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Jane Freilicher Is the "Absurdly 
Underrated" Artist Who Painted Flowers 
Like No One Else Could 
 
JULIA FELSENTHAL  
APRIL 20, 2018  
 
[EXTRACT] 
 

  
 
Jane Freilicher, Early New York Evening, 1954  
Photo: Courtesy of Paul Kasmin Gallery  
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Jane Freilicher in the studio, 1972, Photo: Joe Hazan.  

 

  
 

Jane Freilicher, The Painting Table, 1954. Photo: Courtesy of Paul Kasmin Gallery.  
 
The paintings in the Kasmin show—all but two date back to the ’50s (many hung in her and Ashbery’s homes)—were 
made in the heady early days of these creative friendships (Hazan compares her mother and the poets to Patti Smith 
and Robert Mapplethorpe in Just Kids). It was an era when O’Hara, who wrote a slew of poems devoted to “Jane,” 
would come over and help her stretch her canvases; when Ashbery would drop by to watch her paint; when Kenneth 
Koch, her onetime upstairs neighbor, would don a gorilla mask and scare passengers on the elevated train that 
rumbled past their windows. (He once said of Freilicher: “I never enjoyed conversation with anyone so much in my 
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life.”) A pair of paintings were made in 1952, the year that Ashbery, O’Hara, and James Schuyler motored out to the 
Hamptons to shoot a short film penned by Schuyler called Presenting Jane. They never finished it, but recently 
recovered clips of the footage reveal a very young Freilicher seemingly walking on water.  
 
Some of the earliest works may even have been made before Freilicher took up with Hazan, when she was involved 
in an on-again, off-again romance with the artist Larry Rivers, whom she met when he took a gig as a saxophonist in 
her first husband’s jazz band (that marriage lasted only a few years, though Freilicher, née Niederhoffer, kept his 
name for the rest of her life). It was she who suggested Rivers take up painting and train, as she did, under the 
legendary teacher Hans Hoffman.   
 
[…] 
 

  
 

Jane Freilicher, Peonies on a Table, 1954. Photo: Courtesy of Paul Kasmin Gallery  

 
The Kasmin show reveals the origins of Freilicher’s practice, the experimentation of a painter in her late 20s and early 
30s beginning to map out the contours of her life’s work, the “trajectories,” as Paul Kasmin director Mariska 
Nietzman puts it, “that she followed for 50 years.” Aside from a pair of portraits—one from the early ’50s, of a doll-
like girl, presumably based on the artist’s younger self; another a close-cropped self-portrait from the early ’60s—
these are interior still lifes and views from the windows of her grim early studios (Hazan believes many of them were 
painted in an apartment her mother sublet in the East Village for just $11.35 a month). Almost all include the cut 
flowers that would become her signature. (“Sometimes it is almost as if the rest of a painting is a pretext for the 
flowers,” wrote the critic William Zimmer in 1999.) Here, lilacs tumble from an unassuming vase in a room green 
with early spring light; irises glow ultraviolet against a polluted crepuscular sky, New York’s witching hour when the 
redbrick buildings develop an eerie phosphorescence; cotton candy peonies bend toward a window, their sticky 
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sweetness cut by the harsh diagonal of a wonky, uneven window shade. In 1957’s The Electric Fan, sketchily 
rendered peach and purple blooms set the tone for an interior still life smeared expressively in a riotous ultra-femme 
palette (it calls to mind the colors in The Marvelous Mrs. Maisel, which also happens to be set in ’50s New York). In 
1956’s Flowers in Armchair, the bouquet itself is a leading lady: As the poet Nathan Kernan puts it in an essay for the 
show’s catalog, the arrangement “sits for its portrait in place of the human figure one would expect.” It poses a sort 
of Magritte-ean provocation: These are not (just) flowers?  
 

  
 

Jane Freilicher, Flowers in Armchair, 1956. Photo: Courtesy of Paul Kasmin Gallery  

 
A note on that; flowers seem easy; they’re not. Freilicher’s blooms, Francine Prose once observed, “can persuade you 
that you are seeing flowers for the first time and in an entirely new way.” The artist’s friend and contemporary, the 
painter Alex Katz, agreed. “No one painted flowers or their color the way Jane did,” he said, speaking at Freilicher’s 
2014 memorial service. “Flowers are very hard to paint, much harder than faces or landscapes.”  
 
