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Love, they tell us, works in mysterious ways. This is certainly the case for Canadian painter Kim Dorland, 
whose current exhibition at Mike Weiss gallery gathers works from 2008-2011, all portraits of his wife, Lori. The 
press materials attempt to draw a connection between Dorland's depictions of the female form and De 
Kooning's, and there is the same sense of abstract violence done to the face and body. This can make these 
pieces a bit disconcerting; with the exception of one untitled work from 2011, a sort of mellow-hued nature 
scene in greens, whites, and yellows, these paintings all revel in orgiastic excess, a muck of dumped-on 
fleshtone and blood red oil pigment. (Even the just mentioned exception-to-the-rule seems a bit ofleshtone and blood red oil pigment. (Even the just mentioned exception-to-the-rule seems a bit off — those 
asteroid-tails of white pigment streaking toward Lori's body on the grass could easily be a pack of egg-seeking 
sperm.)

The back room contains a suite of three related paintings from 2008: "Silly Smile," "Coy Girl," and "For 
Matisse." In each, Dorland has sketched out the basic forms on the flat canvas, and then laid on smears and 
splats of oil pigment to give the paintings what is, at times, a wonky three-dimensionality. This gesture reaches 
its pinnacle in the latter work, whose surface is augmented with a huge lump of purple, black, and green paint, 
roughly the size of one half of a basketball, which seems coated in a mossy fur or fuzz. Lori's body in each 
painting is criss-crossed by streaks of red, a corporeal explosion. Yellow-and-white, asterisk-shaped flowers 
complete the picnic in hell.

Smaller scale works capture Dorland's paramour from the waist up. "Lori" (2009) is a portrait of the artist's wife Smaller scale works capture Dorland's paramour from the waist up. "Lori" (2009) is a portrait of the artist's wife 
as she might appear scalped and literally de-faced. "Sad Girl" (2008) is a similarly dark rendition, this one on a 
black background; a royal blue triangle on the front of Lori's shirt adds a welcome splash of color. There are 
also works on paper, in which Dorland exercises restraint, in relative terms, working with pastels, watercolors, 
or spray paints and forsaking a gratuitous layering of oils.

So what does it mean to make a viscerally "ugly" painting of a woman you're married to, to want to abstract the So what does it mean to make a viscerally "ugly" painting of a woman you're married to, to want to abstract the 
features of her face until she appears peeled back, an anatomical display, like something laid out on a 
coroner's table? Perhaps that's a question for another forum (or the psychologist's couch.) In any case, 
Dorland is in his element when caking on, going for broke, spewing paint onto the canvas and then gouging 
shapes to stand for eyeball, breast, hand. The closest he comes to 'straight' portraiture, "Stargazer" (2010) is 
also the weakest work in the show — we see a sort of hippified vision of Lori, rendered in greens and pinks, 
staring up at a jet black sky cut by a shooting stastaring up at a jet black sky cut by a shooting star. Dorland seems to like her here, in that he hasn't marred, 
blotched, or otherwise fucked with her visage. As a result, it's not nearly as interesting as the paintings in which 
Lori appears as a buffet of sinew, flesh, and organs, something turned inside out. Or as the excellent Maggie 
Nelson might put it, as she does in "The Art of Cruelty" when discussing Francis Bacon, among others — the 
paintings in which Dorland seems comfortable to think of his wife as meat. None of this makes for unqueasy 
contemplation. But perhaps it's just further proof that true love is never anything but strange.


