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Gender melancholia is an idea that underpins a new series of larger-than-life watercolour pencil
drawings by the Philadelphia-born, Brooklyn-based artist Geoffrey Chadsey, currently on show at
Jack Shainman Gallery in New York City. It’'s a concept that comes from Judith Butler, who, building
on Sigmund Freud’s discussion of melancholy in Mourning and Melancholia, proposes that “gender
itself is a melancholic identification in which the same-sex parent one is not allowed to desire, and
who is thus lost as a love object, is internalised or incorporated”. Without wanting to delve too much
into Butler’s philosophy and gender theory, and to give a very brief, probably wildly reductive
summation, it's about how gender, sexuality, love, loss and desire come together to form a potent
and very gay cocktail of sadness. (Forgive me, Judith.)

It's this cocktail that Chadsey explores through his towering, almost totemic drawings. Depicting
men’s bodies, split and spliced, soft and sensual — though not sexual — these drawings toe the line
between the mysterious and the monstrous; almost like religious icons, but with a sense of the
depraved, they loom over the view, gazing and being gazed at. The exhibition’s title, Plus, nods to
the Virus That Shall Not Be Named, ie testing positive, as well as the state of being positive. It also
speaks of being a plus-one, specifically the idea of a son being a father’s plus-one — Chadsey’s own
father passed away last year and he describes him as the “the unspoken audience” for much of this
work; his father appears in one of the drawings, in memorial to a man who he loved but had a
complicated relationship with.

Here, the artist tells AnOther more about this series and the themes he explores in it.

“IMy drawings are] psychologically fraught; they come from a very emotionally ambivalent place. |
was concerned that they were going to be these negative, knotty [works]. And so | definitely called
[the exhibition] Plus in order to counteract [that] ... And then my father died and | was also thinking
about being his plus-one, in the sense of a son being a father’s plus-one ... he was great but he’s
also someone | constantly struggled with. | feel like he was the unspoken audience for a lot of this
work.

“Growing up gay in Virginia, | used to draw women [as] princesses; these nine-foot-tall girls with
very elaborate, frilly skirts. My parents loved it. | would draw all the time. But then my mother was
like, why is he only drawing women? It wasn't even an accusation but my first thought in my head
was like, fuck, | need to cover my tracks. So | started putting these obligatory, like, escorts, this one
man, to be like, look, I'm drawing men too. Well now of course the joke is [that] the women have
been completely exorcised and I’m drawing that one man — over and over and over again. And
somehow he's absorbed all the women too.

“There’s this pose | keep returning to, like Gustav Klimt’s Judith: looking down your nose; the
hooded eyes — it’s such a rock and roll pose. There’s something very alluring and judgmental about
it; there’s eye contact, but also this kind of distance. It's something I've returned to over and over
again. | also have this archive of drunk guys who used to be in Google — now there are all these
firewalls, but before if you typed the word ‘drunk’ into Google, you would get all these images of
drunk, 20-year-old assholes enacting these kinds of homoerotic poses.

“But | feel like the sexuality has been stripped away from [the nudity in these drawings], in the sense that they’re

not necessarily alluring; they’re somehow vulnerable. | also feel like there’s something funny about, like, this guy
somehow trying to shape his body in a certain way, this kind of violent act, that’s almost a joke about working out
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too. Like, ‘This body is going to a certain shape goddammit.” And there’s something about an older, white male
body on top of this woman’s head — a kind of funny ambivalence about it.

“It’s been interesting to walk around and listen to people. | want people to look at [these drawings] and say ‘Jesus
Christ, what is that?’, but also for them to say ‘wow’. | want to create an almost religious spectacle. That’s the
great thing about monsters in films: they‘re repulsive and yet you’re drawn to them in this unconscious or maybe
conscious identification with them. It’s like, they’re kind of getting away with something you would like to get away
with. Of course, in the end, they’re put back in the box or killed or whatever. | don’t think that these creatures are
monster-monsters, but there is something monstrous about them.