[…] 
 
Views change. Flowers – particularly ones that have been snipped – die. Time marches in only one direction. The 
constant is one’s unique way of looking. Brown send me another Katz quote from Freilicher’s memorial: “Jane’s 
paintings have nothing to do with the two things that make things go to a larger public. One is fashion and the other 
is progress. Jane thought outside of that. Jane’s paintings will have a long shelf life.” 



 
 
 

509 West 27th Street New York NY 10001   + 1 212 563 4474   kasmingallery.com  

  
 

Jane Freilicher, Interior, 1954. Photo: Courtesy of Paul Kasmin Gallery  
 
Views change. Flowers—particularly ones that have been snipped—die. Time marches in only one direction. The 
constant is one’s unique way of looking. Brown sent me another Katz quote from Freilicher’s memorial: “Jane’s 
paintings have nothing to do with two things that made things go to a larger public. One is fashion and the other is 
progress. Jane thought outside of that. Jane’s paintings will have a long shelf life.”  
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Private view: our pick of April gallery shows 
New shows at commercial galleries, from emerging 

names to rediscovered talents 
JAMES H. MILLER 
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Jane Freilicher: 50s New York 

Paul Kasmin, New York 18 April-9 June 

The poet Frank O’Hara described the paintings of Jane Freilicher (1924-2014) as “true and 
silently risqué”, while the painter Fairfield Porter called them “traditional and radical”. Paul 
Kasmin’s first solo show of the Greenwich Village painter’s estate (formerly represented by 
Tibor de Nagy) concentrates on work from the 1950s, revealing quiet intensities beneath the 
humble, Bonnard-like interiors, still-lifes and portraits. Freilicher’s contemplative work from the 50s 
calls attention to a mid-century painting alternative. Prices range from $40,000 to $250,000. 
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ADAA: A Fair to Remember Starts a Month of Art 
Show Madness 

Roberta Smith 

March 1st, 2018 

Nudes by Jane Freilicher at the Paul Kasmin Gallery’s booth. Credit: Joshua Bright for The New York Times. 

The New Old 

Several galleries have solo shows of older material often never seen before (or not lately). In three 
instances works from the 1960s or ’70s underscore the achievements of distinguished female 
artists. Anglim Gilbert has an extraordinary trove of mostly delicate drawings of women’s bodies by 
the pioneering Lynn Hershman Leeson; all were discovered when the artist recently moved house. 
At Paul Kasmin: Jane Freilicher’s silken paintings of self-possessed nudes add stunningly to her 
excursions still life and landscape. Fergus McCaffrey has brought back a series of painting-reliefs by 
the Italian artist Carol Rama from her recent show at the New Museum, where their truth-to-
materials toughness was sometimes lost in the sexual extravagance of her watercolors and etchings. 
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At the 30th-Anniversary ADAA Art Show, Dealers 
Bring the New and Artists Lampoon Trump 

Alex Greenberger and Andrew Russeth 

February 27, 2018 
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In a change-up from past years, the ADAA Art Show is opening a full week before the Armory Show 
and its satellite fairs in New York, which gave its gala vernissage tonight at the Park Avenue Armory an 
especially luxurious air. There was nowhere else to be—or, at least, fewer places to be. The crowd for 
the well-loved drinks and canapés—among its attendees were collectors Donald B. Marron and Martin 
Z. Margulies and Museum of Modern Art painting and sculpture curator Laura Hoptman—was 
perhaps a bit smaller than usual, and a solid percentage of the roughly 70 dealers have organized 
superb booths, so it all felt like a nice aperitif before the whirlwind of next week.

Paul Kasmin was celebrating its new position as representative of the estate of Jane Freilicher, the 
veteran New York painter who died in 2014, with an elegant display of female nudes by the artist, who 
is better known for her poetic landscapes and cityscapes. Though the pieces date from the 1960s and 
’70s, they look quite contemporary at a moment when figurative painting is resurgent, and Molly 
Taylor, the press director of Kasmin, said that people had been coming up to the booth asking, “Is the 
artist going to be here?” Alas, they will not be able to meet her, but they can pick up a painting for 
$95,000 to $125,000. (Bonus points for Kasmin: the gallery has opted to use the Armory’s raw wood 
for its booth. Very fresh. 
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February 2016 
by Prudence Peiffer 

 

 
Jane Frelicher, Window, 2011, oil on linen, 32 x 32” 

“She is not dangerous or rare, / adventure precedes her like a train, / her beauty is general, as sun and air / are secretly near, 

like Jane.” So wrote Frank O’Hara in an ode to Jane Freilicher that ably describes the art of his friend: Her paintings highlight 

the simplest subjects of wildflowers stuck in soup cans and pitchers, vast tracks of land on the East End of Long Island, and 

still lifes set up in her West Village apartment studio, often against a window looking out over the city’s rooftops and water 

towers. This exhibition, the artist’s twenty-first at Tibor de Nagy, was called “Theme and Variations.” Freilicher’s theme has 

always been the presence of living nature (even indoors and in the city). But the variations are what make that motif, in all its 

“general” beauty, empathetic—especially considering that she painted the same view for more than five decades, until her 

death in 2014 at the age of ninety. 

