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Ty Ennis

Everything is Great Here, Maybe, 2004

In the past I have used printmaking and drawing techniques to create work based on memory and object association.  Within these 
subjects, I spent time exploring my childhood and its impact on my adult life.  The work revolved around the topics of masculinity, 
health, and the idea of òhomeó.

Within the work I discovered recurring objects and themes: houses, cubes, vessels, boats, animals, wood grain, and fabric patterns, 
which I used as lighthearted surrogates to depict more earnest subject matter.  I used these seemingly indelible objects to chronicle my 
day-to-day sentiments representing grave emotions in a wry manner.  As a result, my work was personal, yet þ lled with obscurity.

In my recent work, Everything is Great Here, Maybe, I have introduced þ gures to interact with the more sentimental imagery and have 
opened the door for light to seep in.  The current body of work consists of more accessible visual narratives, both þ ctional and true, 
which focus on longing and despair.

Poignancy is often charitable when examined in the right light.

What it all meant, 2005

I have a very strict daily routine.  I wake up, drink a cup of coffee, and smoke a cigarette.  I drink a glass of juice and take a vitamin.  I 
ÿ ip through the paper, then get on the computer.  I check my email.  I eat something.  I turn on my stereo and sit at my drawing table.  I 
tear down a sheet of paper and I stare at it.  I stare at it and stare at it.  I stare at the picture above my desk that my friend sent me from 
Texas, itӚs a half þ nished drawing of Jesus from a childrenӚs activity bible.  Above JesusӚ head it says, FINISH THE PICTURE THEN 
COLOR.  I pick up my pencil and draw the þ rst thing that comes to mind.  I erase it.  I draw something else and erase it.  Sometimes I 
erase so much it burns a hole through the paper.  I draw and erase draw and erase.  Eventually, something shows up that I just canӚt 
let go of.  A face, a hand, a strand of hair.  FINISH THE PICTURE THEN COLOR.  I bang on my table.  I stand up and scream.  I try 
to þ gure out what I am drawing and why.  I work from memory.  I donӚt always know what IӚm working with.  I work slow, I used to work 
faster.  When I was eighteen I thought I knew everything.  Now IӚm trying to þ gure out what it all meant.  ThereӚs a piece of paper taped 
to my front door.  I look at it every time I leave, it is my map.  One word in ballpoint pen.

DRAW.
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Ty Ennis

Excerpt from:
YouӚll Love It Here: The Lilac City Track Murders ә96-Ӛ98

HOME

The Paciþ c Northwest is home to more serial killers than any other region in the United States and because of this fact, it 
has been referred to as AmericaӚs Killing Fields.  Ted Bundy, Gary Ridgway (The Green River Killer), Lee Boyd Malvo and John A. 
Muhammad (The Washington DC Snipers), and Kenneth Bianchi (The Hillside Strangler) are among the more well known psychopaths 
to hail from the area.  If you were to take the whole lot of them and lay them out alphabetically, right near the very end you would þ nd 
Robert Lee Yates Jr. of  Spokane, Washington.  Aluminun plant worker.  Helicopter pilot.  Car collector.  Father of þ ve.  

Spokane, Washington, is the þ fth largest city in the Paciþ c Northwest with a population of 200,000 residents.  100 miles 
south of the Canadian border, 20 miles west of the state of Idaho, and 300 miles east of Seattle, it is the metropolitan center of the 
Inland Northwest.  Known to some as the Inland Empire, nicknamed the Lilac City, Spokane played host to the 1974 WorldӚs Fair.  Little 
progress has been made in the 35 years since, the town which once boasted YOUӚLL LOVE IT HERE!, now has a crime rate to rival 
that of any large city on the West Coast, including Los Angeles.  For the þ rst eighteen years of my life I watched the area depreciate 
þ rst hand.  Riddled by methamphetamines and gang violence, the downtown area was for the most part boarded up when I left for 
Portland, Oregon in the summer of 1999.   The city was in shambles, not to mention there had been a serial killer on the loose since I 
started high school in 1996.

SPECTRE

For three years every mysterious thing I found belonged to Our Killer.  Pornos by the train tracks.  Empty bottles of lubricant 
along the highway.  Clumps of womenӚs hair behind ZipӚs Drive Thru.  Once I snuck into an adult bookstore as a young teen, and 
ÿ ipping through some magazines I found one where someone had painted all of the womensӚ lips red and given them red polish on 
all of their nails.  That was his doing.  The guy in the pick-up truck at the gas station whistling at the women in their high heels.  That 
was him too.  Every man I didnӚt know was Our Killer.  I couldnӚt help it, I had been raised on Unsolved Mysteries.  For three years in 
Spokane, Washington, everywhere I went I heard the voice of Robert Stack.

