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Is It Real? Yes, It Is, 1969
Oil on linen
Nine panels, overall: 144 !  144 inches
Installation view, The Whitney’s Collection: 
Selections from 1900 to 1965, Whitney 
Museum, New York, 2023
Collection of the Whitney Museum of 
American Art, New York; purchase, with 
funds from the Painting and Sculpture 
Committee



JUANITA McNEELYJAMES FUENTES

Installation view: Collection Highlights, Rubell Museum, Miami, 2024-ongoing
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From the Black Space II, 1977
Oil on linen
7 panels, overall: 84 x 312 x 2 inches 
Installation view, For Dear Life: Art, Medicine, and Disability, Museum of Contemporary Art San Diego, 2024-2025
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Woman’s Psyche, 1968
Oil on linen
Four panels, overall: 146 !  126 inches 
Installation view, What's Going On, Rubell Museum, Washington DC, 2022-2023
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Moving Through, 1975
Oil on canvas
Nine panel, overall: 84 !  408 inches



JUANITA McNEELYJAMES FUENTES

Installation view: Moving Through, James Fuentes, Los Angeles, 2023
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Triskaidekaptych, 1986
Oil on linen
Thirteen panels, overall: 72 !  624 inches
Installation view, James Fuentes, New York, 2020
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Installation view: Triskaidekaptych, 1986, James Fuentes, New York, 2020
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Woman’s Psyche, 1968
Oil on linen 
146 !  126 inches (370.84 !  320.04 cm)
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Peter and Dolores with Monkey, 1975
Oil on linen 
Two panels, overall: 72 !  112 inches
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J & J studio, 1984
Oil on linen 
Two panels, everall: 84 !  142 inches
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Pulled into Center, 1990s
Oil on linen 
Three panels, overall: 84 1/4 !  120 inches
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Dolores, 1968
oil on linen  
40 !  32 inches (101.60 !  81.28 cm) 

Self, 1968 
oil on linen 
48 !  36 !  2 inches (121.92 !  91.44 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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The Yellow Womb, 1969 
oil on linen 
66 !  60 !  2 inches (167.64 !  152.40 !  5.08 cm)

Metaphor for a Dog, 1969 
oil on linen 
60 !  66 !  2 inches (152.40 !  167.64 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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Moving Through, 1975
Oil on canvas
Panel no. 4: 84 !  68 !  2 inches
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Window Shadow: Chameleon on Woman’s Face, 1975 
oil on linen 
84 !  72 !  2 inches (213.36 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm) 

Freedom?, 1976 
oil on linen 
74 !  74 !  2 inches (187.96 !  187.96 !  5.08 cm) 

Laura Brown
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Merry Go Round, 1976 
oil on linen 
78 !  84 !  2 inches (198.12 !  213.36 !  5.08 cm) 

Laura Brown
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Jeremy, 1977 
oil on linen 
84 !  68 !  2 inches (213.36 !  172.72 !  5.08 cm) 

Shadow of the Birds, 1980 
oil on linen 
84 !  72 !  2 inches (213.36 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm) 

Laura Brown
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Eileen Haimowitz, 1980 
oil on linen 
60 !  55 !  2 inches (152.40 !  139.70 !  5.08 cm) 

Shami, 1980 
oil on linen 
72 !  60 inches (182.88 !  152.40 cm) 

Laura Brown
Shadow of the Birds, 1980
oil on linen
84 x 72 inches

LB
Shadow of the Birds,

Laura Brown
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Wild Dogs, 1990 
oil on linen 
44 !  72 !  2 inches (111.76 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm) 

Pre-Abortion Law Remembrance, 1985 
oil on linen 
65 !  72 !  2 inches (165.10 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm) 

Laura Brown
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Did You See?, 2003 
oil on linen 
60 !  72 !  2 inches (152.40 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm) 

Itch, 2000 
oil on linen 
36 !  36 !  2 inches (91.44 !  91.44 !  5.08 cm) 

Laura Brown



JUANITA McNEELY 21JAMES FUENTES

I Saw, 2009 
oil on linen 
40 !  42 !  2 inches (101.60 !  106.68 !  5.08 cm) 

