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If you think that art and fun have too littie to do with
: one another, you‘ve probably never seen a painting by
Michael Reafsnyder, Untitred (L3, 1997. Gil on pane, Michael Reafsnyder. With only one solo show behind
3070 SR -CouEn O Srie him, this recent graduate of Art Center’s M.F.A.
program has already distinguished himself among a
generation of L.A_-based artists who have begun to-
put happiness back into painting. That’s an oid-fashioned
idea, dating back at [east to the middle of the nine-
= teenth century, yet Reafsnyder’s works couldn‘t be
more contemporary. Comprised almost entirely of
aggressive smears of screaming yellow, efectric
blue, fire-engine red, and pure white paint squeezed
straight from the tube, these whiplash images
make Impressionism’s rapidly dabbed surfaces look
like fussy, Old Master compositions. Jazzed up by an

occasional skid of purpie or black, they also recall
Willem de Kooning’s classic canvases, whose furious
surfaces look as if they’ve been chiseled or carved in
some kind of transformative frenzy. Plus, Reafsnyder’s
compact paneis look as if they’re the dimwitted
second cousins of Gerhard Richter’s exquisitely
refined images. Every one of the young painter’s new
works includes the face of a stick figure who smiles at
you. Goofy, to be sure, these fiercely civilized abstractions
are also deadly serious about putting painting’s
repressed pleasures back into the picture. For viewers,
this simply means that Reafsnyder’s art is a pleasure—
even a joy—to behold. After all, it causes you to smile,

and then returns the favor by smiling right back at you.
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