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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. 

“[My drawings are] psychologically fraught; they come from a very emotionally ambivalent place. I 
was concerned that they were going to be these negative, knotty [works]. And so I definitely called 
[the exhibition] Plus in order to counteract [that] … And then my father died and I 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 I constantly struggled with. I feel like he was the unspoken audience for a lot of this 
work. 

“Growing up gay in Virginia, I used to draw women [as] princesses; these nine-foot-tall girls with 
very elaborate, frilly skirts. My parents loved it. I 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, I need to cover my tracks. So I 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 I 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. I 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 I 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. I 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. I want people to look at [these drawings] and say ‘Jesus 
Christ, what is that?’, but also for them to say ‘wow’. I 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. I 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 I 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 I was like, I’m going to try and draw him again and see if I have a different 
reaction to him. It ended up being a memorial piece. But I 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 – I 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 I signed.” 
 
Geoffrey Chadsey: Plus is at Jack Shainman Gallery, New York City, until 18 June 2022. 
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Geoffrey Chadsley, 2019, watercolor pencil and crayon on mylar, 81 3/4 X 37 5/16 (sheet) inches

Contributed by Jacob Patrick Brooks / In “Plus,” Geoffrey Chadsey’s inventively grotesque show of drawings at Jack Shainman

Gallery, the men are endlessly customizable, like sets of Mr. Potato Heads, but with dad bods instead of plastic blobs. The mylar he

uses imparts a creamy sensuality that paper doesn’t, mimicking skin that makes his figures by turns seductive and horrifying. At

times contour lines make the flesh look like deli meat. Nobody seems exactly sure what they’re supposed to be doing. Arms grip

bodies that acquiesce or beg to be consumed. Rarely is visual context provided. Instead the figures exist in a milky void as

dreamlike boyhood obsessions, anxious and perfect but beyond intimacy. 
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Geoffrey Chadsley, 2019, watercolor pencil and crayon on mylar, 81 3/4 X 37 5/16 (sheet) inches

Contributed by Jacob Patrick Brooks / In “Plus,” Geoffrey Chadsey’s inventively grotesque show of drawings at Jack Shainman

Gallery, the men are endlessly customizable, like sets of Mr. Potato Heads, but with dad bods instead of plastic blobs. The mylar he

uses imparts a creamy sensuality that paper doesn’t, mimicking skin that makes his figures by turns seductive and horrifying. At

times contour lines make the flesh look like deli meat. Nobody seems exactly sure what they’re supposed to be doing. Arms grip

bodies that acquiesce or beg to be consumed. Rarely is visual context provided. Instead the figures exist in a milky void as

dreamlike boyhood obsessions, anxious and perfect but beyond intimacy. 

https://jackshainman.com/exhibitions/geoffrey-chadsey-plus-2022
https://jackshainman.com/exhibitions/geoffrey-chadsey-plus-2022


Geoffrey Chadsley, grindr/whittler, 2022, watercolor, acrylic, pencil, and crayon, with pastel and

fixative on mylar, 79 1/2 x 31 1/2 x 2 1/4 inches

Notes on the drawings keeps our eyes moving and engaged. Some reference embarrassment. The most abundant example is

grindr/whittler. Block letters say, “ADVANCED DRAWING.” The subtitle reads, “a syllabus for the asleep ashamed.” To the right

of the arm is a man with an explosion of hair, barely contained by a red visor. He seems to be pondering this own predicament,

hand on chin, with a cigarette dangling from his lip. The mouth looks ripped, dragging to the right. It’s easy to imagine Chadsey

initially having the face look straight at us before revising it to avoid eye contact. The result of this decision is something like a

bored child playing with toys that aren’t his and a lighter: entertained for the moment but ominously needing more. The lower half

of the body is a tree trunk that’s been carved away, a knife sticking in the wood. A note scrawled at the waist says, “Love the

handles! Buckle up!” 



