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Jackson Arn, “Spinning Wheels: Rochelle Feinstein At Bridget Donahue and Candice Madey”, Art in 
America, March 7, 2022.   
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Cramped boxes, unsolvable mazes, numbing repetitions—these are the 
building blocks of Rochelle Feinstein’s comedy. The paintings in 
“You Again”—a multicity exhibition, spanning more than thirty years, 
whose New York hosts are Bridget Donahue and Candice Madey—are 
ugly by almost any definition: they’re too loud, too busy, too similar. At 
her frequent best, though, Feinstein tops a dead end with an ever-so-
slightly deader one and then another, until her work has gone from dull 
to annoying to silly to sardonic to ingenious to alive. 

Consider Brainchild (1993), one of her many paintings featuring yarn. 
The strand crawls around the canvas like an ant trapped in an ant farm. 
But because Feinstein has painted over the yarn and the canvas at the 
same time, the whole mess alternating white and black and grayish-
blue, it takes a while to notice the yarn is yarn, not paint. The image 
seems doubly dead-ended: first, because the yarn leads nowhere and, 
second, because the yarn barely registers at all. And yet these two dead 
ends in some sense cancel each other out—it’s hard for something to 
lead nowhere if it’s hardly there in the first place. The double negative 
starts to feel like a positive. Recently, Feinstein doubled her own double 
negative: at a glance, Scanned (2021) looks like an exact replica 
of Brainchild, but it’s actually a texture-less, UV-on-aluminum print of 
the earlier image. Side by side with its sibling, Brainchild doesn’t seem 
so dull anymore—the remake induces nostalgia for the good old days of 
yarn and paint. 

The word “remake” is more appropriate here than it seems. Feinstein, 
with her joyless imagery repeating ad nauseam, is one of the fiercest 
parodists of American culture since Philip Guston, who slapped an 
oversize schnoz on Nixon. This takes time to appreciate, since she’s not 
primarily concerned with re-creating specific cultural artifacts (though 
eagle-eyed gallerygoers will notice a movie poster for Naked Gun 2½: 
The Smell of Fear, from 1991). Instead, she’s after a pop-ish, distinctly 
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contemporary tone: a combination of giddiness, amusement, boredom, 
cheapness, nihilism, and nausea that should be familiar to anyone who 
thought “Tiger King” was just OK but watched it all anyway. 
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Many of the two dozen or so pieces hanging in New York look bright and 
cheery. But it’s a hollow, sugary cheer; the title of one painting, Same 
Shit Different Day (1990), nicely sums up Feinstein’s sense of humor 
and her sense of contemporary American culture. In Upcycled (2021), a 
vaguely circular arrangement of cardboard is held together with yarn, 
mounted on linen, and slathered in acrylics. The cardboard centerpiece 
is intentionally too big for its frame, and the ROYGBIV palette is 
intentionally too shrill. By dialing everything up to 11, Feinstein suggests 
a range of cultural and political associations (a Google logo, a recycling 
sign, a rainbow of diversity half-dissolved, a dash of handmade craft in a 
mechanized world) without leaning too hard on any one. Yet the target 
of this frazzled, overstuffed satire is hard to miss: you can 
practically smell the remote workers watching Netflix in their pajamas, 
nervously buying products they’ll never use. The cardboard, not 
coincidentally, came from Amazon delivery boxes. 

Too much and too many crammed into too little space, a prison 
disguised as a rainbow—if you don’t think this sounds like America, I 
envy you. And while paintings depicting the “sick soul of the USA” have 
become somewhat de rigueur since November 2016, I can’t think of a 
recent example as deliciously concise as Someone Else’s 
Country (2022). Feinstein does Jasper Johns one better, reimagining 
America as a filthy jumble of state-like shapes squished together—she 
makes the Land of Liberty look as boxed-in and used-up as a cube of 
compacted garbage. Same shit, indeed. 
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Jerry Saltz, “To-Do: See Rochelle Feinstein”, New York Magazine, February 14-27, 2022. 
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The artist Rochelle Feinstein in her studio in Queens, N.Y. Hannah Yoon
By Rose Courteau
Jan. 27, 2022

This past December, I met the abstract artist Rochelle Feinstein at her studio — a 900-
square-foot space in an industrial office building in Queens, N.Y. — to discuss her upcoming 
exhibition, “You Again,” a survey of her work that will be displayed simultaneously in six 
independent galleries in Paris, Zurich, New York, Miami and Los Angeles, beginning this 
month at Bridget Donahue in Manhattan. Unlike many painters, the ineffability of personal 

Rose Courteau, "Rochelle Feinstein Makes Work That is Purposefully Hard to Define", T: The New York Times Style Magazine, 
January 27, 2022, https://www.nytimes.com/2022/01/27/t-magazine/rochelle-feinstein-you-again.html

https://www.bridgetdonahue.nyc/exhibitions/announcing-rochelle-feinstein-you-again/
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experience concerns Feinstein less than the cultural conditions that create it. What interests 
her is, “How can I enter that cultural condition and how can I enter it right now?” 

Feinstein, 74, who retired in 2017 from her position as professor emerita of painting and 
printmaking at the Yale School of Art, has been asking that question for some time, most 
directly since the late ’80s. Up to that point, she’d tried to synthesize various elements of 
abstraction and representation in her paintings, giving priority to formal elements such as 
patina and mark making in an effort to convey inner states of ephemerality. “I was trying to 
do everything in a painting, which is a big problem,” she said. Having earned some 
recognition within the art world but little satisfaction, she began using mixed media, 
grounding her projects explicitly in their material and social contexts. Today, Feinstein’s 
work is known for its unpredictability and ironic allusions to pop culture and art history. 
“Image of an Image,” her 2018 retrospective at the Bronx Museum of the Arts, included 
works inspired by Barry White, Michael Jackson, the 2008 financial crisis and the absurdity 
of Women’s History Month, whose very existence underscores women’s marginalization. 

For “Sad Framed” (2021), Feinstein layered black acrylic paint onto the canvas with a foam brush, evoking veils of mourning. “The 
situation in America is just untenable,” she said. “I don’t remember this level of misery, lack of care and injustice.”  Hannah Yoon

Feinstein attributes a shift in her practice to the death of her father, in 1984, which 
gave her the clarity to act on her own artistic instincts. “I said, ‘If I can survive my 
father not acknowledging me at all as a woman, I can survive the art world not 

http://www.bronxmuseum.org/exhibitions/rochelle-feinstein-image-of-an-image
https://www.nytimes.com/2021/03/29/us/womens-history-month-march.html
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acknowledging me,’” she recalled. The revelation was a long time coming for Feinstein, 
who was born to a working-class family in the Bronx and raised in Queens. Her mother 
suffered from mental illness that sent her in and out of psychiatric institutions; her 
father, Feinstein said, “was evil,” and aggressively opposed to his daughter’s education. 
(She took the name Feinstein from a man she married in her 20s and chose to keep it 
after they divorced.) 

At 17, she was living on her own in a one-room basement apartment and working full 
time while she completed high school. After she graduated, a string of jobs as a typist 
led her to the famed advertising agency Doyle Dane Bernbach, where she was 
promoted to set stylist. At night, she attended classes at the Fashion Institute of 
Technology before transferring to the Pratt Institute, eventually receiving an M.F.A. in 
printmaking from the University of Minnesota. By the time she arrived at Pratt, she 
knew she wanted to make art — an awareness inspired in large part by reading 
Marguerite Yourcenar’s 1951 “Memoirs of Hadrian,” a fictionalized autobiography of 
the Roman emperor. “I realized that painting was part of history,” said Feinstein. 
Meanwhile, the 1970s had brought a wave of protest art into the public discourse. “I 
thought that was the premier language at the time,” she recalled. “And I wanted to get 
in there.” 

In the late ’80s, Feinstein began experimenting with new approaches to painting. 
“Rather than use a brush, I used palette knives only,” she said. “And if I had leftover paint, 
the next work would have to start with that paint.”Hannah Yoon

https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374529260/memoirsofhadrian
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If there is one impulse that unites Feinstein’s oeuvre, it is perhaps this desire to tap 
into shared lexicons. The grid figures prominently in her work, both as a continuation 
of the abstract tradition and in recognition of how it shapes modern life, including our 
inner landscapes. Always, she seeks to find the grid as it exists in the world already, 
often in unexpected places. The result is sometimes diaristic. In “Brainchild” (1993), 
for example, titled after a childhood nickname given to her by her mother, Feinstein 
drew inspiration from a drawer in which her mother kept bits of string used to tie 
bakery boxes; like so many who lived through the Great Depression, she found such 
things impossible to discard. Conceiving of the brain’s quadrants as a grid, Feinstein 
divided a canvas into four parts and filled each with butcher’s twine and ombré-
colored yarn glued in coiled formations then painted over them with black, gray and 
white acrylic paints. The result is not beautiful but absorbing — “I don’t want to make 
work that’s beautiful,” said Feinstein — interpretable literally as a representation of the 
brain’s gray matter but also as a tactile portrayal of muted disarray and psychic 
compartmentalization. The grid is revealed as an organizing principle but also a 
fragmenting one, resisting wholeness. 

