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LIAM
EVERETT

THE SUN IS THEIR DRUM

JUSQU’AU  ·  UNTIL 18 MAR., 2023
5 RUE DU PONT DE LODI, PARIS

FRFR   Qu’est-ce qu’il te reste, me demanda 
récemment Liam Everett, quand le monde autour 
de toi s’estompe ? Quand la terre, le ciel, les arbres, 
ta maison, la chaise sur laquelle tu es assis, la 
table devant toi, tout ce qui t’entoure, quand tout 
cela cesse d’exister ? Non pas rien — il ne te reste 
jamais « rien » — mais l’espace, tout au moins. Un 
espace en expansion. Et des possibilités. 

Dans cet espace, quelque chose d’autre peut 
émerger.

Liam Everett parlait de méditation, et de sa 
pratique quotidienne pour vider son espace 
mental et créatif. Mais il parlait aussi de peinture, 
du comment et du pourquoi son travail finit par 
avoir l’aspect qui est le sien. Ses peintures, 
que je trouve inconfortables, discordantes, 
problématiques, agitées et perpétuellement en 
suspens, ne sont certainement pas méditatives, 
du moins pas dans le sens courant du terme. 
Elles ne m’apaisent pas ; c’est plutôt l’opposé : 
elles embrasent mes yeux et mon esprit. Elles 
exigent de moi que je les regarde de plus près et 
que je sois plus attentif à ce que je perçois — et 
comment je le perçois. Elles sont exigeantes. Et 
elles sont gratifiantes. 

Liam Everett a dit que « l’art devrait être à propos 
de rien », une idée, selon moi, plus stimulante que 
l’affirmation banale et moralisatrice selon laquelle 
l’art a le devoir de signifier quelque chose, de 
servir un but social et politique.  Les convictions 
de Liam Everett ne sont pas issues du politique 
mais sont plutôt philosophiques : représenter 
des idées préexistantes, formulées au travers 
du langage, ne l’intéresse pas. Au lieu de cela, il 
souhaite que son art ouvre une voie vers le terrain 
inexploré du monde phénoménologique. « Cela 
devrait être une rencontre avec un OVNI, un objet 
inconnu avec lequel il faut trouver les moyens de 
composer. »

Mais rien ne vient de rien. Liam Everett m’a confié 
il y a quelques années de cela, qu’il est devenu 
conscient que la moindre marque qu’il faisait, le 
moindre de ses gestes, était déterminé par le flot 
constant de stimulations autour de lui et cette 
réalisation l’a gêné. Le langage appris structure 
(pratiquement) toute connaissance, et la culture 
se noue, comme un mycélium invisible, autour 
de tout ce que l’on voit ou imagine. Liam Everett 
considère cela comme « le bruit » qu’il vise à 
réduire au silence pour produire son art. C’est une 
aspiration impossible, il le sait : « Ce sera toujours 
présent, car aucun humain ne peut être humain 
sans un autre. Je ne peux pas effacer cela. »

Cette ambition peut paraître aux antipodes d’une 
autre intention qu’il met dans son travail : l’ancrer 
dans son espace et son temps. Liam Everett est 
convaincu qu’un tel ancrage est une contrainte 
nécessaire pour permettre à d’autres incarnations 
de liberté et de spontanéité d’émerger. Dans 
le cas des onze nouvelles peintures réalisées 
pour “the sun is their drum”, ces contraintes sont 
intégrées dans la forme même des œuvres. 
Achevés sous la lumière oblique du Pacifique à 
l’hiver 2022, quand ils voyagent de l’autre côté 
de l’Atlantique ses tableaux emportent avec eux 
quelque chose de leur lieu de création. Le titre de 
cette exposition est fondé sur l’idée que la lumière 
ultraviolette nous parvient à travers un système 
infiniment complexe de réflexion, réfraction, 
vibration et collision (y compris avec la Lune), et 
que tout cela, selon Liam Everett, « génère une 
sorte de rythme qui hypnotise non seulement la 
façon dont on voit le monde mais aussi notre état 
de conscience général. » 
 
