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Josh Dorman's Red Hook, Brooklyn
stueckio is on the secomd Moor of o 1wa-
story [%th century brick warchouse
near the harbor. When he opens the
door-sieed cast ivon shutters he looks
ol on e b ol an abandoed sugar
factory. His window is recessed and
allows in only o shaft of New York
river light. Dorman tams from the
view o work under harsh spotligins
m his small cave. One of his Fore-
bears Albert Pinkhoam Ryder painted
his allegories ina Manhatan hotel
room, Another forebear Arther Dove
worked i adefunct Long lsland post
office.

For much of his voung life as a
painter Dorman has worked small.
He once kept a painting diary, one
paslni-sized painting o day for o yvear.
Fle beas paineed o powerful elfect
nEmerus siees under 8" x 10, Re-
cently Domman has stepped up 1o the
2 1o 3 foor range. He vsually keeps
several paintings “going™ al onee. a
Little here, a linde there until after
weeks and sometimes months he
brings one then another o comple-
tionn, A betore he is inspived by lul-
SCIPC.

Landscape. Here is where things
ael rivky. Dorman does not paint
lanclseapes 1o the life, You can't drive
nortl oF west for two hours, park o a
knoll auxl look down upon a Domman
view, But the clemems you will see
miosl anywhere in Upstate, Mew York

or in Vermom are present: recs,
clouds. various skies. ficlds, a voad
aid bushes. He collects these with a
guick pen on trips ind retums 1o his
studio to combine elements is he sees
fit. Boes he pain fmasies? No, nol
even when a chair flics through the
air, 11 s as logical as any object in o
dream.,

Painting is spirit into matter so
that from meatter flows spirit. For
Drarman as For Ryder, Dove, Pollock
i the deip paintings, de Kooning in
his  highwav/landscapes. Joan
Mitchell in her gardens and contem-
porancously Bill Jensen, Gregory
Amenoll and Diane Green land-
scupe—its essential shapes and con-
tours—supplies the spint. The mat-
ter, winder Dorman’s hamd, is vari-
osly scumbled and precisely wristed
in. As an Aamerican be s heir 1o the
conflucnee of represcntation and ab-
slpseton, there i the broslwark of
numersus American painters since
the begmming of the 2hh century,
The hights and darks of 1ime of day.
awe, really, an ies rich emotional tones
is part of this inheritance.

While Dorman has worked these
past months he has kept ot hond a
posteard of Sassetta’s incomparable
“The Journey of the Magi,” One is
always onmy desk. When i bored
or in despair over life and an | make
a beeline to the MET and spend a few
mennents betoore Sussenta’ small pancl.

And in All Prose, essays by William Corbett (Zoland books) 2002,

JOSH DORMAN’S NEW PAINTINGS

I overrides my bitterest moods.,
Dormum seems 1o have Found in its
severity ad bright Now of pilgrims
an order and ground from which to
proveed. This has helped him take big
steps without reson 1o painterly bom-
bast, I resisting the bravur he has
stayed rue 1o his 2reat gifl, intimacy.
You can enter Domuan s world withou
pravse, His paintings have an ofT-luaingd

—
"--\"--\.'

g

——

confidence, aquict cemitude that em-
bBrraces betore vou Know it and vou're
there. 1 can't get over,” as the poct
James Schuyler wrote about what he
saw out the window late on the last
day of February, “how it all works
ogether,”™ In exactly this way Josh
Dorman’s new paintings are surpris-
mg and satistyngly night. They call
Forth a similar exelaimation of wonder.

William Corhelt



