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Angela Dufresne

Through March 13. Yossi Milo Gallery, 245 10th Avenue, Manhattan;
212-414-0370, yossimilo.com

Angela Dufresne’s portrait of the actress Gena Rowlands (2019) in the exhibition “Long and Short Shots” at Yossi Milo
Gallery. © Angela Dufresne courtesy of Yossi Milo Gallery

Angela Dufresne’s paintings feel as if they’re in motion. Her strokes, squiggles and streaks
of color hold together enough to create recognizable forms, but also often look like they
might rearrange themselves at any moment. This is especially true of her large portraits
of the actress Gena Rowlands, one of which beckons from the farthest wall of the gallery.
Her blue eyes are set in a look of knowing resignation, but the kinetic dance of the rest of
her face suggests a woman whose emotions are ever mutable.
Borrowing from the language of film, the exhibition is titled “Long and Short Shots.” The
latter category includes a selection of small, scrappy paintings in the vein of what the
artist is best known for: bawdy, hazy scenes that mix human and animal, the mythological
and scatological, to evoke a funnier, more mysterious and queer reality than our own.
Dufresne scales that up in her “long shots,” a series of big, stunning paintings featuring
groups and crowds. The best are tableaus that allude to the old masters, but without
religion or moralizing. Instead, naked boys gleefully urinate off a balcony, and people and
sea creatures have an orgy (I think). “Examinations” (2020) has an ominous tinge, with
its swirling mass of figures tangled in a spectacle of scrutiny.
Dufresne renders these scenes in outline atop more free-form painted backgrounds that
compete for attention, giving them a spectral quality. Neither dreams nor nightmares,
the works seem closer to hallucinations — the teeming, transgressive imaginings of a
liberated hand and mind. JILLIAN STEINHAUER
https://www.nytimes.com/2021/02/17/arts/design/new-york-art-gallery-shows.html

Angela Dufresne Tells a Different Story
I cannot think of another narrative painter as expansive, surprising, funny, unsettling,
tender, wacky, challenging, theatrical, and radically imaginative as Angela Dufresne.
by John Yau

February 20, 2021

A lot of narrative painters have
gained attention over the past
decade, but I cannot think of
one who is as expansive,
surprising, funny, unsettling,
tender, wacky, challenging,
theatrical, and radically
imaginative as Angela
Dufresne. A longtime veteran of
the New York art scene, she has
exhibited regularly since the
beginning of this century.
However, this is the first time I
have seen a substantial group
of her large paintings in an
exhibition with her small ones.
In Angela Dufresne: Long and
Short Shots, her debut at Yossi Milo Gallery (January 14 – March 13, 2021), the artist exhibits two dozen
works that run the gamut in size from 12 by 9 inches to 9 by 12 feet. This range enables the artist to
stretch out and show her dexterity with paint. It is in the large paintings that Dufresne is able to attain a
convincing cinematic space — creating a sense of continuous perception that collapses near and far —
rather than conventional pictorial space in which clarity diminishes the further away objects get.

Dufresne’s masterful translation of cinematic space into a painting’s flat surface is immediately apparent
in “Sex Monster Sea Monster” (oil on canvas, 80 by 108 inches, 2020), which was the first painting I saw
when I walked into the gallery. On the adjacent wall is “Gena Rowlands” (oil on canvas, 80 by 120 inches,
2020), a close-up view of the movie actress. Together, they signaled that I was about to go on a wild ride.
As the exhibition’s title suggests, the paintings alternate between close-up views of a face — usually the
blond Rowlands — and distant views of a clearly defined space brimming with all kinds of figures, from a
row of naked boys gleefully peeing from a balcony to a variety of sea life cavorting among humans who
seem perfectly at home underwater.
Dufresne applies the paint differently for her “long and short shots,” ostensibly crowd scenes and
headshots. In the first “Gena Rowlands” that I saw, she used a loaded brush and confident, unhesitating
movements to emphasize the reverse S flip of the actress’s hair, as well as her red lips and inward-looking
eyes.
Dufresne does not repeat the same expression, hairdo, or position of the head in any of the exhibition’s six
“Gena Rowlands” paintings (three large and three small). This suggests that each of us is a changeable
being who contains, to quote Walt Whitman, “multitudes.”

In “Sex Monster Sea Monster,”
Dufresne lays down a washy field of
meandering brushstrokes in rust
brown, turquoise, and blue. The
watery strokes echo the subject matter,
the shifting currents of an underwater
domain populated by an outlined
Amtrak train filled with passengers,
partly visible in the painting’s upper
right quadrant.
Filling the rest of the painting, which
comes close to an all-over composition,
are Dufresne’s linear overlays of sea
creatures and humans engaged in
various activities, from raking a skull
to scuba diving; on the right, a woman
in her underwear looks up at a
grinning shark. Meanwhile, the rust brown and turquoise evoke the watery domain, and the detritus we
might dredge up from a harbor.
The interaction between the ground and the figures is slippery and shifting. The brown and turquoise
brushstrokes can briefly parallel a figure’s contours before changing direction. Nothing seems fixed;
everything is in motion.
In this science-fiction domain, where all manner of life cohabits in a visual hubbub, Dufresne achieves an
open-ended narrative in which her delight in invention supersedes any story we might come up with.
No matter where we begin looking, our eye is likely to settle on a complete detail, such as the tiny figures
scattered along the painting’s bottom edge or the faces and bodies seen in the spaces between bigger
figures or made by the contours of the large sea creatures and humans. The outlines of some figures are
thick and bold, while others are painted with a thin stroke. Faint lines evoke faces and limbs peering
through the washy ground. It is astonishing how many different sized, clearly defined animal and human
figures Dufresne can get into a
composition and still make the scene
feel airy and open.
In “Golden Showers of Love” (oil on
canvas, 108 by 144 inches, 2019) —
the most outrageous work in the
exhibition, which I would like to see
installed in the lobby of the Museum of
Modern Art — the washy ground
consists of pale yellows, light greens,
and faint cerulean blues. As in “Sex
Monster Sea Monster,” the colors echo
the subject, which is a row of naked
young boys standing on a secondfloor, iron-gated balcony happily
pissing into bowls being carried by
various adults on the street below.
Does the piss become a precious elixir? It certainly seems so, though Dufresne — to her credit — never
tries to explain what we are seeing. The scene is celebratory and guiltless.

