Pointing the
finger of blame at
others since 1949

It’s not me, it’s you
Buck Ellison Blind Detectives Family Fantasies

Richard Bosman
by Brad Phillips

Is this what it feels like to be an artist?
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above Barnett Newman Studio, 2010–11, oil on canvas, 198 × 122 cm
facing page The Blind Detective on Thin Ice, 2012, oil on canvas, 97 × 56 cm
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DB Cooper’s Gamble, 2019, oil on canvas, 142 × 91 cm
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Bad Kitty, 2019, woodcut, 60 × 43 cm
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Knife, 2015, oil on canvas, 74 × 48 cm
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Oven Fire, 2017, monoprint, 47 × 36 cm
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I’m Canadian. Like all Canadians I was raised on American entertainIn an email exchange, Bosman cited noir films and the works of
ment media. I watched American news. I watched American television. Joseph Conrad as further inspiration. Early on, he introduced into his
I watched American movies. American media both entertained and paintings a character called The Blind Detective, who is literally that:
educated me, showed me what the world was and how to live within it. a gumshoe in a trench coat, replete with dark glasses, a cane and a
America, in many ways, is my very favourite movie. It’s a multi- pistol, attempting, somewhat haplessly, to solve crimes he’s clearly
genre epic, with a particular talent for depicting action, comedy, ill-equipped to investigate. In The Stabbing of The Blind Detective (1981),
Bosman’s hero points his gun at a handcuffed, blindfolded woman,
romance and horror.
When I first encountered Richard Bosman’s work, it seemed unaware he’s about to be knifed in the back by a sinister hand
as if I’d found an artist whose paintings were the storyboard for intruding on the leftward edge of the canvas. In The Blind Detective in
this most incredible of films; someone who understood just how the Hall of Mirrors (2012), the protagonist, pistol and cane at the ready,
noir America is, with its historical cast of sleazy characters, cynical is confronted by seven reflections of himself, none of which he can
scenarios and emphasis on personal over communal prosperity. Or see, ostensibly trying to catch a criminal he’s simply outmatched by.
at least that’s how some psychogeographic component of Canada, In The Blind Detective on Thin Ice (2012), the same figure walks across a
crippled by both an inferiority and superifrozen pond, directly towards a sign cauBosman paints many subjects,
ority complex, characterises our southern
tioning him to cease walking, which he of
course cannot see. Beyond being beautineighbours, whom we’re both fascinated
many scenes and many moods,
by and judgemental of.
fully painted – Bosman’s seemingly casual,
but those that seem absent from
expressive brushwork belies a deep aptiMany immigrants to North America
learn English by watching soap operas. Soap his body of work are peace of mind, tude for realism – these paintings are funny
while also being poignant and sad.
operas compress language into its most funserenity, safety and relaxation
damental, juicy elements, by using meloOver the course of his career Bosman
drama to tell personal and dynastic stories. When learning a new would move from a faux-naive style into a more loosely rendered,
language, words related to survival are the ones you must grasp first; realist figuration. His themes, in turn, migrated away from crime (or
words like danger, love, help, fire, police and emergency; all components of piled further hardships on top of crime) but not from calamity and
disaster. One series of paintings presents the interior of a car, the
a noir, melodramatic vocabulary.
Bosman was born in 1944, in Chennai, India, was raised in Egypt rearview mirror the central point of the image, often showing the
and Australia, and settled in the United States in 1969. This informa- driver holding a gun, or engaged in other crime-related or life-andtion, when I received it, was instructive, and makes further sense after death scenarios. This sort of perspective is only ever seen elsewhere
you learn that much of Bosman’s early work was inspired by, and based in film, and film motifs have indeed become increasingly apparent in
on appropriated images from, Hong Kong comic books from New Bosman’s work.
York’s Chinatown: detective stories, and tales of the fictional Judge Dee,
Over the last two decades, not only film but the sea disasters of
a magistrate from the Tang Dynasty. In this way Bosman is operating Conrad’s stories, and notions of man versus nature (and domesticity),
within a Möbius strip of translation and language acquisition by way of have also increasingly informed his paintings and prints. A sampling
motifs and types imbued with drama, action and romance. It reminded of the range: DB Cooper’s Gamble (2019) depicts the famed skyjacking
me of how my Chinese doctor in Vancouver learned English by watching bank robber plummeting through the sky, away from the plane he’s
the classic American soap opera As the World Turns (1956–2010).
just leapt from. Knife (2015) is a beautifully composed, somewhat