It’s difficult to summarize Feinstein’s output, and that’s no accident. “I made a practice 
of not working serially and not refining,” she said. This approach is clear in “The 
Wonderfuls,” a collection of more than a dozen 33-inch square works Feinstein began 
in the last days of 1990, when, determined to use the last of some red and green paints, 
she wiped them onto a canvas with a squeegee until the painting took on what she 
considered to be a “hideous” resemblance to holiday plaid. She titled that first work 
“It’s a Wonderful Life,” an arch reference to the 1946 Christmas film. (“I hate that 
movie,” Feinstein said. “I don’t think it’s about familial love. I think it’s about money.”) 
Later works in the series include “Wonderful Sex” (1992), which incorporates a dish 
towel Feinstein bought at a presidential library in Texas around the time Bill Clinton 
was making headlines for an alleged affair with Gennifer Flowers, and “Wonderful 
Country” (1996), a map she made from photos of food cut from grocery store mailers 
and embedded in resin. The canvases bear little resemblance to one another but 
operate together as a meditation on the word “wonderful” itself, on its vacuity and 
overuse in American culture. 

https://artbasel.com/catalog/artwork/75394/Rochelle-Feinstein-Mr-Wonderful-The-Wonderfuls
https://artbasel.com/catalog/artwork/75394/Rochelle-Feinstein-Mr-Wonderful-The-Wonderfuls
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 A selection of reference images relating to Feinstein’s works A number of pieces Feinstein made for Candice Madey
about Amazon gallery in New York, for her show “You Again,”

incorporate the gyre structure of pansies and employ 
enamel, acrylic, cardboard and canvas.

Despite Feinstein’s long career, she and the show’s curators were determined not to approach 
“You Again” as another retrospective. Instead, Feinstein worked with each of the six galleries 
to create new pieces that respond in some way to older ones of hers that the galleries hold in 
their archives. Each venue will display these newer works alongside their forebears (with the 
exception of Hannah Hoffman Gallery in Los Angeles, where only recent pieces will appear). 
The exhibition’s title operates both as a nod to its multiplicate structure and, depending on 
how you say it, a gesture of wry self-reflexivity: You, again? 

A feeling of distance — from people, from sensory experience and between expectations and 
reality — infuses much of Feinstein’s work and in “You Again,” it is expressed partly through 
her use of cardboard. Around 2017, she became fascinated with Amazon — its totalizing and 
isolating power — and began incorporating remnants of shipping boxes in her projects. She is  
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interested, too, in what she refers to as “the corporatized rainbow,” the “failed aspirational 
symbol” that many companies deploy in an effort to capitalize on ideas of diversity and 
representation. For “Upcycles” (2021), she used yarn and grommets to affix eight irregularly 
shaped squares of cardboard onto a 60-by-58-inch canvas. The canvas itself is covered in a 
rainbow of swathlike striations and the cardboard cutouts are painted in the same vibrant 
acrylic colors but have a muddy appearance because of their brown paper surface. The work 
is approximately the same size as its predecessor, “Grids Are Us” (1992), which Feinstein 
made by transferring images of New York-based newspapers onto a linen printing plate, 
producing an irregular grid of record that must be read backward. Such print media, 
Feinstein reflected, is now far less ubiquitous than packaging, though both “Upcycles” and 
“Grids Are Us” are concerned with shifting attitudes toward gay life in America and will be 
shown together at Bridget Donahue. 

For “I Like Amazon and Amazon Likes Me” (2021), to be shown at Hannah Hoffman in Los Angeles, 
Feinstein scanned cardboard onto linen (left), then used oil paint on canvas to recreate the image by hand (right). 
Hannah Yoon

When we spoke a second time, this month, Feinstein was preparing to visit Miami to finalize 
the placement of her work at Nina Johnson. It is important to her that each piece be 
encountered as an independent experience, not determined by the works around it, even if 
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they share DNA. “I don’t ever like to do compare and contrast,” she said. For this reason, the 
decentralized format of “You Again” is a fitting one. To look at her works in any of the six 
galleries is to appreciate them on their — and your — own terms, with an ambient awareness 
that your context for doing so is incomplete by design, a fact that makes understanding not a 
prerequisite but an open possibility. As Feinstein says, she requires only two things from art: 
“I need to learn, and I need to feel. I want to learn something about where I am in this world, 
at this moment.” Here, she answers T’s Artist’s Questionnaire. 

What’s your day like and what’s your work schedule? 

When I’m not doing something else, I’m in the studio all day. I try and get here around seven 
in the morning, to beat the rush hour, and I often stay until after the evening rush hour. So 
they’re very long days, and I don’t differentiate between weekdays and weekends during the 
pandemic. 

How would you describe your studio? 

It has a view — I can see the New York skyline, all of it, from my windows. And it’s big for me. 
I’ve been in this building for almost 10 years. Previously, I had a studio across the hall that 
was the size of a broom closet, but then this one opened up about three years ago and I said, 
“I want it.” 

From left: Part of the diptych “Abstract Vibes” (2021); “Endpapers I” (2021); and “Upcycles” (2021). Hannah Yoon

https://www.nytimes.com/column/artists-questionnaire
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When you start a new piece, where do you begin? 

With language, usually. 

How do you know when you’re done? 

There’s nothing left to do. 

What’s the first work you ever sold, and how much did you sell it for? 

It was really stupid. I was unemployed at the time, and I couldn’t pay my rent, but I was 
making these beautiful woodblock prints in my apartment. I mean, they were amazing and 
very involved. Somebody told me that the Museum of Modern Art was accepting pieces for 
review by what was then called the Prints and Illustrated Books Department, and that you 
could bring work in and meet the committee. I said, “All right, I’ll do that. Maybe I’ll get my 
rent money.” They loved the piece I submitted and asked how much it was. And I’m such an 
idiot: I told them my rent was $143 and so that was my price — $143.75. That was around 
1982 and the piece is still in the museum’s collection. It’s hilarious. 

How many assistants do you have? 

I don’t have any full-time or even part-time assistants. But I do have a crew of people whom I 
love and trust and whom, whenever I’m really in a pickle, I can call. I don’t work with 
anybody as a rule, but I’m very grateful for those people saying, “If you need us, just let us 
know.” 

When did you first feel comfortable saying you’re a professional artist? 

I never thought of myself as professional. I think this question is very of the moment, though, 
because artists have become professionalized. It’s just the way it is. But I think I really 
thought I was an artist when I got a check from Alice Neel for a contest I’d entered. I won 
second prize, but she said, “You should have been first.” So I thought, “Oh, I’m an artist. 
Another artist recognized me.” I think I was at Pratt then, so I was maybe 27 years old. 

https://www.nytimes.com/2021/09/10/t-magazine/alice-neel-apartment.html
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Do you talk to other artists? 

Oh, a lot. 

Tests for recent works hang on the studio wall. “I never know in the beginning where something is going but when I get to the 
middle, I can kind of see where the end might be,” Feinstein said. Hannah Yoon

What’s your worst habit? 

Is insomnia a habit? It’s something I’m almost constantly fighting, though sometimes I just 
relent and stay up all night. I stopped drinking a lot of coffee, and I stopped smoking around 
25 years ago. Hmm. I haven’t had sex in a long time. So I don’t know if my habits really exist 
now. 

Speaking of insomnia: When Terry Gross interviewed Mel Brooks last year, she asked him if 
there was anything that, at his age, really troubles him, and he said he’s pretty lucky but he 
has insomnia. And what he does is what I do. He puts his sleep mask on and he turns on any 
show that he knows is going to bore him to sleep. I put on anything that has 10 seasons. Now  

https://www.npr.org/2021/12/07/1062111616/mel-brooks
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I’m onto “Dexter,” which I don’t really watch but play to put me to sleep. I’m like a 95-year-
old man. 

The ocher, sienna and umber oil paints the artist used for Feinstein selected seven specific colors of acrylic paint 
“I Like Amazon and Amazon Likes Me” (2021). to create the rainbow motif that appears in many of the 

new works in “You Again.”