Robert Lee Yates Jr. wasnӚt always Robert Lee Yates Jr., for a long time the citizens of Spokane had no idea who he was, 
or if he was even human for that matter.  A spectre, he wouldnӚt have a name or a face for a long while.  And by the time he arrived in 
town in ә96, heӚd already been killing for over twenty years.  He þ rst committed murder in Walla Walla, Washington in 1975, the day 
before he and his wifeӚs þ rst wedding anniversary.  As the story goes, he had spotted a couple of young twenty-somethings picnicking 
along Mill Creek Road, where he liked to hunt, and decided to stick around.  He watched them as they got close to one another and 
then shot them both dead with his Ruger Security Six .357 caliber hand gun.  He was just twenty three years old.  The case of the 
young Susan Savage and Patrick Oliver would go cold for two and a half decades.  One quarter of a century would pass.  Meanwhile 
some unidentiþ able force of evil would continue on.
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Ty Ennis

Art Weekʏ
Ty Ennis at New American Art Unionʏ
by Daniel Dufordʏ
February 25th 2007

The seventies - that clunky, apathetic decade - has weighed surprisingly heavily on the minds of young artists. The color schemes, 
the naive idealism, the music all þ nd their way into the fabric of much contemporary art. Wes AndersonӚs obsessive, saturated visual 
bric-a-brac is the most hyperbolic expression of this preoccupation. Ty EnnisӚs Nine Stories at his show òThe Bronze Lossó at the New 
American Art Union brought up this comparison with Anderson. A hand-drawn replica of a Bantam paperback book with letterpress 
titles like әFour or Five Beers at the End of the WorldӚ or әFucking Up and Down the StairsӚ imitates the cover of J.D. SalingerӚs 
Nine Stories . By literally hand-drawing a book and letterpressing the titles (Inge Bruggeman did the letterpress), Ennis recclaims a 
ubiquitous edition of a mass-market paperback and returns it the handheld, personal realm of intimacy. The intimacy of adolescent 
intellectual discovery -- that moment of þ nding something that is yours and speaks directly to you alone. Salinger is the perfect symbol 
for that moment. He is the þ rst sanctioned rush of adolescent rebellion - that þ rst moment when you might discover that youӚre a bit 
more intellectual and effete than the Neanderthal sods around you. In The Royal Tennenbaums, book covers and book design feature 
prominently. Anderson perfectly captures the design of books from the seventies. To someone born in the 1980, those books speak 
of a prehistory of knowledge. Of course, Ennis is not without his own deadpan sense of humor. His autobiographical titles are both 
funny and downbeat.

The pictures could break your heart or crack you up. In the recent Oregon Biennial at the Portland Art Museum of Art, Ennis showed 
a drawing of a notebook page that said, òWhen I grow up I am going to be an astronaut. I will be richer than shit.ó That always killed 
me. Moments in this show are unbearably sad and lonely. әAfter you died yo uwere quick to hauntӚ shows a girlӚs back, her oversized 
sweater and long hair intricately drawn. There are many specters in the work. әAnd cast into a well hidden well within my mindӚ, a large 
piece for Ennis at 15.5 x 22 inches, is a haunted forest, vacant and lonely, a well in between some winter trees. There are only a few 
moments when Ennis turns maudlin. In әHouseful of EmptinessӚ an old four-square house stands empty with colored, tied blankets 
leading out of the window. ItӚs too pat and illustrative. On the other hand, әMt. Promise on our favorite dayӚ is a simple ink drawing of 
a mountain, but the combination of titles and image speaks much more complexly of loss. әThe Bronze LossӚ echoes the әRaft of the 
MedusaӚ in its diagonally upthrusting composition. It shows a tangle of hockey players in a scufÿ e. This is not a heroic victory, but 
redolent of mythic loss and sadness.

EnnisӚs drawings have a poetic sensibility to them. He is a bit of a miniaturist and a diarist but without any sweaty overheated 
confessison. His drawings are cool and removed. The obvious visual corollaries for his work are Marcel Dzama, Raymond Pettibon 
and Storm Tharp. Ennis doesnӚt so much þ ll the page as nervously occupy a small bit of ground. His drawings ÿ oat in white space, and 
rather than look tenative, they echo onto a page. His line is þ ne and almost hesitant, but is anchored by light washes and his dry use 
of language. The show begins with әHooray PicassoӚ, a drawing of Picasso in old age smiling maniacally. The unabashedly cheery title 
suggests an admirer drawing an image of his idol with hopes of sympathetica magic: If I draw Picasso I will be more like Picasso. Of 
course, EnnisӚs work is anti-Picasso in its scale and hand.



Ty Ennis

The show is scattered with references to twenty-three-year-old Timothy L. Cowen. Two men beat Cowen to death with baseball 
bats in a park in Spokane, Washington, in August 1998. In the fall of 1998 Ennis bought some albums appear in the show and their 
performers - Leo Kottke and Issac Hayes - stand as talismans of a bygone era of 33s and analog. Similarly, in әHow his bed was made 
and the hands that mad itӚ an empty bed and window speak of absence. An offhanded gravity separates Ennis from the current mob 
of doodling kids. He does not use fey surrealism or self-consciously adolescent images.