The Blind Detective in the Hall of Mirrors, 2012,
oil on canvas, 66 × 97 cm
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Taishō-era-Japanese-print painting of the central third of a man in a
business suit, grasping a bloody knife in his right hand. Bad Kitty (2019)
is a woodcut print of a woman’s hands, holding aloft a black cat whose
paws are dripping with blood. Dryer Fire (2017) is a monotype of a frightening domestic scene, wherein a clothes dryer has burst into flames.
Similarly in Oven Fire of that same year, an oven is engulfed in flames.
Bosman, as the tabulation above might suggest, paints many
subjects, many scenes and many moods, but those that seem absent
from his body of work are peace of mind, serenity, safety and relaxation. In this way, informed perhaps by the fact that I myself make
and exhibit paintings, I’ve come to view his work as all related to the
life of the artist. People cling to boats in rough water; figures grasp at
branches on the sides of cliffs; they, like The Blind Detective, stumble
around in a world of confusion, searching for meaning and safety.
The life of the artist is a turbulent one, beset with danger and instability. The human battle to conquer, or survive, the elements is not
dissimilar to the artist’s battle to conquer, or survive, an encounter
with a blank canvas. Bosman has made multiple paintings of people
climbing out of crashed cars in snowstorms, and while it may seem
melodramatic, there’s a certain relatability there; artmaking can sometimes feel like trying to make sense of, and recover from, an unexpected
disaster. By using these melodramatic motifs and campy portrayals
of life lived on the margins, he is, in a way, just painting the biography
of a working artist.
This connection in turn is made clear, and beautiful, by the
selection of works in Bosman’s summer show at New York’s Nicelle
Beauchene Gallery, guest-curated by Matthew Higgs, the longstanding director of White Columns. Spanning the years 2009 to
2016, the 19 paintings in the exhibition are explicitly all about other
artists: depictions of their studios, their living quarters and their
‘doors’; paintings of doors named after artists, standard doors seen
in homes that look as if they’ve been painted by the artists whose
names are attached to them in the titles. So Yves Klein Door (2016)
is door-sized (183 × 81 cm) and depicts exactingly the handprints,
breast- and belly marks familiar from Klein’s famous Anthropometry
(1958–62) paintings. Piet Mondrian Door (2016) is angular and austere,

while Basquiat Door (2016) replicates the telltale crossed-out text and
scrawled bright colours of the artist’s paintings. The paintings are at
once great trompe l’oeils, homage and a beautiful way for an artist
to experience what it may have been like to work like an artist whose
work they admire.
What painter doesn’t want, at some point, to try making a Barnett
Newman painting? Bosman permits himself to do so in Barnett Newman
Studio (2010–11). The left side of the slim vertical painting depicts a
fan, stool and telephone in the artist’s studio; the right depicts a
zip painting in progress. Rothko’s Studio (2011) is an almost photoreal
painting of a ladder and the putative back of a Rothko painting (the
back of a painting being a somewhat mystic concern among painters),
while two other canvases in the exhibition plainly just depict the
backs of paintings themselves: one a Marsden Hartley and the other
unattributed, both beautiful ways to deal with abstraction and the
occulted. Filling out the show, meanwhile, are paintings of James
Ensor and Philip Guston’s studios; whether they’re based on fact or
imagination doesn’t matter.
Slipping into someone else’s shoes might, in the circumstances of
Bosman’s practice, constitute a kind of relief, or it might be another
form of conflict. Probably the latter, for having only discovered his
work five years ago, and having exhibited paintings myself for close
to 25 of my 48 years, what I find most compelling in his pictures is
the sense of unrelenting struggle. This resonates in a deep, psychic
and physiological sense – the blank canvas as adversary, the career
as monumental pugilism. All told, Bosman seems criminally underknown. Hopefully this new exhibition will shine a light on his work,
and validate that which he’s depicted so poetically, and humorously,
over these many decades; man’s almost unceasing struggle to combat anything and everything: from crime to climate, kitchenware to
contemporary life. ar
Richard Bosman: Painters Painting will be on view
at Nicelle Beauchene Gallery, New York, 28 July – 10 September
Brad Phillips is an artist and writer based in Miami Beach

Philip Guston Studio, 2009, oil on canvas, 122 × 168 cm
all images Courtesy the artist and Nicelle Beauchene Gallery, New York

Summer 2022
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and assemblages—hidden ironies mold their pathos. A sense of formal
refinement serves as an affective complement to the intimacies the
artist so delicately evokes. To the canon of black queer brilliance,
King adds the potent splendor of understatement.
—Travis Jeppesen

“Hard Opening:
Vigil for Black Death”
HOUSING

Keijaun Thomas, My
Last American Dollar:
Round 1. Tricking and
Flipping Coins: Making
Dollars Hit and Round
2. Black Angels in
the Infield: Dripping
Faggot Sweat, 2019,
video, color, sound,
5 minutes. Installation
view. From “Hard
Opening: Vigil for
Black Death.”