A cat-like creature painted in thin lines is integrated into the building’s architecture above the boys, and
presides over the composition. While the boys and the adults below occupy the middle third of the
painting, there are plenty of other vignettes and details to dwell on, such as a monkey riding a dog,
jockey-style, in the painting’s lower right-hand corner. In a car stopped before the crowd collecting the
pee in similar bowls, the driver reads a book.
Another detail viewers might notice as they scan the painting is the word “Dhalgren,” which is written on
a balloon-like form. Dhalgren is the title of a 1975 science fiction novel by Samuel R. Delany about
Bellona, an American city cut off from the rest of the country for unknown reasons. This isolation allows
Delaney to create an alternative world, something that Dufresne also does in her work.
In Dufresne’s alternative worlds, guilt, shame, and self-hatred are no longer operating principles.
The prelapsarian society she creates is incorruptible and joyous, but not sugarcoated.
The upper left corner of the
atmospheric yellow and blue “Opera
for the Forlorn” (oil on canvas, 84 by
132 inches, 2019) contains a movie
screen cropped by the painting’s top
and left edges. According to the
onscreen title, the audience is about to
watch Miklós Jancsó’s The Red and
the White (1967), an anti-heroic film
about the Russian Civil War that used
cinemascope and the long shot in a
novel way, which called into question
what was happening.
While we, as viewers, see the screen
with the two mounted soldiers in the
foreground, everyone within this multi-tiered painting is looking toward us, or elsewhere. The scene
seems to be a stage setting in the round. In the center, two people support a gender fluid figure standing
on a table situated on what could be a balcony or part of the stage. Gender fluidity in Defresne’s work
replaces the binaries of male and female.
The painting’s multiple focal points shift with ease as our attention wanders over the surface, seeing
various entry points into the composition. Directly below the movie screen is a banner that reads, “Next
Week/The 2020’s/Dolly Parton/Dying Day.” Is this an announcement for a forthcoming stage
production, musical performance, or a competition of some kind?
What other artist can achieve this kind of shifting and ambiguous space in painting, where everything can
be conceived in multiple ways? The fluidity of Dufresne’s spaces and identities are directly in touch with
seismic shifts taking place in society in the ways that identity is perceived and expressed. An ambitious
artist who has pushed her work into fresh territory over the many years have written about it, it is clear to
me — and, I think, to anyone who looks at it — that in her crowd scenes Dufresne has defined a festive,
episodic, multilayered space all her own.
Angela Dufresne: Long and Short Shots continues at Yossi Milo Gallery (245 10th Avenue, Chelsea,

Manhattan) through March 13.

https://hyperallergic.com/622591/angela-dufresne-tells-a-different-story/
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Angela Dufresne

YOSSI MILO GALLERY
245 Tenth Avenue
January 14–March 20, 2021
Angela Dufresne’s solo exhibition “Long
and Short Shots” is a vision of a soft but
salacious utopia full of unabashed living
and endless love. Her flamboyant canvases
are amalgams of various historical styles—
Italian Futurism, Neue Sachlichkeit, and
Abstract Expressionism, among others—
that culminate in both large, complicated
tableaux vivants and close-cropped
Angela Dufresne, Golden Showers of Love Painting, 2019,
portraits, mostly intimate in scale. Dufresne
oil on canvas, 9 x 12’.
renders her figures as luscious, liquescent
beings who virtually meld into one another and the spaces that they inhabit through palimpsest-like
compositions shaped by sinuous lines and atmospheric colors—see, for instance, the gangly subject
of Flaming Desire, 2020, a ghostly creature delineated in emerald and navy strokes that emerges
from a field of orange, azure, gray, and lavender.
In some of the artist’s bigger canvases, such as the gargantuan, nine-foot-high and twelve-foot-long
Golden Showers of Love Painting, 2019, we dive headfirst into a realm of polymorphous (and at
times, incredibly awkward) perversity. This picture depicts a shimmering cityscape rendered in
soothing blues and electric yellows. The work is overcrowded with jubilant characters—some skeletal,
some masked—and strange events, including a monkey riding a dog and a woman resting a severed
head atop a car. All of these are peripheral to the central (and titular) subject: several boys and a
girl who urinate from a balcony into bowls held by people seemingly in the grips of ecstasy, as if the
falling streams of piss were being preciously bestowed upon them. Dufresne’s translucent layering
and expressions of motion in this marvelous piece evoke a kind of violent, hedonistic delirium that,
no matter how off-putting, is always suffused by pleasure—especially of the painterly sort. Her
phantasmagoric imagery calls to mind dreams, memories, and hallucinations. And like these psychic
phenomena, her work feels as if it is forever undefinable, transitional—that is, utterly free.
— Colin Edgington

https://www.artforum.com/picks/angela-dufresne-85157

February 5, 2021 | Andrew Paul Woolbright

Angela Dufresne, installation view at Yossi Milo

Angela Dufresne’s dual shows at Yossi Milo Gallery and M+B Los Angeles provide an opportunity to assess
the full breadth of this influential figurative painter’s practice. The two shows, opened in tandem, nearly emptied
her studio. The exhibits pose new paths forward from John Currin and Lisa Yuskavage’s discourse on figural
strategies, while embodying challenges to normative conventions of authorship and new approaches to the
queer and post-humanist philosophies of Jack Halberstam and others, championing difference and community
over the canon’s tired obsession with the individual.
Many critics have acknowledged that figuration seems stuck while offering little enlightenment as to why. Since
Currin and Yuskavage established the body as a site for intervention in discourses of desire, a swarm of painters
fresh out of prestigious MFA programs and encouraged by a speculative art market have driven a dizzying rococo
of figuration, re-orienting beauty standards and directing the gaze to new objects of desire. But much of it misses
the point – namely, that Yuskavage and Currin were dispensing a critical and ironic poison pill, manufactured to
ruin the experience of visual pleasure. A shell game of shifting cultural beauty standards has preserved indulgent
pleasure but discarded critical engagement. The perpetual redefinition of beauty merely changes who is deemed
beautiful while maintaining the cultural bias that beauty confers value. Figuration has yet to be wrested away
from the beauty trap.
Enter Angela Dufresne. Her paintings assemble in the eye, emerging out of abstraction and into representation
at the optimal moment while triggering the dissolution of the conventional subject. The background competes
with the foreground, causing the whole surface to undulate and flutter. She begins a canvas with curtains of
electric hues and completes it in a single marathon session – “one shot.” A preliminary drawing establishes line
and allows her to paint the image efficiently, coaxing form from the bands of glowing color. The effect is dazzling
and spectral, with complexities of human experience floating in and out of the spatial flutter. Dufresne casts the
spotlight on people through shocks of radiant color, pulling body parts into the foreground from the neon soup
behind. Identity, her method seems to suggest, is as much the crowd you’re lost in, the balconies you dance on,
the environment you inhabit, as it is just you.
In her earlier work, she repainted scenes from films and replaced actors with friends – artists, writers, colleagues,

even students. The orgy trope has served as a suitable vehicle for exploring her mind’s abundant non-linear
and rhizomatic connections. She initially rejected the pornographic turn in figuration in the early naughts, then
cautiously embraced it, and ultimately tried to find the pure/profane and beautiful/grotesque dichotomies within
it to situate the body between abjection and pleasure. The painting Golden Showers of Love Painting seems to
be the culmination of this evolution: five cherubic figures can be seen peeing over an Italian balcony onto the
partying crowd below, recalling Lotto’s Venus and Cupid.
The strategy and subjects of her newest paintings push her response to the post-humanist challenge farther,
returning to a more naturalistic way of addressing figuration and treating bodies as engines of ordinary gestures
and postures by focusing on the crowd over the individual. The mob and the party have been strangely absent
from contemporary figuration. Although Dufresne is still making portraits, the group scenes map out new space
for queer praxis and utopic play, dissolving the liberal subject into a bacchanalian morass.
Examinations offers one such crowd scene.
Nine feet tall by twelve feet wide, the painting
depicts the building of the Collezione
Marimotti that Dufresne visited in Italy – her
take on Caravaggio’s Entombment of Christ.
Here, Christ seems adolescent. He is flipped
in the opposite direction and handed down
to an unaware crowd, which is unwilling or
unprepared to catch him. All of the figures
are painted calligraphically in rich metallic
blue, manganese or cobalt, and together
churn like a tornado up and around the sides
of the canvas. A reach-around on the left
side of the painting is mimicked in the center,
where a young boy can be seen delving into
a nurse’s pocket. To the right, a stunningly
painted lawn mower
could be interpreted
as a ribald euphemism just as easily as a
reminder of a domestic chore.