Liam Everett vit avec sa famille à la campagne, 
au nord de la Californie, près d’une forêt non 
loin de l’océan, et il travaille dans une grange 
réhabilitée. Quand il s’est installé dans cet espace, 
il a trouvé toutes sortes d’outils qui avaient été 
abandonnés par le propriétaire précédent : des 
scies, des couteaux, des haches, des seaux, des 
poubelles, et d’autres outils en métal. Il continue 
d’en déterrer régulièrement lorsqu’il travaille sa 
terre. Tout comme pour des séries d’œuvres 
précédentes, réalisées dans d’autres ateliers 
qui recélaient autant d’objets abandonnés, Liam 
Everett dispose ces éléments sur ses toiles et 
les utilise comme supports de composition, les 
vaporisant d’encre ou de peinture pour révéler 
leurs contours. Il utilise de la terre, de la poussière 
et du sable de manière similaire, saupoudrant ses 
toiles encore non tendues posées au sol. Bien que 
son travail dialogue clairement avec l’histoire de 
la peinture abstraite, Liam Everett ne le considère 
pas abstrait, mais presque cruellement littéral.  

Les titres, eux aussi, situent les peintures dans 
le monde du langage, même si Liam Everett 
insiste sur le fait que les mots qu’il appose à 
des tableaux donnés n’ont rien à voir avec leurs 
qualités extrinsèques. Distinguer un tableau d’un 
autre relève surtout d’un aspect pratique, dit-il. 
« Je les vois vraiment tous comme différentes 
parties d’un même processus. » 

Dans des séries de travaux antérieurs, Liam 
Everett a attiré notre attention sur les aspects 
performatifs de la pratique picturale et à travers 
ses installations, a souvent fait référence au 
monde du théâtre. Est-ce en écho à sa retraite 
dans une campagne reculée, ou aux contraintes 
d’isolement imposées par la pandémie, que Liam 
Everett tend aujourd’hui à envisager son travail 
comme une improvisation en solo ? Il parle de 
« l’état d’extase » dans lequel il entre — ou aspire 
à entrer — quand il réalise ses peintures. Dans cet 
état, la pensée consciente peut être suspendue, 
le langage peut être assourdi, l’intention peut 
être oubliée et, dans cet espace de liberté, de 
nouvelles visions peuvent voir le jour.

— Jonathan Griffin

untitled (the turn), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen 
canvas. 91,4 x 61 cm

untitled (in the shadow of Thales), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen 
canvas. 134,6 x 198,1 cm
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ENGENG   What do you have, Liam Everett asked me 
recently, when the world falls away? When the 
ground, the sky, the trees, your home, the chair you’re 
sitting on, the table before you, all of it, when it all 
ceases to exist? Not nothing — never nothing — but 
space, at least. Expansive space. And possibility. 

Into that space something else can emerge. 

Everett was talking about meditation, and his own 
daily practice of clearing psychic and imaginative 
space. But he was also talking about painting, and 
how and why his work ends up looking the way it 
does. His paintings, which I find uncomfortable, 
discordant, glitchy, restless, and permanently 
unresolved, are certainly not meditative, not in the 
usual sense of that word. They do not bring me 
calm; quite the opposite: they light a fire behind 
my eyes, and in my mind. They demand that I 
look closer, and be more attentive to what — and 
how — I am perceiving. They are hard work. And 
they are rewarding.

Everett has said that “Art should be about nothing,” 
an idea, to me, more obstinately challenging 
than the commonplace, moralistic assertion 
of art’s responsibility to mean something, 
of its duty of service to social and political 
efficacy. Everett’s convictions are not politically 
derived, but philosophical: he is not interested 
in manifesting pre-existing ideas, formulated 
through language. Instead, he wants his art to 
forge a path into an otherwise inaccessible realm 
of phenomenological wilderness. “It should be an 
encounter with a U.F.O., an unknown object you 
have to work out how to come to terms with.”

But nothing comes from nothing. A few years 
ago, Everett told me, he became uncomfortably 
aware of how his every mark, his every gesture, 
was mediated by the constant flow of stimulation 
around him. Learned language structures 
(virtually) all knowledge, and culture is threaded, 
like an invisible mycelium, around everything we 
can see or imagine. Everett considers this the 
“noise” he aims to silence in order to make his 
art. That is an impossible aspiration, he knows; 
“It will always be there, because no human can 
be human without the other. I can’t erase that.”