176 ARTFORUM

HOUSING opened the doors to its new Lower East Side location as a
sanctuary for protestors before its inaugural exhibition. Founder KJ
Freeman secured the keys for the space in May 2020, in the midst of
demonstrations against the senseless and ceaseless killing of Black
people by the police. During all this, the gallery announced a vigil for
“Black Death”—the preventable, premature loss of life caused by systemic racism. Mourners brought flowers and candles, which were
placed by portraits of those who died at the hands of law enforcement,
such as Ahmaud Arbery, George Floyd, Tony McDade, and Breonna
Taylor. These memorial emblems were arranged atop the cellar doors
just outside of HOUSING on the sidewalk. The metal gate was spraypainted with the acronym BLM, or “Black Lives Matter.”
The art industry extracts from (sub)cultures and marginalized
peoples to amass wealth through the (uncoincidentally) white cube.
“Hard Opening: Vigil for Black Death,” a group video show, resisted
this model. Above the shrine and through the gallery’s street-facing
window, the works played on a flat screen. The movement’s insuppressible momentum meant that two parts were organized before the end of
June. In the first were works by Aly Brown, Taina Cruz, Kamron Hazel,
Baseera Khan, Zenobia Marder, Alyssa Mattocks, Howardena Pindell,
and Keijaun Thomas, while the second featured pieces by Aria Dean,
Cameron A. Granger, Sofia Moreno, Ben Neill and David Wojnarowicz,
Sondra Perry, Marlon Riggs, and Jordan Strafer. The programs were
unified by dissent: social, political,
and deeply personal. The spirit of
the show dovetailed perfectly
with the revolution energizing
most of the United States, a nation
where racial capitalism and white
supremacy have festered for centuries and continue to enable the
decimation of Black and brown
people—perhaps most insidiously
through the unchecked spread of
Covid-19, which has disproportionately affected these communities. Speaking of the aids crisis in
ITSOFOMO (In the Shadow of
Forward Motion)—documentation of a performance that took
place in 1989—Wojnarowicz rails
against a willfully complacent US:
“When I was diagnosed with this
virus, it didn’t take me long to
realize I’d contracted a diseased
society as well.”
“Hard Opening” was more
than a show. It was also a space
for love and carnal exuberance.

One such example was Keijaun Thomas’s My Last American Dollar:
Round 1. Tricking and Flipping Coins: Making Dollars Hit and Round
2. Black Angels in the Infield: Dripping Faggot Sweat, 2019. At the
beginning of the video, Thomas taped to the wall a sign reading trans
rights human rights. Outfitted in a corset, mesh garter belt, stockings, and do-rag, she gyrated to “Dance Like a Stripper,” a song by
Atlanta rapper M.E (Main Event). Later, while clad in a thong and
pouring glitter over her body, Thomas invited the POC in attendance
to join her at the center of the room, cooing, “This space is for us.”
Following some sips of alcohol (being Black and carefree in the face of
endless adversity sometimes requires a stiff drink), she said: “Are y’all
OK? . . . I’m so happy that you’re here.”
Perhaps the most damning work here was Howardena Pindell’s Free,
White and 21, 1980 (the title of which, in addition to appropriating an
old racist catchphrase, indicates the artist’s age when the US Civil
Rights Act was passed in 1964). In this video, Pindell dispassionately
addresses the camera, her demeanor a jarring contrast to her description of the instances of racialized violence perpetrated against her (one
horrific tale involves her kindergarten teacher, who tied Pindell to a bed
for hours after she requested a bathroom break during naptime). At
various points in this piece, Pindell is made up as a white woman. This
character—a critic grotesque in cat’s-eye sunglasses, a blond wig, and
pasty skin—delivers a patronizing monologue to the artist: “I hear your
experiences and I think, Well, it’s gotta be in her art. That’s the only
way we’ll validate you. . . . If your symbols aren’t used in a way that we
use them, then we won’t acknowledge them. In fact, you won’t exist
until we validate you.” Pindell’s lines—giving voice to attitudes that
should be obsolete—speak clearly across a forty-year time span.
—Kerry Doran

