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Racllel Kusiner

contemplates the rocailles of a new rococo

IT'S NEVER SEEMED LIKE a stretch to me to
compare painting to the patina and lustre of
cosmetics. I often think of both in a single
realm - surfaces painted, powdered, rouged.
As early as 1673, Roger de Piles, in favour of
colour and artifice, declared that painting

is makeup. This seems particularly true of
certain art-historical eras, like eighteenth-
century France, when the utility of images
has been less clear, less discursive, and
painting has drifted into the province of

looking at, and never into, gauzy feminine
realms. Teplin's paintings might bring to
mind Matisse, or certain twentieth-century
abstractions by Hans Hofmann or Joan
Mitchell, but they are also dilations of the
opacities and withholding of Watteau, and
the intentionally insufficient brushwork of
Fragonard. Brushwork that, according to
Norman Bryson, carries either lubricious
meanings, or meanings that illuminate no
discourse, that are oniy figural.









