PLATE ELEVEN

realize our interdependence and intereorneetions. We are at
onee participants and voyeurs. Partly melancholie and half
iey—Chandler's swork turns {his conundrum Into mesmerizing
meditations on dissonance and harmony. To be sure, the paint-
ings grab us instinetively, yel suggest poetic understanding of
the plight of souls. Anxiousnoss—the sonse that things aren't
ight but engages us subliminally, wells up and overpawers us—
s a soething undareurront.

The oy A 7 of the t
cognitivo legitimacy of the artificial or inauthentie, the haunt-
ing trangformations of childhood experiences that knockabout
in our adult momories, conflicts batwoen the rendered and
the real, and the renewed aura of the object. What

ks

we desire determines who, how and what we are. Chandler's
Iippnotie realms are stunningly present and utterly elusive—a
‘palehwork of interiors and evenls, a haphazard patina of human
nistory. The effect is absorbing and sumptuous—a strange
sense of space, a feeling of suspension in lime and transoen-
dence into other worlds. A number of works—a mystical sailing
ship on an endless voyage, the watery blue expanses of rivars
coursing through timo—show nature wandering, stretehing the
limits of her domain, Again and again, we are seemingly cast
adrift In spatially ambiguous territory empty of navigational
‘markers. All of the works exude a mood of isokation, of yearning,
of the translence of carthly things. Evident throughout is an
in ragand to organie forms and a slever, more

saems (o inleres! Chandler is ot merely (he activation of desire
‘but the examination of is complex structures. For the question
of desive is intimately bound up with identity: who, how and vwhat

‘probingaltention to the paint surface and how it effecls images.
They are mot theorelical paintings but landscapes shaped
and transformed by her parficular sensibility, her seleetive