òThe Bronze Lossó is the perfect title for the show. There is a sens of small-town desperation and ennui. The work shares the sensibility 
of James WrightӚs poem әLying in a Hammock at William DuffyӚs Farm in Pine Island, MinnesotaӚ, which ends with the lines, òA chicken 
hawk ÿ oats over, looking for home. I have wasted my lifeó. Like Wes Anderson, EnnisӚs work walks the line of open sincerity, but with a 
smirk. Unlike AndersonӚs crowded detailing, Ennis is attuned to the emptiness of small town loneliness. He never gives in completely 
to cynicism, but neither does he give in to optimism.

- Ty Ennis: The Bronze Loss closed in December at New American Art Union, Portland, OR.

- Daniel Duford is a freelance writer based in Portland
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Ty Ennis

Ty Ennis: Portland, OR
By John Motley
Art Papers
September / October, 2009

Thus far, Ty EnnisӚ work has narrowly focused on the precarious transition from youth to adulthood, mapping 
all the messy feelings that seem to straddle adolescence and maturity, but belonging to neither.  Formally, it has run 
parallel to that reticent journey into the unknown: his small-scale ink and graphite þ gure drawings, though stunningly 
executed, often employ such faint and delicate mark-making that the surround white space threatens to swallow them 
up.  Illustrations of ghostly þ gures partially submerged in water, a spilled can of HammӚs beer, eerily secluded woodland 
scenes-all his subjects radiate fated resignation, reminding us that all things lead, inevitably, toward disappearance.  
As such, his work has always registered as a deeply personal investigation, often wringing revelatory results out of  
indulgent introspection.  Through the exhibition YouӚll Love It Here:  The Lilac City Track Murders ә96-Ӛ98 is still very 
much rooted in EnnisӚ negotiations with memory and personal history, those preoccupations are now sublimated as a 
meditation on serial killer Robert Lee Yates, Jr., who terrorized the city of Spokane, WA, while the artist attended high 
school [New American Art Union; July 3-August 16, 2009].

The details of the murders are familiarly grisly:  Yates, an unremarkable father of þ ve and Army helicopter pilot, 
murdered ten women in Spokane County-and more statewide-preying on prostitutes, drug addicts, and other vulnerable 
targets.  these details may seem so familiar because, as Ennis points out in an accompanying text in which public and 
private history comfortably mingle, the Paciþ c Northwest has been host to more serial killers than any other region the 
United States.  But YouӚll Love It Here  doesnӚt exploit the salacious drama of the murders themselves.  Instead, it uses 
the as a spectral backdrop, which charges the showӚs largely benign imagery with sinister potential.  for example, along 
on e wall, the artist has arranged dozens of postcard-sized snapshots from his native Spokane.  The images present 
a collection of nondescript anywheres rather than the tourist destination implied by the exhibitionӚs title or the cityӚs 
optimistic tourism slogan: parking lots blanched in the sun, motels, sprawl.  However, as a taxidermy coyote perches 
high in a corner of the gallery, these images can be seen as potential sites of violence, waiting to be activated by a kill.  
That is, while they themselves betray no signs of the horror that ostensibly occurred there, the images nonetheless 
acknowledge a paranoid possibility.  In the shadow of the murders, they not only suggest that unspeakable abjection 
could lurk beneath every surface, but conþ rm that it almost certainly does.  From there, it only takes a small leap to 
realize that the viewer himself, corralled within the galleryӚs boundaries, is sutured into the role of prey, unwaveringly 
surveyed by the couching coyote.

Directly cross the gallery from the photographs, Ennis presents a group of portraits of the victims.  Rendered in 
a drab, inky monochrome, their faces are dim and smudged, their eyes nearly invisible.  the blurring that marks their 
countenances loosely conjures Gerhard RichterӚs Eight Student Nurses, 1966, as well a his October 18, 1977 series, 
1988.  But compared to RichterӚs paintings, EnnisӚ brushwork is whisper-silent and murdered womenӚs faces closer 
to erasure than distortion.  This effect seems to plunge this subjects even further into obscurity, reminding us that our 
cultural memory of victims often cruelly pales in contrast to that of their killers.  In their evasive, ephemeral execution, 
these portraits trace a clear line to the artistӚs previous work, casting oneӚs passage into adulthood as an analogy for 
the community of SpokaneӚs own descent into fearful uncertainty and restaging all that interior drama in the physical 
spaces of AmericaӚs so-called killing þ elds.



Ty Ennis
Installation View, 2009

YouӚll Love It Here: The Lilac City Track Murders ә96-Ӛ98
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