Freilicher’s still lifes are rarely still. Butterfly Weed and Goldenrod, 1967, has a great messiness and expedience to its marks 

that reflect both the artist’s roots in Hans Hofmann’s school of abstraction and the composition’s own wild subjects brought 

inside. (Exceptions feel purposeful, such as her watercolor of hydrangeas here from 1990, in which the entire page takes on 

the brittle properties of a dried flower.) 

 



 

Like her friend and fellow Southampton painter Fairfield Porter, Freilicher absorbed Pierre Bonnard’s and Henri Matisse’s 

subtle devastations of domestic life—what O’Hara, in another poem about Freilicher’s art, described as “The eagerness of 

objects to / be what we are afraid to do,” which “cannot help but move us.” One of the strongest works in the show, Window, 

2011, is a collection of botanicals in various containers, sitting on a sill in front of a roof city-scape. Observing the 

straightforward flat shapes and colors of the vases and their blooms, I immediately thought of my favorite painting in New 

York, Matisse’s Blue Window, 1913, at the Museum of Modern Art, in which a collection of isolated objects (including a flower 

vase) are displayed in front of a large window whose abstracted trees rhyme with the circular forms of the interior still life in a 

constant play of reflection. Freilicher’s scene appears to take place on a misty morning and, if you look closely, with a lovely 

strangeness: A central green shadow might be a distant tree or a plant’s reflection; the line of the sill wavers and its top edge 

does not connect from right to left; a yellow bloom is suspended in midair, and then there’s the surprise of a fifth vase that is 

empty; the artist signs her name in the void where the bouquet would be. Further countering static repose, and with no small 

wit, the tall, curved, and stumpy containers are mirrored in the buildings behind them. We see this again in the terrific early 

pastel Untitled (Studio Table and Landscape), 1968, in which a can of paintbrushes is in direct dialogue with the bristly bush 

just behind, outside the window. 

 

Sometimes we proceed past that frame and into the landscape itself. There were four such paintings of Water Mill, Long 

Island, in the show; my favorite was The Season, 2005, a riotous composition centering on a blue bay and a complementary 

thicket of ocher grasses. Rain seems to be arriving from the top of the picture, and the inlet sliver that cuts across the middle 

of the canvas whips the blues into the greens, oranges, and browns of the autumn reeds, much as I imagine they would blend 

in nature—a color field painting in the most literal sense. 

As her exhibition with Jane Wilson at the Parrish Art Museum that also closed last month wonderfully demonstrated, Freilicher 

wasn’t afraid to muddy her scapes. The twinned scene in Tibor de Nagy’s September Landscape and Bright Day, both 1973, 

was also found at the Parrish, though the title of that 2001 painting tells of more ominous changes over time: Landscape with 

Construction Site. But then, Freilicher offers us a never-ending view. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

https://www.artforum.com/inprint/issue=201602&id=57483 
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Jane Freilicher, “Recent Paintings and Prints  
Tibor de Nagy | March 10 – April 16, 2011  

 
April 6, 2011 
By John Yau  

 
Jane Freilicher embarked upon her enduring subject in the mid 1950s, at the height of Abstract Expressionism. 

For nearly 60 years, and through the comings and goings of different styles (Pop art, Minimalism, Conceptual art, 
Neo-Expressionism), she has painted a vase of flowers in front of a window. The view outside is either urban or 

pastoral. Working within this deceptively simple and seemingly straightforward pairing, she has become a singular 
painter who has synthesized a core of formal preoccupations with a wide range of feelings in the most unexpected 
and often delightful ways. Her very particular way of seeing seems to have been there from the beginning. In “Early 
New York Evening” (1954), a cluster of stalks echoes the four ConEd smokestacks on the horizon, their plumes of 

dusky violet smoke briefly becoming flowers before dissolving into the violet evening sky. Such surprising visual 
rhymes clue us into the fact that Freilicher’s realism has always been a subtle brew of desire and observation, 

imagination and truthfulness. 