What are you reading right now? 

I’ve never bought more books in my life than I have during the pandemic, but I’m reading 
very few of them. At the moment, I have Clarice Lispector’s “Complete Stories” (2015) by my 
bed. It’s amazing but I’m not really reading it. Sarah Schulman’s book “Let the Record Show: 
A Political History of ACT UP New York, 1987-1993” (2021) is great too because I can open it 
anywhere and find something interesting to read. During the pandemic, the amount of time 
for which I can truly focus on something has been really off. 

What’s your favorite artwork by someone else? 

Oh, that’s easy. It’s “Ceci Est la Couleur de Mes Rêves” (“This Is the Color of My Dreams”), a 
Joan Miró painting from 1925. It’s a complex, gorgeous, very spare piece. There’s a daub of  

https://www.ndbooks.com/book/the-complete-stories/
https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374185138/lettherecordshow
https://us.macmillan.com/books/9780374185138/lettherecordshow
https://www.metmuseum.org/art/collection/search/492701
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blue paint in one corner, which he squished into the surface over a background of very, very 
light colors, and he’s painted the word “photo” above it. It’s like he’s talking about old media  
and photography and painting coming together, and he’s using the word to stand in for a 
photo. I first saw it in around 2006 and it still yields a lot from me. It’s a piece about 
dreaming, about imagination and about projecting imagination onto the painting itself. 

A view of Feinstein’s studio, which is located in the same borough of New York in which she was raised. Hannah Yoon  

What do you do to procrastinate? 

I read the news. I’ll start with the New York Post and TMZ — the headlines are always about 
a celebrity or somebody having a baby, but I need to know what everyone thinks — and then 
I’ll go to The Guardian, The Washington Post, The Wall Street Journal, The Times and The 
Atlantic. 

What’s the weirdest object in your studio? 

You want to see? They’re really the weirdest things. [Feinstein extracts two battery-operated 
cat dolls. One has black stripes on its faux fur and the other has orange. Both wear red and 
green tartan bow ties and measure about 10 inches tall. She places them on a table and turns  
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them on, and they dance in unison to a low-fi recording of Shania Twain’s 2002 song “I’m 
Gonna Getcha Good!”] I love these guys. Look at the empathy in their faces! I got them in 
Rome. I’d done a talk there that was organized by a university program and afterward we 
went to this really touristy restaurant. This guy came in and he took this thing out and put it 
on our table. Everyone said, “Go away!” But I said, “Wait a minute. What, what is it?” He 
showed me and I bought two of them. They really helped me the whole time I was in Rome. 

This interview has been edited and condensed. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z3Pb3EJY5Qg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Z3Pb3EJY5Qg
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Will Herinrich, “What to See Right Now in New York Art Galleries: ‘Beauty Can Be the Opposite of  a Number’ “, The New York Times, 
February 20, 2020, https://www.nytimes.com/2020/02/20/arts/design/art-galleries-new-york.html 

‘Beauty Can Be the Opposite of a Number’ 
Through March 8. Bureau, 178 Norfolk Street, Manhattan; 212-227-2783, bureau-inc.com.

From left, Martin Wong’s “Man Carries Unborn Twin Inside His Head 21 Years,” 1982; 
Libby Rothfeld’s “Felix’s Community (#5),” 2020; Rene Daniels’s “Kades-Kaden,” 1987; 

Ms. Rothfeld’s “Who Am I? Who Am I! (#2),” 2020. Rene Daniels/Artists Rights Society (ARS), 
New York; via Pictoright Amsterdam; Dario Lasagni 

A row of green and orange structures stand in the middle of the Dutch painter Rene Daniels’s oil “Kades-Kaden.” 
They’re buildings, but they’ve been simplified enough to pass for books, too. Floating above them, written on a pale 
blue sky, are “Blauwe Reiger” (“blue heron”) and “de Zon” (“the sun”). 

Not everything in “Beauty Can Be the Opposite of a Number” at Bureau Gallery, a beguiling group show curated by the 
gallery owner, Gabrielle Giattino, has writing in it. There are two luscious animal photos by Peter Hujar, a video by Uri 
Aran and Quintessa Matranga’s painting “Black Butter Champagne,” which shows three alcoholic drinks, each doubled 
as if by drunkenness, against an upturned table. But Libby Rothfeld surrounds the numerals 2 and 5 with industrial-
beige tile in a pair of sculptures, Rochelle Feinstein’s painting “Wrong Wrong” features comic-strip style word 
balloons, and a wonderful painting by Martin Wong spells out its title as trompe-l’oeil chalk drawings of hands signing 
in A.S.L.: “Man Carries Unborn Twin Inside His Head 21 Years.” By encoding this phrase in a form that viewers can’t 
easily read, Mr. Wong reveals the evocative musical beauty it can have as an abstract pattern. But you still want to 
know what it means, and in a looser way, that’s the effect of the show as a whole. It feels like an important message 
which, once you’ve seen it, won’t let go till you’ve gotten to the bottom of it.  
-WILL HEINRICH

https://www.nytimes.com/2020/02/20/arts/design/art-galleries-new-york.html
http://bureau-inc.com/
http://bureau-inc.com/mainsite/Exhibitions/2020/BeautyCanBeTheOppositeOfANumber.html
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David Carrier, “Rochelle Feinstein: Image of  an Image”, The Brooklyn Rail, February 2019 
https://brooklynrail.org/2019/02/artseen/Rochelle-Feinstein-Image-of-an-Image 

ArtSeen
Rochelle Feinstein: Image of an Image
By David Carrier

Rochelle Feinstein, In Anticipation of Women's History Month , 2013. 
Acrylic, oil, smalt, buttons on canvas, 60 x 60 inches. Photo: Argenis Apolinario.

What can an abstract painting represent? Rochelle Feinstein offers a plenitude of answers. Image of an Image is the 
most challenging retrospective that I have recently had the pleasure of viewing. At first blush, this collection of works 
seems like a group show of diverse artists. Feinstein’s In Anticipation of Women’s History Month (2013)—made with 
acrylic, oil, black cobalt glass, and buttons on canvas—is an abstraction, a color field painting gone bad. And Plein Air 
1 (2018) is made from a gray drop cloth; just as 19th-century artists ordered paint tubes, so she made this painting 
with materials purchased online. Other paintings are made from untraditional materials: Fulfillment House (2017) is a 
loosely painted yellow, black, and grey grid, a redoing of that familiar modernist motif. Mr. Natural (2009) depicts 
two green crossed lines made of crystal, reflective glass powder, oil, and charcoal on drop cloth. And Nude 
Model (2009), which looks completely abstract, is constructed from Styrofoam, enamel, cloth, and paper mounted on 
a stretcher. Responding to the printout of a Craigslist post that read, “Nude Model needed for abstract painting,” 
Feinstein shows that an “abstract nude” can only be an oxymoron. 

https://brooklynrail.org/2019/02/artseen/Rochelle-Feinstein-Image-of-an-Image
https://brooklynrail.org/2019/2/artseen
https://brooklynrail.org/contributor/david-carrier
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Like many artists who matured in the 1980s after the formalist vision of abstraction had become passé, Feinstein 
wanted to give her paintings political resonance, and so her abstract works also refer to contemporary culture in the 
manner of traditional figurative paintings. That, too, may seem a contradiction in terms, but she brilliantly resolves 
this by incorporating descriptive materials into her abstractions, and then uses their titles to secure their 
references. Image of an Image (2010), the titular work of her current exhibition at the Bronx Museum of the Arts 
(which comes to the Bronx after a tour of art centers in Geneva, Munich, and Hannover), is a painting hidden behind a 
scrim. It might stand for all of her art, in which she brackets and visually conceals her subjects. Perhaps in reaction to 
her early career as an illustrator, Feinstein proceeds through indirection. In Anticipation of Women’s History Month, 
for example,was inspired by sad humor with the fact “that the other eleven months of the year are not also an occasion 
to ‘celebrate’ feminism.” 

Rochelle Feinstein, Image of an Image, installation view, The Bronx Museum of the Arts, 2018–2019.  
Photo: Argenis Apolinario.

Feinstein’s art, which looks unfinished and determinedly provisional, consists of what appear to be fragments of 
modernist compositions—often just barely held together by grids, by color, or by words. She loves incompleteness and 
imperfection. Her work, which is not easy to place, is consistently off-kilter and offhand. Feinstein makes Robert 
Rauschenberg—one of her obvious influences—look like Rembrandt through her determined pursuit of 
incompleteness. And compared to her, Mary Heilmann is a straightforward visual thinker. In her refusal to reduce her 
ambitious work to a singular narrative, she wants to open abstract art to encompass almost any subject. Her art 
escapes all definitions, for no sooner have you pinned her down, than you find that her next work offers fresh puzzles. 