Caught, 2007 
oil on linen  
72 !  50 !  2 inches (182.88 !  127.00 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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Tagged, 2010 
oil on linen  
44 !  48 !  2 inches (111.76 !  121.92 !  5.08 cm) 

Balancing, 2010 
oil on linen 
72 !  50 !  2 inches (182.88 !  127.00 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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Flowers Given to Me, 2010 
oil on linen 
36 !  72 inches (91.44 !  182.88 cm)

Laura Brown
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Woman and Dog, 2011 
oil on linen 
36 !  36 !  2 inches (91.44 !  91.44 !  5.08 cm) 

Ashanti Funeral Boat, 2010s 
oil on linen 
72 !  72 !  2 inches (182.88 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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Boxed In, 2011 
oil on linen 
40 !  48 !  2 inches (101.60 !  121.92 !  5.08 cm) 

Blue Light, 2011 
oil on linen 
78 !  44 !  2 inches (198.12 !  111.76 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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Balance, 2012 
oil on linen 
48 !  50 !  2 inches (121.92 !  127.00 !  5.08 cm)

Balanced Shadows, 2015 
oil on linen 
84 !  72 !  2 inches (213.36 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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Falling, 2018 
oil on linen  
68 !  68 !  2 inches (172.72 !  172.72 !  5.08 cm) 

Moving My Chair, 2019 
oil on linen  
44 !  72 !  2 inches (111.76 !  182.88 !  5.08 cm)

Laura Brown
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JUANITA MCNEELY, INTENSE ARTIST OF THE FEMALE 
EXPERIENCE, DIES AT 87
Her searing paintings, which could be sweet but also brutal, re!ected her 
interest in the female body and what it could do.
By Will Heinrich

Juanita McNeely, an uncompromising painter who used the language of 
Expressionism to immortalize the sweetest and most brutal moments of 
her own female experience, died on Oct. 18 at her home in Manhattan. 
She was 87.
 Her death was con!rmed by her husband and only immediate survi-
vor, Jeremy Lebensohn.
 Ms. McNeely’s work was often intense. But the most searing single 
piece might have been her record of the fragmentary details — emotion-
al as well as physical — of an abortion she underwent in the 1960s. She 
had been admitted to a hospital for treatment of a tumor when doctors 
discovered she was pregnant.
 Because the pregnancy threatened her life, but with abortion illegal 
at the time, the doctors prevaricated, argued, even proposed saving the 
fetus and letting her die. She eventually did receive the procedure she 
needed, at a different hospital — but the experience left marks.
 In the central panel of her “Is It Real? Yes, It Is!,” a polyptych of nine 
canvases arranged in a 12-foot square, a woman lies splayed and naked 
on her back, eyes shut, breathing tube in her mouth, her feet in stirrups, 
while a hand reaches through a slit in a blue curtain to extend a pair of 
forceps toward her genitals. A pale blue Donald Duck solemnly looks on.
 A woman’s body !gures in the other eight panels, too, but less liter-
ally. In those she is pinioned, or skeletal, or being eaten by carrion birds. 
Black outlines, exaggerated highlights and striking background colors — 
powder blue, bright yellow — add to the work’s aggression and intensity 
without diminishing its un"inching emotional realism. And though com-
plex in design and dense with color, the whole thing looks as if it were 
painted in a single burst of anger.
 But Ms. McNeely’s nudes could also be lush and sensuous; her portraits 
of friends, New York City passers-by and fellow artists often have a fairylike 
élan. Painted not from life but from memory, they display Ms. McNeely’s keen 
eye for anatomy, but their limbs often curve and twist slightly more than 
natural, evoking fashion sketches or ballet dancers in movement.