Both the exhibition and the scale are modest, eight paintings and two lithographs, with the largest painting, 
“Yellow” (2009), measuring 32 by 40 inches. The colors are muted and air is hazy—it’s as if everything is losing its 

edge, on the brink of melting into the air. There is a table on which a glass vase holds a few different flowers, 
some of which are yellow, along with a small sculpture of a torso, a tin can, a magenta vase (possibly a Van 

Briggle), and some postcards and photographs, leaning against an invisible support and curling on the table. On 
the other side of this landscape of ghostly sentinels is the city, for the table has been pushed up against a window. 
You don’t see the window frame, so the outside and inside worlds meet, and you cannot tell where one ends and 
the other begins. Is that a postcard or a building? It is this state of confusion that Freilicher knowingly evokes. It 
calls forth a sense of vertigo and fragility, which the juxtaposition of an object-laden table and cityscape quietly 

enhance. 

In the square “Harmonic Convergence” (2008), a vase of flowers stands on a round table, whose plane has tilted 
toward the picture plane. Beginning with the two rectangles closest to the table and flowers, there is an 

atmosphere of ambiguity. What are the rectangles behind the vase? Buildings or paintings, forms or planes, 
volumes or flat surfaces? The artist declares that they are both, that they are buildings and paintings within a 

painting. Confusion, we discover for ourselves, can be both a pleasure and the beginning of reflection. The 
material world becomes insubstantial. It seems that Freilicher is recording the process of fading from this world, 

the journey all of us have undertaken. 

As the sculptor Joyce Robins told me the night before I went to see the show: “Freilicher is our Morandi.” 
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Go Ahead, Expect Surprises  
 

August 9, 2007  
Buy Holland Cotter 

 

 
NeoIntegrity at Derek Eller Gallery, organized by Keith Mayerson, features works from about 190 artists. 

MICHAEL NAGLE FOR THE NEW YORK TIMES 

Artists make great exhibition curators. They have expert eyes, a personal stake in the game and contacts 
with all kinds of other artists, including those who ride under the establishment radar. Museum surveys of 

contemporary art rarely produce surprises. Artist-organized gallery shows almost always do. 

And “NeoIntegrity” at Derek Eller Gallery does. Put together — amassed is the word — by the painter Keith 
Mayerson, it’s striking for its size alone. With pieces by about 190 artists in a space the size of a modest one-
bedroom apartment, it’s the biggest little show of the summer — one of the most eclectic and one of the best. 

In planning it Mr. Mayerson ransacked his address book and memory bank. He called on friends, neighbors, 
lovers, ex-teachers, past and present students, close colleagues and others he knew only from afar. If a 

certain painting knocked him out on a routine studio visit a decade ago, chances are that it, or something 
like it, is here. 

This archival approach encompasses well-known figures (Nayland Blake, Ross Bleckner, James Siena) and 
those fresh on the scene. Age is not a selection factor: Ed Clark and Jane Freilicher, with decades-long 

careers, rub shoulders with newbies. And although painting is dominant, there is a lot more to see. Scott Hug 
and Michael Magnan deliver a patriotic pizza box; Sam Gordon an episodic video; and Hiroshi Sunari a ginko 

sapling grown from seeds that survived the atomic bombing of Hiroshima. 

Variety is the bottom line, and one would expect no less from Mr. Mayerson, an artist of multifarious 
accomplishments. He made his New York debut in a 1994 group show with a virtuosic book-length sequence 

of cartoon drawings about Pinocchio. It was fantastic, and his fans were expecting more of the same in his 
solo debut at Jay Gorney three years later; instead they got woozy paintings of rainbows and gurus. 

 



Then he was in and out of sight for several years, teaching at New York University. In 2003 Eller gave him a 
big-small solo — many paintings, tiny room — of brushy, jaundice-toned pictures loosely related to a “Hamlet” 

theme. Last season at Eller Mr. Mayerson did a portrait show of his heroes: Judy Garland, John Lennon, 
Audrey Hepburn, Jimi Hendrix, Bugs Bunny, Andy Warhol and Arthur Rimbaud. It was great. It had a kind of 

Rembrandt-Andy feel, soulful old master meets Pop queer. It was serious and funny at the same time. 

The same can be said for “NeoIntegrity,” beginning with its title. Mr. Mayerson explains in a gallery news 
release that when he was given the go-ahead for the group show, he decided to take the opportunity to start 

an art movement. He even wrote a position paper for it, “The NeoIntegrity Manifesto.” 