“I had a show here in 2005 and as [my father] was walking in | was like, ‘There’s a drawing of you in the show’. It
was him lying in a field of ivy and there was this naked, possibly dead adolescent kid. My dad stood next to the
drawing all night talking to people. So | was like, I’'m going to try and draw him again and see if | have a different
reaction to him. It ended up being a memorial piece. But | felt like it was such a dutiful son thing to do. I felt guilty
drawing his sick self, but at the same time, that’s who he is in my memory and I’'m acknowledging who I saw in the
bed — | wasn’t sure if it was going to come out comic or heroic. It was a hard one for me to finish. But it’s the only
one | signed.”

Geoffrey Chadsey: Plus is at Jack Shainman Gallery, New York City, until 18 June 2022.
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What Happens on Page 76 in This Season’s New Books?

The artist Geoffrey Chadsey envisions new releases by Gary Shteyngart, Olivia Laing and

more.
Aug.7,2018

Geoffrey Chadsey

Brother
A novel by David Chariandy

I recognized Dru, the thick man who ran the shop. He was standing at a barber’s chair, cutting the hair of a young
man who now lowered his folded newspaper to stare at me. That picture of Anton again. Dru now gesturing at me
with his clippers, yelling over the music.

As children, the narrator’s older brother, Francis, was his protector, an ally with whom to explore the world of
their public housing complex outside Toronto while their mother, a Trinidadian immigrant adamant that they
not squander their “one and only chance” to overcome a system stacked against them, was at work. As Francis
grew older, though, he forged new ties, and, not long after a shooting that rocked the community, disappeared
from their lives, leaving in his wake a sorrow for what might have been. Published by Bloomsbury on July 31.


https://www.nytimes.com/section/t-magazine
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Geoffrey Chadsey

Lake Success
A novel by Gary Shteyngart

Barry imagined a photo of the two of them appearing in a foreign magazine, maybe Der Spiegel. ‘Zwei Amerikaner;
it would read. Two Americans. And that’s all. Nothing about their race or class. He felt himself overcome with
emotion. His father had been a racist, and Barry was the opposite of his father.

A largely unsympathetic one-percenter with a passion for luxury mechanical watches, Barry Cohen is having a
meltdown. Overwhelmed by his son’s autism diagnosis, his strained marriage and his ill-fated business deals, he
channels Jack Kerouac’s “On the Road” (though he prefers F. Scott Fitzgerald, having named his hedge fund
“This Side of Capital”) and boards a bus out of Manhattan, vowing to see the “real” America and win back his
college girlfriend. To be published by Random House on Sept. 4.



Geoffrey Chadsey

Crudo
A novel by Olivia Laing

A thing people said a lot that year, and especially the year before, x is a trashfire, also I want to burn everything,
sometimes eroded to: burn everything. People were complaining about Pepe the alt-right frog but it seemed to
Kathy that there had been some internet-induced desire for destruction on both sides.

The protagonist of “Crudo” bears a striking similarity to the late 20th-century feminist writer Kathy Acker, but
its story is set in 2017, just as the world seems to be coming undone. Kathy’s mind spins just as fast, attuned to
the melting glaciers and latest tweetstorms, and it is in this frenzied state that she is supposed to be planning her
much-delayed wedding, even as she wonders if her greatest love might still be freedom. To be published by W.W.
Norton & Company on Sept. 11.


https://www.penguinrandomhouse.com/books/246822/lake-success-by-gary-shteyngart/9780812997415/
http://books.wwnorton.com/books/detail.aspx?ID=4294996851

Geoffrey Chadsey

Flights
A novel by Olga Tokarczuk

Constellation, not sequencing, carries truth. This is why travel psychology envisions man in equivalently weighted
situations, without trying to lend his life any — even approximate — continuity. Life is made up of situations. There
is, of course, a certain inclination toward the repetition of behaviors. This repetition does not, however, mean that
we should succumb in our imaginations to the appearance of any sort of consistent whole.

Tokarczuk is interested in people in transit, especially those who are simply not the settling kind, forever
seeking and redirecting. Characters pass through the book as if on their way to the next stop. Two women meet
in the Stockholm airport and talk animal rights over wine before their flight; a man loses his wife and child
while on vacation and must extend his stay to look for them; and, inspired by “Moby Dick,” a local ferry driver
on an unnamed island heads for the open seas. In this case the selected passage appears on page 77. To be
published by Riverhead on Aug. 14.