Richard Bosman

NICELLE BEAUCHENE GALLERY
Richard Bosman is renowned for his noirish paintings, which often feel
like settings for the artist himself to play out his hard-boiled fantasies
full of bloody knives, mutilated bodies, and dimly lit mise-en-scènes.
Yet the artist’s crude brushwork and comic-book aesthetics—along
with a generous dollop of black humor—frequently lighten the load.
But Bosman’s exhibition at Nicelle Beauchene Gallery, which featured
nine modestly sized acrylic-on-paper paintings made between 1979
and 1980, struck a decidedly different tone and seemed more indebted
to the stylings of ’50s science fiction and mystical fantasy than to
Dashiell Hammett and Sam Spade. This was because the works mark
a critical transition in the artist’s career, before the femmes fatales and
gumshoes, when Bosman abandoned abstraction and embraced the
“expressive figuration” (per the show’s press release) that has defined
his art ever since.
In The Guard (all works cited, 1979), a sentinel—dressed in a handsome striped tunic, chain mail, a pointed helmet, and a blue Dalek-style
skirt—stands at the end of a tunnel, the opening of which resembles a
spiderweb. He faces away from the viewer and holds a spear in his
crimson-gloved right hand, while a small campfire burns beside him.
Our knightly hero is not battling dragons but observing the cosmos,
which is punctuated by blobby little stars and a fat moon. Is he an
ancient occultist? A futuristic star traveler? A combination of both?
Bosman’s commingling of hoary genres in this work seems naughty,
decadent—freeing. One wonders if the artist felt like Philip Guston
when he stopped making tasteful, pretty-pretty abstractions and started
painting those crusty, homely Klansmen surrounded by dirty lightbulbs
and oversize hobo shoes.

Richard Bosman,
Night Studio, 1979,
acrylic on paper,
30 × 22".

Loners figure prominently in
Bosman’s art. Here, a few of them
are fighting against cruel nature—or
allegorically reckoning with their
own demons. Survivor depicts a
bedraggled man sitting on a makeshift raft beneath a wuthering, moonlit sky. He’s adrift on a tempestuous
green ocean flecked with white
spray and awkwardly holding a
bleeding gull, whose wings are broken. Perhaps the bird is meant to be
an ominous symbol, foretelling a
ghastly end for this helpless stranger,
or maybe it’s just dinner. Another
avian creature takes center stage in
Night Studio, a nocturnal scene in
which an enormous menacing raven
attacks a man in an ugly brown
sweater (the palette on the floor
with bright daubs of color indicates
that he, like Bosman, is also a
painter). And in Pursued, a suited
man flees two giant, ghostly insects
that are chasing him through a dark city; the dreamlike snapshot leaves
his fate unknown.
“Works on Paper” offered a fascinating preview of Bosman’s later
efforts. For example, Survivor presaged a series of prints, made
throughout the 1980s, of mainly seafaring tragedies, while Night
Studio is the progenitor for a 1986 series of oil paintings wherein artists
battle for creative control against all manner of monsters. Since the
works in this show were made, the narrative thread of Bosman’s oeuvre
has dealt largely with the anomie of modern living: A set of 2017 monoprints featuring an assortment of household appliances going up in
flames—a stove, a clothes dryer—is especially panic-inducing. However, one visual aspect that seems to have been set aside is the celestial
esoteric imagery of The Guard. Bosman has explored the horrors of
this world all too well. Perhaps next time he will take us on another trip
to the stars.
—Darren Jones

“EPHEMERAMA: Hollywood”
SHELTER

“EPHEMERAMA: Hollywood” presents a collection of anonymous
amateur drawings of women from the first half of the twentieth century—an archive of unsolved mysteries from an estate-liquidation sale
in Southern California. They are unsigned and undated (although the
names of legendary actresses, such as Lucille Ball, Yvonne De Carlo,
and Vivien Leigh, are written on some). Forty-seven of these headshotlike portraits, from a set of more than one hundred, are exhibited by
Shelter online. Researchers at the gallery have begun the process of
trying to identify each face. They have located some source materials
for these pictures, such as old magazine covers and advertisements. The
presentation also functions as a critique of the racist industry that contrived the edicts of white female stardom. The project is commendable,
but Shelter’s investigation may never fully unlock the enigma of these
drawings. The words untitled and unidentified repeat hypnotically
as one scrolls through images that collectively start to resemble a
cartoonish menagerie of mug shots or missing-person sketches.