Geoffrey Chadsley, Extra Credit, 2022, watercolor, acrylic, pencil, and crayon, with pastel and

fixative on mylar, 80 x 57 x 1 5/8 inches



Geoffrey Chadsley, Father Figure (A Touching Display?), 2022, watercolor, acrylic, pencil and

crayon, with pastel and fixative on mylar, 91 x 49 1/2 x 2 1/4 inches

Army Dad can’t seem to get comfortable, either. No fewer than six arms crisscross his upper chest and frame his head, while

another pair rest more confidently at his side, hands on his hips. His face is green, and he’s wearing an American flag speedo. Just

above that head is another one looking up and to the left, jaundiced, and wearing what looks like a sleep mask over eyes that

nonetheless see through it. The expression is one of agitation and concern, a little like Jesus in a Renaissance painting. Judging by

the multitude of scribbles on this drawing, Chadsey is as uncomfortable as his subject. But the many arms, a source of comfort as

well as restraint, keep the figure securely in place. Unhappy and not afraid to show it, the man has accepted his fate.



Geoffrey Chadsley, 2022, 7th Grade-Smash (Triptych), watercolor, acrylic, pencil, and crayon, with pastel and fixative on mylar, left: 72 x

24 inches, center: 87 x 24 inches, right: 72 x 24 inches

All artists struggle, but few make their challenges as compellingly public as Chadsey does. In his work, patriarchal influence and

the responsibility it implies confront adolescent impetuousness. grindr/whittler, for instance, employs skills traditionally passed

down from father to son to frame the prospect of quick, anonymous sex. You can feed your id and move on, but whittling – and

making art – requires patience. Among his notes, sardonic one-liners express frustration with the superego, but they are tempered

by quieter contemplations, just loud enough to register doubt. This insistent ambivalence is what makes Chadsey’s work so

approachable and successful. Notwithstanding his consummate skill in depicting the flesh, he worries that he’s revealing

something embarrassing. He does so anyway. This brave humility draws us in. And it exhorts other artists to follow their impulses

even if doing so courts open vulnerability.



Jack Shainman Gallery: Geoffrey Chadsley, “Plus”, 2022, installation view

“Geoffrey Chadsey: Plus,” Jack Shainman Gallery, 513 W. 20th Street, Chelsea, New York, NY. Through June 18, 2022. 

About the author: Jacob Patrick Brooks is a Brooklyn painter who grew up in Kansas.

Tags: Geoffrey Chadsley, Jack Shainman Gallery, Jacob Patrick Brooks
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10 POLAROIDS

Known for his riveting portraits of fictional subjects, the artist shares snapshots of
some of the people he is closest to in life, and of an idyllic trip to Vermont.

By Daniel Waite Penny
Published Oct. 1, 2020 Updated March 17, 2025

The Brooklyn-based artist Geoffrey Chadsey is known for his meticulous water-soluble-pencil-

and-crayon drawings on mylar of unnerving figures in various states of undress. They bare

themselves while “kind of glaring at you,” the artist, 53, says of his invented subjects, whom he

frequently bestows with ambiguous forms and states of mind — a portrait might feature a hairy

chest and curvy hips, a ghostly set of extra limbs, or a fanny pack and antlers. Currently, Chadsey

is working on a new series for a 2021 show at Jack Shainman Gallery in New York and thinking

more than ever about how an exposed body can be “monstrous, clownish and, at the same time,

really touching.”

The canvases hanging on the walls and strewn about the floor of Chadsey’s Greenpoint studio,

then, are in stark contrast to the gauzy photographs he took, using an instant Fujifilm camera sent

to him by T, this August. Moving between New York and various parts of Vermont, he documented

friends, family and animals set against lush surroundings, managing to find moments of beauty

and joy in the last days of what was, in many ways, a dark summer. “Drawing through this

economic and social upheaval can feel like Nero fiddling through the flames,” Chadsey said. “I’m

drawing alone in a studio while trying to stave off the niggling question ‘Now what is the point?’ I

don’t have the answer to that yet. But, in the beginning of the shutdown, my roommates and I

would do collaborative drawings that we donated to an online auction raising funds for an upstate

food bank. They were cartoonish and often obscene and, even amid uncertainty, made us giggle

with glee.”