This aim might seem to be at odds with another 
intention he has for his work: to ground it in its time 
and place. Everett believes that such a grounding 
is a necessary constraint that allows for other 
embodiments of freedom and spontaneity to arise. 
In the case of the eleven new paintings in “the sun is 
their drum”, these conditions are incorporated into 
their very form. Completed beneath the slanting 
Pacific light of winter 2022, when travelling across 
the Atlantic they take something of their birthplace 
with them. The title for this exhibition is based on 
the idea that ultraviolet light arrives via an infinitely 
complex system of reflection, refraction, vibration 
and collision (including with the Moon), all of which, 
Everett says, “generates a kind of rhythm that 
hypnotizes not just our experience of seeing but 
our general state of awareness.”

Everett lives with his family in rural northern 
California, close by a forest and not far from the 
ocean, and he works in a converted barn. When 
he moved into the space, he found all manner of 
tools that had been abandoned by the previous 
owner: saws, knives, axes, buckets, garbage cans, 
and other metalwork. He still regularly unearths 
such objects when digging his land. As with 
previous bodies of work, made in other studios 
that harboured different abandoned objects, here 
Everett arranges these items on his canvas and 
uses them as compositional devices, often misting 
ink or paint over them to reveal their silhouettes. 
He uses earth, dust and sand in a similar way, 
scattering it onto unstretched canvases placed 
on the floor. While his work clearly engages with 
the history of abstract painting, Everett does not 
think of it as abstract, but as almost painfully 
literal.

Titles, too, locate the paintings in the world of 
language, even if Everett insists that the words 
he appends to particular paintings have nothing 
to do with the external qualities of the work. To 
distinguish between one painting and another 
is mainly a practical convenience, he says. “I 
really see them all as different parts of the same 
process.”

In earlier bodies of work, Everett focused our 
attention on the performative aspects of making 
a painting, and, through his installations, often 
referenced the world of theatre. Perhaps in 
response to his withdrawal to the remote 
countryside, or perhaps because of the isolating 
constraints of the pandemic, with this new work 
he tends to think in terms of solo improvisation. 
He talks of the “state of ecstasy” into which he 
enters — or strives to enter — when making his 
paintings. In this state, conscious thought can be 
suspended, language can be quietened, intention 
can be forgotten and, in that place of freedom, 
new visions can be ushered into being. 

— Jonathan Griffin

untitled (the soothsayer), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen 
canvas. 152,4 x 198,1 cm

untitled (the whereof), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen 
canvas. 94 x 149,9 cm

Vues de l’exposition  ·  Exhibition views « Liam Everett, 
the sun is their drum », Mennour (5 rue du Pont de 
Lodi, Paris 6), 2023



FRFR   Né en 1973 à Rochester, New York, Liam Everett vit et 
travaille au nord de la Californie. Ses œuvres ont fait partie 
d’expositions au San Francisco Museum of Modern Art ; 
à la Biennale of Painting, Museum Dhondt-Dhaenens, 
Deurle, Belgique ; U.C. Berkeley Art Museum and Pacific 
Film Archive ; San Jose Institute of Contemporary 
Art ; CCA Wattis Institute for Contemporary Arts, San 
Francisco. 
Liam Everett a reçu le SECA Art Award au San Francisco 
Museum of Modern Art (2017), le Richard Diebenkorn 
Teaching Fellowship au San Francisco Art Institute 
(2013) et le San Francisco Artadia Award (2013). Ses 
œuvres font partie d’importantes collections publiques 
internationales, telles que celles du Metropolitan 
Museum of Art, New York ; San Francisco Museum of 
Modern Art ; Dallas Museum of Art ; Musée des Beaux-
Arts, Rennes, France ; Fondation Carmignac, Paris ; 
Kistefos Museum, Jevnaker, Norvège et U.C. Berkeley Art 
Museum and Pacific Film Archive. 
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Art; CCA Wattis Institute for Contemporary Arts, San 
Francisco. 
Everett is the recipient of the SECA Art Award at the 
San Francisco Museum of Modern Art (2017), the 
Richard Diebenkorn Teaching Fellowship at the San 
Francisco Art Institute (2013) and the San Francisco 
Artadia Award (2013). Everett’s work is included in 
significant international public collections, including the 
Metropolitan Museum of Art, New York; San Francisco 
Museum of Modern Art; Dallas Museum of Art; Musée 
des Beaux-Arts, Rennes, France; Fondation Carmignac, 
Paris; Kistefos Museum, Jevnaker, Norway, and U.C. 
Berkeley Art Museum and Pacific Film Archives.

