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The smashed wemdness of the ravmg cademzas of God

Takees over all of a sudden

In e e, It speaks throsigh the vodees of galk show
mioderators.

Tt tells wis im & vingeng anthemn, [ike heavenly hosts wplifeed,
That the rhapsody of the pastoral is ost o banch.
We can take @ from there,

—Tom Clark. “Realism”™

t has been said that the eyes are the windows of the
I sl Why, then, are so many of the figures in Judith

Schacchter’s works shown with their lids squeezed
firmly shut! Some, of course, are dend: Tiny Eva in her
coffim, or the King of Maggots, or Tulip’s girl in what looks
like a padded cell. Ozhers are sleeping, like the fallen angel
in Dreaming Angel, whao sprawds, wings akimbo, in 2 draped
aned rasseled boudoir. Many, though, scem lost in some
privite reverie, reflecting on what they have done (the
mother who has pust flung her child down the stain) or on
what awaits them (the naked woman who sinks, headfirst,
intiy the briny deep). And what are the memories locked
behind the unseen baby blues of the child prostiture
stumbling down a lonely road, oblivious to the lightning
striking close behind her!

Some things, Scheecheer seems w be hinting, simply
remain unknown—even m an age in which intimane
secrets of the soul are paraded daily across the pages of
supermarket tabloids and TV queasi-“news magazines."”
This paradox serves as a paradigm for the dexterous ye
snister products of the artist’s imagination: violent,
sometimes temifying images thar are also both cool and
beautiful; distorved, anguished figures thar inexplicably
exude o kind of evernal repose; rude, humorous, nascy, or
macabre subject matter, manipulated with such skill and
decorative delicacy thar the end resule is hypnotically,
impossibly arrmcrive,
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[ think I'm a farly nermal human specimen. My mam
imgereses are xex and death, with romance ond viclenee
the obwiois munners-up.
— Judith Schaechter

Ower the past ten yean, Schaechter has figured out
how o use a croft—an ancient, traditionally sacred,
extraordinarily labor-intensive medium—to make highly
contemporary and quite secular, if not to sy profane, art.
For centuries, stined glass has been used almost exclusively
for the fabrication of church windows: patterns of color
defined by black that transform a little light into splendid
religious propaganda. In this millennial em of anything:
goes appropriation, it seems exquisitely ironic that
Schaechter has succeeded in inventing an art form
related not enly to the jewellike panels made to deco-
rate the house of God but to the flickening recrangles of
colored light that beckon like sirens in houses all over
the world, night after night.

Sure, | was o vovewr, So was avveme who ever watched
Doris Dy musg with Rock Hudson, or gouked ar Bill
Holden kissmg Kim Novak, We're all vovenrs and Ife s a
picnic. People have litle hozes m ther livmg rooms and they
sit m fromt of the hoxes for six or cight hosers @ night and
pogele ar other people lvmg their bues.

—Earl W. Emerson, The Kamy Cery

Are Schaechrer’s alarming scenes of physical andfor
emational dissster any more disturbing than those seen on
television, purporting to be glimpses of Keal Life! Oker
fascination with other people’s pain is as old as Greek
tragedy and as contemporary as Cops, 911, or Amenica’s
Maost Wanred. Still, as real ss chiese TV series prevend o be,
they are as stylized, in their own way, as any play by
Euripides. They allow us to experience emotion vicariously.
All the flavor, nome of the calories.
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King of Maggoh, 1984
S ghou, 23 13
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Duchamp, has come 1o accept skallful shopping as part of
the artistic repertoire). Schaechter begine with a drawing—
interested, perhaps, in a geswre, or the depiction of a
particular vexture, feeling, or effect. Picces of glass, some
consisting of a layer of color fused o a clear or lightly
tinted matrix, are cut, ground, carved, sandblasted,
etched, painted, and then put together with stnips of
lead or copper foil over a peried of days and weeks. In
some parts of the composition, so many layers of glass
are required 1o creare the desired effect thar the final
work acquires a distincrive, three-dimensional physicals
fry, like a Della Robbia bas-relief.

For Schacchier, it iz both the tedium of this process
and the continuing rechnical challenges and hurdles that
the medium presents that have sustained her interest. In
each work, she tries o find something new 1w leam: a way
of manipulating color or pattern, perhaps, of a special
technigue. In Feeds on Frre (1991), for instance, she tackled
the challenge of depicting flames and smoke. A leaping.
whire-hot conflagration studded with the charred skeletons
of buildings and trees frames the figures of a woman and her
pyromaniac daimon. In other works, she has developed
various ways to convincingly create the illusion of water,
bath in motion and at rest. Cagght ;m a Flood { 1990}, for
example, captures the play of light on the turbulent waves.
In Vioice of a Smbang Shap ( 1994), the flat, relatively decora-
tive appearance of the massive breakers thar dominate the
upper panel sepggest the nfluence of Japanese prints. Below,
however, this stylization gves way to a more naturalisne
depicrion in the excquisite dappling of pale reflections on
the woman's skin, combined with the serendipitous bub-
bling and subtle shifts of color in the bluish glass.

Diespite her insistence thar the techniques she employs
I'“vc existed for |'|||nd|'-|_-1|]-|. il wars, it cll,-ar theae
Schaechter has gradually personalized them into a reper-
toire unsquely her own. Forms are modeled through
addition and subtraction, as combined lavers of clear and
colored glass are selecrively etched wway, often in delicare,
paralle]l strokes reminiscent of egg tempera. Only rarely s
paint of any kind used, however. In Memones of a Chuld
Prostinute | 1994), the astonishing range of tonaliries visible
in the translecent, bluish glow of the young gid's skin &
achieved entirely through the laverig of erched glass.