The exhibition text declares these disquieting works to be “an absolute joy to look at”—or are they an absolute horror, the kind that you
can’t look away from? They are garishly rendered with a limited palette
in pencil and chalk (some have watercolor backgrounds) on irregularly
cut pieces of what the gallery calls “brown wrapping paper,” perhaps
reused grocery bags. Each work is roughly eleven inches high and eight
inches wide and marred by glue and creases. Whoever made these
drawings was very frugal and/or had paltry resources. Nonetheless, he
or she was determined and prolific. The penciling is heavy, distorted
facial contours deepened in lurid shadows of red and purple. Coiffures
are attentively fixed into sculptural coils or stiff waves. Teeth are individually rendered with dark lines; eyes look frantic in several instances.
These were the faces of peak Golden Era Hollywood: women who had
found fame or were just trying to make it, though many were likely lost
to the lacuna of anonymity.
Nearly every subject is depicted from the shoulders up, and all are
posing for the camera, as this was the era of movie magazines such as
Photoplay and Modern Screen, with starlets on the covers and celebrity
endorsements in ads. Life and Esquire were popular fare—the latter
published Peruvian illustrator Alberto Vargas’s cheesecake paintings
of pinup girls, which later found a home in Playboy. The work in
“EPHEMERAMA: Hollywood” has a pathological and surreptitious
air about it, as if the drawings were culled from an obsessed stalker’s
scrapbook. But they could just as easily have been the product of a film
buff’s innocent hobby, or made by an idle Californian suburbanite who
inadvertently mixed many a cocktail of creepy and lonesome.
As far as the movies go, creating pretty pictures can be an ugly business, and the reality of “the industry” has never been perfectly pleasant,
unlike the weather in Tinseltown. Countless dazzled newcomers to Los
Angeles have been sucked into its vacuum
and spit out—or worse. Take aspiring actor
Elizabeth Short, a young woman who was
murdered and mutilated in 1947, then
posthumously nicknamed the Black
Dahlia (the moniker was supposedly a
riff on the 1946 noir film The Blue
Dahlia, written by Raymond Chandler).
Filmmaker and enfant terrible Kenneth
Anger’s scandalous, sex-obsessed book
Hollywood Babylon II (1984) included
a photo of the Black Dahlia’s bisected
and bloodless body left in an empty lot in
southwest LA. The woman who found
the corpse thought it was a mannequin.
The spectral figure behind these artworks created imitations of caricatures
of glamour. A quote from Chandler’s
novel Farewell, My Lovely (1940) springs
to mind: “She looked merely like a
woman who would have been dangerous
a hundred years ago, and twenty years
ago daring, but who today was just Grade
B Hollywood.” A brutal line, but them’s
the breaks. And now, what’s the difference? Faces are forgotten, and
the things that characterized LA during that halcyon era have disappeared: The streetcars were decommissioned, Bunker Hill destroyed, and
the movie palaces shut down. Some became porn theaters, and then they
just closed, visited only during ghost tours for tourists (and ghosts).
“EPHEMERAMA: Hollywood” conjures that amnesia perfectly. No
names, no answers, only a portfolio of faded dreams brought to auction. It’s a real whodunit, and maybe it should stay that way.
—Charity Coleman

Anonymous, Untitled,
ca. 1930s–1950s,
graphite and colored
pencil on brown
wrapping paper,
11 × 8". From
“EPHEMERAMA:
Hollywood”.
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H

Courtesy Richard Bosman and Nicelle Beauchene Gallery.

is creations are midway between naïf,
Mexican ex-votos and the covers of
American airport novels. They combine
the comic book genre (deforming it with just a
touch of humour) with the typical illustrations
seen in thrillers. They teem with rugs, Bakelite
telephones, attaché cases, overflowing ashtrays
and blood splattered kitchen knives. A
representative of Neo-Expressionism in 1980s
New York (the same period the gallery is
presenting at its booth) and still faithful to a
classic, if somewhat deliberately awkward
figurative approach, Richard Bosman revels in
crime scenes, suicides and love affairs gone
wrong. His characters in suits and ties lying dead
on beds, on the run, smoking a last cigarette and
only rarely in a lover’s embrace, convey the
feelings of solitude and the frantic, never-ending
hustle and bustle of the modern city, which are
the subject of his paintings.

Biography

Courtesy Richard Bosman and Nicelle Beauchene Gallery.

1944 Born in Madras,
India
1971 Graduates from
the New York Studio
School
1984 "Paradise Lost/
Paradise Regained:
American Visions
of the New Decade",
Venice Biennale
1994 Guggenheim
Fellowship
Lives and works
in Esopus, New York
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Richard Bosman,
Pursuit at the Beach,
1981, oil on canvas,
108 x 75 inches.

Richard Bosman, Uptown Murder, 1981, oil on canvas, 84 x 66 inches.

S

us obras están a medio camino entre ingenuos
exvotos mexicanos y portadas de novelas de aeropuerto. Ellas cruzan, deformándolos con un
toque de humor, el repertorio del cómic y el de las ilustraciones de historias de aventuras. Abundan moquetas,
teléfonos en baquelita, maletines, ceniceros y colillas,
cuchillos de cocina ensangrentados… Exponente del
neoexpresionismo neoyorquino de los años 80 (el periodo que presenta la galería en su stand) se mantiene fiel a
una figuración clásica, expresamente un poco torpe. Richard Bosman se alimenta de escenas de crímenes, de
suicidios, de asuntos del corazón que terminan mal... A
través de estos personajes en traje de baño, yaciendo
sobre una cama o en plena huida, fumando un último cigarro, raramente abrazados, la soledad y al mismo tiempo
la agitación incesante de la metrópoli moderna son el
sujeto de sus ilustraciones.