Ultimately what I admire most about Feinstein is this refusal of resolution and her serious cultivation of slight visual 
pleasures. Look, if you will, at Love Is Over (2008), which consists of two panels, each made of mirrors on masonite 
board and acrylic, with those three words laid out—in reverse on the lower panel—and resting on Styrofoam bricks. 
And consider El Bronco (1994), which consists of oil, acrylic, tape on linen, and a framed digital print. Skid marks are 
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formed by the words “WHITE BRONCO,” an allusion to the O. J. Simpson police chase, as seen in black and white on 
TV. Or view (should I say, read?) The Little Engine (2005–08/2016). Alluding to the well-known children’s book, it is 
an ironic parable about colonialism, gender, and race, as well as the embattled legacy of modernism. Composed of two 
engraved aluminum plaques and three canvases, it features quotations from South African painter and photographer 
Zwelethu Mthethwa. Brilliantly and continuously elusive, she extends the range of painting in seemingly illogical ways. 
In her art, one commentator in the exhibition catalogue says, we experience “the shipwreck of the premises of 
abstraction and modernism.” Fortunately what remains is more than enough to make possible her body of enchanting, 
deeply mysterious paintings. 

Rochelle Feinstein, Image of an Image, installation view, The Bronx Museum of the Arts, 2018–2019.  
Photo: Argenis Apolinario.

Contributor

David Carrier

David Carrier is writing a book about the historic center of Naples.

https://brooklynrail.org/contributor/david-carrier
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Schwendener, Martha, “10 Under-the-Radar Art Shows to See Now”, The New York Times, November 23, 2018 
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/11/22/arts/design/art-shows-in-new-york.html 

“Love Vibe” (1999-2014), a series of panels in the exhibition “Rochelle Feinstein: Image of an Image,”  
at the Bronx Museum of the Arts. George Etheredge for The New York Times. 

Nov. 22, 2018
THE BRONX MUSEUM OF THE ARTS

‘Rochelle Feinstein: Image of an Image’ 

In her career survey, “Image of an Image,” Rochelle Feinstein, a Bronx native, proves that she can do just about 
anything with painting. She can chronicle history or tell a joke. She can alchemize linen, photographs, newspapers, 
cardboard and photocopies into art. She can teach you something about looking and life. (Until recently, Ms. Feinstein 
was a professor of painting at Yale.) 

This artist, a whiz with color, is a wisecracking New Yorker. She sprays and squeezes paint, and stains with it. Several 
works feel like odes to color charts or to the color theory art students learn in school. Her jokes are dark and wry. A 
black-and-white painting with big, chunky letters advertises “The Estate of Rochelle F.” (2009-10), a reminder of how 
artists (and particularly women) are often recognized only posthumously. 

https://www.nytimes.com/2018/11/22/arts/design/art-shows-in-new-york.html
http://www.bronxmuseum.org/exhibitions/rochelle-feinstein-image-of-an-image
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Ms. Feinstein’s painting “The Estate of Rochelle F.” (2009-10) seems to comment 
on the tendency of artists to be appreciated only after death. Collection Perez Art Museum Miami 

A morbid strain runs through some of the works as Ms. Feinstein grapples with and battles the forces trying to shut 
down painting in favor of other media. “El Bronco” (1994) features a stark white tire print careening vertically down a 
black canvas, nodding to Barnett Newman’s color-field “zip” paintings and Robert Rauschenberg’s 1953 horizontal 
tire mark on paper — but also to O.J. Simpson’s Ford Bronco and the murders and criminal trial that polarized this 
country around racial lines in the mid-1990s. 

“Love Vibe” (1999-2014) is a daisy-chain mural of six bright green- and-white paintings with janky black text that 
reads, “love your work” — except that the words appear in reverse, as if seen in a rear-view mirror. It is a reference to 
the way artists casually — perhaps insincerely — compliment one another’s efforts. It also feels like a love letter to 
painting and perhaps even to the viewer since, who knows? Maybe Ms. Feinstein loves our work — looking at, 
contemplating, writing about her paintings — as much as we love hers. MARTHA SCHWENDENER 

Through March 3. 1040 Grand Concourse, the Bronx; 718-681-6000, bronxmuseum.org.

https://www.sfmoma.org/artwork/98.296
https://www.sfmoma.org/artwork/98.296
http://www.bronxmuseum.org/
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"Getting Their Due", Artsy, April 30, 2018, https://www.artsy.net/series/artsy-vanguard/artsy-editors-getting-their-due

*O�UIF�QBTU�GFX�ZFBST�UIF�BSU�XPSME�IBT�CFHVO�UP�NPSF�HSBDJPVTMZ�SFXBSE�BSUJTUT�XIP�IBWF�IPOFE�UIFJS�QSBDUJDF�PWFS�QSFWJPVT�EFDBEFT�XIJMF
SFNBJOJOH�JOFYQMJDBCMZ�VOEFS�UIF�SBEBS��"SUJTUT�MJLF�UIFTF����NFNCFST�PG�5IF�"SUTZ�7BOHVBSE�B�OFX�BOOVBM�MJTU�PG�UIF����NPTU�JOGMVFOUJBM�
UBMFOUT�TIBQJOH�UIF�GVUVSF�PG�DPOUFNQPSBSZ�BSU�QSBDUJDF�BSF�GJOBMMZ�HFUUJOH�UIFJS�EVF�XJUI�NVTFVN�SFUSPTQFDUJWFT�SFQSFTFOUBUJPO�CZ�NBKPS�
JOUFSOBUJPOBM�HBMMFSJFT�BOE�TVSHJOH�DPMMFDUPS�JOUFSFTU�

6OUJM������3PDIFMMF�'FJOTUFJO�XBT�PGUFO�EFTDSJCFE�CZ�DSJUJDT�BT�JOGMVFOUJBM�JG�VOEFS�BQQSFDJBUFE��TIF�IBE�ZFU�UP�SFDFJWF�UIF�
JOTUJUVUJPOBM�TVQQPSU�UIBU�TIF�EFTFSWFE��"MM�UIBU�CFHBO�UP�DIBOHF�XJUI�B�GMVSSZ�PG�TPMP�TIPXT�BU�NVTFVNT�BDSPTT�&VSPQF�UIBU�ZFBS��
SFUSPTQFDUJWFT�BU�UIF�$FOUSF�E�"SU�$POUFNQPSBJO�JO�(FOFWB�UIF�-FOCBDIIBVT�JO�.VOJDI�BOE�,FTUOFS�(FTFMMTDIBGU�JO�
)BOOPWFS�

1FSIBQT�'FJOTUFJO�T�JNQPSUBODF�IBT�CFFO�EJGGVTFE�UIVT�GBS�EVF�UP�UIF�XJEF�SFBDIJOH�FDMFDUJD�HSPVOE�TIF�DPWFST��5IF�BSUJTU�
TBNQMFT�GSPN�UIF�IJTUPSZ�PG�BCTUSBDU�QBJOUJOH�B�HSJE�IFSF�B�[JQ�PS�TQMBUUFS�UIFSF�CVU�JTO�U�BGSBJE�UP�TIPFIPSO�JO�UFYU�TQFFDI�
CVCCMFT�EJHJUBM�QSJOUT�PG�DBUT�PS�PCMJRVF�SFGFSFODFT�UP�FWFSZUIJOH�GSPN�.JDIBFM�+BDLTPO�UP�UIF�*SBR�8BS�

'PS�BO�FYIJCJUJPO�MFBEJOHMZ�UJUMFE�i8IP�$BSFTu�BU�0O�4UFMMBS�3BZT�JO�/FX�:PSL�MBTU�ZFBS�OFP�$PMPS�'JFME�FYQFSJNFOUT�TIBSFE�
UIF�TQBDF�XJUI�B�TIFFS�UFYUJMF�JUT�TVSGBDF�TDSBXMFE�XJUI�TP�NBOZ�SFGFSFODFT�UP�DVSSFOU�FWFOUT�UIBU�JU�CFDBNF�B�XPSE�TBMBE��/FBSCZ�
B�NFTTZ�HFTUVSBM�QBJOUJOH�JO�QSJNBSZ�SFET�CMVFT�BOE�ZFMMPXT�IVOH�OFYU�UP�B�CMBDL�BOE�XIJUF�SFQSPEVDUJPO�PG�UIF�TBNF�XPSL��B�
QIPUP�QSJOUFE�PO�DBOWBT��4IPVME�XF�WBMVF�POF�NPSF�UIBO�UIF�PUIFS �#Z�TMJEJOH�DBOOJMZ�CFUXFFO�TUZMFT�BOE�NFEJB�'FJOTUFJO�JT�
OPUIJOH�JG�OPU�UIPVHIU�QSPWPLJOH��"�SFUSPTQFDUJWF�PQFOJOH�UIJT�GBMM�BU�UIF�#SPOY�.VTFVN�PG�UIF�"SUT�UIF�GJSTU�DPNQSFIFOTJWF�
TVSWFZ�PG�'FJOTUFJO�T�XPSL�JO�UIF�6�4��XJMM�GJOBMMZ�HJWF�BVEJFODFT�B�DIBODF�UP�TFF�IFS�GVMM�QSBDUJDF�JO�GPDVT�



R E V I E W  -  0 6  J U N  2 0 1 7

On Stellar Rays, New York, USA
B Y J E N N I F E R K A B A T

8PSET�ESJQ�GSPN�B�DVSUBJO��A)&"35#�30,&/�%&"3.�&.#&34�)"35*�4-"/%�%&"38�)*5&1�&01-&�
HEARTS/HAPE/FEEDB/ACKL/OOP/FEMINISTIC/ORIGIN/ALIS/M’. The words, though, are broken, 
handwritten, a lamentation. The line breaks force me to re-read them. ‘DEARM/EMBERS’ scans as ‘dream 
embers’. ‘ORIGIN/ALIS/M’, with its dangling ‘M’, could be shorthand for ‘men’ cut off from their ‘origin’, 
while ‘ALIS’ reads as ‘allies’. In her show ‘Who Cares’ at On Stellar Rays, Rochelle Feinstein offers the dream 
embers of our present. Her curtain might be a shroud. The piece Ear to the Ground (2017) cuts the gallery in 
half, while the paintings in the show are all halves and doubles, diptychs and triptychs that capture the current 
sense of helplessness not just in politics or society, but in art too, when its ability to create change can seem 
limited. The show’s title, ‘Who Cares’, is both a question and statement, as in ‘who gives a damn’.

enni er a at " eview: n tellar ays, ew or , A", r , une , 201



Rochelle Feinstein, ZUI, 2017, charcoal rubbing on paper, acrylic, ink on canvas, 96 x 114 cm. Courtesy: On Stellar
Rays, New York



In Feinstein’s work, language often oats free and becomes an abstraction itself. The curtain also reveals the way 
the show comments on the human condition  colour (of both paint and skin) and the social realm, care and 
empathy  as well as on how these terms are set out for us. On either side of the curtain, colour wheels spin out of 
control in Off Color (2017) and the paired canvases Color Therapy (201 ), begun during the rst Black Lives 
Matter protests. In Color Therapy, the paintings’ colours bleed into each other and drip down the canvas  shards of a 
colour wheel point like missiles at the falseness of colour as code, science or even art. The work seems to collapse 
under the weight of a dark void at its centre, like a dying star.

Rochelle Feinstein, ‘Who Cares’, 2017, installation view. Courtesy of the artist and On Stellar Rays, New York; 
photograph: Kirsten Kilponen

The work in ‘Who Cares’ is mournful. Take H(e)art Island (2017), for e ample  it represents both love and a 
location. New ork City’s Hart Island has a disparate history as a Civil War prison, a women’s sanatorium and a 
potter’s eld, the last resting place of the lost or indigent, where some 0,000 have been buried. Their family 
members have been waging battle with the city for the right to visit. In its shades of slate, the painting could be 
maudlin. A stu ed and stitched heart lies on its side, sagging at the centre, mapped with crisscrossing dotted lines 
like paths or sutures. Here is loss, history and empathy in our emoji era where images can stand in for words and 
words are often emptied of their meaning. 



The painting’s companion piece, I ( oomable ser Interface, 2017), has honed in so close to the map it’s 
collapsed, or become abstract.

Rochelle Feinstein, ‘Who Cares’, 2017, installation view, On Stellar Rays. Courtesy of the artist and On Stellar Rays, 
New York; photograph: Kirsten Kilponen

Feinstein abstracts objects that are ‘enigmas’ to her (the word appears more than once on the curtain) in order to 
grapple with their meaning. As seen in ‘In Anticipation of Women’s History Month’, her 201  European touring 
retrospective, she’s used feminism, politics, the work of other artists and even reproduction and abstraction itself 
as her starting points. In her 2011 show ‘The Estate of Rochelle F’, Feinstein plumbed mortality and the Great 
Recession as she broke apart, remade and reused her own work (and works other artists had given to her), as if the 
gallery were a garage sale. This process is personal and essayistic, often in ected with both anger and humour. 
Now the work is tackling darker subjects, and I keep thinking about ‘ORIGIN’ and ‘M’, those dangling men and a 
country. Today that ORIGIN and M  the Originalists, a large camp in the Republican Party, want to return to a 
literal reading of the S Constitution. Which again begs the question  Who Cares Particularly in an era when care 
can be  fleeting, professed with ease on social media but lacking real substance, while feeds cycle through news 
fake and otherwise, celebrity and punditry, protest and the personal. 

Main image: Rochelle Feinstein, Who Cares, 2016, acrylic, cotton muslin on canvas, 127 x 127 cm. Courtesy: the artist 

and On Stellar Rays, New York; photograph: Kirsten Kilponen
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Daniela toppel, " o helle einstein", Artforum, ove er 201 , p. 2 2-2
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“Rochelle Feinstein “In Anticipation of  Women’s History Month” at Centre d’Art Contemporain Genève”, Mousse Magazine, August 4, 
2016, https://www.moussemagazine.it/magazine/rochelle-feinstein-centre-dart-contemporain-geneve-2016/ 

Rochelle Feinstein “In Anticipation of Women’s History Month” at Centre d’Art 
Contemporain Genève
08.04.2016

Rochelle Feinstein “In Anticipation of Women’s History Month” installation views at Centre d’Art Contemporain Genève, 2016
Courtesy: the artist; On Stellar Rays, New York; Centre d’Art Contemporain Genève. Photo: Gunnar Meier

Building on an extensive painting lexicon, Rochelle Feinstein employs an array of styles and media, such as 
silkscreen, photography and assemblage, hard-edged graphic compositions as well as expressionist factures.

https://www.moussemagazine.it/magazine/rochelle-feinstein-centre-dart-contemporain-geneve-2016/
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These combined manners and processes cross-reference the historical with the vernacular, the mythologies of the 
avant-garde, as well as popular culture. At once social commentary and autobiographical incidents, her work offers a 
biting reflection on the role of an artist working in the arena that is painting in America today.

“In Anticipation of Women’s History Month” is the first comprehensive retrospective exhibition of the last 25 years of 
Rochelle Feinstein’s work. It is organized with Städtische Galerie im Lenbachhaus, Munich (7.6 – 
18.9 2016) and kestnergesellschaft, Hannover (3.12 – 12.2.2017) and the Bronx Museum of the Arts (27.6 – 
22.9.2018) in New York City.

2nd floor
On November 19, 2002, Michael Jackson held his baby over a Berlin hotel balcony. Three days later, he stated, I 
Made A Terrible Mistake. In Rochelle Feinstein’s eponymous installation, the “King of Pop” is one of two subjects or 
“conceptual muses”. Barry White, who countered his mistakes with sensual redemption, is the other one. With him, 
lamentations of regret, longing and desire are trumped by pleasure. There is no space for lengthy apologies. White 
died in the summer of 2003, while Rochelle Feinstein was staying in Giverny in France. It was there, at Monet’s 
“synthetically articulated” garden, where the possibility of a fall from grace into grace began taking form. “Mistakes are 
allegories of contemporary life,” says Rochelle Feinstein, “whether on an iconic scale or a private one.”
In 2009 the economy and everything else was either shutdown or moving backward. Rochelle Feinstein had just 
consolidated two storage spaces into a single archive. “My Studio was packed,” she recounts, “with diverse materials, 
including paint to make paintings from—usable ‘assets’ with unrealized potential.” She then launched the project The 
Estate of Rochelle F., which began with the impetus to use these surplus materials to make work. To have a start and 
end point roll into each other, was another ambition driving this project. Her idea was to consciously create a past, 
intended as an accumulation of many paintings that would materialize as a corpus sometime in the future.

