








Ish Lipman, “Night Walk,” 2023, oil on canvas, 59" x 78" /Photo: Andrew Rafacz Gallery

If the external world isn't a reflection of the Self, does it stand alone,
independent of any human presence within it? Yes, answers Edward
Hopper, whose quotidian scenes render metropolitan and suburban
worlds completely indifferent to their inhabitants. An insidious
loneliness permeates each of his tableaux. Yet Lipman doesn’t seem
more congenial to Hopper than the aforementioned romanticists. The
terror-inducing beauty of his landscapes is dependent upon a witness,
someone who can attest to their size and otherworldliness. (This effect



is twofold: first, Lipmans figures are captivated. Then, the viewer.)
Without one, they'd evoke only some abstract mental notion of
enormity and aesthetic satisfaction.

Lipman brings into being a world replete with contradictions:
gargantuan and impersonal, yet dependent upon an observer’s
presence. Vast and unknowable, yet reliant upon a viewer’s inquisitive
tendencies to appear this way. They are disquieting the way early
minimalist sculpture is: at first glance, needy and begging you to come
hither, at which point they become vacant unsolvable enigmas.

Upon witnessing this transformation, you'll become acutely aware of
your physical form, and, in turn, that of Lipman’s figures: bumbling
amorphous masses blotted against regular crystalline skies. Messy, out-
of-place, dumb humanity, always asserting itself where it possesses the
least authority. And dumb painting, which here serves only to witness
its own impotence.

“Ish Lipman: Wind, Sand and Stars” is on view at Andrew Rafacz, 1749
West Chicago, through April 6.





