suggest hat we can nevor galn aswhale perspective of either the
world or our existence in it. AL best, our view is always partial
and incomplete. Overall, howover, Chandler expacts full partici-
‘pation, even demands that we imagine, fantasize, free-associate
and use our eyes to explore her marks.

Significantly, Chandler addvesses the practical dialectic
which Lies at the heart of the art making process itself: the end-
lessly absorbing search for reconeiliation between the fragment
and the whole. How does an artist achiewe a sense of wholeness
out of experiences—either of the world or of the work itseli—
which are recefvod piscemeal? She treats the desolate fromen
rogions—the Arctie Sea, the majestic Alps, the isolated cabins
amid towering pine trees—as abstract eloments to be tinkered

dith densod. The palnable
space these paintings ereale is a function of the time essential
o our f them. Tmages read. a

distanos; they soften as fluid or short strokes and dabs of color
at closer range, making us conscious of nature as metaphor for
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tho internal journey we take in lifo. Chandler’s high density
‘mark-making rosults in a visual tenslon betwoon the particular
and the whole. Although the works are highly structurod, they
appear to be in a constant stale of perpetual vibration, Like
the landseape, ever in flux yel soathing in its permanence,
Chandler's works invoke a eonlimous play of opposites:
‘elween clarity and obscurily, between change and constancy.
In doing so, Chandler reveals how fragile our reality is and
Tow mueh it's based on shared assumptions and definitions.
She always seems to be measuring up elose, then at a distance,
removing images and materials from contexts and placing
thom beside others for comparison. For evondng in the Siviss
Alps, loose stokes sweop across a sensuos fleld of blue, whito
and lavender creating a fluld, even gravity-froe visual current
far the ey to ride. The sinuous movemants of the brush are
inward and almost mesmerizing, thoreby touching off in s the
aw swound of a decper longing Similarly, Thne Travel in the
Himalagas is a rieh mosaie of light, color and form, Chandler



