


The plaster cast woman is severed perfectly in half. Her
head of valuminous, ebany acrylic hair cascades foward
the cement flaoor as she levitales off the ground in two
autonomous sections, her deficate, chalky toes pointing
toward a mud-morning sun just oulside the window. She is
encased in a wooden magician’s iflusion box, post-saw,
and is seemingly al case wilth the siluabion-given her
serenely closed eyes and genlly pouling lps. Drifled inta
the walt of artist Liz Craft's studio, the suspended mode!
is both quietly eene and beguiling,; white sediment from
her freshly molded figure peppers the floor beneath her,
“f don't know if this will stay here,” asserts Craft, as she
wnwinds an arlisanal beaded anklet fram the statue's
riged feg. The spheres are lexiured and butbous, and

emit a muted ratlle as she profectively kneads them

in her hands, She steps back from the hovering effigy,
clearly meditating on its figuration as she nonchalantly
continues to paw al the anklet ike a homemade strand of
waorry beads, An assortment of women's shoes are sirewn
before Craft’s feet, and she bends over to pluck a pair of
multicolored sequin pumps off the ground, gently placing
the beads alop a pile of their larger relatives.

“f had toyed with the idea of her wearing shoes.
somethimg kind of different, like these,” she narrales,
as she slides the giittering pumps onfo the wan masler
feet of her unwilling subject, Small balis of fuchsia
yare fuery around Craft’s feel-refuse from a previous

creafion-as she darts back to her previous observalion
point. Her socks are serendipitously color coordinated
with the Tribble-like masses giiding across the concrele.
“I'm always more interested in capluring a thinking
pattern rather than just subject matter, although this
reference is obwviously very specific, " she muses as

the glistening pumps splash pastel flecks across the
walls, "The theme in many of these can be so powerful
that I feel it's important to include the methodology.

it can be the integration of two worlas: the imagery is
familiar, as is the form. but the methodology can be the
abstraction.” She shrugs her shouwlders as she reaches
far the shoes again, remarking, "Although everything is
really abstract when making of iife, right?" Tossing the
pumps back to the ground, Craft moves toward the head
of the model, gently adjusting its wig. When probed if
the gypsum woman resembles a particular person in
Crafl’s life, she replies, “I's actually my studio assistant,
Micole. She fet me do a plaster casling of her face  bul
it's also supposed o be me. " 1's unclear if the paraliel
wars inlenlionally premeditated, bt as Craft fusses with
her assistant's faux tresses, her melicwlous skill as an
Musionis! is palpable. Fabricating a seamless milieu born
of appropriated latent and ostensible realities, her sieight
of hand references a fruth far stranger than fiction: the
idiasyncralic navigation of the earthly and psychological
terrain this ife affords us.






Perhaps her residency in endearingly ecc-entnc Venice
Baach provides for a more colorful everyday experience,
but Craft maintains that her work is a collage derved from
the commonplace and found, rather than being of the
“paychedelic” practice her art is oft-mislabeled. *There has
to be a better word for il than that,” she laments, lilting hes
head in deliberation, “It's really the everyday stull of reality
approprating images of found objects has always been inmy
work. I'm drawn to stuffl ke couchas on the gide of the road
or people that | know; people | see in passing. . .all of which |
have usad m previous works, The world 18 surreal encugh as
it 18" Granted, thene s some exclic treatment to the “found
concapls” that inspire Craft's portrayal of the ordinary,; an
imperative hybndity thal weds the mundane with the peculia
as an dlustration of the innately bizarre qualities of socwety
Guarding the front door to Craft’s studio s a md-gi@ad
bronza sculpture related to 2003's *Birdman,” which wis
first shown at Marianne Boesky Gallary in Mew York in 2003,
A starkly rendered man'a hand defiantly hps studio entrants
“the bird,” and the realism of Craft's form is only foiled by
the two disproportionate human legs the hand stands upon
(as if proportionate legs would somehow reconcile the
imagery). It's a distinct piece that gamered much of Graft’s
work designations ke "wulgar,” “willlul monstrosities,” and
“repulsive”—typically in conversation with fellow LA artist
Paul McCarthy's work—-as it was presumed to be a direct
rellection of the artiat’s attifude rather than a harvestoed
manipula-ted image. “When | was making the piece called
‘Death Rider' | had befriended a guy who had a motorcycie
ahop down the street from me in Echo Park,” Craft explaing
*He was an authentic older bakar, who had this fattoo on his
arm of the walking middie finger—that's whara the sculpturs
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cama from. Than | mixed it with soma Rodin. It seemed ke
& funny thing 1o make a monumant-style sculpture of.” She
miotions ta several shelves filled with miniature hands in
mid-gesture-some with middle fingers aggressively raised,
others in a “rock 'n’ roll” or “hang ten” configuration—she
adds, “It stuck with me.” Trite, domestic signifiers rear

therr unconventional heads when funnelad through Crall’s
|r'|5[ﬂ-n|_,|||:||', The hitoeral &GN thal most F}ﬂpuhl:nﬁi are all too
familiar with suddenly becoms puzHing and unearthly undor
the superasion of “trampe U'espirit,” prompting rumination on
how merg represantation can instantly conjure an eruphion
of anthropological assocations. The hands seem paused

in a dance of social choreography, bulky fingers and wrists
upholding the unambiguous gesticulations thal sigrify much
more than a man stand-m for words, The demographical
kinship batwaan signifier and agent is neutralized in the
(figurative) hands of abstraction, and the popular agresment
to interprat these ideograma in the same way suddenly
saems unreal. Now ambivalent, they appear somewhal

camical in thair re-fabbed talismanic state: “Fuck you!™ “Rock
on!™ and “Hang loose, brah!™ read more like “Chubby Girae,"
“E.T..” and “The Lorax™-respectively, 1o an uncaffeinated
author—once removed from their conventional habitats,

and facilitate a Magnitte-like displacemant of communally
accepted rulas into the reéalm ol the subjective. To derve
unpracedanted meaning from formery contrived notions is
what makes Craft's art alluringly otherworldly, without fully
straying from our own,

