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Thomos Chimes: UnUUed (Finnegan's Wake), 2000,06,, oil on prt!paredpantl, 25 pal11U1�gs, oocli approx, 8 /11.ches sq11art!. 
Phot()S lhis article cxmrtuy Loeb G'allery, l'hilndelphia. 

Faustroll's Special Agent 
Retreating fiwn contemporary art scenes, Phil,adelphia artist Thomas Chimes has, in successive 

phases, conduct,ed a decades-long dialogue with the literariJ and arl'istic avant-garde of a century cigo. 

BY FAYE HIRSCH 

T
he latest work in Thomas Chimes's recent retrospective at the
Philadelphia Museum of ArL was a grid of 25 small while panel

painti11gs, each around 3 inches s<1ua1·e, presenting enigmatic figures 
and emblems. Whal could they mean: lite mustached 1>rofiles, lhe 
hooded and helmeted heads, the seemmgly random letters-some in 
Greek-a crown, a crucifix, a stovepipe hat? No parallel, in fonn or con­
tent, suggesls itself in contemporary art. The work is an anomaly-no 
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les.� thM Chimes himself, who, at 86, has mostly plied his own, some 
might say hennetic, current oulslde tlte mainstream of art. Even the 
word "enlrot>Y," a1>pearing se\'enll times in Lhese panels, should nol be 
taken as il w,lS meant during lhe hey<lay of e.1rLhwork,, to Indicate 01e 
lendeni-y of matt.er and energy to dcgencmtc to a uniform disorder. For
Chimes, the tenn is not crit ically fashionable, but rather has an autobio­
graphical cast having to do with the course of his own art,making, now 




