3rd floor
Rochelle Feinstein has an affinity for clichés and empty phrases. Having A Wonderful Time (1992) is one of 
those, Love Your Work (1999-2000/2014) would be another one. Her decisive use of language is matched by her 
programmatic commitment to abstraction. In both cases, she generates access points that broadcast widely 
recognized tropes. Once established, these points connect to a place where the artist introduces meaning and by 
doing so, she disrupts ideas of pure abstraction. This results in a broad variety of pictures including a good many 
interpretations of the modernist grid and depictions of illusionistic space.
As part of her reflections on systems of circulation, it is the same hand she uses to tackle social phenomena that 
incorporates private stories into works like Travel Abroad (1999) or Home Study (1999-2013). Whenever the intimately 
personal is at stake, it is usually accompanied by glittering wit and a deadpan payoff. “The world needs change,” says 
American painter Amy Sillman, “and Feinstein is a motherfucking cashier.”
Curated by Fabrice Stroun and Tenzing Barshee.
. 

at Centre d’Art Contemporain Genève 

until 24 April 2016

http://www.centre.ch/en/
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Reviews
DEANNA HAVAS ON ROCHELLE FEINSTEIN AT CENTRE D’ART CONTEMPORAIN, GENEVA
LOVE & HISTORY

[1]

Materialist narratives serve a digestible history, provisioning phenomena with satisfying causal 
antagonisms. In turn, painting has suffered countless deaths and resurrections: It was adrenaline jolted into 
decadent megalomaniac vitality, for example, in response to the frenzied ‘80s market, only to collapse again 
into a relational hangover during the austere ’90s, and so on, or so the story goes.

Humoring this narrative, we might be inclined to consider today in terms of the latter decade. 
Awaking to the wafting scent of stale cigarette smoke, trembling personal finances, and displaced 
electrolytes the morning I visited Rochelle Feinstein’s major museum retrospective, “In Anticipation of 
Women’s History Month,” I felt it at least bore a resemblance.

I had been sleeping on various couches in various cities in the prior weeks. I was living the life of 
humble vagrant but still managed to drink several hundred francs worth of champagne and wake up with 
mucus the color of the patented Swiss secret sauce in the glocalized Big Macs of downtown Geneva, my 
recent staple. The shirt on my back was COMME des GARÇONS but twice removed from its original 
purchaser, an ex of a friend of mine living in Vienna, whom I had yet to meet. In lieu of basic toiletries, my 
backpack was filled with rolls of pricey pre-primed linen from Michael Krebber’s studio, twice handed 
down as well, gifted to me by friends, students of his at the Städelschule in Frankfurt. It is by ad-hoc 
network constellation, not by simple formality, that I arrived at the Centre D’Art Contemporain for 
Feinstein’s show, certainly feeling less than the sum of my anecdotal adventures and at the mercy of my 
carbonated mineral water.

%FBOOB�)BWBT��%FBOOB�)BWBT�PO�3PDIFMMF�'FJOTUFJO�BU�$FOUSF�Eh"SU�$POUFNQPSBJO�(FOFWB�-PWF���)JTUPSZ�5FYUF�;VS�,VOTU�"QSJM����
������IUUQT���XXX�UFYUF[VSLVOTU�EF�BSUJDMFT�SPDIFMMF�GFJOTUFJO�DBD�HFOFWB�

https://www.textezurkunst.de/articles/rochelle-feinstein-cac-geneva/#id2
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“Rochelle Feinstein: In Anticipation of Women’s History Month,” 2016, Centre d’Art Contemporain, Geneva, installation view

As one of the first tenured female professors of Visual Art at Yale (following her appointment in the Visual 
Arts department at Bennington College), Feinstein is a stalwart fixture in the academic sphere who can 
weather the ebb and flow of painting’s cyclical returns. And cohesion, it turns out, is the essence of 
Feinstein’s subject matter. What comprises her lexicon: accidents, intimate occurrences, doodles during 
phone conversations, fragments recycled and later consolidated, the nuances of domesticity, mementos from 
travels abroad, are all preserved in artefact. Like the loose scraps in my pocket, quick notes containing 
addresses and access codes to apartments, napkins from a fast food restaurant in Dijon, train stubs from the 
Amsterdam metro and, much to my delight, a few loose aspirin, the sparse materiality of life tells no 
particular story but encodes our existence in the detailing a life propped up by “betweenness centrality” in a 
network of occurrences. These are the candid materials that bind us, literally, to the living world, and they 
become almost completely sublimated into the grandiosity of their receptacle.

But it is form, however, that succumbs to sociability, not the other way around. The retrospective is a 
rhythmic traversal of Feinstein’s works. Large scale paintings engage with smaller assemblages across 
various floors. Visual motifs and themes run contiguously throughout variously sterile and divey contexts, 
defying the need for a docent’s requisition or a disco nap. In Feinstein’s canon, articles that appear as the 
loose shavings of fable assume new agency over their broader implications. This is not merely Malevich’s 
anarchic redux or Clement Greenberg in spite of himself, as the iridescent pigments on even her flattest 
canvases demonstrate. Transmutable moments are sharpened into a cutting refusal of totalization, the raison 
d’être of modernist mythology. There is an obvious strength in fusion, but even stronger potential in its 
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capacity to circumvent containment from within its grasp.

Rochelle Feinstein, "Today in History," 2012-13, installation view

The singular artist, her patented methodology, her hand, her oeuvre, a life primed for retrospection contra 
the looming anticipation of death, banal idioms whose meanings have worn through semantic satiation, the 
grand narrative of painting and its anthropomorphic object, legends of pop culture, salient reason itself – all 
appear to instinct as enframing devices or resistances to subvert.

Most prominently in “The Estate of Rochelle Feinstein,” a pre-posthumous undertaking of the artist’s 
own legacy, and “I’ve Made A Terrible Mistake,” (2013-) a body of work examining the late Michael 
Jackson’s public downfall, the divisiveness of pop and personal epics are brought under tender, rather than 
dismissive, scrutiny. Feinstein identifies these same mythologies as zeitgeists that punctuate the material 
actuality of life. She accesses them from the points of contact they make with the concrete world, encoded in 
all of their empirical dressings: the tire tracks of OJ Simpson’s Ford Bronco, a condom that broke during the 
height of the AIDS crisis, the topology of infidelity rendered by a former lover’s rendezvous, the proximity 
of Blanket Jackson from a Berlin hotel Balcony in 2003 during his Lion King-esque debut, all reveal 
themselves as ephemeral avenues for departure.

Order emerges as redeemable in service of the social, through the sensual. The mirrored disco ball 
comes to mind. After all, what credence would the Cartesian coordinate system have if not for its 
superimposition on the surface of the earth, or the nearness between two people, or its application in 
planning future cities? It’s certainly not for love of the box that Instagram users are hooked on the feed 
(painters are notorious Instagram junkies).

The exhibition itself – as an extensive survey spanning a quarter century’s work (the duration of my 
own lifespan) – mirrors Feinstein’s self-reflexive vigilance when it comes to form. Where tiring conventions 
of the retrospective exhibition format are to be found, there, too, lies undue potential. Movable partitions 
stand in brazen opposition to fittings in the building architecture. Folk-chronologies and alternative 
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ontologies lend themselves to transcendent potential where they might otherwise contribute to the obstinacy 
of standard exhibition logic. The works, in their totality, begin to reflect a hypertexual character that 
painting, in light of its weighty history, is seldom acknowledged as possessing.

Rochelle Feinstein, "Love Vibe," 1999–2014, installation view (detail)

As curator Tenzing Barshee relayed it to me, “Love Your Work” – a phrase that figures large in the painting 
triptych “Love Vibe,” (1999-2014) – comes from one of life’s three great lies; the other two being, apparently, 
“The check is in the mail” and “I won’t come in your mouth, I promise.” I smiled. I too, had been subject to 
such fictions – ones told to me as though clichés could help mitigate reality. In Feinstein’s frame, however, 
false promises are a joke – and never do they suggest that the truth is always easy to swallow.

“Rochelle Feinstein: In Anticipation of Women’s History Month,” Centre d’Art Contemporain, Geneva, January 29 – April 24th, 
2016. Travels to Städtische Galerie im Lenbachhaus, Munich, Jun. 7 – Sept. 18, 2016; Kestnergesellschaft, Hannover, Dec. 12, 2016 – 
Feb. 2, 2017; and to the Bronx Museum of the Arts, New York, Jun. 27 – Sept. 22, 2018.

Deanna Havas is an artist from New York.