	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  
New York

Richard Bosman
Nicelle Beauchene Gallery
327 Broome Street
March 21–April 21
Fear eats the soul, and anxiety keeps it up at night,
producing a string of symptoms onto which delusions and
fantasies may freely attach. Follow the stairs up to Richard
Bosman’s exhibition “High Anxiety,” and find yourself
inside the modern human, whose mind balances on the
knife-edge of total collapse.
Bosman has been painting noirish scenes of violence,
romance, and anomie for nearly forty years—this intimate
survey features works from 1981 to 2019. His canvases, which pull from a range of sources, such
as comic books and stock photography, feel operatic. Painted wet-on-wet, his stroke is smooth
but quick, as if he’s grasping for something that’s about to escape. In all but one piece, the
subject is alone. Yet Bosman’s masterful cinematic cropping always implies another presence,
lurking, voyeuristic. Take Hotel, 2016, where we see what appears to be a woman lying in bed.
Only her legs are visible. The sun is streaming into her room, and a book has fallen to her side. Is
someone else there? Is she sleeping? Is she even breathing? Woman in the Rain, 2017, depicts
the titular subject, hands on her head, during a torrential downpour, captured mid-scream. The
picture seems to tremble. I found myself in a state of transference: Is she the one howling, or am
I?
The people Bosman portrays are well dressed and polished, but don’t be fooled. There is an
insidious tension that emanates from so many fastidiously groomed facades. All of his models
are mere moments away from cracking. As we paddle through contemporary life, a psychic
rupture seems reasonable, or even healthy—just don’t let yourself drift too far. Consider “High
Anxiety” a gentle reminder of this.
— Jashin Friedrich

	
  

	
  
	
  
	
  
	
  

Looking at Richard Bosman’s Tricky Take on Predecessors
By Cate McQuaid GLOBE CORRESPONDENT
MARCH 14, 2012

The art world tends to fetishize its
heroes. A shovel owned by Marcel
Duchamp, a broom from Jasper
Johns’s studio - such things become
relics. Richard Bosman’s show, “Art
History, Fact and Fiction,’’ at Carroll
and Sons, is clearly the work of a
fetishist. He has made trompe l’oeil
paintings of the shovel and the broom,
as well as paintings of the interiors of
artists’ studios such as those of Willem
DeKooning and Barnett Newman.

Richard Bosman’s “Barnett Newman's Studio” is on display at Carroll
and Sons.

Trompe l’oeil is the operative phrase here. Bosman pays homage, but there’s also something saucy,
something tricky, if you will - trompe l’oeil means “trick the eye,’’ after all - about his work. The
centerpiece of the show, the installation “Museum Wall,’’ from a distance looks like a salon-style exhibit of
masterpieces: a Picasso, a Magritte, a Gauguin, and many more. Get up close, and you’ll see that Bosman
has painted each with his own loose, assured brushwork. And what looks like a carved, ornate frame from
a distance is actually an array of smears and dabs on canvas.
Black-and-white photos in a book are the source for some of his paintings of studios. “Barnett Newman’s
Studio’’ is neat as a pin. Chairs sit idly before two large canvases from Newman’s stark, legendary “The
Stations of the Cross’’ series, black zips hurtling down white canvases. A black-dipped brush sits on a
closed paint can on the floor. Maybe someone has stopped in, and Newman has put down his brush to
chat.
While these paintings are fastidious, Bosman adds his own details, such as a newspaper and a girlie
calendar in “DeKooning’s Studio.’’ He honors his predecessors, but with sly winks and deceptive
brushwork; he makes work that’s as much about painting itself as it is about painters, and the way paint
conjures not only imagery, but ideas, and value, and icons.

CRITIC’ PICK

Richard oman
LIZATH HARRI GALLRY
529 Wet 20th treet 6
Octoer 14 - Novemer 13

Revolutionar War Tent, 2004.

Richard Bosman has been exhibiting since 1980, but his paintings look like the work
of a much younger man. This isn't to say they're not “mature,” but his subjects are
the kind of earnest, hokey Americana that Gen Y artists tend to celebrate. The
sentiments are similar, too. Despite their over-the-top embrace of American history,
manifested as kitsch, his paintings are almost completely devoid of apparent irony.

Melville's Desk (all works 2004) hangs alongside an old-timey roadside furniture
stand, a horror-vacui gift shop full of collectibles, and the exterior of an anonymous

Lumberman's Museum. The persistence of country crafts (Bosman lives in upstate
New York) is reflected in his wet-on-wet brushwork, which initially gives his work
the look of something you'd expect from an extraordinarily talented child, or an
outsider artist. In a way, actually, he is an outsider artist. A Dutch-Australian born
in India, he avoids the big signifiers of contemporary American culture and heads
instead straight to this country's less glamorous heart, to the Shakers and Civil War
reenactors and the Fort at Ticonderoga, where the humble fires of American history
are stoked.