Angela Dufresne, Examinations, 2020, oil on canvas, 108 x 144 inches

The show at M+B provides an even more stark challenge to the liberal subject through Dufresne’s forthright
transgression of authorship. “Angela Dufresne as William E Jones’ Painting Bottom” features 22 collaborative
works between Dufresne and Jones. Jones would send a title or prompt for Dufresne to paint, and the two of them
would communicate back and forth during the creative process. Having spoken through films and characters and
then through the mob and the crowd, in this series she adopts the even more radical strategy of outsourcing her
subject matter and casting the voice of someone else through the work.
Throughout Dufresne’s career Gena Rowlands has remained an avatar. But Dufresne has noted a reciprocal
relationship. Referring to Rowlands’ speech at the Governors Awards, Dufresne noted that “she speaks of living
more than one life, enacting other lives through the text of others – other languages… She is my avatar, yes. But
I am hers as well. And I’m definitely William’s in the show out there. Letting him guide me through his writing.”
In Examinations, a figure that looks like a cross between Rowlands and Dufresne functions as an anchor to
the swarming composition, in which children are being examined and led up a staircase in a procession of
entombments. She looks straight at us, up from her book, neither aloof nor shocked, challenging us to see as
unflinchingly as she can. In Neon Bible, Rowlands is about to sing, her neck tilted in anticipation. The musicians
behind her are still talking with one another, not yet playing. The American flag or bunting above her suggests
that Rowlands intends to induce a repressive Calvinist culture to dance.

With the subject matter outsourced to a collaborative project in the M+B exhibition, the cacophonous and dizzying
scenes Dufresne refers to as the “whorish porous” replace the individual, and she eludes the figurative curse
of the beauty trap. The two shows give us aesthetic leeway to appreciate Dufresne’s flourish and brushwork
through the flouting of traditional conventions. Her oeuvre, taken in as a whole, has confronted the canon and
fought for space for historically subaltern viewpoints and queer pleasure. With this latest shifting of authorship
itself, we can now see the paintings and appreciate them not as aspirational or utopic, or as polemics for the
redistribution of beauty, but as fully articulated works requiring no explanation or intellectual appropriation, to be
evaluated in naturalist terms. Like Rowlands introducing dance to a puritanical America, Dufresne is trying to
enable us to see bodies so as to actually feel them.

Angela Dufresne, installation at Yossi Milo

“Angela Dufresne: Long and Short Shots,”
Yossi Milo Gallery, 245 Tenth Avenue, New York, NY 10001
Through March 13, 2021.
“Angela Dufresne as William E. Jones’ Painting Bottom,”
M+B Gallery, 612 North Almont Drive, Los Angeles, CA 90069.
Through February 27, 2021.

https://www.twocoatsofpaint.com/2021/02/the-whorish-porous-in-the-work-of-angela-dufresne.html
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Angela Dufresne’s Portraits Depict a Robust
Society of Fellow Artists
NEW PALTZ
at Samuel Dorsky Museum of Art

by Faye Hirsch
Angela Dufresne is perhaps best known as an allegorist, producing
raucous, color-charged paintings in which quotations from cinema
and art history jostle each other. Priapic satyrs and drunken bar
rats mingle with movie stars in extravagant landscapes and chaotic
interiors. Just as often as she invents such narrative fantasies,
however, she indulges a taste for direct observation in the form of
fresh, energetic portraits. This exhibition comprised thirty-one
examples of this latter type of work, most depicting, at actual
scale, members of the LGBTQ communities of artists,
choreographers, musicians, curators, and writers that are her
frequent inspiration. Dufresne executed all the paintings from life,
in multiple sittings, during which she consulted the sitters on
preferences for their own representation, engaging in a constant
dialogue that served to enhance the images’ vividness. These
people look as though they are listening, or about to speak.
Angela Dufresne: Brian Tolle, 2017, oil on canvas, 60 by
72 inches; at the Samuel Dorsky Museum of Art.
The five earliest works, made between 2007 and 2009, resemble
Dufresne’s narrative paintings in that figures materialize within seas of abstract marks and strokes, as in the work of
Giacometti or Frank Auerbach. Artists David Humphrey and Leigh Ledare, for example, sit amid furnishings that
toggle in and out of legibility. The majority of the portraits, however, place figures in empty expanses of brushy
color, recalling paintings by Manet or Velázquez. Sometimes the color of the ground shifts only slightly from that of
the figure’s clothing, the proximity of the hues making for an optical shimmer. In Jennifer Packer (2017), the neon
chartreuse of the subject’s shirt is just close enough to the duller yellow of the background to produce a startling
effect. In the masterful William E. Jones “and, Why Should I Care About This”(2017), the blues Jones wears are
electrified by those of his surroundings, suggesting a charged atmosphere. Bearing an expression of intense listening
on his face, he presses his thumbs together, as if expelling nervous energy. Fidgety hands and feet abound in these
portraits, heightening the sense of immediacy.

Dufresne depicts her figures fully, positioning them away from the canvases’ edges, with generous margins of color
around them. So although these people are as big as life and connect with us through their detailed expressions and
gestures, they are also firmly situated within the universe of the painting—a divided allegiance, if you will, between
reality and fantasy, material and invention. In the portrait Bradford Nordeen in the Orchard (2017), the subject,
enveloped in a gestural landscape of green and yellow, twists around to speak, his ass crack showing. While this
infelicitous detail is clearly meant to be funny, it is also plainly the result of his active engagement with his
portraitist, whose vigorous brushstrokes intensify the sense of their energetic dialogue. Through such congruities of
form and content, Dufresne’s world comes alive, allowing us to share in the collaborative spirit that animates her
small, robust society.
https://www.artinamericamagazine.com/reviews/angela-dufresne-portraits-robust-society-fellow-artists/

NEIL: I’m so happy to have Angie/Angela Dufresne on She’s A Talker.
Thank you for being here. I’m so happy.
ANGELA: Me too.
NEIL: Okay. Can I start by asking what would your parents… I know
you have a brother. How would each of them describe what it is you
do? And their friends let’s say.
ANGELA: Right? Well, the person I’d launch onto first is to a certain
extent the one that would be on the surface the most superficially
loathing of what I do, but he is not and that’s my brother.
NEIL: Mm-hmm (affirmative).
ANGELA: My brother, who is a Trump supporter, Trump obsessed. He
came to my opening. I had to show at the Kemper. So that was
hometown girl showsNEIL: Because the Kemper is inANGELA: In Kansas City, Missouri. And he came to the opening and
he goes, “You’re not going to like this.” And I was like, “Okay, David.”
He’s like, “This show is really amazing. And I’m so proud of you.”
NEIL: Why did he think you wouldn’t like it?

ANGELA: Because I think that he thought that all artists… It’s great to
hear that, right? It’s like not… Because, of course, he was still totally
off base on what he was saying, but I think he thought that all of us
artists are committed, not just to transgression or whatever,
problematizing normal images, but that we do it to piss him off. We
do it to upset. It’s a narcissistic thing to do. Yeah.