NOTES

[1] “Rochelle Feinstein: In Anticipation of Women’s History Month,” Centre d’ Art Contemporain, Geneva, 

installation view. All photos: Gunnar Meier

https://www.textezurkunst.de/articles/rochelle-feinstein-cac-geneva/#id1
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In Anticipation of Rochelle Feinstein 
Natalie Hegert /MutualArt FEBRUARY 3, 2016


Rochelle feinstein, GNORW, 2002, acrylic, hand-made pillow, photo collage, 106.7 x 106.7cm. 
Courtesy of On Stellar Rays, New York and the artist. 

Photo: Adam Reich. 

In the pages of Art in America a few years ago, art critic Sarah Schmerler opined, “Somebody had better hurry up
and give Feinstein the retrospective she so clearly deserves.” The wait is now over, as the Centre d’Art Contemporain 
Genève opens Rochelle Feinstein’s retrospective exhibition, “In Anticipation of Women’s History Month,” curated by 
Fabrice Stroun and Tenzing Barshee. This is a retrospective with wings, so to speak, for it will travel to two other 
venues across Europe—Städtische Galerie im Lenbachhaus, Munich, and kestnergesellschaft, Hannover—before 
alighting in New York, at the Bronx Museum of the Arts, in 2018. The retrospective coincides with the release of I’m
with Her, a cohesive view of Feinstein’s career, put out by black dog publishing in partnership with On Stellar Rays, in 
the form of an artist’s book. An additional monograph, featuring new scholarly essays and conversations with the 
artist and the restrospective’s curators, is due out later this year.


atalie egert, " n Anti ipation o  o helle einstein", utualArt, e ruary 3, 201
 https://www. utualart. o /Arti le/ n-Anti ipation-o - o helle- einstein/ 0AD D

https://www.mutualart.com/Artist/Rochelle-Feinstein/E35E1C3F69DF8114
http://www.artinamericamagazine.com/reviews/rochelle-feinstein/
http://blackdogonline.com/all-books/im-with-her.html
http://blackdogonline.com/all-books/im-with-her.html
https://www.mutualart.com/Artist/Rochelle-Feinstein/E35E1C3F69DF8114
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Rochelle Feinstein, Geography, 1994, oil, mixed media on linen, 106.7 x 106.7cm. 

Private collection, New York. Photo: Adam Reich. 

How would one settle Feinstein’s self-reflexive, sometimes self-cannibalizing oeuvre—a practice spanning 25 years, 
which mines both the artist’s personal history, art history, and popular culture, moving between the mediums of 
painting, photography, video, and assemblage—in an arrangement of works on walls? The short answer is: 
thematically and non-chronologically. The longer answer may be that Feinstein’s art refuses to settle into a given path 
or groove, but rather roves between styles and subjects, and as such, the exhibition follows different threads of 
interest through her works. This pattern perhaps follows from the artist’s own objective, stated succinctly in an
interview in BOMB from 2010: “I committed to the idea that a painting done in 1995 could be partnered with 
something from 2009, an a-stylistic ‘style,’ each appearing to have been made contemporaneously, yet with huge 
variables of content sourced from many quarters.” It’s not a huge stretch that her entire body of work belongs to one 
single project—Feinstein herself considers the possibility. Yet as the exhibition’s title wryly suggests, this 
historicization and celebration of the artist’s work, and the degree of success to which a mid-career retrospective can 
signify, is still set somewhere on the horizon—we are caught ever waiting “in anticipation” of it.


Rochelle Feinstein, We Love You, 2004, oil, aluminum paint on canvas, 121.9 x 162.6cm. 
Courtesy of On Stellar Rays, New York and the artist. Photo: Adam Reich.

http://rochellefeinsteinstudio.com/press/bomb/
http://rochellefeinsteinstudio.com/press/bomb/
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At the start of the show, the painting We Love You (2004) greets the viewer with fragments of text drawn from the 
heartfelt adulations and insistent declarations of innocence written by Michael Jackson fans on homemade signs, in 
Feinstein’s painting, floating and disembodied, in a sea of silver paint. Feinstein’s investigation into the cult of Michael 
Jackson and the public love that surrounds him lends this first room its title: “I Made A Terrible Mistake,” the phrase 
issued by the King of Pop in an apology following an incident involving the dangling of a baby over the balcony railing 
of a Berlin hotel. Love and regret are recurring themes in Feinstein’s works, signaled by titles such as Like I love 
You and Boo Fucking Hoo, while Barry White’s soothing baritone voice croons with lover’s remorse in the video 
work WhiteHouse. These works articulate, as the curators put it, “the possibility of a fall from grace into grace,” for 
the pop star, or for the artist. Not without certain ambiguous caveats, of course: next to a work that recounts the 
erasure of Michael Jackson’s name from a school auditorium after his molestation allegations sits a painting 
titled Painting’s Littlest Victims (2003), portraying two innocent-looking flowers, pansies, in a field of concentric 
circles framing them.


Rochelle Feinstein, Paintings Littlest Victims, 2003, acrylic, photo on canvas, 

101.6 x 96.5cm. Courtesy of On Stellar Rays, New York and the artist. Photo: Adam Reich. 

In an adjoining display on the same floor, Feinstein turns to look at her own work, in the project The Estate of 
Rochelle F. (2009-2011). After downsizing her studio space in 2008, Feinstein regarded the accumulation of 
painting supplies and materials as “usable ‘assets’ with unrealized potential,” surplus materials from which she 
then made a body of work. Running along under the nine mixed-media paintings that comprise The Estate of 
Rochelle F. is A Catalog of the Estate of Rochelle F., a series of ink drawings and collages that document each of 
the works in the “estate,” with caption information, Xerox reproductions, and “curatorial notes.”
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Rochelle Feinstein, The Estate of Rochelle F., 2009-2011, installation view, Centre d'Art Contemporain Genève, 2016. 
Photo: Gunnar Meier Photography.

Things get a bit more catty as the exhibition progresses. On the third floor, a 2013 diptych titled Today in 
History evidences many of Feinstein’s interests in a tight package: geometry, repetition, personal effects, and a 
wonderfully ironic title. The two opposing compositions feature dramatically angled black and white stripes painted 
over and below a photograph, reproduced twice, of the artist’s two cats, displaying terse feline demeanors. A few 
steps away from the canvases sits a modern chair, slightly shredded by cat claws. The work fairly bristles with 
energy.


Rochelle Feinstein, Today in History, 2013, oil on canvas and digital prints on vinyl, 231.1 x 365.8cm. 
Courtesy of On Stellar Rays, New York and the artist. Photo: Adam Reich.


This air continues with the suite of works called Love Vibe (1999-2014), centering on the phrase of idle adoration 
often heard in gallery settings: “Love your work.”  Feinstein’s consideration of clichés continues with her many 
“wonderful” paintings—Wonderful Country, Mr. Wonderful, A Wonderful Place to Live—or with Same Shit, Different 
Day (1990), all abstract paintings with various takes on the modernist grid, which is just another cliché, it seems the 
artist is telling us. One blocky collage is knowingly titled Grids R Us (1992).
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Rochelle Feinstein, Love Vibe, 1999-2014, installation view, Centre d'Art Contemporain Genève, 2016. Photo: Gunnar Meier Photography.

Feinstein’s work might sound simple, but each expression of simplicity comes stripped down from more complex 
origins, a shell hinting at the many layers beneath. Personal experiences are embedded under glib phrases. In the 
work Travel Abroad from 1999, the words “O Sole Mio” point to a busy patchwork painting, perhaps signifying a 
productive loneliness, while the repeated question, “Feinstein, is that a German name or a Jewish name?” rendered 
in German script over black, red, and gold stripes, carries with it a veiled threat.


Rochelle Feinstein, Travel Abroad, 1999, installation view, Centre d'Art Contemporain Genève, 2016. Photo: Gunnar Meier Photography. 
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Feinstein’s refined sense of humor and irony, suffused with a measure of self-deprecation and balanced with a critical 
view of wider cultural moments, are showcased to great effect throughout her oeuvre and throughout the exhibition. 
Her wry use of language and form point up the absurdities and deeper truths of both.


                                 

Rochelle Feinstein, In Anticipation of Women’s History Month, 2013, acrylic, oil, smalt, buttons on canvas, 152.4 x 152.4cm.  

Haim Family Collection. Photo: Adam Reich. 

“In Anticipation of Women’s History Month” runs from January 29 to April 24, 2016 at the Centre d’Art Contemporain 
Genève, Switzerland; from June 7 to September 18, 2016 at the Städtische Galerie im Lenbachhaus, Munich, 
Germany; from December 3 to February 2, 2017 at kestnergesellschaft, Hannover, Germany; and from June 27 to 
September 22, 2018 at the Bronx Museum of the Arts, New York.