The artist Juanita McNeely in 2017 in her studio in Manhattan. “She was able to 
demonstrate in her work both the pleasure and the pain of a woman’s sexuality,” a 
friend and fellow painter said. Dean Kaufman
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Ms. McNeely’s interest, from beginning to end, was in the body, particu-
larly the female body and what it could do. If it was suppressed, mistreat-
ed or callously acted upon, her canvases !lled with rage and the color of 
blood; when it moved freely under the direction of its inhabitant, howev-
er, her depictions captured a winsome, evasive pleasure.
 All in all it was the interplay between two basic carnal states — action 
and passion, motion and rest, health and illness, bitter and sweet — that 
constituted her basic subject.
 “She was able to demonstrate in her work both the pleasure and the 
pain of a woman’s sexuality,” the painter Joan Semmel, a friend of Ms. 
McNeely’s since the early 1970s, said by phone. “Those two elements 
have always been connected, and connected in a way to stress the vul-
nerability. But she stressed the strength, also, and the confrontation of 
that.”
 Juanita Rose McNeely was born on March 13, 1936, in Ferguson, Mo., 
to Robert Hunt McNeely Sr. and Alta (Greene) McNeely, both of whom 
had moved from May!eld, Ky. She was their second child; her older 
brother, Robert Jr., died before her.
 She began making art in high school, where she won a prize for an 
oil painting and took notes on Shakespeare with !gure drawings of his 
characters. (These drawings, chaste but nude, earned her a reproving 
telephone call home; her parents took her side.) Another high school 
experience helped de!ne her direction in life: She missed a full year 
when she was hospitalized for excessive bleeding.
 During her !rst year as an art student at Washington University in St. 
Louis, where she earned a B.F.A. in 1959 and an M.F.A. two years later, 
she was diagnosed with cancer and given three to six months to live. 
Doctors advised her to spend that time doing what made her happy — 
so she kept on painting.
 “I’m a painter,” she told Vogue earlier this year. “That’s what I am; 
that’s what I do.”
 During her second year, while her cancer was in remission, Ms. Mc-
Neely began to !nd the stillness of the !gure models tedious and asked 
to draw from her imagination instead. The school let her try it; after two 
months, her instructors examined her work and gave her permission to 
continue.
 She also studied with Werner Drewes, a German expatriate who had 

Ms. McNeely’s 1969 work “Is It Real? Yes, It Is!” was acquired by the Whitney 
Museum in 2021. via the artist and James Fuentes LLC. Photo by Jason Mandella
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After being told that she would never make a large painting again, Ms. McNeely 
hung 13 enormous canvases around her living space and worked on them for a 
year, titling the resulting series “Triskaidekaptych” (1986). via the artist and James 
Fuentes LLC. Photo by Jason Mandella

studied with Max Beckmann. Mr. Drewes imposed a Bauhaus-style reg-
imen, with classes six days a week and on two nights. At the St. Louis Art 
Museum, she looked at works by Gauguin, Matisse and especially Beck-
mann, whose color palette and nightmare quality became hallmarks of 
her style, too, and whose surfaces, the painter Sharyn M. Finnegan wrote 
in Women’s Art Journal in 2011, “look quickly done even when quite 
reworked.”
 In 1967, Ms. McNeely moved to a sixth-"oor walk-up in Manhattan’s 
East Village with her !rst husband. Their marriage would end in divorce.
 She carried slides of her !gurative paintings around to galleries still 
hooked on abstraction, but she made little progress; according to Ms. 
Finnegan’s article, one gallery expressed interest in her paintings until 
realizing they had been painted by a woman.
 But she found community in New York with groups like Women Art-

Ms. McNeely’s polyptych “Woman’s Psyche” (1968). via the artist and James 
Fuentes LLC. Photo by Jason Mandella