The Lonely are the Brave, 2018, from Angela Dufresne: Making A
Scene at the Kemper Museum of Contemporary Art, 2018
NEIL: I was going to say, it’s like, “Can you imagine, not to be
grandiose, but the fucking sacrifices you make to be an artist just to
piss someone off? How would you have to be structured to do that?
ANGELA: I think that’s what they think. And then they’re certainly
being told that.
NEIL: But where did his love of that show, can you break that down?
ANGELA: I think that he saw skill in it in a traditional way. So I think
he could see the facility. And so he thought that I was deploying the
facility of draftsmanship, of scale, of color, of pleasure, maybe even
for his benefit to prove that in some way that this object had value for
a conservative imaginative.
NEIL: That’s wild, because you are actually deploying all those things
in a way that is subversive.
ANGELA: Exactly.
NEIL: Where it feels that way to me.
ANGELA: Subversive. No, it most definitely is and very, very
consciously so. You know?
NEIL: Yeah.
ANGELA: It’s funny, because I think over the years there’s been this
combative relationship between the two of us and it’s… My
relationship to my brother is really the way it mirrors the relationship.
And he would say the same. It mirrors the divide of the left and the
right in this country. It’s like, he thinks that everything I read and say
and do is falsely produced by a left media. And I think the inverse of
him.

NEIL: Mm-hmm (affirmative). The difference being that you’re right.
ANGELA: Yes.
NEIL: You’re correct.
ANGELA: Yes.
NEIL: So I’d love to go to some cards.
ANGELA: Yes. Cards.
NEIL: The card says, “Painting is like cats. Fashion is like dogs.”
ANGELA: Well, okay. So this is just literally the difference between the
way a dog deals with dead bodies and the cat deals with dead
bodies.
NEIL: Wow. Okay.
ANGELA: Okay. So my great white shark/baby harbor seal, evil white
ghost-faced killer cat Piglet, who has been slaughtering mice and
moles up here since the minute he got up here basically. And at night
you’ll wake up and step on a corpse, as you get out of bed going to
piss in the middle of the night. So he does what I think artists do with
death. He’s gnaws on it for a while, and then presents it for your
observation and / as a gift.
NEIL: I love you. I love you, Angie. Keep going. Please keep going.
ANGELA: And then Larry, my orange black muzzled man dog, the 65
pound neediest, most sweet tender semi-human beings on the
planet. Now I’m not going to anthropomorphize my dog. He’s my
research assistant. How he deals with death is he rolls in it to protect
his scent, so that nobody knows he’s coming. So that he can sneak
up on somebody and potentially kill them. I actually think that scent,
the perfume of it, like the way that you use it as a defense is fashion
to me. And in that sense of it really of it being a kind of armor.
NEIL: That’s amazing. There’s also another difference between cats
and dogs, which is cats groom themselves to remove all smell, but in
the same way to be a better predator at war, to be less likely to be a
prey. I always think of their grooming as a type of invisibilityANGELA: Shield as aNEIL: Shield. But, and you were saying actually, dogs take on the
smell of death as a way to become invisible.
ANGELA: Yes.
NEIL: That’s wild.
ANGELA: To a certain extent, it’s also related to the cat. And this is, I
feel like with the dog it’s purely functional, and some of it with a cat,
there’s a performative, like conscious thing of like, “See I framed it
for you.”
NEIL: Exactly. Exactly. Yeah. It’s functional with dogs. They’re wearing
death.
ANGELA: Yes.

NEIL: And cats are offering it or presenting it.
ANGELA: And also there’s to a certain extent, the dog would eat the
whole thing if he was to have caught it, and the cat doesn’t do that.
NEIL: Yeah. Why is that? Well, let’s… Why is it if we take the
metaphor to painting, why does the cat not eat the whole thing?
ANGELA: Well, I think because we’re in postmodern times or
whatever it is now, right?
NEIL: This card came from such a different place for me, which was, I
was working with a student who is essentially a painter, but he was
playing around with having his paintings become parts of garments.
And we were talking about the way painting versus fashion circulates
in the world. So it was just as reductive as painting, like a cat is
situated in a space that you come to. You go to the art gallery. You go
to the museum. You go to the studio. Cats, so they say, bond with the
space, not with their own. Or whereas fashion circulates out in the
world. It comes to you. You put on something to go out.
ANGELA: Yeah.
NEIL: So that was the comparison I was trying to make. But I so
prefer… Well, we can have both.
ANGELA: I think both totally apply. It just happened from my
experience.
NEIL: You’re is better.
ANGELA: So I’ve had a recent… Like, yeah.

Angela’s studio
NEIL: Okay. Next card. “The dreary way pleasure is discussed in art
school.”

ANGELA: I love art schools and I love that people even that go into
them, come out, not as artists, but potentially as better people. And
I’m coming to this really hard. It’s something that I’ve always known,
but I’ve never really, truly admitted it to myself. That it’s based on an
economic structure that is a fiction. Like, “Oh, you go to med school.
You get this income.” And I feel like there’s been an expectation that
since art school is so expensive, that you should get some promise of
prosperity or security coming out of it. And I think that the reason why
pleasure is drearily discussed now is because of that financial wager
that the students get to a certain extent, teachers are terrified to talk
about anything to do with amoral perverted pleasure.
NEIL: You’re right.
ANGELA: Because there’s so much puritanism going on that is about
protecting this investment. I never really bought into the fiction that
you go to art school and you get something in return. Because there
is no way that any of these institutions can promise that. But to a
certain extent, I think we’ve all been involved in these institutions
and participated in the perpetuation of the myth that the students
start to glean as expectation that they’re being provided a service
and they expect a livelihood or purity or stability in return. And the
economy to sustain that stability does not really exist. And it hasn’t in
a really long time. And it certainly hasn’t existed for schools that cost
as much as, let’s just say, the ones that make you high profile.
NEIL: Yeah. Oh, absolutely.
ANGELA: Yeah. Oftentimes a student will ask me, “What kind of job
did you have after you got out of art school?” Like whether it’s an
undergrad or a grad student. And I have these amazing stories from
the early ’90s. When I graduated undergraduate school, my first job
was to work for this woman named Pat Nichols, who had crocodiles
and alligators in her backyard. And I was feeding them mice babies.
And Pat would yell out the window, “Angie, Go get Goldie a pinky.
She’s dying for a pinky,” which meant a baby mouse. And I’d throw it
into the horse trough where the alligator was, and it was this giant
mouth would come up, and I was making $5 an hour cash. I was
psyched and she let me drink all the Coors Light I could drink. It was
completely insane. Can you imagine somebody, likeNEIL: Yes.
ANGELA: You can imagine that, but can you imagine one of these
students coming out and saying like, “Well, that’s what I got. That’s
the kind of job opportunities I get after going from an art school.”
NEIL: Oh, my God.
ANGELA: And then after graduate school, I was cooking in the movie
biz in New York City. Those were my first jobs. I catered an event at
the Supper Club for a Democratic fundraiser, the Monday after
the Lewinsky papers were released in 1999. That was one of my big
jobs. That was after I had worked all day as a temp secretary.
NEIL: I was a temp secretary too.
ANGELA: They don’t call it that anymore, but I love that word.
NEIL: Secretary?
ANGELA: Yes.