— Martha Schwendener

ART IN REVIEW; Richard Bosman
By ROBERTA SMITH | MAY 16, 2003

In the early 1980's Richard Bosman contributed to the return of representation with
tragicomic, daringly ham-handed paintings of violence and romance that rifled through
the history of book illustration from pulp fiction to Rockwell Kent. But as 80's imagemaking simplified into opposing factions of photo-based appropriation art and (mostly)
European Neo-Expressionism, Mr. Bosman and his art were progressively left out in the
cold .
The artist's first New York show of new paintings since 1994 suggests that the years in
the wilderness were well spent. In the overcrowded field of painterly (wet-on-wet)
representation -- from Alex Katz and Neil Welliver to young artists like Dana Schutz and
Daniel Richter -- Mr. Bosman has refined and developed his style into something that
more than holds its own ground.
At Harris, his thick-surfaced paintings of roiling Adirondack streams, bright stowed
canoes, campsites, trophy-lined hunting lodges and people swimming in lakes continue
his penchant for parody-homage and crude paint handling. But things are more optically
complicated and a note of scintillating deftness has been added. Mr. Bosman's luxuriant,
dashed-off brushwork, brings a quality at once antic and powerful to expanses of trees,
water and wood grain and staring deer, both living and stuffed.
The images, whose naturalistic palette is sparked with expert additions of white, push
toward you with a kind of aggressive intimacy, a little juicy and overdone. Their strength,
however, may be quite literal: the slightly clumsy scale relationships between surface
agitation, surface size and image.
The show breaks from the Adirondack theme with open declarations of northern artistic
allegiances in ''Munch's Closet'' and ''Rembrandt's Collections.'' And Mr. Bosman revisits
the intimations of violence implicit in his pulp fiction paintings with ''Raft,'' which
centers (exactly, like a movie camera) on the head and shoulders of a man emerging from
a deserted lake onto the ladder of a swimming raft. Maybe he's trying not to wake the
woman sunbathing on its surface; maybe he's going to kill her.
Lake scenes and swimmers predominate in the exhibition of Mr. Busman's prints at Solo
Impressions, where his sure connection to materials is visible in more abbreviated form.
The choice of medium -- color wood cut -- underscores his connection to German
Expressionism; and a selection of earlier prints sketchily surveys previous subjects. The
list of 80's artists, especially painters, who have deepened their work in the ensuing years
often seems depressingly short, but Mr. Bosman should be on it.

Both through May 23
Elizabeth Harris Gallery
529 West 20th Street, Chelsea

Solo Impression
601 West 26th Street, Chelsea

PRINT | December 1986

Richard Bosman
GALERIA TOSELLI
MILAN
Aerial visions and acrobatic flashes of a tragic ski run animate this show by peintre maudit
Richard Bosman. Bosman’s reputation as a lover of the criminal, the cruel, and the frightening
preceded his arrival in Milan for this, his first show of paintings here. His images are
accelerated film frames, instantaneous takes, and rapid sequences, translated into paintings.
The Skier, 1985, is like a film: an unsettling subject unfolds amid the snowy landscape. The
images follow the descent: an immaculate setting, crisp air, trees enveloped by wind, the
purifying vista of nature; then a flight, the fall, physical damage, blood.
How are these paintings different from Uptown Murder, 1981, for example, or The Burden,
1983? In the former, a woman stands between window and victim; one doesn’t know if she’s
the author or the discoverer of the crime. In the latter, a boy drags behind him the cumbersome
load of a human head. These paintings are condensed representations of events, successive
phases, silent, an epilogue. To paraphrase the rule for ancient tragedy: they have a unity of
time, of place, and of anguish.
While one comprehends the protagonist’s anxiety, what holds the phases of Bosman’s
painting together is the deliberate way he breaks down the boundary between interior and
exterior. Bosman’s painting is an amplified representation of events both external and internal.
The representation spells out what has happened, including states of mind and psychic
reactions to the event. In fact, it has been justly suggested that this painting is both Freudian
and Jungian in that it examines what lies in shadows in terms of both the individual and the
expression of a collective anxiety. In Bosman’s work, with its expanded emotive elements and
chronicled event, the painting exists on a level more typical of the theater; the tragedy is recited
with intent to purify The painting’s narrative aspect achieves an ethical sentiment and aims at
catharsis. The white snows emit a sense of the clear and clean, but the outcome is written in
fate, as in classical tragedy.
Bosman’s paintings have an abstract expressionist fabric. This “perverse” nephew of Pop
art, heir to Lichtenstein’s illustrations, overlays his painting with a cultural coating all his
own. His expressionist references translate the difficulty of a dialogue with reality into
imagery that touches the heights of exasperation.
—Jole de Sanna
Translated from the Italian by Meg Shore.