On the one hand the whole business is send-up, a joke. Movements are a thing of the past, when there was 
one kind of art and another kind, and that was it. Now there’s so much of so many things that nothing can or 
needs to be defined. Mr. Mayerson has always been very pro-muchness as an artist, thinker and curator. He 

embraces it, which is what makes his work feel generous, makes wherever he takes it feel right. 

Some would say that integrity as a moral quality is also a thing of the past, with the art world swimming in 
money, pumping out product, ignoring conflicts of interest and so on. Mr. Mayerson’s response is not to scold 

but to ask, “What to do?” Hence the manifesto, an 11-point declaration that defines art as a humanist 
endeavor. But each definition comes with a modifying, even contradictory statement. Art should reflect the 

artist; art should reflect the culture. Art should not be a commodity; but if it is, that’s O.K. 

In the end there’s something here for almost everyone to accept or reject. This is the muchness factor in 
operation again. One definition of integrity is, after all, wholeness, completeness, taking it all in. And taking it 

all in, artwise, is what Mr. Mayerson’s show is about. 

You want still-life painting? Ingrid Arneberg and Ann Craven paint pretty flowers. Steve Balkin, Hugh Van 
Dusen and Neil MacDonald do landscapes. Portraiture accounts for a large slice of material. Although some 

sitters are not identified — Marvin Mattelson paints an “Eric,” Enoc Perez a “Carole,” Kelley Walker a 
gondolier — a tip toward celebrity faces is pronounced. In addition to Kathe Burkhart’s likeness of Elizabeth 
Taylor and Eric Doeringer’s of Elizabeth Peyton, you’ll find Kembra Pfahler captured by Travis Hutchins; Jane 
Fonda by Carol Bove; and a sensational full-length Nancy Sinatra by Stephen Tashjian, the artist known as 

Tabboo! 

A few portraits are more naughty than nice. Neither the self-pleasuring “Christian” in a Billy Sullivan painting 
nor the snout-nosed sitter in Matt Borruso’s “Magenta” is destined for the National Portrait Gallery. 

Design is art-world fashionable at present, and you’ll find examples here: a ceramic pot by Renee So, a fabric 
swatch collage by Chris Bogia (very nice), and three player pianos grafted together, courtesy of Dan Knapp. 
But perhaps the most intriguing category is the one corresponding to the “sublime,” an aesthetic term that 

Mr. Mayerson uses with unqualified enthusiasm in his manifesto. 

It’s hard to say exactly what he means by it. Exquisite workmanship? Andrew Madrid’s “American Flag,” 
Jessie Mott’s “Hamster” and Pam Lins’s “Polar Bear Painting” all qualify, as does the contribution of several 

of the show’s awesomely polished cartoonists, Nick Bertozzi, Brendan Burford and Matt Madden among 
them. 

Then there are a few “spiritual” images, like an exquisite colored pencil drawing by Lorenzo De Los Angeles 
that gives a plate of spaghetti and meatballs a Last Supper glow, though we move into iffy, jokey territory 

here. 

We seem to be light years away from sublime in Anne Collier’s “Real Life Experiences of Big Breasted 
Women” and Keith Boadwee’s exhibitionistic “Breakfast in America.” But are we? We’re certainly far from 

museum-land, as Ms. Collier’s indelicate photo-appropriation is unlikely ever to see the inside of MoMA, and 
even the liberal Whitney would balk at the Boadwee. Still, if their work is unacceptable to institutional taste, 

unacceptable defines an above-it-all sublime of its own. 

 



Mr. Mayerson obviously understands this and with relish integrates the unacceptable into his new art 
movement. His exhibition concept is less a concept than a happenstance placing of this object next to that 

one, and these across from those. His main concern, you sense, was that there be room enough for 
everything, the “everything” brought together by his eye, his passion and his memory. This is a group show 

version of the all that is his art. 

 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
https://mobile.nytimes.com/2007/08/09/arts/design/09elle.html 
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April 14, 2006 
By Roberta Smith  

 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

293 & 297 TENTH AVENUE 

515 WEST 27TH STREET NEW 
YORK, NY 10001 

 
TELEPHONE 212 563 4474 

PAULKASMINGALLERY.COM 



PA UL KASMIN GALLERY 
 
 

 
 

Seeing with Feeling: The Ordinary and the Wild  
 

February 7, 2005 
By Ken Johnson  
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December 19, 2005 
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June 28, 2002  
By Roberta Smith  
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