NEIL: Yeah. My mom was a secretary.
ANGELA: My mom was a secretary too, honey.
NEIL: Ahhh. My mom worked for… She late in high school, started
working for this lawyer. And then she stopped working for, I don’t
know, about 20 years, when she had me and my older siblings. Then
she went back to work for that same lawyer’s son as a legal
secretary.
ANGELA: Oh.
NEIL: So yeah. And she worked with her sister. Her sister also worked
there. So it was very old school. But I didn’t realize, so we were both
secretaries. I was just talking about it. I was a word processor right
after college.
ANGELA: Yep, me too.
NEIL: God, at a law firm. Is it insane that I didn’t put it together with
my mom? I must’ve at some point, but it’s coming upon me anew
that I basically was doing my mom’s job more or less. I got into it for
the typing. I remember where other kids were spending their
summers going to summer camp or out playing sports, I used to love
the sound of my mom typing on an electric typewriter.
ANGELA: It’s beautiful, yeah.
NEIL: I was like— it was just so powerful. So I spent one of my high
school summers or junior high school summers learning how to type.
ANGELA: I was a horrible typer. I think I failed two classes and… Not
failed, but got Ds or something in my life. And one was typewriting.
And the other was French, which is funny, because I had this last
name. But I think the reason why I was so successful as a temp was
most of the time I worked for the evil empire. But I was… The thing is
that I loved the secretaries so much that they—
NEIL: Oh, yeah.
ANGELA: And I would basically be a comedy routine for them. I’d
come in. I’d ride my bike to work. It was in again, late 90s, early
2000s. And there was no bike paths in the city at that point. At this
time it was like I was working on… I remember 399 Park was a big
constant.
NEIL: I would bike to my legal temp job, which is at 520 Madison.
ANGELA: Oh shit. We were neighbors.
NEIL: Exactly. And we’re both freaks who are biking.
ANGELA: Yep. Yeah. So I’d show up as a bike messenger and I’d be
like, “Hey, Connie, baby. How’s your kids?” Because they were my
mother. And I turned them into my surrogate mothers. I drew all their
portraits of how fucking gorgeous they were and how powerful they
were. And they were all like Gena Rowlands basically.
NEIL: Right, right, right, right. You’re… Gena Rowlands being a
timeless muse of Angie’s.

ANGELA: Coming in from Staten Island and Queens and just beautiful
women. I just loved them all like crazy. So I think I charmed them so
much. That’s how I kept getting the job.
NEIL: Yeah. You got to make them happy. Absolutely. But back to the
dreary way pleasure is discussed in art school. I love the connections
you’re making between that and the costs and expectations of art
school and how that maybe connects to a pleasure, it’s just so dutiful
how it’s discussed. Could anything be less about pleasure than the
way pleasure is discussed, or it’s exactly about pleasure. It’s about
pleasure. It doesn’t contain pleasure.
ANGELA: Yeah.
NEIL: And you’re tracing that to the fact that pleasure is not
professional enough within pleasure on—
ANGELA: That’s right. That’s exactly the word that was just popping
into my head was it’s because it’s perfect. It has to be
professionalized. It can’t actually be truly like to a certain extent,
playful or exploratory or polymorphous or—
NEIL: Right. Yeah. I was going to say, I had this student, a really great
student, who said to me, they were going to use a ladder in a
performance work. And this student said to me, “And then I’m going
to activate the ladder.” And I was like, by activating the ladderANGELA: He was going to climb it.
NEIL: Exactly, You’re going to get on the ladder. I wanted to be like,
“Can you just get on a fucking ladder? Do you have to activate a
ladder?”
ANGELA: This is the problem. This is the professionalization of it. The
fact that everybody’s reading the same thing, and everybody wants to
say the right thingsNEIL: Right.
ANGELA: Yet in the position of visibility.
NEIL: Yeah. Exactly.
ANGELA: They understand if they learn the right terminology and do
whatever. And this is why it was certainly said these places that we
need to be teaching artists how to become artists are actually not
producing artists. They’re keeping people from actually becoming
weirdos and freaks who actually reconfigure and figure out how to
make language, not independently or individually. Because that’s
absurd, but that’s singular and weird and come from an actual
meaningful place of invention.
NEIL: Exactly. I think there’s two things to that. One is it seems like
there is the hopeful thing, which is that there are always, as you
know, those freaks in art school whoANGELA: There always is.
NEIL: And they’re the ones who you’re always going to make sure that
they get what they need.
ANGELA: Yep.

NEIL: But then there is this thing of so many people self-selecting for
art school, not because they are those freaks, but rather itANGELA: Because it’s a lifestyle choice that they want, because it’s
cool. And they don’t… It’s going to be really hard to do other things
supposedly.
NEIL: Right. Can you imagine?
ANGELA: But I’ve been talking a lot with William E. Jones, which isNEIL: Talk about a fucking freak.
ANGELA: Oh, my God. He is my most adored beloved friend and
confidant. I mean, I’m making an entire series of paintings called
“Angela Dufresne as William E. Jones’s Painting Bottom.” I’ve done
this series of paintings, which are basically just prompts from him. I
mean, in the title, he basically started with titles. Like one of the titles
was, “Stalin’s Vagina.” And “I’m Eating Your Ass. I’m Not Saturn
Eating Your Child.” Titles like that.
But then of course his book book, “I’m Open to Anything,” I loved it. I
loved hearing that description of the incredible orgasm of getting
fisted. Like he’s gone to L.A., and it’s the height of Reagan ’80s. He’s
working in a video store and he’s watching all this gay porn and he’s
learning how to become a fisting top. And it’s like cantilevered
against the burgeoning capital, like whatever rabid neo-liberalism.
It’s like this counter gesture of it of this pointless, non procreative,
like semi-violent object act. It’s beautiful.
NEIL: God fisting and neo-liberalism disgust.
ANGELA: I think I said it.
NEIL: You did. You did. You just said. No, that’s what I’m saying. You
just got to it somehow.
ANGELA: I think it’s like, yeah.
NEIL: God fisting and neo-liberalism.
ANGELA: I think it’s like, yeah. It’s like everything about what is
beautiful about gay sex or it’s just like, yes, this is non procreative.
Like, I love it. Like Donna Haraway in this latest book is like, we need
to start to like bake kin, not children. And to me, gay sex has always
been that in that sense. No, I’m not going to diss peoples who’ve
adopted kids and stuff like that. That’s fucking awesome. That’s part
of it. But it’s like our sex is aesthetic. Our sex is like the dead mouse
corpse in a way. right? There’s no baby going to come out of this.

They Way We Were, 2018
NEIL: Oh, my God. All right. Next card, “Fountains are kind of like a
food fight.”
ANGELA: I just did this a bunch of paintings about people pissing on
each other, which, of course, is the only thing I ever think of when I
see fountains. I don’t think food fight. I don’t know where you came
up with fountains are kind of like food fight. I think of them as the
acknowledgement that we’re all constantly pissing on top of each
other and marking our territory. And the fountain is always a
demarcator of power, right? Like when you show up in a town,
somebody always got, especially in Italy, but certainly in the Middle
East where water is a resource, it’s this thing where here’s the
fountain to show that we have the power and the control over the
resources to offer you a cup.
NEIL: Well, that’s the same thing as where I’m coming from with that
card fountains are kind of like a food fight in the sense that a food
fight is a nonproductive, non nutrish, non… It’s a misapplication of
food. And here you’re using water decoratively. You know what I
mean?
ANGELA: Yes.
NEIL: And to your point though, but I didn’t think of it as a marking of
territory too.
ANGELA: Absolutely.
NEIL: Okay. Next card is, “My feelings about Beverly trusting me,”
which is about the trust of animals.
ANGELA: Oh, I know I love that. My pets are now way more into my
friend Mala, who seems to be taking better care of them than I am.
NEIL: Mm-hmm (affirmative).
ANGELA: They do trust me, but they’re deferring now to the person
who feeds them the minute they start to show a need. They train us.
NEIL: Oh, absolutely.

