printed, magni
fied to eighteen nimes their original size, on photo paper. Color has not
been manipulated, but form has: Half of each image was mirrored,
rendering the individual flowers bilaterally symmetnic, their pistils and
stamens forming a vertical axis ringed by pertals of brilhant, almost
lurid, oranges, pinks, and purples.

On first look, this project seems a shift for Day, and not only tor nts
transition from the three-dimensionality of her sculptural practice to
the emphatic depthlessness of the digital print, Feminine archetype
though it 1s, the flower as a theme feels somewhat tame stacked up
against previous endeavors that considered gender precinets via Barbie
dolls, fishnet stockings, and thong underwear. Her claims for it are
in turn more modest; whereas she said in 2006 that her art transtorms
“a sexual or feminized trope into a statement of power and indepen-
dence,” her description of the aim here sounds straightforward and,
in its evocation of the Impressiomst enterprise, nearly quaint: “l cre
ated these images to transcribe the intimate sensation of being alone
in the drama of Monet's garden when it's in full-bloom.”™ Yer while
the artist succeeds on this count—the large prints, nghtly hung in a
small gallery, etfect chromatic envelopment—the work has greater
stakes than she lets on, and consequences that take up and extend
carlier concerns.

The upshot of Day’s process is the denaturalization of her natural
source material. [t's hard ro believe thar these colors haven’t been
trumped up digitally; the supersarurated hues look artificial, even ste
roidal. Water Lily, 2010-11, makes a hallucinatory violer mandala of
Monet’s perennial (an unwitting reminder thar the paintings he pro-
duced toward the end of his four decades i Giverny unhinged mark
from referent to a degree that verged on abstraction). And while the
splayed buds have an under-glass specimen quality, and one could prob-
ably learn all one needs to know about pollination from their blown-up
reproductive organs (squashed bugs even linger in a few), Day’s medium




