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Tum Chnstophers Mew Tork scenés are
as mich and vamed and vital as vhe ciry
they chromide. Blending his passion
for flm noir, the black-and-whine dasocs of
urhan deiecison of the 1040k and "Sik, with his
expencnce as a coartrom artist for CBS, where
his swilt drawings capiured the emotional
nuances of plaintfls and defersdams, judpes
and brwyers and juries in sensacsonal cises in the
ks days before fillm came before the ench.
Christopher lets his drawing show through
the pamnt on his canvases and the ink in his
drawings, These lines arg the qiy's arienies and
puppet strings and spiderwebs. They draw
peoplk o the ity and keep them there, They
are the cty’s psychotropic lifcblood, dispensing
false hope and Fragile dreams. They are ofien all
that connect the disparate, solitary character—
miafe than |||ctl;|}' Ji.guru. {_'|1|!|.31l:1.4!r|.'|":- |.1a.1.l|.4|.'
are characrers with @one of thar own, this,
agnificanty, even though—ar becanse?—they
are larpely undefined—thar mill abour the
proure plane or stand ar the inteseoion of
This Way and That Way in reveries of belief and
dishelicf. They all scem to be trying to remember
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somiething, of forget something, or they seem o
b v.'uu.dninl; whether the IJiil:ll; l|:|L'_l.' wanl o
hade—icar? namven crime?—is written on ther
faces, in thewr body language, For all o see.,

Colors splash on Christopher’s New York
canvas, articulanng the fever dreams of che
hnp.'l’ul and the hniwl-qu alike, -rtr.:'.l.'ing s in
as well. Christophers Mew York is the siren
song that turns out to be the scream in the
dark, the nightmare, the siten that signals cops
on the maove.

Bike messengers are a recurment subigect in
'«'\'_'hl:i.ﬁu[.ih-.'l:'l work, symbols of a durowhack ToMoREow's AROTHER [DAy, ACEYLIC O8N CANYAS, 12 % 267

netherworkd berween the pedestnan and e waxs. Yis, ves. A
Weaving in and ow of raffic. a birds-eye view  our impersonal email, fax, file share world. desperate. These fragments, taken ogether, are PREMIUM SELECT
of their routes—the wrong way down one-way Chrstopher’s wiles are iniegral wo the 2 sonic summary of Mew York. They add a nch R UMY
sireets; racing red lights making aghs right and ~ works, As he moves through the ciry like a laer-  chiaroscure o Chnstopher’s strong imagery. ® SOUNDS VERT
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wide lefi tuns beside and just shead of urgent  day Weepee with his cameera and shetchbook, he YR TR
cabs—would show that they are demigods,  cavesdrops, joiting down snippets of dialogue Far a direce {ink oe v [
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rewriting urban planning on the fy as they drop that drift his way: the mummurs of desire, the CARYAS
d www. issricanimncollecrorcam 8 x 38"

headshots and pext springs dnsses in person in

wisecracks of the broken, and the pleas of the




