REVIEWING PAT HEARN GALLERY
By Art in America June 25, 2018 12:31pm

Peter Schuyff, untitled, 1987, acrylic on linen, 120 by 120inches. Courtesy Mary Boone, New York.
© Bovenberg

Throughout the 1980s and ’90s, Pat Hearn operated one of the most innovative galleries in New
York, fostering the careers of artists ranging from George Condo and Tishan Hsu to Mary
Heilmann and Renée Green. Hearn navigated the ups and downs of the art market, balancing
exhibitions of commercially viable paintings with experimental and socially engaged installations.
A savvy businessperson, she collaborated with more established galleries on joint exhibitions and
cofounded the Armory Show art fair.

“The Conditions of Being Art: Pat Hearn Gallery & American Fine Arts, Co. (1983–2004)” now
at the Hessel Museum of Art at Bard College’s Center for Curatorial Studies in Annandale-onHudson, New York, is on view through December 14. The show examines the legacy of Hearn and
that of her husband and fellow gallerist Colin de Land, who ran American Fine Arts, Co.
Art in America has covered numerous shows at both galleries over the years. To mark the exhibition
at the Hessel, we are presenting excerpts from these reviews, beginning with the selections below
focused on Hearn.
Hearn opened her first space in the East Village in 1983 and moved to a second location in the
neighborhood in 1985. She relocated to SoHo in 1988, and then to Chelsea in 1995, years before
the latter neighborhood became a gallery district. In 2000, Hearn died from liver cancer at the age
of forty-seven. Her gallery’s forward-looking program—especially the experimental projects she
hosted in her upstairs space in SoHo—attracted some of the era’s most astute critics. Gary Indiana,
Walter Robinson, Roberta Smith, Holland Cotter, Nancy Princenthal, Brooks Adams, Yasmin
Ramirez, Eileen Myles, David Bourdon, and many others wrote about shows there. Known early on
for her presentations of geometric abstract paintings (in one review, Robinson wryly misstate the
gallery’s name: “Patterns, I mean Pat Hearn’s”), Hearn also championed photographers Jimmy de
Sana and Mark Morrisroe, and the art she brought to public attention often highlighted pressing
social issues from the AIDS crisis to the racial inequities in the United States. —Eds.
Peter Schuyff, February 1986
Peter Schuyff’s new paintings are some of the best seen in New York this year. At the moment,
despite the unsavory excellence of Philip Taaffe and Peter Halley, it is not too bold to say that
Schuyff is the best young abstract painter in town. Also, the work of these three artists, along with
the occasional abstract paintings of Tom Lawson, James Welling, and Peter Nagy, the plaster-case
Minimalism of Allan McCollum, and the works by these and other artists in two recent group shows
“Post-Style” at Wolff and “Final Love” at Cash-Newhouse, make up together a school of painting
that is certainly better than any outside the East Village, whether figurative or abstract, whether
from New York or Europe. But these lists still leave Schuyff as one of the best artists, even if the
best now make a fairly long list. [. . . ]
Schuyff was born in Holland in 1956 and lives and works in New York [. . . ] he began showing his
painting in 1982 and had his first show at Patterns, I mean Pat Hearn’s, in 1983. The term retroSurrealism is more or less descriptive of Schuyff’s work then. [. . . ]
The five paintings in that were in this show are all ten feet square. They are great ones. Each is
painted with a simple geometric pattern in two or three colors—checks, concentric circles, or

concentric squares. The paint is applied in graduated shades (varying in lightness and darkness) to
give the effect of a surface hit by one or a number of separate external light sources.
Schuyff’s paintings are large, like most successful painting today. They are big but made of little
parts, using a medium size brushstroke that is both casual and fussy. The colors are also very
common and could even be called dull. The single “optical” effect, color shading used as a kind of
systematic chiaroscuro, is automatic and rudimentary. These paintings have none of the coquettish
appeal of Schuyff’s earlier work. They are not simply vacant, they are lobotomized. [. . .]
If the ’80s have consigned us to a recap of Modernism, it should come as no surprise that a
determined revival of Minimalism should now appear in the ever parochial and pluralistic East
Village, even if only for a moment (and appropriately a year or two after a “not Pollock” surfaced
there) [. . .] Schuyff’s new painting, like that of the Minimalists, is “pure”—but, like that of his
colleagues, it is pure only in its impurity. Its appeal is to our magpie eye for shiny things. More
could be said about Schuyff’s work, but there isn’t space. These are terrific paintings. —Walter
Robinson