From Geoffrey Chadsey, a Visual Diary of
the Last Days of Summer

https://www.nytimes.com/section/t-magazine
https://www.nytimes.com/section/t-magazine
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/06/22/t-magazine/geoffrey-chadsey-toxic-masculinity.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/06/22/t-magazine/geoffrey-chadsey-toxic-masculinity.html
https://www.nytimes.com/2018/06/22/t-magazine/geoffrey-chadsey-toxic-masculinity.html


“Pizza in the Studio, ‘Capital is Dead. Is this Something Worse?’” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“The studio complex where I work has a kitchen that’s more like a portable convection oven, a hot

plate and a toaster. Somehow, though, we manage to cook really grand things, as far as studio food

is concerned. I was trying to do that sourdough starter that everyone was doing at the start of the

pandemic, but it was like a willfully disobedient pet — it wouldn’t bubble and it would turn weird

colors. I had friends who said, ‘Just keep feeding it, just keep feeding it.’ I finally threw it out. The

Roberta’s pizza recipe featured in the Times is much easier. Next to the pizzas is McKenzie Wark’s

book ‘Capital Is Dead: Is This Something Worse?’ (2019), which I have read maybe four pages of

in the bathroom. I keep buying books, thinking that I have all this time to read. The irony of the

pandemic is that, because I’m not on subways on the way to work, I just don’t read as much. And

so I have books just kind of lying around the studio, and all over my bed and couch. It seemed

totemic that one also made its way into this picture.”

https://cooking.nytimes.com/recipes/1016230-robertas-pizza-dough
https://www.versobooks.com/books/3056-capital-is-dead


“Gillian Dress” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“My sister, Gillian, is an actress and a masseuse and, at 50, is engaged to Peter, an actor who

plays a murderous cowboy in the video game Red Dead Redemption 2. There have been close to

zero weddings in our immediate family — we’ve had marriages, divorces, committed partnerships

but very little ceremony — and she was to be married at the end of May, with a three-day party

planned in Hudson, N.Y. She commissioned a tailor in Williamsburg to design this beautiful skirt,

the final iteration of which will have lace and be worn with shiny boots. The event had to be

pushed to September, and then again to next May. It’s stressful for her, because her job is

increasingly precarious. But when she’s with Peter, whom she calls Sweetie, they laugh a lot.”

https://www.rockstargames.com/reddeadredemption2/


“David” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“David and I have been dating for over a year, a casualness that evolved to constancy. We met at a

Printed Matter event. At the end of February, he and I traveled to Vietnam, Cambodia and

Singapore, returning to New York just as Covid-19 was starting to explode in the U.S. This picture

was taken during a subsequent trip to Vermont, which reminded us of Vietnam in that everyone

there is so conscious of masks, social distancing, contact tracing. In this photo, David is standing

on the rocks at the edge of a river pool, trying to decide if he wants to jump in.”

https://www.printedmatter.org/


“Clothing Optional” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“Vermont’s so polite about letting you know when you’re entering a nudist area. You’re trekking

along this path, and then suddenly there’s a sign that says, ‘Clothing Optional From Here.’ A lot of

people stop and take all their clothes off, jam them in their backpack and just keep walking. I was

recently laughing with another artist about this: In all my drawings, everyone’s half-dressed, but

here my reaction was, ‘I’m not taking my clothes off!’”