Geoffrey Chadsey

Ponti
A novel by Sharlene Teo

We waited by the concourse for Mummy. Szu fidgeted beside me, a twitchy beanpole. Our silhouettes in the visitor’s
office window reflected our whole-head difference in height. We made quite the duo: I the small one with the frizzy
bob, Szu the tall one with the lifeless ponytail. Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed the Badminton Girls shooting
derisive glances our way. I pretended not to care.

Long after her sole role playing a flesh-eating ghost in a ’70s B-horror film franchise, Amisa Tan’s intimidating
beauty remains — much to the chagrin of her awkward teenage daughter, Szu, who’s just trying to survive high
school in suburban Singapore, where she finally succeeds in making one formative (if fraught) bond with her
classmate Circe. Years later, Circe is tasked with promoting a remake of Amisa’s big film and finds herself
haunted by the past. To be published by Simon & Schuster on Sept. 4.

About the artist: Geoffrey Chadsey was born in Philadelphia, trained at California College of the Arts and lives in
Brooklyn. His drawings — intricate, figurative works exploring gender and constructed notions of sel

ood — were recently on view at Jack Shainman Gallery in New York, and at the Studio, an HBO-sponsored pop-up venue
in Provincetown, Mass. Currently, his work is included in “ Cast of Characters ,” a group show that the artist Liz
Collins curated for New York’s Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual & Transgender Community Center (through Sept. 16).

Photographs of artworks by Joshua Scott


















Would you fuck, marry or kill your art, would your art fuck, marry or kill you?

Oh my g()d. Actually, the joke is that my dra\\'ings are relationships that go on way too |(mg, so I would say kill them
because I work on them way too long — so I've already married them, and then they've stuck around way too long so it’s
like the tail end of the relationship, so I'm like, ‘you need to fucking get out, go get a job, go be something in the world

don’t disappoint me!






























the universe of ‘Male’ posed an exciting proposition for exhibition in an era of
digital intangibility which, among other developments, has witnessed a decline
in alpha-male physicality proportional to that of blue-collar labour. Shrewdly
enough, Aletti - in his curatorial statement - resists the urge to define
maleness: ‘Masculinity can be a straitjacket, an armour plate, a bad joke. Or it
can be loose, light, and vibrant: Something unexpected, something sweet,
something wild.” His ambition with ‘Male’ is to reveal the superficially
constructed gender of the dominant sex; a coy inversion of Simone de
Beauvoir’s radically political sentence on the fairer (‘one is not born, but rather

becomes a woman'), and with flashier results.

Lightly spanning four walls of the lower gallery at Maureen Paley in a salon-
style hang (which Paley called ‘a departure’ for her), the backbone of ‘Male’
was a set of modestly-sized headshots made by Bob Mizer and Don Whitman
during the 1950s. These fresh, upturned visages - homely, dimpled, earnest,
and yet so unlike one another - string together a seductive portrait of a
toothsome America. Classic black and white photographs by Peter Hujar and
Karlheinz Weinberger punctuated with iconic (now passé) typologies - the
cowboy, the greaser, the barrel-chested immigrant - almost jarring alongside
fashionably current images (by Scott Treleavan and Paul P.). Wolfgang
Tillmans' photographs of anonymous necks more subtly echoed the turned
back of Hujar’s nearby Andrew (1975), while Stephen Irwin’s collages capture a
latent eroticism - painted-over vintage pornography disclosing only a
suggestive index finger, or the pattern of a bedspread beneath the hint of

limber legs.

If the predominance of expressive painting in ‘Male’ prevented the viewer’s
gaze from fixating only on the physical, it also frustrated Aletti’s aim to
complicate man’s ‘conventional’ image. For all its troublesomeness, the male
subject as represented in painting has often been ambiguously sexualized:
from Leonardo da Vinci's St. John the Baptist (1513-6) to any number of Egon
Schiele’s early 20th-century self-portraits (nude and otherwise). As such,
Geoffrey Chadsey's treacly watercolours, based on found Internet imagery, do
little more than highlight the bravado worn lightly by strangers online -
alerting to a homoeroticism that, by now, is at home in popular culture.
Comparatively, photography’s voyeurism and the camera’s illicit gaze still
excite with a tremor of the real: however awkwardly posed, Jack Pierson's
subject in Self-Portrait #2 (2003), for example, is trapped by the shock of hair
and arched brows that belong to the domain of self-representation. Pierson
reveals - rather than represents - the sexualized artifice that is intimated by

man and not only produced by art.