Her most recent sole show n Los Angeles-Death ol a
Clown al Patnck Pamter Inc.=featured a potpoum of thesa
domestic-come-suparmalural amalgamations. In the spirt

af assemblage, the featured waorks warn salitary homages

to pedestrinn matariality and playlul appropriation. Chunky
snippets of garish yarn, cast-bronze kitchen containers, and
discarded square grales became haphazardly construcled
clown faces, ofientimes bearded and suggostively
disconnecied as ther gooly expréssions appear both vaguely
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familiar and bizarre. |8 it 8 mocking reflsction of our own
clownish mannarisms, or an exaggeraied porirait of Drunken
Billy, your friendly neighborhood hobo? The trio of faces
surroundad a plaster-sculpted bohamian likenass to Snow
White, her petite figure at rest on a retro pink couch instead
of a glass sarcophagus. At once, it seemed tho gallary
installation was merely the intenonty of her rapt slumber—a
Kafkaasgue altemate sfate of consciousnass cobbled
togethar from day-to-day excerpis and the nonsensical stuff
of dreams. The interplay between internal and exlemal spaces
is something of a revisited molif for Crafl, her fascination
with the untapped and dormant coming to vibrant fruition in
Death of a Clown, The Spring 201 0 exhibition denotes an
aesthetic dopariure from the white, monochromatic cubes
posihoned outside her studio's back door=conservalively
siped descendents from their five behemoth aluminum
predecessors shown al Boesky in 2007, Random nooks
carved into the block reveal dwarfed anvironmental alcoves—
some ocoupied by cacti or biomorphic figuras, others bearing
the fang-like stalagmites of unchared caves. The cubes
take on an Advent calendar quality, each niche displaying

an unanticipated termitory that articulates the mystique of the
unknown, Craft eyes ther geometne forms, and clanfies,
*They'ra like housing in which loose thoughts can be
inserted.” Sha picks a rogue fuzz ball off the nearest aboda
*“It's the colliding of two different feelings, like infegrating the
disparate.” The dwellings are astutely indicatve of Cral's
gravitation toward a fluid sensory landscape, the charting
of the mind's recessions and wonted surroundings often
providing lor an aqual sense of discovery to the giobal and
exotic. Her egual employment of outlandish transplants and
native conceptions recurrently feel like the progoany of Huntee
5. Thompson and Stevie Nicks—her candid observation of
the human condition is atl once hallucinatory and myshcal,

Faaturad in tha 2004 Whitney Biennlal, Craft's imagery has
achieved something of an opan-ended vernacilar—given b
visibility in London, Paris, Linz, New York, and Los Angeles.
With a fondness for the work of Giorgeo de Chinco, Kt
Schwitters, Albarto Glacometti, Philip Guston, Louise
Mevelson, Eva Hesse, and Paul Thek, she sustaing a unigue
penchant lor the crossbreading of iconography, rehcs, and
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the sublmmmnal-a conlemporany ana thal sirkas a 1':||~'1""f-11'!’.5-
fesonan] chord among & htilulhl’_ﬁt‘:‘l1|’!l‘.lh!’i audiencoe. Once
dubbed an “artisan of the bizarre," Craft's studio feals less
Bke & spectacie of oddity than it does an archival repostory,
Frﬂmanls of her Qranqulhnr's heirflooms, childran's 10ys,
and collected tchotlchkes populate her work space, as if a
imenigene was kept close for surveillance, Crowded in the
gomor are several in-progress waorks, cardboard cyhnders
mminmcant of totom poles awaibing an imihal alching. “l've
Epen intrigued by these Native American kachina dolls,”
§h0 romarks, extracting a grainy printout from a dozen
simbar pictures tackad to the wall. *| feel that they go with
{he imagician pieces; they're related.” She ponts to a male
figum on the ground, his ashen body encased in a similar
B 16 his mid-air female counterpart on the adjacent wall,
Within the box he wears a patiemed breastplate not overly
dissimilar from those donned by the kachinas, as if in mid-
Imnsfomation from mortal to cosmic spint. *| found a rug
that had a similar design to that pattern,” sha notas of the
gure's embellished altire. “He's tuming inlo a geomelnc
figure or maybe a spiritual being—-1"'m not really sure yal

Oiné means ona thing, and the other means something
wnbiroly diferent, but he's obviously becoming somathing
glea " She returne the kachina printout to its nghtful place
among the oihers, transcendental artifacts that can signify
wth'ng from the concepiual or physical realm in relation 10
g8 force. Her gaze wanders to her own shelved mame-
pioe. a8 if making mental note of an intimate compatiiity

Wanderng the no man's land batween foreign and ordinary,
internal and axternal; authentic and artifice, Graft's work
continues io mediate batwean divergent and mercunal
acluaktas that shape our mortality. Flirting with elements

ol mynesthesia, she unearths the camouflaged anomaliss
hidden within our dady topography, expoging thia enchanting
pnpredictabality of expenance and the abstract concept

of ||"|'1“H- What does surreal truly connole when the only
guaranies in s is death? Craft's adept apprapriation and
goakscance of allesion and ilusion is what makes he
smultaneously ingenuous and whimsical-her subtle twea-
king ol realily lifting the curtam on our own macabre theater
Mo smoke and marrors here, Ladies and Gentiemen—onky
kst wiLality.
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