ists in Revolution, the Redstockings, the Figurative Alliance and the 
Prince Street Gallery, an artists’ co-op. In 1970, she moved into Westbeth, 
the affordable artists’ residence in the West Village, and began working 
in its print shop. She stayed there for the rest of her life.
 Around that time, her polyptych “Woman’s Psyche” appeared along-
side work by Faith Ringgold, Alice Neel and more than 100 others in a 
feminist show organized by the Redstockings. Over the course of that 
decade she had six solo shows at Prince Street, as well as three else-
where. In addition to painting on canvas, she made cut-paper pieces and 
painted ceramics.
 In 1982, Ms. McNeely took a six-month sabbatical from Suffolk Coun-
ty Community College, where she taught painting and printmaking for 
17 years, to go to France with Mr. Lebensohn, a sculptor, writer, set de-
signer and metal fabricator who had been her on-and-off companion 
for a decade. They married in Saint-Cézaire-sur-Siagne, on the Mediter-
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ranean coast. But three days before their return, Ms. McNeely tripped 
and fell, damaging her spine, which had been weakened from radiation 
treatments. Back in New York, she cut down on her teaching and activ-
ism and began to use a wheelchair.
 Told that she would never make a large painting again, she hung 13 
enormous canvases around her living space and worked on them for a 
year, titling the resulting series “Triskaidekaptych.” In that work, more 
writhing female bodies in challenging, symbolic situations, one per pan-
el, join a "ayed horse and a screaming baboon — but pastel colors and 
a lighter paint application temper rage with soft edges.
 Between 1996 and 2018, Ms. McNeely had four solo shows on the 
Lower East Side with the gallerist Mitchell Algus, and since 2020 she 
had four solo shows with James Fuentes, including one that ends later 
this month at his Los Angeles space. “Is It Real? Yes, It Is!” was ac-
quired by the Whitney Museum in 2021.
 In a 2022 interview for a book about her work, Ms. McNeely recalled 
being confronted by a visitor to an early show of hers that had “lots of 
bleeding women on the walls.” The visitor was a mother who was there 
with her child, and who objected to the subject matter.
 “‘First of all, you came inside,’” Ms. McNeely said she replied. “‘Sec-
ond of all, can I ask you what is so awful about a woman bleeding?’ 
I said, ‘That’s how you give birth. That’s how you die. That’s how you 
live.’”

A correction was made on Nov. 3, 2023: An earlier version of this obituary 
misstated where Ms. McNeely died. It was at her home in Manhattan, not 
at Lenox Hill Hospital.

The third panel of “Triskaidekaptych.” via the artist and James Fuentes LLC. Photo 
by Jason Mandella
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Juanita McNeely in her studio. Photo: Quinn Charles, courtesy James Fuentes

JUANITA MCNEELY, FEMINIST ARTIST WHO CREATED 
VISCERAL PAINTINGS INSPIRED BY PERSONAL HARDSHIP, 
HAS DIED, AGED 87
A survivor of cancer and an illegal abortion, McNeely channelled her 
experiences into very personal work.
By Wallace Ludel

Juanita McNeely, the feminist painter whose massive, visceral canvas-
es were largely inspiredby her personal hardships, has died. She was 87 
years old, and her death was con!rmed by James Fuentes Gallery, which 
she had worked with since 2020. Though she had dedicated herlife to 
painting, it was in recent years that her career had !nally begun to build 
its most substantial momentum and she started to garner institutional 
support.
 McNeely was born in St. Louis in 1936. She found a passion and drive 
for painting at a youngage, and at 15, she was awarded a merit scholar-
ship for her oil painting. Her family encouragedthe pursuit and turned 
their garage into a studio for her. Around this time, however, her earliest 
health troubles began; according to the artist Sharyn M. Finnegan’s
2011 essay in Woman’s Art Journal, McNeely suffered from “a terrifying 
case of excessive bleeding” that was so severe, she was forced to miss an 
entire year of high school. Images of bleeding women would go on to 
bemajor motifs of her work.
 McNeely attended the St. Louis School of Fine Arts at Washington 
University, and it was duringher college years that she had the second 
major medical trauma of her life—a cancer diagnosis that carried with it 
the prognosis of only three-to-six months to live. When her doctor sug-
gested she spend the time doing whatever made her happy, she decided 
to remain enrolled in art school. In an interview for Finnegan’s 2011 es-
say, McNeely remarked that this moment “was the beginning of what 
really formed me as someone who spoke about the things that are not-
necessarily pleasant, on canvas, things that perhaps most people even 
feel uncomfortable about looking at, much less talking about”.
 Despite her prognosis, McNeely survived and went on to get a mas-
ter’s degree from Southern Illinois University, after which she moved 
to Chicago and became a professor at the School ofthe Art Institute of 
Chicago. In 1967, she moved to New York City, and soon became one of 
the earliest residents of the Westbeth Artist Housing complex, where she 
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would live and work forthe rest of her life.
 Shortly after her move to New York, McNeely’s cancer returned and, 
while in hospital, doctors discovered that she was pregnant. Because 
abortion had yet to be legalised in the US, doctors refused to operate, so 

