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Katie Armstrong: Dark Spring 
BravinLee  
526 W. 26th St., (212) 462-4404  
Through April 26

Charm is hard to achieve in art, especially intentionally. It's an either/or thing, too: It 
either works or it doesn't. Add to these obstacles the fact that the young creator of 
the works under consideration (two brief videos: "Interlude" and "Show Me Where It 
Hurts")—Katie Armstrong (b. 1988)—tries to combine wan, self-conscious, single-girl 

A still from Katie Armstrong’s ‘Show Me Where it Hurts’ (2014), showing at BravinLee through April 26. 
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autobiography and sophisticated computer technology (she made the works partly at 
Axel Springer's Plug and Play Accelerator workshop in Berlin), and the odds against 
her stack up.

Ms. Armstrong, however, pulls off the feat—wistfully, soulfully, brilliantly. Like many 
works of art that appear effortlessly fluid, "Interlude" (a 51/2--minute compendium of 
such simple visual vignettes as a breast-stroking swimmer seen from above and a 
joint burning down) is the product of intense and prolonged labor. Ms. Armstrong 
hand-draws every frame, first in pencil, then in almost Emil Nolde-quality ink and 
wash. She scans everything into a computer, on which she edits the final sequence 
and adds the minimal-but-musical soundtrack. The result is a poignant slice of (one 
presumes) Ms. Armstrong's life that I could watch over and over again, even while 
seated on a cold concrete gallery floor. For context, earlier pieces almost as good as 
"Interlude" can be viewed on Ms. Armstrong's website, http://katiearmstrong.com/
beautifulday.shtml. One of them even overcomes the title, "I Thought of Frida Kahlo."

Joanne Greenbaum 
Rachel Uffner 
170 Suffolk St., (212) 274-0064  
Through April 20

Michele Grabner, one of the curators 
of the current Whitney Biennial, 
recently said of Joanne Greenbaum 
(b. 1953): "I would have included 
[her] in the Whitney Biennial if I was 
given more than one floor of the 
Breuer Building."

Is that a compliment? Given the 
generally tepid critical response to 
the exhibition, the show could have 
well used a bit of Ms. Greenbaum's 
painterly pizzazz. She should have 
made the cut.

Her current solo gallery exhibition 
consists of eight large, abstract 
paintings, 90 inches by 80 inches 
each, about half of them anchored in 
cruciform compositions (she's not as 
raucous a painter as 

some of her fans think), all of them vigorous combinations of wet (acrylic and Flashe 
vinyl-based paint) and dry (colored pencil, oil crayons) mediums, and everything in 
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bright, contrasting colors: violets, blue-greens, acid yellows, reds and, oh yes, black. 
They're punchy in the extreme, 

and one's initial view of the show—just entering the gallery box from a corridor from 
the street—is about as startlingly pleasant as anything available in the art world right 
now.

Ms. Greenbaum's paintings do look, however, a little less attractive from close up. 
The problem is that the scratchy desiccation of the pencil and crayon—in spite of its 
swirling, energetic application—needs a buffer between it and the liquidity of the 
paint. But it's a small problem. These big pictures are just what painting needs at the 
moment.

Brad Kahlamer: Fort Gotham Girls + Boys Club 
Jack Shainman  
513 W. 20th St., (212) 645-1701  
Through April 26

Brad Kahlhamer (b. 1956) has lived quite a life. He's an American Indian from 
Tucson, Ariz., who was adopted by a German-American family and has lived much of 
his life here on the Lower East Side. A musician who played at the legendary CBGB 
club, he's also an artist—formerly in the stable of the equally legendary Deitch 
Projects gallery—whose efforts range through painting, drawing, sculpture, 
installation and performance.

Mr. Kahlhamer's deftly expressionist art understandably comprises a plethora of 
subjects, from Indian imagery (including decorative motifs lifted from totems), to the 
vagaries of gritty New York, to the intersection of American consumer culture and 
Indian life, e.g., Lakota Thrift Store (there's one in North Eagle Butte, S.D.). His work 
also employs just about every stylistic device under the contemporary sun: graffiti 
skeins, delicate ink lines, paint stains, wire arabesques and found objects. 
Unsurprisingly, Mr. Kahlhamer's art is remindful-in-combination of any number of 
other artists, including Francis Bacon, Marlene Dumas and Ralph Steadman.

This is a daunting, almost manic exhibition that, for all its appearance of reckless 
passion, looks like it wants to say more, to have more of a political point of view, than 
it actually does. In short, it's social comment without quite enough comment.

Mr. Plagens is an artist and writer in New York.