“Rosa” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“I have a daughter, Rosa, though in no way did I raise her. In 1992, I was volunteering for a queer

theater festival in Cambridge, Mass. I thought I would meet a cute boy. Instead, I met two women

— Jude and Laura. They were living in a squat in town as part of an organized movement for

affordable housing. Nine months after we’d met, they told me they wanted a baby. Miraculously,

with a coffee cup, turkey baster, awkwardness and a lot of laughter, we made Rosa. She’s now a

26-year-old artist and just this incandescent, deeply caring, really funny, gorgeous creature. It

sounds corny but I’m always agog when I see her. She lives in New Orleans but spent this

summer in a small Vermont cabin. Here she is separating birch leaves to boil down into a dye that

she’ll use in her work.”



“Angela” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“I live with and share a studio with the artist Angela Dufresne, whom I jokingly call my wife,

because what other name captures the totality of this friendship? We met at the Fine Arts Work

Center in Provincetown, Mass., back in 2003 and that first night I said, ‘We are going to drink

whiskey and become best friends,’ to which she generously replied, ‘OK!’ She is the gutsiest, most

curious person I have ever been around, and my world is much larger with her in it. She’s been

upstate, so I am missing out on being adjacent to her go-for-broke painting while we blast vaguely

satanic metal drone music. Her not being here has been one of the biggest wounds for me during

this pandemic."

https://www.angeladufresne.org/
https://web.fawc.org/
https://web.fawc.org/


“Poppy the Goat” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“Two years ago, David bought a house in the Catskills, an idyll across from a farm with a dog,

Duke, and a goat, Poppy, who have adopted David as their own kin. They wander over daily and

stand on the porch, waiting to be adored. Poppy also looks like Black Phillip from the movie ‘The

Witch’ (2015). It’s hard to read goats. Their eyes are so alien-looking, and you never know what

the hell they’re thinking. Duke gets a little jealous, though, so when I was crouching to take this

photo of Poppy, chomping on plants, he came up behind my head and barked loudly, startling

everybody. This was the only shot I got.”

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iQXmlf3Sefg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=iQXmlf3Sefg


“Ernie and Victoria” Courtesy of Geoff Chadsey

“What is up with me photographing all these people with flowers and plants? We have a backyard

in Brooklyn that has gone to seed. These are two co-worker friends of mine: Victoria is in the back

and Ernie is in the foreground. They are BFFs, a little intimidating to get to know at first. They

used to run marathons together, and now they box together, so they’re very comfortable with one

another. I’m very self-conscious when people photograph me — I have my high school yearbook

smile, and that’s about the extent of my repertoire — but they were so excited to be photographed.

It was a really fun night. We drank two bottles of rosé and got devoured by mosquitoes.”



“Studio Floor” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“My studio is a place of accrual. I have two barbells from, oddly, a Chanel window display that an

ex worked on. They roll around to remind me that I once went to the gym. The funny thing with

this pile of work is that it’s made me rethink how I might combine drawings. I’ve been talking

about doing these heaps of drawings that are seemingly haphazardly thrown together. In some

ways, it’s a test — I have to trick myself to be loose and not so beholden to creating an image that

follows the logic of photography.”



“Self-Portrait” Courtesy of Geoffrey Chadsey

“This is a picture of me in my studio taken by my sister. I am wearing a Todd Snyder bomber

jacket that I coveted until it was 80 percent off. It was hot out but I still put this on in the studio to

feel dapper for two minutes. I’m standing in front of drawings in progress. They are kind of

inspired by the Rolling Stones’ ‘Goats Head Soup’ photographs, in which they’re wearing these

colorful scarves. But then it’s weirdly like looking at Yoko Ono’s hair upside down — I can’t tell

you what it’s about. I’m just trying to make these mysterious, uncanny tornado-head creatures

that may or may not have fanny packs by the time I’m done with them.”

A version of this article appears in print on , Section ST, Page 3 of the New York edition with the headline: Viewfinder; End-of-Summer Diary

https://rollingstones.com/goatsheadsoup2020/


PAGE 76

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


Zwei Amer1kaner. 

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



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






































