Juanita McNeely, From the Black Space I (panel 6), 1975
Courtesy James Fuentes

Juanita McNeely, I Saw, 2009
Courtesy James Fuentes

McNeely had to get an illegal abortion, nearly dying in the process. This 
experience inspired her gripping 1969 painting Is It Real? Yes, It Is!

—shown at James Fuentes Gallery in 2020 before being acquired by the 
Whitney Museum of American Art, where it iscurrently on view. Stand-
ing at more than 12 feet tall and 12 feet wide, the nine-panel workdepicts 
the harrowing physical and mental experience of this medical saga.
 “I have known Juanita since the 1970s, from the time when she was 
a young artist, beautifuland dynamic,” wrote the painter Joan Semmel, 
one of McNeely’s closest friends, on the occasion of a 2022 catalogue. 

“Juanita opened up a world to the viewer of an imagination that had 
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travelled through the extremes of feeling and managed to extract from 
it a dynamic and moving panorama of life and art, ever resistant and 
amazingly resilient, beautiful, rich and alive.” Semmel goes on to say that 
McNeely’s style is one of “a female voice coping with a body and "esh 
that is beyond her control”.
 Recent years saw a major increase in interest in McNeely’s work. 
Among other exhibitions, her !rst institutional survey, Indomitable Spirit, 
opened at Brande is University in 2014. A solo show of her work opened 
this September at James Fuentes Gallery’s Los Angeles outpost, where 
it will remain on view through 18 November. 
 “When we presented Juanita’s work for the !rst time in 2020, I don’t 
think there had ever been a show that we’d done that had such a visibly 
visceral impact on everyone who came into the gallery to see it,” says 
Fuentes. “Rarely are there artists who can visually articulate psychology, 
trauma and other intangible aspects of life.”
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Juanita McNeely in her studio. Photo: Quinn Charles, courtesy James Fuentes

JUANITA MCNEELY, GROUNDBREAKING FEMINIST ARTIST 
WHO BRAVELY DEPICTED HER ILLEGAL ABORTION, DIES 
AT 87
By Maximilíano Durón

Juanita McNeely, a groundbreaking feminist artist whose work has seen 
a resurgence in interest over the past few years, died on October 18 in 
New York. She was 87 years old.
 “For over six decades, McNeely addressed themes of bodily sover-
eignty, liberation, pain and resilience through her work,” James Fuent-
es, the New York gallery that has represented her since 2020, said in a 
statement. “McNeely used her art to convey the extreme physicality and 
movement of the human !gure, informed by her personal observations 
and experiences of sexism, abortion and in!rmity.”
 In 1967, six years prior to the passage of Roe v. Wade, McNeely moved 
to New York. During her !rst year of college, she was diagnosed with 
cancer and given months to live, but she ultimately survived. Upon her 
arrival in New York, she became sick again, and also became pregnant. 
Because abortion was illegal at the time, almost no doctor would operate 
on her to remove the tumor.
 “Nothing was helping me, and nothing would end my misery because 
the law said you cannot have an abortion,” McNeely said in a 2023 vid-
eo interview with the Whitney Museum, more than 50 years later and 
months after the Supreme Court overturned Roe with its 2022 decision 
in Dobbs v. Jackson Women’s Health Organization.
 As artist and art historian Sharyn M. Finnegan recounts in a 2011 essay 
in Women’s Art Journal, McNeely had to travel to two different hospitals 
in two states, with “numerous meetings among (all male) doctors try-
ing to decide what course to take. She nearly died in the process before 
she was given the necessary surgeries. (One doctor presumed that she 
would prefer to save the child than to live.) The experience increased her 
awareness of how much control men had over the lives of women, and it 
fed her feminism.”
 That harrowing experience resulted in the nine-panel 1969 painting Is 
It Real? Yes, It Is!, which the Whitney acquired in 2022 and quickly put 
on view in its permanent collection galleries. Figures are shown at awk-
ward angles, some contorted and many in obvious pain, with limbs and 
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Juanita McNeely, Moving Through, 1975.