untitled (cool memories), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
94 x 149,9 cm

untitled (the sum), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
91,4 x 61 cm

untitled (the turn), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
91,4 x 61 cm

untitled (the call), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
91,4 x 61 cm

LISTE DES ŒUVRES EXPOSÉES
LIST OF EXHIBITED WORKS

untitled (the soothsayer), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
152,4 x 198,1 cm

untitled (in the shadow of 
Thales), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
134,6 x 198,1 cm

untitled (as the tone drew away), 
2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en lin  ·  
Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
134,6 x 198,1 cm

untitled (the familiars), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
129,5 x 198,1 cm

untitled (the divers), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
94 x 149,9 cm

untitled (the passenger), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
94 x 149,9 cm

untitled (the whereof), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en 
lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen canvas
94 x 149,9 cm

untitled (the sum), 2022
Encre, huile, sable sur toile en lin  ·  Ink, oil, sand on linen 
canvas. 91,4 x 61 cm

TRAILER DE L’EXPOSITION
EXHIBITION TRAILER

https://www.youtube.com/shorts/6Nqj50uaeJ4
https://www.youtube.com/shorts/6Nqj50uaeJ4


Pour toutes les œuvres · All works :
© Liam Everett

Photo. Archives Mennour
Courtesy the artist and Mennour, Paris

47 RUE SAINT-ANDRÉ-DES-ARTS
5 & 6 RUE DU PONT DE LODI

28 AVENUE MATIGNON
PARIS

+33 1 56 24 03 63
GALERIE@MENNOUR.COM

MENNOUR.COM

https://mennour.com
https://www.artnet.com/galleries/kamel-mennour/
https://www.facebook.com/galeriemennour
https://www.instagram.com/kamelmennour/
https://twitter.com/galeriemennour
https://www.youtube.com/channel/UCX-BW3V4_pB1RM83mAsN2-w
https://tinyurl.com/zr8za5t2
https://www.artsy.net/partner/mennour






Desmarais, Charles, “Gallery roundup: Altman Siegel,” San Francisco Chronicle, January 12, 2018 



















    
 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 



    
 

 

 

 



    
 

 

 

 



    
 

 

 

 
 



    
 

 

 
 

Whiting, Sam, “Meeting the winners of 2017 SECA Art Award at SFMOMA,” The San Francisco Chronicle, June 29, 2017 
 
 

 

 



    
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



    
 

 

 
“An Interview with Liam Everett,” Artdependence Magazine, Dirk Vanduffel, March 19, 2017 

 



    
 

 

 

 



    
 

 

 

 



    
 

 

 

 



    
 

 

 



    
 

 

 





Lutz, Leora, “Liam Everett: ‘The Elephant Calf’ at Altman Siegel,” Art ltd, May 2016 

Archeology can loosely be defined as the study of 
civilizations and the history of people through the 
examination of excavated geological sites. In 
contrast, architecture is the process of designing 
and constructing habitats. Reminiscent of both 
architecture and archeology, artist Liam Everett 
approaches his new series of paintings through a 
rigorous process akin to building and excavation. 
Like an historical documenter, he works on all the 
canvases at once—each individual piece becomes 
complete in its own time as if stopping at that 
moment when sacred ground has been discovered. 
Everett’s new large-scale paintings are on view at 
Altman Siegel gallery in an exhibition titled “The 
Elephant Calf,” after Bertolt Brecht’s 1926 play of 
the same name. The play was originally presented as 
an appendix to a longer play “Man Equals Man,” a 
surrealist farce. Brecht envisioned the smaller play 
presented in the foyer of the longer play; a “play 
within a play.” As such, Everett approaches his art 
practice as “play/farce” with materials and process, 
foregrounded by the context of a larger whole: life 
and our surroundings. His indoor/outdoor studio 
in Sebastopol is the perfect habitat to use discarded 
pieces of the suburbs as tools for his expeditions 
that take place on the canvas. 

