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Brigitte Nahon, “New Work"
Cristinerose Gallery, through Sat 4
[sea Chelsaa).

n the art world, theories pass with the
I repularityof seasons, but itseemslike

Indian Summer for the concept of
“floaw,” I've been drowming in metaphors
for liquids for months now; whenever [
reach for g critical life preserver, gallery
press relegses oss me words ke o
frivedgge—that all-purpose werm for or-
gamicstructure that’s asslippery as the
quickaalver predator m -2 OF course,
the use of such metaphors doesn't stap
at the art worlds door; e-purmabsts
evirywhire arespinminge borus phrases
like “mformation mbutaries,” as if we
were all geeky hydrologists doing im-
pact studieson Hoover Dam,

That=aid, it might beeagy toconesder
Brigitte Mahon's atalklike sculptures
madeal long, flowing aircraft cablezaz
simply theright actat the cight tmme, Bt
gince these works from her “Hain Forest”
series are =0 arrestingly static amd
serenely monumendal, T think they'll
hold up long after foday’s watery frend
finally ebbs

Mahoninvestseachof herstatesgue
tumbles of cotled metal with a labar-ine
tensive sense of warmth—embedding
tiny Mlexiglas beads at rhythmic inter-
valg, for inetance, or allowing the ooz

siomal whiplike strand founravel at the
tip like a gorgeous willow free with
ease of split ends, (Traces of Nahon's
hand are abundantly evident, 2 rarity
among aristswho work with materials
that fave a maching wooled finish) All
five piecez in the main room efand at
about zeven feet, which is somewhat fit-
ting gaven e trees sugeested by these-
ries’ ttle. Butif vou're willing to make
the imaginative leap, these tubular
trunks begin to resemble magnified
fiber-opiic cables. You could also say
that Mahon lets frayed wires tumble to
the fioor like pleaming chrome dread-
locks. Sure, | may be reaching, but my
fervid descriptions are merely the flip
side of viewers' hushed expressions
upon entering e galbery—=Daerd !
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