1%

Silver stain, which appears as yellow, has been used to
highlight her lips, hair, and dress, and black vitreous
enamel heighrens the dramatic conrrast of light and dark.
All osther arcas of color, however ting or precise, are cut or

erched from the plass iself,
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Even thowugh she thinks herself nearly @ woman
ard feels certan there’s nothing delicate about her,
the gl partly sees the moth as like she &:
a creatire flutiering tvwavds its own desemacnon.,
—Sephen Dobyns, "The Moth”

A sense of overwhelming derail is present in most of
these pieces—a splendid, opulent excess suggesting a kind
of horror vacuit, Flowens, vining plants, and insects abound,
filling every comer with color and partern even as they
serve as memento mori, reminding us of the briefnes of our
existence by presenting us with a specracle teeming of
things that live even shorer lives.

In Frapde (1959), a lirle girl sats on a wood floor,
surrounded by a ring of butterflies. Around this sene,
however, is an ominous-looking border of cobwebs and
gpiders, Closer inspection reveals that the delicate, deadly
filaments of web are echoed inoa tracery of ks covering
the lirtle girl's face and limbs. It is as if she has just been
shattered by the impact of falling, or a blow. The profusion
of partern throughout the whole image—the flowens and
vines on the walls, the wood grain on the floor, even the
vivid multicolored butterfly wings—contribute to an
intense, clostrophobic feeling of panic. There is simply no
place for the eve 1o rest.

This over-the-top sensibility is part of what creates
both the look and the feeling of Schaccheer’s work, These
seamy compositions suggest thar we admin to our maost
secret, sexually charped thoughis and weirdest fantasics—
like the pyromaniac protagonist of Feeds on Frre, whose
expresion seems lose 1o orgasmic ecstasy, or the sexy slut
of an angel passed oue in a puddle of her own urine in
Dreamemg Angel. The death-in-place-of-sex Yictorian
atmosphere that Schaechter invokes, of small, airkes,
overstffed, and overupholstered rooms, is further accentusted

by her organization of space. Suggesting simultaneously a



(fearful} longing for the eternal and o horror of confine-
ment, the perspective in these pieces is often manipulated
i imcrease the emotional impasct of the imoe, as in Murder
aned Child. The temrifying scecpness of the stain in the pancl
om the left homdly accentuates the spectacle of the dead
infant lying on the hard, hard floor. Ironically, in the panel
om the right, the walls frmme the murderous maother like o

Madonna, even s the blood LI:]lFI'\ from her handcubts

Dieath in e Flesh, 1587
Sirwraed o3 1# = 30
Ll b,-IEI:h} cenetasy Srpenmen Gollery, Phiodelphic

[ see a ved door, and 1 wane it painzed black

The Bolling Stones
Schaechter's exploitation of black—not only in the use
14 ;ﬂ.r.l._ O paint. l|'!-r||r 1] ||'|.|-' Form ol I!|'|.:;' 1‘|:|.rl: I:nuq |.1r.ll:l.ll:'I.I|
thar knit her pieces togerher—has similarly grown and
developed over time. In early works such as King of Maggots
(1934, the leading seems simple and pragmaric, based
mently on either the separation of colors or the seraighfor-
ward formal decision to ereate a gridlike boackground and
border for the large central figure thar dommates the
shallow space of the composition. A work like Deach in the
Flesh {1982 demonserates o much greater sophistication,
niot only in the comsimucton of an eccentric vet belicvable
penpective but in the wse of lime for '|'|'u:|.'|'|.' dramatic effecr.
The heavy, curving supply hoses for the LV, and the oxygen
echo the dark delineation that encloses the woman's

wiisien] bohy as it lies i such pitcous repaose
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The mssillelike darkness of a rich profusion of patems
aned pextures almose overwhelms the composition of more
recent works, In Walker om Path, a woave of sunffowers,
depicted as flue black silhowetres agninst the brilliant pinks
and Blues of the sky, crosses the panel from one side o the
other. Their sharp, sandswept angle accentuates the woman's
stewua] posmnite as shie beans inoo whar must be a howling ke
Her clothing, consisting of nime separace patterned fabrics,
strearms out bebind her as she staggens along o path made of
commeless rinwy, mulricolored stones and shells.

It s im Visice of a Sinking Ship (1994 ) thar Schaechrer
brcaks theoasgh to an extraondinary exploitarion of the
dramaric contrast berween dense, dark detsol and, for ber, a
new compositional dement: empry space. Sullen, roiling
witves, further complicared by the overlay of ngring from
the foundering vessel, dominate the rop thisd of the
composition. But bencath the water’s surface, i a scem-
ingly vast field of pale Bluse, a single figure floarts, bare save a
rorpe around her ankles

The simplicity of this plece prefigures the arist’s moss
recent works, including Memores of a Child Prostinate,
Vienually devodd of busy detail of any kind, it shows a young
girl, the road she stands on—indicared only by loosely
brushed streaks of prov—and o lick of white lighining.
Northing more. Even the patterm of the child's fishnet
sockings seems oddly mured. The moment portraved s the
very instant when her purse string breake and dumps its
contents on the ground, yet the composition still has an

ol serenity, more dream than mightmare,
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If these highly romantic, perversely tipormographic
works were nothing more than the product of remarkable
technique or, on the other hand, just a collection of
extraordinarily strange, ageressively difficult images, they
would mot be half as intersting. Instead, they are that rire
bird, the product of both sides of the brain: o sharp intelli-
pence, moderated by the strange, inexplicable dance of
intuition, Schaccheer once revealed that she likes to dmw
with the TV an—not so much to watch as 1o lee i diseract
the rational process that so often gets in the way of dream-
ing. Perhaps thar is why the eves of so many of her figures
iwre closed as if in sleep, Maybe they are dreaming, oo