Techniques such as pressing painted plastics and 
peeling them away, using grates or pieces of 
construction sites as stencils, and applying industrial 
spray paint as well as thick brushstrokes all form his 
lexicon of gesture. Throughout the blasts of color, 
white shows through after vigorous sanding, 
creating a texture that causes the eye to jump 
around the canvas. In this way, there is no focal 
point but instead a pulsating rhythm that creeps 
forward and recedes at each gaze, on par with the 
Mark Rothko’s contemplative near-monochromes 
or Helen Frankenthaler’s energetic color fields. All 
of the work is untitled, with subtitles referencing 
Native North and South American tribal lands, 
seemingly linked to abstract ideas of place and  

identity with a nod to the concept of 
archeology. Untitled (Nakbe)(2016) is the most 
stunning piece, particularly poetic as it is bold, with 
vivid blue and purple tones dominating a field 
scattered with glints of white where the paint has 
been sanded all the way down to the primer. It is as 
if digging to unearth buried treasure only reveals 
solid marbleat the bottom to be the most beautiful 
discovery of all. 

Image: Untitled (Nakbe), 2016, Liam Everett 
Acrylic, enamel, alcohol, and salt on oil primed linen 
77" x 561⁄2"



“Art: Elephant in the Room,” by Jonathan Curiel, 
SF Weekly, March 16, 2016 

Liam Everett jokes about all the behind-the-scenes 
"neuroses" that go into making his otherworldly 
paintings. During the many months it takes to complete a 
series of works, Everett never sits down — there's no 
place to sit in his studio, anyway — as he puts things on 
wheels, and prods, chafes, scrapes, sands, and dabs his 
linen canvases over and over again. When the process is 
complete, Everett has someone else stretch his canvases 
into the finished versions that show up in galleries — 
which deliberately distorts the paintings in ways that will 
shock Everett. 

Then there are the paintings' names, like Untitled 
(Tikal)and Untitled (Mitla), that suggest tangible 
connections to historic geographies but are chosen 
randomly and designed to play with art-goers' 
imaginations — and with Everett's. What you think you 
see with Liam Everett's painting is not quite what you get. 
The works are both complete andincomplete — inhabiting 
a state of existential limbo that borrows from Everett's 
theater background, which includes a childhood stint 
where he performed in Samuel Beckett's most famous 
play, Waiting for Godot. 

"I'm very interested in the possibility of a work that's 
always working, instead of a work that's been worked," 
says Everett, who's also a playwright, and whose father 
produced theater in Ireland and in the United States. "My 
studio looks like a theater set, with everything in motion. 
The performance and the painting are completely 
integrated — one leads to the other, in this kind of self-
generative form of practice." 

Everett's latest exhibit at Altman Siegel gallery, "The 
Elephant Calf," which references an absurdist Bertolt 
Brecht play about law, features some nine large-scale 
paintings, each one a multitude of overlapping, 
crisscrossing layers that let you peer into the tiniest 
recesses and come away with something enthralling: 
blotches, fragments, lines that fade here and there, 
particles that circle each other. None of the paintings has 
a recognizable center. And that's exactly what Everett 
wants. 

"A lot of 'The Elephant Calf' paintings spent time with 
mini-stages that I built in front of the paintings," he says. 
"I put contents from my studio, like buckets and sticks 
and lamps and stools, on top of these mini-stages, as 
props — really crude, agitprop theater sets. And then I'd 
reflect light on these objects, and they'd cast shadows on 
the paintings. And then I'd use these shadows to direct 
my gestures — another elaborate, neurotic way so I don't 
allow myself to make a gestural, emotional mark. They're 
led by the content of the space." 
Each canvas in Everett's new exhibit has what he 
describes as "movement" that can take the eye in any 
direction, and which "implicates" the art-goer in a kind of 
participatory experience. 

This involvement also borrows from the theater works 
Everett loves, where actors speak directly to audiences 
and break down the barrier between stage and seating. 
One of Everett's most recent performance works, On the 
Wall, showcases an actor (sometimes Everett) who drags 
himself by his forearms on a public street before entering 
the art space and the waiting audience. He admits his 
methods are unusual, as with having a framer-carpenter 
stretch his canvases into shape. 