ANGELA: They’re always back training us.
NEIL: Yeah. What did you call it? Back training?
ANGELA: Yes.
NEIL: Is that a term? Because I love it.
ANGELA: It is actually a term where your dog… You’re trying to train
your dog. Your dog is training you to do the opposite or to do more of
the same.
NEIL: It reminds me of managing up inANGELA: Correct.
NEIL: Corporate speak, the idea of someone managing their boss.
But that’s see that to meANGELA: That’s it.
NEIL: Seems less about trust and more about affection. Like I am
blown away that Beverly lets me clean out her eyes. And I do this, not
because her eyes need to be cleaned, it’s a pure aesthetic thing. Like
if she has a little schmutz on her.
ANGELA: You don’t want the schmutz in the eye.
NEIL: I don’t like the look and she will fully, without any hesitation, let
me take my finger and rub it along her eye to get that out. And that
blows my mind.
ANGELA: See, my dog will do that with me, but the cat, I’m constantly
trying to pick his eye boogers out and he’s like, [inaudible].
NEIL: Right.
ANGELA: Now, Larry, on the other hand, I have even expressed his
anal gland at times.
NEIL: Oh, yes. I—
ANGELA: It’s like, I’ll be like, “Larry, get in this bathtub right now with
me,” and he’ll do it. He just will do anything. He’ll let me do anything
to him. I don’t know if it’s trust. I think it’s more beautifully an
interreliance or interdependency played out.
NEIL: Yeah. Although I think if we got really close to whatever trust is,
and it may just be a nomenclature thing.
ANGELA: That’s you’re right. You’re absolutely right.
NEIL: It’s crazy. Because in a recent conversation for the podcast, I
was talking with someone about the expressing of anal glands.
Because I used to work at a veterinarian’s office and that was one of
the things I had to do. And this person hadn’t heard of expressing
them that… And just the idea that that’s what you’re doing. You’re
expressingANGELA: Well, I least I didn’t say activate.

NEIL: Oh, my God. Okay. So let me just ask you a couple of quick
questions. What keeps you going?
ANGELA: Cooking. I live for food and I live for sex. That’s it
.
NEIL: Then another question I have is fill in the blank for X and Y.
What’s a bad X you would take over a good Y?
ANGELA: A bad X over a good Y. I don’t know. I’m like [crosstalk].
NEIL: That’s fine. Let’s leave it. You don’t need it. We got so much.
And okay, maybe a related question, when this whole COVID situation
is over, whatever that means, what are you looking forward to?
ANGELA: A giant dinner party. This is what I do. And that I’m… It’s
devastating. At least I’m cooking for not just myself. I think if I was
just cooking for myself, yeah, I would take a bad dinner out than
eating alone. That would be something or a bad dinner at
somebody’s house than eating alone. I just… There’s just something
about sitting and having especially leftovers, throwing together
something that is delicious and putting the computer on the kitchen
table and watching some fucked up movie. But I want to sit around
and be with other people, eating food and talking about things like
that and being in the room with other bodies. I’m horrified about
teaching without affect. I don’t know how the hell that’s going to work
for me.
NEIL: You’re talking about remote teaching.
ANGELA: If it turns out that we’re like somehow fully remote, it’s
just… I’m such a bodily corporeal being.
NEIL: You really are. Thank you for being the bodily corporeal being
you are. I adore you. I love you. I love your work. Thank you for being
on She’s A Talker.
https://shesatalker.com/2020/08/14/angela-dufresne/

Angela Dufresne
Queers the Portraiture Tradition
The Brooklyn-based painter’s intimate portraits of her mostly queer artist friends play
with gender fluidity, sexual ambiguity, and a collaborative creative process.
Sally Hansell | April 16, 2019
Since growing up in Olathe, Kansas,
50-year-old painter Angela Dufresne
has eschewed realism. “I’ve always
been drawing grotesque figures and
monsters,” she said in an interview.
“As a child, that’s all I ever drew. I was
not trying to imagine a transgender
body, per se, but a post-human body,
one that’s not limited by its own
parameters or its own identity or
gender type.”
Today, the Brooklyn-based artist is
known for tableaux vivants that mash
up eroticism and mythological
creatures. The 33 portraits featured in
Just My Type: Angela Dufresne, on
view at the Samuel Dorsky Museum of
Art at SUNY New Paltz, further
embody this hybridity, playing with
gender fluidity, sexual ambiguity, and
myriad contradictions within type.
These intimate, large-scale oil-on-canvas portraits depict Dufresne’s loved ones, including her partner and her
community of mostly queer artist friends. While she references the Western art canon, with nods to Velazquez, Goya,
and Gainsborough, Dufresne shakes up portraiture tradition and upends the conventional artist-subject power dynamic
by working in collaboration with her subjects. She asks her sitters to provide prompts, dictate their backdrop, and
determine when the work is finished. She regards painting as a co-creative process.
Some of the sitters’ requests are highly specific. Artist, filmmaker, and writer William E. Jones wished to appear as
John the Baptist, beheaded. With an open mouth and a direct gaze, the bearded Jones appears to be talking and
thinking while raw flesh trails from his severed neck, offset by a lime green background. He is both alive and dead, a
person and an object.
As Israeli scholar Sara Cohen Shabot writes in her essay on the grotesque and cyborgs, grotesque bodies “are not clean,
closed, well-defined, clear-cut beautiful bodies striving for symmetry and order. Rather, the grotesque body is a body

that defies clear definitions and borders and that occupies the middle ground between life and death, between subject
and object, between one and many.”
Danica Phelps, known for her pencil drawings, sits in a burgundy armchair, near a lamp resembling a jumping blue
marlin. Her chest recalls an open portal into vegetal life. In lieu of human lungs, we see sunlit trees that branch like
arteries.
Artist Sheila Pepe wished to be depicted as a gigolo with the charged red backdr op from Federico Fellini’s Juliet of the
Spirits. Wearing black pants and suspenders, a button-down red shirt, and a fedora, she assumes a performative
masculinized stance, gazing at the viewer with one hand fingering her belt loop. With her other hand, Pe pe props
herself up against a ledge with an awkwardness that counterbalances her machismo. The subtle combination of power
and vulnerability dramatizes her gender fluidity.
Dufresne’s portrait of artist Geoffrey Chadsey, shown in
his red-infused studio, is a Dionysian version of
Bronzino’s “Portrait of a Young Man” (c. 1530). The two
subjects strike nearly identical poses, with one hand on a
turned hip. Unlike Bronzino’s youth bound in a satin
doublet, though, Chadsey exudes sexual vitality: he holds
a beer instead of a half-open book and wears a bulky black
parka that hangs open from his strapping shoulders. Four
paintings within the painting depict unabashed sensual
revelry: a child fucking a goat while a smiling grown-up
watches; a satyr fondling a woman; a masked man
thrusting his phallus forward; and a Jesus-like degenerate
holding a cup as if proposing a lascivious toast. These are
miniatures of Dufresne’s own anti-puritanical works, set
into Chadsey’s studio, which adjoins hers.
Meanwhile, the portrait of genderqueer artist Kerry
Downey — who boyishly jostles on a swivel stool, with one
foot running out of the picture, their cool yellow
sweatshirt almost bleeding into a rich yellow background
— exudes the hope, love, generosity, and youthfulness of
Dufresne’s community.