Instead of urgently exposing illusory male beauty, then, the variety represented
in ‘Male’ described a mundane incoherence, losing its thread of contingency in
the egalitarian mire of the group exhibition. The practices of a number of
participating artists (all of whom are men) - including Patrick Lee, Attila

Lukacs and Jack Pierson - in fact focus on the male form, in different media



and diverse formats; the contact points at which their own complex projects
converge with Aletti’s mythic personal predilections might have been made

more explicit.

All together, the exhibition’s mostly urbane images were missing that salacious
fervour intrinsic to Aletti’s personal trove, which one imagines to be most
intimately appreciated because handled, selected and specifically owned by
him. It may be an unfair contrast; still, the more hastily pinned up men at
Maureen Paley seem instrumentalized in pursuit of an (evident) open-ended
masculinity. Rather than exhibiting what may only be considered modern and
contemporary art, ‘Male’ would have benefited from trekking through less
explored cultural deposits (as Aletti's unabridged collection does), without
which its concept easily wears thin. It was Walter Benjamin who once
lamented: ‘The phenomenon of collecting loses its meaning as it loses its
personal owner. Even though public collections may be less objectionable
socially and more useful academically than private collections, the objects get
their due only in the letter.’






With "Portrait of My Wife" (2010), he resumes a more personal orbit, but not without a
comic wobble of paranoid vision.

Here the viewer finds scattered on three walls and the ceiling of a room irregular
patches of black and brown adhesive paper. At first Russian Constructivism comes to
mind.

A small, motorized apparatus on the floor intermittently jerks into various positions
what looks like a erude model of a radar screen. By watching the pair of monitors on the
opposite wall, a viewer discovers that the form being jerkily repositioned is a custom-
faceted mirror.

The monitors display what the mirror "sees." Every so often, it gets thrown into the
place where its facets gather all the scattered forms on walls and ceiling into rough
images - the "portrait" - of Taggart's wife's eyes.

The work's absurd mechanism hints at technology interfering with our recognition of
one another's humanity, fostering the illusion that only technology can reconnect us.

The few pieces on which Taggart seems to have misspent energy might be a comedown,
did he not appear to have a boundless fund of it.

Selfhood as disguise: Geoffrey Chadsey presents at Electric Works portraits that find
new depth in an often prized feature of traditional drawing: pentimenti, the graphic
traces of revision.

Working in watercolor pencil on Mylar allows Chadsey a spectrum of effects, from
translucent line to the caking of pigment to washes made by dissolving marks with
brushed-on water.

His mastery of this medium lets him deploy ghostly revisions and overlays of imagery
that evoke conflicting aspects of his sitters' identities.

"Wolf" (2010) presents a standing half-naked man - though the exhibition context will
leave you wondering - apparently long-haired, bearded and in partial blackface. He
appears armless, but faint pentimenti show that earlier the drawing had his arms
akimbo and now has them stretched behind - or amputated, depending on your taste for
the grotesque. In other pieces, alternative poses remain in full detail, equipping figures
with extra limbs or multiple faces.

Alupine mask clings to the side of the figure's head in "Wolf." A little time with
Chadsey's work will make you unsure whether to take it as description, symbolism,
allusion to shamanic beliefs or as sheer pictorial mischief.

In contrast to the easy surrealism that many of his contemporaries practice, Chadsey
goes to the limits of representation to describe the convergence of identities that we
suspect marks every individual today.

Sandra Ono's process-oriented sculpture at Electric Works initially looks a world
removed from Chadsey's hallucinatory vision.

But a sort of log she made of pieced-together rubber bands takes on the aspect of a
dissected forearm. A coursing mass of collapsed black balloons she assembled turns to
guts. Each fresh glance intensifies the biological or visceral reference of Ono's
accumulative pieces.













