Liam Everett: The Elephant Calf. Through April 23 at Altman 
Siegel, 49 Geary St., San Francisco. Free; 415-576-9300 
or altmansiegel.com. 



"They show up foreign, and it's very unsettling," Everett 
says. "It's not this kind of self-flagellation or self-
destructive force. As idealistic as it sounds, I grow from 
this experience — that there is this deeper evolution that 
occurs in the practice when I'm confronted. That's really 
what it is — especially with this group called 'The 
Elephant Calf.' They went straight to the gallery, and to 
see them in this presentable condition, I found really 
intimidating. I was very anxious. I had a few weeks of 
high anxiety. I'm still having trouble reading them and 
figuring them out. When I see a painting, things like 
velocity and direction are the first things I think about. 
What is the pace at which the painting is moving? Which 
direction is it moving? Is it right to left? Is it a diagonal or 
vertical? Every time I've gone back to the gallery, they 
present themselves in a different condition." 

Then, chuckling, Everett adds: "I probably spend a little 
too much time looking at paintings." 



Melendez, Franklin, "Liam Everett," Artforum, 2012



Always inside a world where the light discloses the 
structure that shows us the 'movement' of always 
falling, 2012, mixed media, 244 x 97 cm 

Liam Everett’s art stands, first and foremost, as 
testament to the processes of its making. In spite of 
their rich optical pleasures, his art works claim a 
solemn dignity as battered survivors of previous 
punishments. It is fun to imagine just what these wild, 
intense forces might have entailed. 

Sun evidently plays a major role in Everett’s work: the 
dyes of the fabric of his baggy constructions (not quite 
paintings, but too painting-like to be sculptures) are 
unevenly but expressively faded. Wind, too, seems to 
have been involved. Some, such as The way we slip 
over from one to the other, there and no where (all 
works 2012), appear to bear the gridded impressions 
of wire fences; you can picture them flapping in the 
breeze as they dried. Elsewhere, crusts of salt crystals 
imply that heat has also had a hand in their making, 
causing quantities of seawater to evaporate, perhaps, 
until sweaty white tidelines build up across the fabric. 
These works, though they make reference to the 
indoorsy, post-Minimal assemblages of Richard Tuttle 
as well as artists such as Sergej Jensen and Gedi 
Sibony, are infused with the landscape of northern 
California. 

In the main gallery five of these large fabric works are 
lined up against one wall. The extended wooden 
frames on which the panels of wool and organza hang 
remind us that the word ‘stretcher’ is more commonly 
associated not with paintings but with hospitals. A 
dynamic of unabashed romanticism emerges: the 
battered pieces of fabric are invalids, victims or 
survivors of the artistic process, recuperated only by 
their unwitting beauty.  

A sculpture in the adjacent space, titled Killing floor 
(or a proposed action plan), hints at how these 
paintings may have been made: a woollen blanket is 
slung between two long planks resting on sawhorses. 
It is a pragmatic, workaday arrangement – a far less 
picturesque process than one might have imagined 
from the works next door. They may look effortless, 
even lazy, but there is clearly plenty of elbow grease 
involved. They do not make themselves, nor are they 
formed naturally by the wild Californian landscape. It 
is Everett himself who controls them, even if he goes 
out of his way to make it look like he does not. 

A series of untitled smaller paintings more openly 
derive from the artist’s labour. Everett has applied 
dark ink and acrylic paint to Masonite boards, and 
then rubbed them clean with alcohol and salt until they 
are almost – but not quite – returned to their original 
white. Again, however, the process is far from 
arbitrary, and distinct areas of white or residual colour 
reveal the works to be subtle abstract paintings made 
in reverse.  

Throughout this exhibition there is a tussle between 
what is revealed and what is hidden; what is left on 
the surface and what is discarded along the way. 
Everett titles his works as if hoping to lose the reader 
halfway through; one sagging panel of crimson wool is 
titled The threshold question that arises in connection 
with the concept of establishing a language without 
the problem of speaking. I’ve read these words a 
dozen times and I can still make no sense of them. 
Two of the organza panels have mysterious objects – a 
piece of dowel, a ceramic disk – dangling, half-
glimpsed, behind them. As to their significance, we 
are left in the dark. As if to acknowledge this game of 
interpretive hide and seek, the exhibition is called ‘If I 
could sleep I might make love. I’d go into the woods. 
My eyes would see… the sky, the earth. I’d run, run, 
they wouldn’t catch me.’  

