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\ 'illiam Beck.man is showing 
his age. He has been painting in
tensely realistic self-portraits for 
almost four dead , ff ctively 
tracking h. own mat.ur tion from 
fair-skinned youth to the craggy 
60-sometlting who scares withn
thin-Ii pped, Clint Eastwoodishn
conc•entraf.on om of the paintingn
in this xhib'tion.n

Mr. Beckman follows onh rn 
Renaissanc� paint rs like Durer 
and Cranach in his ambition to 
give the figur an uncanny sculp

tural vividness. Without negl ct
ing any wr.inkles, he gives skjn ai 

relatively simplified, waxy 
smoothness, which, along with 
flat, monochromatic back� 
grounds, enhance by contrast 
the detailed palpabil1ty or eye 
glasses and hair. His figures 
seem to exisl in a space between 
two and three dimensions. 

Jwo portraits depict a man and 
a woman who look young, enough 
to be Mr. Beckman's children, 
and in fact they are. Another is a 
memorial picture of his first wife, 
Carol, now deceased. You learn 
these and a few other biographi• 
cal facts from a weird but inter-
e ting psychoan lytic essay by 
the critic Donald Kuspit in the ex
hibition catalog. 

But you don't have to know the 
back story to grasp that Mr .. 
Beckman's li\ow is a meditation•n
on youth, age and mona ity. Inn
lhi context there's something a).n
most funny about his bigger�n
than.life painting of himself in an
leather motorcycle racing outfit,n
standing next to a shiny redn
motorcycle: the image of an ag
ing boy-man who thinks he cann
escape death on a speedy toy.n
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