—Natalie Hegert
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Will Heinrich, “ ‘Rochelle Feinstein: Love Vibe’ at On Stellar Rays”, The Observer, April 23, 2014  
https://observer.com/2014/04/rochelle-feinstein-love-vibe-at-on-stellar-rays/ 

ON VIEW
‘Rochelle Feinstein: Love Vibe’ at On Stellar Rays

By Will Heinrich • 04/23/14 8:00am

Installation view of ‘Love Vibe’ (1999–2014). (Photo by Adam Reich/On Stellar Rays)

A small piece of fresco on panel hangs between the door and a projected rectangle of light. The 
projection is clean and pale, but the horizontal brushstrokes of the fresco are the kind of dense, marine 
color that might have been used to symbolize a green screen in the Renaissance. A comic-strip-style 
speech balloon extends across the bottom with a chipper, black-and-white phrase: “Love Your 
Work.” Inside the gallery is Love Vibe, a single installation of six oil paintings, each just over six feet 
square, showing the same speech balloon in reverse against notional panels of a similar dark green, on 
white walls, over a floor the color of spoiled butter. It’s a painting of looking at painting as a social 
performance, with “love your work,” thanks to the legions of jaw-clenching schmucks who try to 
achieve some petty glamour by dropping their pronouns, operating both as the empty tribute of 
insincere well-wishers and the mean-spirited advice, from society at large, to anyone lucky enough to 
be making art instead of driving a truck or stealing on Wall Street. At least, that’s how the phrase 
sounds by itself; but captured in Ms. Feinstein’s sweetly goofy balloons and reiterated in six earnestly 
unflattering angles, it’s almost tamed.

(Through May 11, 2014)

https://observer.com/2014/04/rochelle-feinstein-love-vibe-at-on-stellar-rays/
https://observer.com/column/on-view
https://observer.com/author/will-heinrich/
http://onstellarrays.com/exhibitions/exhibitions/rochelle-feinstein/
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Doug McClemont, “Rochelle Feinstein at On Stellar Rays”, ARTnews, Summer Issue 2014, p. 96 

Rochelle Feinstein at On Stellar Rays 
BY DOUG MCCLEMONT 
July 30, 2014 10:28am 

Rochelle Feinstein, Love Vibe (detail), 1999-2014, 
oil on canvas, six paintings. COURTESY STELLAR RAYS 

Rochelle Feinstein, a painter who also works in video and photography, presented an exhibition consisting of a 
diptych composed of a fresco measuring 24 by 18 by 11⁄4 inches and a similar-size light projection; an acrylic-on-
Cibachrome-on-canvas work; and a massive six-panel oil-on-canvas creation that covered all of the main gallery’s 
walls. 

Feinstein began this large centerpiece, titled Love Vibe, in 1999 and expanded on it this year. It consists of six 74-
by-74-inch panels containing speech balloons on green backgrounds with sections of dingy yellows and white. The 
phrase “Love Your Work” is contained within the cartoony bubbles, often backward, truncated, or slashed in half by 
the edge of the canvas. 

The comedic effect was instantly apparent. The ultimate—often left-handed—compliment is so ubiquitous as to be 
empty of meaning. It could be viewed as faint praise or as a sly insult aimed at a generically talented recipient. 

In Love Your Work (1999), the smaller fresco panel featured the same painted phrase and was accompanied by a green 
square projection of the same size. As with the larger panels, the colors here suggested the movie-industry practice 
whereby actors perform in front of a saturated green background onto which the “action” will later be digitally placed. 

In Love (2002), the phrase has been whittled down to “Love” itself, a word now denuded of both corniness and passion 
by the artist’s clever inversions. Feinstein invites the viewer to step in front of her green screens, which, though solid 
and mostly blank, are also fertile fields that might engender any narrative. Or perhaps not.

https://www.artnews.com/author/doug_mcclemont/
https://www.artnews.com/t/rochelle-feinstein/
http://rochellefeinsteinstudio.com/
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Karen Rosenberg, “Rochelle Feinstein: ‘Love Vibe’”, The New York Times, April 24, 2014.  
https://www.nytimes.com/2014/04/25/arts/design/rochelle-feinstein-love-vibe.html 

By Karen Rosenberg
April 24, 2014
On Stellar Rays 
1 Rivington Street, between Bowery and Chrystie Streets, Lower East Side 
Through May 11 

In her latest show, the wryly autobiographical painter Rochelle Feinstein explores a vacuous bit of art world parlance: 
the phrase “Love your work,” typically delivered with an air kiss. Manipulating it with humor and surgical dexterity, 
she finds hidden reserves of meaning. 
The words float, in cartoon speech bubbles, through her installation of six large paintings. Each has a bright green 
background, which we are meant to see as a kind of “green screen” (to judge from a digital projection near the 
reception desk) that suggests any number of possible settings. And each text must be read in mirror image, 
defamiliarizing the words. 
The placement of the bubbles varies; as you look around the room, they appear to rise and fall, or to shift left and right. 
Sometimes they are cropped so that only snippets of the original phrase — “Love You” or “Work”— are legible. The 
subtext shifts accordingly, from hyperbolic admiration to purposeful exhortation. Sometimes the whole phrase 
becomes a kind of mantra, transcending its breezier associations. 

With remarkable economy, not to mention painterly brio, Ms. Feinstein turns a cocktail party platitude into a 
symphonic arrangement of the many different voices heard by creative professionals. And she reminds us that 
although the art world is inherently social, it’s sometimes necessary for the people who make art or look at it to tune 
out all the chatter.
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John Ash, “Rochelle Feinstein”, Artforum, October 1993. 

  

Rochelle Feinstein
DAVID BEITZEL GALLERY
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Rochelle Feinstein has been described as a “savvy” painter, and it is easy to see what people 
mean. Flag, 1992, for instance, is a witty, feminist riposte to Jasper Johns. The flag in question 
is not the flag of imperial America, but a faded, checkered dish towel attached to the lower 
right- hand corner of the painting, which is otherwise filled with a wavering, strangely wistful 
orange grid that extends and comments on the humble design of the towel. There is nothing 
doctrinaire about this good-humored and down-to-earth gesture. 

Apart from Johns, Feinstein’s main points of reference lie within the heroic period of pure 
abstraction, stretching from Kasimir Malevich to Barnett Newman. This is not really a matter 
of “appropriation”—that most tediously overused of post-Modernist tropes. The traditional 
terms “allusion,” “paraphrase,” and “parody” will serve quite nicely to describe what Feinstein 
is doing. Her attitude to what she has called “the megamyths of Modernism and the folly of 
mastery” is (again in her own words) “vagrant, unruly, deflationary.” She greatly nudges the 
macho masters towards the edges of their perilously high pedestals. Red Square, 1992, for 
example, pays homage to Malevich and commemorates the fall of the Soviet Union. Only the 
collaged edge of the square is red, the rest is taken up with a piece of dark-green cloth sewn to 
the canvas with gold thread. So Suprematism is domesticated. In the process much is lost and 
much is gained: we do not approach the sublime, but we escape self-importance, pretension, 
and rigidity. Feinstein knows that the masters of abstraction, like the ideologues of socialist 
utopianism, have failed (at least in their own absolute terms), but she clearly regards her 
tottering idols with affection and would like us to look back at the rejuvenating esthetic 
possibilities of their art. 

Feinstein is not in the business of making one-line visual jokes or constructing bleak conceptual 
indicators. She knows that the ideas of an artist who neglects the sensuous properties of her art 
aren’t worth much, and the lasting impression this show leaves is one of restless invention and 
painterly virtuosity (even or especially when Feinstein isn’t actually using paint). This is 
evident in the way she handles the recurring motif of the grid: it can be muted and relatively 
orderly, as in Hi-Lite, 1992, or jewel-bright and crazily warped as if reflected in a fun-house 
mirror (Big A Go Go, 1992). Feinstein likes to work in sequences— Wonderful Hair, Wonderful 
Sex, It’s A Wonderful Life etc., 1992—and her work is best seen en masse. 

In fact, the whole show is like a wildly divergent but somehow coherent set of variations. The 
paintings seem to comment on each other in ways that are both amusing and enlightening. It is 
rather as if the viewer were privileged to overhear a lucid and mordant critical symposium on 
the perilous condition of art in the late-20th century. In a phrase, Feinstein’s art is serious fun. 

—John Ash 