Two wonderfully loopy videos of Dufresne playing
multiple versions of herself underscore the complexity of
identity. In various stages of undress, the artist engages in
repetitive, rhythmic gestures, such as banging a stick on a
tire or clinking a fork on a glass, to accompany other
selves who sing and play guitar.
“I will try to be who I am, in my body with the tools that I have,” Dufresne said. “Can I be a middle -aged lesbian, chubby
and spanking my ass in the bathroom? Hell, yes, I can.”
Just My Type: Angela Dufresne, co-curated by Melissa Ragona and Anastasia James, continues at the Samuel Dorsky
Museum of Art, at the State University of New York at New Paltz (1 Hawk Drive, New Paltz, NY) through July 10.
https://hyperallergic.com/495018/angela-dufresne-queers-the-portraiture-tradition/
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Four Outstanding Exhibitions at the Dorsky
The Samuel Dorsky Museum of Art stands as a consistent reminder that a regional museum can play a major role in
the presentation and understanding of Contemporary Art, as well as offering a showplace for antiquity and Modern
Art. Currently, the museum features four outstanding exhibitions that are presented thoughtfully and with a very high
level of professionalism.
First, is the energetic and
inviting painting exhibition
Just My Type: Angela
Dufresne. In it, are a
number
of
life-sized
portraits that begin with a
half dozen multi-layered
room-scapes dominated by
a lone and oft times
luxuriating figure. In each,
we see overlapping veils of
color, line and washbased
abstraction executed in
thin, fluid oil paint.
Gradually and effortlessly
Dufresne’s
painterly
references directly and
indirectly elicit form and
depth,
ultimately
translating into an interior
setting. This all comes
about much in the same way a sculptor may work, beginning with a wire or wooden armature with the intent of adding
more ‘solid’ materials to flesh out the forms. When considering the narrative elements here, paintings such as David
Humphrey (2009) and Leigh Ledare (2007) show figures in repose, as one can assume, after a long day of exhausting
creative activity. That unique combination of semi-transparent representation and ‘artist as subject’ gives these
works their characteristic unpredictability – as they are more like a conversation between two creative minds than a
portrait of a lone, posing or distracted individual.
Other examples of portraiture, such as Tomaso de Luca (2017), Kerry Downey (2016) and William E. Jones (2017),
have much simpler backgrounds than the aforementioned works. With the subjects surrounded by one color, you
may begin to register certain details such as the strong spindly fingers and the bigger than life personalities that
may lead one to consider the influence of Egon Schiele or Alice Neel. As a result, this more emotional type allows the
personal traits of the subjects to dominate, thus enhancing the their individuality. On the other hand, the use of a
monochromatic wash of color to surround the figures intensifies their focus, which in some instances, as in the
portrait of Kerry Downey, puts forth a hint of anxiousness or impatience – not an unusual response to sitting still for
a portrait.
Mohonk Mountain House at 150; Just My Type: Angela Dufresne, which was curated by Anastasia James and
Melissa Ragona; and In Celebration: A Recent Gift From the Photography Collection of Marcuse Pfeifer, which was
curated by Wayne Lempka, all are on display through July 14, 2019. The Samuel Dorsky Museum of Art is located on
the campus of the State University of New York at New Paltz at 1 Hawk Drive. There are a number of events planned
during the run of these four exhibitions, so please visit the museum’s website for more
details: https://www.newpaltz.edu/museum/
https://www.dartmagazine.com/?p=619
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Upending Conventions with Figurative Painting
The works of painters Angela Dufresne and Louis Fratino are far more radical than anything
some conceptual artists have recently received attention for.
John Yau
For years, the phrase “small colonies of the
saved” has called out to me to be used. It is
from the poem, “Those Being Eaten by
America,” by Robert Bly. I have never cited
Bly in something I have written until now,
but this fragment of a line from a not
particularly interesting poem seemed more
resonant than usual when it rose to the
surface of my consciousness.
It all started when I passed Alexi Worth on
30th Street between 7 th and 8th Avenue. We
were both out of our neighborhoods so to
speak, which is to say in Chelsea, where we
have seen each other while going to galleries.
Passing, saying hello, I knew that we would
meet again somewhere in his past and in my
future. My hunch was based on the fact that I was going to see the two -person exhibition of Angela Dufresne and
Louis Fratino, titled Glazed, at Monya Rowe.
Rowe is one of the gallerists that you especially root for in these crazily seismic times. She has given many artists
their first solo show — Larissa Bates, Angela Dufresne, and Josephine Halvorson, among them. Opening in 2003,
her first space in the Williamsburg neighborhood of Brooklyn was 200 square feet. She has also had galleries in
Chelsea and on the Lower East Side. Two years ago, she moved from New York to Saint Augustine, Florida.
Recently, she moved back to a tenth floor space in a building that has no other galleries on a street just far enough
away from Chelsea’s gallery district that people would have know about it to go there. They should, because Rowe
discovers artists, which many better known galleries have never done.
Writing about Dufresne on a previous occasion, I stated that she was part of a group of figurative artists:
[…]they seem to have their fingers on the pulse of the cataclysm ic changes America has been
undergoing, as signaled by [Eve Kosofsky] Sedgwick’s foundational book [ Epistemology of the
Closet (1990)], which helped begin the field of queer studies. Sedgewick was one of the first to
advance that it was limiting to define sexuality in the binary opposition of heterosexuality and
homosexuality.
Whether or not this is the future of figurative painting seems beside the point since it is the future of America,
whatever conservatives in the red states think. Flying a defaced Ame rican flag in Kansas, as Josephine Meckseper
recently did at the University of Kansas’s Spencer Art Museum, is the latest in series of tired privileged gestures
where nothing is ventured and a lot of attention is gained.
The work of Dufresne and Fratino is far more radical than anything than Meckseper has gotten attention for —
something a large swath of the art world seems unable to wrap its head around: painting can be radical;
conceptual art can be a boring, tiresome rehash. Meckseper’s flag isn’t Dav id Hammon’s “African-American Flag”
(1990) or the Rainbow Flag, which every museum ought to fly just to set the record straight.