Jonathan Griffin

Griffin, Jonathan, "Liam Everett," Frieze, 2012
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Liam Everett’s unmooring machinations 
By Jonathan Stevenson  
April 3, 2014 

Liam Everett, Untitled (Larrun), 2013, acrylic, oil, salt and 
alcohol on primed linen. 77 x 54-1/4 inches. 

Liam Everett’s large paintings – on display in his show 
“Montolieu” at On Stellar Rays – are insidiously 
provocative. At first glance they just look unevenly 
worn and washed-out, perhaps casualist or aimed to 
simulate relics that might be found on the walls of an 
abandoned cathedral or museum. Then it becomes clear 
that Everett is after neither the agitation of the 
provisional nor the security of any clear historical 
referent. 

Everett's method hints at his intent. On unstretched 
linen, he layers oil and acrylic paint in thick and 
uniform quantity, but then strips and sands the surface 
of the painting to lay bare, in erratic patches, the linen’s 
surface and fibers. When a kind of detachment or 
foreignness is achieved, and any hint of intentional 
marks is adequately obscured, he considers the painting 
to be done and ready to stretch. Extremely physical yet 
mimicking the passive effects of aging, the process 
yields an undulating effect that is eerie and inscrutable 
but comfortably short of forbidding.  

Liam Everett, Untitled (Baltinglass), 2013, acrylic, oil, salt and 
alcohol on primed linen, 77 x 54-1/4 inches. 

The more exposed portions of the linen invite the 
viewer to look into (and beyond) the painting as the 
extant color cues the apprehension of its content. The 
level of visual abstraction and deliberate obscurantism 
generate uncertainty about just what is on view, while 
providing sufficient information to insist on 
speculation. Everett seems to be angling for a sense of 
transience coupled with existential anxiety and perhaps 
the gnawing of self-doubt.  Paradoxically, the paintings 
seem exultant in their humility. 

Stevenson, Jonathan, "Liam Everett's unmooring machinations," Two Coats of Paint, April 2014  



Liam Everett, Untitled (Seefingan), 2013, acrylic, oil, salt and 
alcohol on primed linen, 77 x 54-1/4 inches. 

"Liam Everett: Montolieu," On Stellar Rays, Lower 
East Side, New York, NY. Through April 6, 2014.  



Liam Everett summons references to art other than his 
own with a touch so light as to appear unintended.  

Consider the large fabric pieces in the Bay Area 
artist's show at Altman Siegel. Each one has swathes 
of organza or wool slung between slender vertical 
timbers whose residue of stains suggest that they also 
served as supports during the works' making. An 
apparently related work in the adjacent room, 
spanning a pair of sawhorses, hints ambiguously at 
Everett's studio practice.  

Even from a distance, these pieces stir memories of 
Robert Rauschenberg's "Hoarfrost" series of the mid-
'70s. Their faint suggestion of battlefield stretchers 
brings to mind the use of similar forms by Salvatore 
Scarpitta (1919-2007) and the self-mythologizing 
Joseph Beuys (1921-1986).  

Ghostly imprints of folds and overlays in Everett's 
pieces might even recall the Shroud of Turin that, 
Christian lore has it, captured the image of the 
crucified Jesus. But if Everett would own that 
association at all, it would probably be as an example 
of the projection of desire. Meanwhile, his working 
process, which involves ink, acrylic, alcohol and salt, 

remains mysterious, as do the objects hanging veiled 
in a couple of pieces. 
Untitled works on Masonite hint that they also might 
have originated as by-products of other studio output. 
They have peculiar internal auras - of light seemingly 
creased with shadow - dimly reminiscent of early 20th 
century modernism. 

Everett undermines his art's air of lightly borne 
education by attaching wordy titles that, whether he 
has written or borrowed them, feel like lyric frosting 
on well-cooked fare that does not want it. 