PRINT | Summer 1983

Richard Bosman
BROOKE ALEXANDER GALLERY
NEW YORK
Richard Bosman presents a somewhat similar problem. Another painter who looked hot when he
first appeared, Bosman has so far been unable to develop his starting position into anything more
substantial than a good beginning. He has fallen victim to that familiar syndrome: one big hit
followed by too many, too similar remakes. Three years ago the corny violence he favored in both
image and handling seemed timely, exactly keyed to pressing issues centering on the debate about
appropriation (itself suffering from a repeater problem). For a while Bosman, like the Berlin
painters, seemed to be concerned with intervening in that debate. His use of comic-book pictures
and a patently borrowed, authentically inauthentic painting style placed him firmly within the
“pseudo” rather than “neo” camp. The paintings looked highly romantic yet cynical. The stories
they told, too-familiar melodramas of love, death, and detectives, were presented in a painting
style which matched their degraded heroism.
The new paintings look the same, if a little larger, and that is the problem. There is no evidence in
the new work of a continuing dialectic. A stasis has been reached, an understanding
accomplished. Perhaps as a result of some complicity between the earlier paintings and their
critical reception, the work has solidified into a mannerism, a barely conscious repetition of
proven formulas. Worse, instead of thinking about what he paints or why he paints, Bosman has
been concentrating on how he paints. The new paintings are much smoother than the earlier work,
the awkwardness of flailing limbs and torn faces is lost, and what could once be understood as a
defamiliarizing device (“bad” painting) now seems much less exact, perhaps nothing more
interesting than a kind of slovenliness.
What has happened is that the paintings have been reduced to stylized repetitions of their
precursors. The detectives and hoods become emblematic not of the aspirations our culture, in
high and low forms, invests in charismatic heroes, but of their already known existence as
Bosman’s trademarked production. They have ceased being the means through which Bosman
advances his art and have become talismans that identify it and so take it over. The most
emblematic of these new paintings illustrates the point only too well: a chase; two figures
advance, but they are frozen into an awkward, relief like immobility, suspended in a bright red
field of brushstrokes, of bloody repetitions mirroring the collapse of art into production, practice
into product, work into its representation.
—Thomas Lawson

PRINT | January 1982

Richard Bosman
BROOKE ALEXANDER GALLERY
NEW YORK
Richard Bosman’s new paintings are ugly like a Mickey Spillane novel is ugly. They’re
mannered, gutsy, and intoxicated with the poetry of vernacular violence. Scenes of escalated
mayhem are thickly painted with mean, muddy colors—lots of yucky gray and blue and red. The
jagged intensity of the figures, all of which are caught in moments of impending or resolved
brutality, is reminiscent of the alienated Expressionism of Edvard Munch. Bosman doesn’t have
Munch’s cathartic sense of subject—he’s still thumping away on the bass where Munch finetuned the treble; and the work can be a little dippy in its “Oh, my God” hysteria. But when
Bosman tempers the melodrama with a little gestural psychology, the results can be very
powerful.
Most of the paintings share a narrative device that juxtaposes what is clearly a victim with what
may be either a bystander or a perpetrator. Feet entering or fleeing the frame are the least
interesting variation on the theme. Some paintings court the viewer by setting up scenes of
cinematic familiarity: a noir heroine stands impassively by a window ignoring the bloodied
corpse on the shag rug; a man catapults backwards out the window into a starry night, while his
companion is caught in a position of menace or assistance. Ultimately, Billy Wilder and Alfred
Hitchcock have done these scenes better.
There are, however, three paintings in which Bosman is brilliantly on target, in which his agitated
paint handling coincides with compositions that unnerve. The quietest of the three shows a man
putting on his coat in a Hopperesque bedroom. The man is standing between the bed and the
window. Outside, it’s raining; the neutral meanness of the room and the slashes of rain on the
window set a Willy Loman mood. Then, turning it all around—a gun on the bed. This is a pristine
evocation of menace.
In Bosman’s largest painting (a diptych, in fact), a wall of golden wheat rises by the side of a dirt
road. A man stands by the open door of a sedan. In the foreground, in a puddle of blood, is a
corpse. A crack in the sedan’s windscreen hints at a reciprocal violence but does not emphasize it.
Here Bosman has beautifully synthesized a genre of Great Plains Gothicism in all its murderous
banality.
The most disturbing painting shows a girl (not a woman) rushing into the sea. Standing on the
shore is a man clutching a knife. The tension is palpable. The contorted poses of the couple,
caught in the steely light that suffuses the painting, produce an incisive delineation of terror. This
is the most economical of Bosman’s paintings, and it dominates the show.
—Richard Flood