Dufresne has a big spirit. In the painting “Just My Type” (2018), she has laid down a washy, abstract ground of
blues, turquoises, pinks and reds and outlined two women over it. One woman is holding her arms out, turning in
her claw-like hands like she is about grab or catch something, while the other woman is standing behind her,
looking over her shoulder. This second figure has one arm around the waist of the first figure and is holding their
erect penis.
Dufresne’s painting—particularly her use of color, abstraction, and line—shares something with Raoul Dufy, who is
said to have never painted a sad picture. The difference is that Dufresne is cruder and jauntier than Dufy ever was.
In “70s Mom” (2017), she presents a close-up view of a mother wearing a necktie, holding a baby on her lap and
smoking a cigarette. The view is cropped so that we see only the baby’s face looking up at us, one hand reaching
towards its mouth. For unknown reasons, the mother’s other arm is raised in the air, suggesting that she isn’t
grasping the baby.
Without making a fuss about it, Dufresne undoes all
the conventions we associate with paintings of
mothers and their child, starting with Mary and the
infant Jesus. Remember all of Pablo Picasso’s
saccharine depictions of a mother holding her child,
from “Mother and Child in front of a Vase of
Flowers” (1901) to “Mother and Child” (1965), and
you get a sense of just how tough, interesting, smart,
and funny Dufresne can be.
Louis Fratino also undoes Picasso. In
“Reconfiguration” (2018), he uses oil, crayon, and oil
stick to depict two young men making love. Tightly
pressing their faces together until they become one
shape, their kiss knowingly reinhabits Picasso
paintings such as “The Kiss” (1969) as well as
reimagines Dora Maar’s famous profile. In “Waking
Up” (2018), a young man is lying in bed. Frantino
uses pink and mauve crayon to give his skin a waxy
glow.
Alongside Dufresne’s joyful challenges, Frantino’s
celebration of male love and domesticity, as well as
his imaginative transformations of motifs found in Picasso, suggests a shift has taken place in the art world: the
age of derision, caricature, and imitation has lost whatever edge it once supposedly had. Once seen as radical, the
work of many celebrated artists of the early 2000’s seems increasingly conventional.
The subjects that Dufresne and Fratino deal with are not new. They date back at least as far as the Classical era, as
evidenced in Greek literature and mythology. In Homer’s Iliad, Achilles and Patrocolus share the same bed; Plato
called Sappho “the tenth muse.” Cy Twombly explored these subjects in his art. And yet, it remains a side of
history and culture that is seldom acknowledged by mainstream institutions. It is time they did.
Signing the guest book, and seeing Worth’s name just above mine, Bly’s line came to mind. I wondered if “small
colonies of the saved” applied to the supporters, friends, and fans of Dufresne and Fratino or to those offended by
Meckseper’s wan gesture. I don’t think the storms gathering on the horizon will clarify the answer.

https://hyperallergic.com/451664/upending-conventions-figurative-painting/
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Queer artists are orphans of a different stripe. They have no conventional genealogy or lineage, no family history or
record. Instead, queer people write their own history through dreams, desires, and longings; theirs is a history of
things, an archaeology that affirms the existence of queerness in the artifacts of centuries past.
Curated by Avram Finkelstein, “FOUND: Queer Archaeology; Queer Abstraction,” at the Leslie-Lohman Museum
of Gay and Lesbian Art, undertakes the complicated task of excavating queer identity through a shared aesthetic.
The show strives to sublimate the essential elements of what constitutes such an identity in the first place. How are
artists today engaging with queerness in unexpected ways?
A founding member of the Silence=Death and Gran Fury collectives, Finkelstein has a long history of transgressive,
politicized visions of queerness. Today, he’s preoccupied with legitimizing a strain of queer discourse that uses
intersectional and feminist ideas to complicate the conversation. His exhibition surpasses a stereotypical fascination
with the male body; further, it seeks to destroy the body politic in favor of an abstractionism that can better speak
to the philosophical conundrums of queerness through the simultaneous masking and signaling of difference.
“During the height of the McCarthy period, abstractionism helped artists fly under the radar of the Red Scare,”
Finkelstein observes. “I wonder if there are elements of that happening now in Trump’s America—if abstraction
might become a refuge, a place of experimentation and
nestmaking for queer artists.”
Required in Finkelstein’s curatorial conceit is a reshaping of art
history into several “queer moments.” Whether or not
movements like Abstract Expressionism and Minimalism were
queer is immaterial to Finkelstein—what’s important is to show
how queer artists used elements of these styles to make
something wholly different.
Sometimes it’s a matter of an artist explicitly queering the canon
as her own—as with Angela Dufresne, who here upends the
masculine pomposity of Gustave Courbet with her massive
satirical painting, A Real Allegory of My Artistic and Moral Life
(2014). That work put me in mind of photographer Matthew
Morrocco—not included in this exhibition—who likewise draws
on Courbet’s famous canvas as an inspiration for The Village
People (2012). Like Dufresne, Morrocco queers the realist
masterpiece by introducing ahistorical and gay references, from
Ingres’ Grande Odalisque (1814) to the Village People’s 1979
album, Go West. These incursions allow Morrocco to construct

his own alternative art-historical narrative
wherein Orientalism, Occidentalism, and
the male gaze metastasize within the gay
community’s more caustic fetishizing
corners.
Still, one doesn’t have to rewrite history in
order to convey queerness. Abstraction, for
one, can be a subtle mask that gestures to
the queer identity hiding beneath it.
“Abstraction is a form of drag in which the
personal and the contextual, the histrionic,
the psycho-sexual, and the socio-historical
wear a disguise to pass as Minimalism,”
offers artist Lucas Michael. Consider
Michael’s Redress (2015), a neon work originally placed next to a gallery door in Los Angeles, mirroring its same
dimensions, but offering hypothetical entrance to another world altogether. What appears to be a simple
geometry—a glowing, red minimalism—performs a subtle double duty, alluding to gay nightclubs, cruising grounds,
and other places where desire is enacted.
Michael’s emphasis on place is telling in that it grounds the abstract within specific sites. At Leslie-Lohman, his
neon is situated near Beirut-born artist Omar Mismar’s The Man Who Waited for a Kiss (2014/2017): a stack of
newspapers sitting underneath a heat lamp. Viewers are welcome to take a copy and privately flip through its
photographic content. The newspaper monumentalizes the San Franciscan sites where Mismar waited on
strangers—contacted through Craigslist, Grindr, or Scruff—to kiss him. The photographic documentation becomes
disorienting. Train stations, street corners, hotels—these are non-places, anonymous sites that appear in every city.
Through his brief dalliances, Mismar makes something out of nothing; he reshapes the city’s anonymous corners
into zones of intimacy. By enshrining his experiment in a newspaper, Mismar transforms risk into plentiful reward.
What might be shunned in the artist’s native Lebanon is celebrated on the front page of his fictitious newspaper.
The achievement of his romantic dreams allow us to imagine our own more fully. This visual map of queerness is
both his own private record and a gift to us: an expression of freedom.
But freedom is complicated, and sometimes it can be derived from choosing to remain unseen. That’s a nuance of
queer aesthetics that can be hard to parse: that some queer artists indeed find bliss in self-erasure.
Doron Langberg, for instance, surrenders his figurative drawings to the textures of his studio floor and walls, gently
erasing them by way of friction and scuffing. In Drifting Off (2014), for instance, there is no loud declaration of
desire, but a whisper of longing that is quiet, subdued, monochromatic. Formally, it recalls Robert Rauschenberg’s
famous palimpsest, Erased de Kooning Drawing (1953)—another work in which the act of erasing paradoxically
marks an act of creation.
Langberg’s piece is also reminiscent of the work of the late queer artist Stephen Irwin, whose “rub-outs” disappear
the lurid erotic imagery of vintage pornography. Absence is Irwin’s utopia. He eliminates entire bodies until all that’s
left is a gasping mouth or a clenched hand. Both he and Langberg reject the mainstream notion that gay love most
be stridently and publicly announced. Theirs is a reclamation of the closet, a reterritorialization of the unseen.
“FOUND” is a fruitful place from which to continue exploring the tactics and techniques for an emerging queer
aesthetic, one that is always in a state of flux. If anything, it proves how challenging it can be to define the basic
terms. The queer aesthetic is both tangible and intangible, historical and fictitious, public and private; and queer
artists continue to develop unexpected ways to depict their desires, presence, and power.
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