Baker, Kenneth, "Liam Everett's ghostly fabrics at Altman Siegel," San Francisco Chronicle, December 7, 2012



Liam Everett at Altman Siegel, San Francisco 
San Francisco Arts Quarterly Online  
November 5, 2012 
http://www.sfaqonline.com/2012/11/05/liam-everett-at-
altman-siegel-san-francisco/ 

Liam Everett is currently on view at Altman Siegel, 
and is worth a visit if you’re in San Francisco.  A 
collection of Everett’s stretched triangular paintings 
hang vertically in the gallery, resembling sails to boats 
departing on their voyages.  The larger draped works 
can be viewed as sculptural painting, beautifully 
displayed using a combination of textile and painting 
practices, displayed on propped planks of wood that 
effortlessly rest on the stark white walls of the 
gallery.  Everett’s smaller flat works use masonite 
surfaces and have a much more vibrant presence in the 
space.  Contained within the rectangular format we are 
accustomed to, Everett manages to create a body of 
work that is mesmerizing to first look.  During further 
investigation simple relationships between fading 
textures and a high contrast pallet, the work begins to 
resemble over exposed film negatives of faded 
memories.  Find time to view this exhibition before it 
comes down December 22nd, 2012. 

- Gregory Ito

Installation view. All images courtesy Altman Siegel. 

Liam Everett, Untitled, 2012 Ink, acrylic, alcohol and 
sea salt on masonite panels 24 x 18 in.  

Liam Everett, The remains of gardening plans, 
gathered to ensure the space necessary for the event 
characterized by an uncertain departure, 2012 Ink, 
acrylic, alcohol, sea salt on organza with wooden 
beams, ceramic, cotton, and wooden dowel, 96 x 38 in. 

Installation view. 

Ito, Gregory, "Liam Everett at Altman Siegel," SFAQ, November 5, 2012
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White Room Liam Everett

White Columns is pleased to present a solo exhibition by

the New York-based artist Liam Everett. Everett’s

installation consists of a recent group of nine paintings

on birch supports. Working with acrylic, salt and

alcohol, Everett’s paintings both record and arrest a

seemingly alchemical process. Modest in scale, and

working with a reduced palette of silvery-gray and

iridescent gold – with hints of color submerged beneath

these surfaces - Everett’s paintings occupy an interstitial

territory between hard-edged modernism and its ‘other’:

a loose territory of art making formally related to Jean

Francois Lyotard and Rosalind Krauss’ notions of

‘l’informe.’ Everett’s work can be understood as a part

of a recent, ongoing, and unfolding conversation around

the possibilities and potential of ‘abstraction’ – an inter-

generational tendency shared with artists as distinct and

diverse as Tomma Abts, Richard Aldrich, Gedi Sibony,

Jacqueline Humphries, Charline von Heyl, amongst

others.

Liam Everett lives and works in New York. He received

an MA from S.U.N.Y. Empire State College in 2004.

Recent solo projects include: Geoffrey Young Gallery,

Great Barrington, MA (2008); Cynthia Broan Gallery,

New York (2007, curated by Michael St, John); Kunstler

Haus Bremen, Bremen, Germany (2003); amongst

others. Recent group exhibitions include: ‘Bad Moon

Rising’, ISCP, Brooklyn (2009); MetLife, Morgan

Lehman Gallery, New York (2007); amongst others.

Everett has staged a number of performance works, most

recently at 179 Canal Street, New York (2009.)

 

Installation view 

Installation view 

Liam Everett

May. 26 – Jul. 11, 2009

http://www.whitecolumns.org/archive
http://www.whitecolumns.org/index.html?s=s
http://www.whitecolumns.org/view.html?type=exhibitions&id=449#
http://www.whitecolumns.org/exhibitions.html?type=current
http://www.whitecolumns.org/exhibitions.html?type=past
http://www.whitecolumns.org/exhibitions.html?type=upcoming
http://www.whitecolumns.org/view.html?type=exhibitions&id=449#
http://www.whitecolumns.org/view.html?type=exhibitions&id=449#
http://www.whitecolumns.org/view.html?type=exhibitions&id=449#
http://www.whitecolumns.org/text.html?type=artists_registry
http://www.whitecolumns.org/view.html?type=exhibitions&id=449#
http://www.whitecolumns.org/text.html?type=news
http://www.whitecolumns.org/text.html?type=links
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