Juanita McNeely, Booked, 2010.

joints that appear broken or mangled. At more than 12 feet by 12 feet, 
the overall work is monumental in scale.
 For a 2022 monograph published by James Fuentes Press, artist Joan 
Semmel, who had been friends with McNeely since the 1970s, wrote, 

“Juanita opened up a world to the viewer of an imagination that had 
traveled through the extremes of feeling and managed to extract from it 
a dynamic and moving panorama of life and art, ever resistant and amaz-
ingly resilient, beautiful, rich, and alive.”
 The perspective in each panel of Is It Real? Yes, It Is! varies: the cen-
ter canvas shows McNeely from above, her legs in stirrups as a hand, 
holding a medical device, pokes through a slit in a blue medical drape; 
behind are X-rays of her pelvis. The bottom right panel "ips the perspec-
tive: the viewer is now McNeely, staring out at the three masked doctors 
who are to operate on her. One panel shows a !gure that is half-human, 
half-skeleton: this is McNeely at death’s door. As with much of her work, 
these scenes were often painted from memory, and there is a cinematic 
quality to this narrative painting.
 “I was a cartoon. I was not a real person anymore. I had become a 
something, but not the real person,” McNeely said of how she decided 
to translate the experience into paint. “It’s almost making the reality a 
cartoon to be so horrible. That’s what I was trying for anyhow.”
 In many ways, given the era, it would seem unfathomable that any of 
what McNeely depicted actually happened. And that was exactly Mc-
Neely’s point in choosing the work’s biting title. It’s a reality that women 
faced prior to 1973 that McNeely wished she had never had to paint in 
the !rst place: “I wish I had never had to make the imagery so profound-
ly real to me.” Her words have taken on a new valence 50 years on.
 “I think the title’s also about her very ambitious decision to take on 
the topic of abortion in a painting,” Whitney curator Jane Panetta, who 

helped the museum acquire the work, says in the same video. “It’s still 
a taboo topic in many ways but certainly in 1969 to make this graphic a 
depiction of abortion was really unheard of.”
 Juanita McNeely was born in 1936 in St. Louis, Missouri. Growing up 
she always envisioned herself attending art school and she won an art 
scholarship when she was 15 for an oil painting. She transformed her 
family’s basement into her studio and ultimately began the BFA pro-
gram at St. Louis School of Fine Arts at Washington University.
 Among her teachers was German artist Werner Drewes, who had studied 
at the Bauhaus. Also in"uential to her development as a painter were the 
works she saw by Gauguin, Matisse, and Max Beckmann at the St. Louis Art 
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Juanita McNeely, Wild Dogs, 1990.

Juanita McNeely, Couple, 1970s.

Museum. (A 1971 review by critic Hilton Kramer in the New York Times said 
McNeely was “still too overwhelmed by the example of Max Beckmann to 
be entirely persuasive in her own right, yet her energy and the reach of her 
imagination hold out a certain promise of things to come.”)    
 But this time period was also marked by several illnesses. She was 
hospitalized for excessive bleeding as a teenager, causing her to miss a 
year of high school. Then during her !rst year at Washington Universi-
ty, she was diagnosed with cancer and given three to six months to live. 
When the doctors told her to !ll her !nal months with what she loved, 
McNeely committed herself to making art, according to Finnegan.
 As McNeely said in a 2006 interview with Kate Leonard, “That was 
the beginning of what really formed me as someone who spoke about 
the things that are not necessarily pleasant, on canvas, things that per-
haps most people even feel uncomfortable about looking at, much less 
talking about.”
 But McNeely would go on to live well past that prognosis. She spent 
time in Mexico, and then moved to Illinois for an MFA program, despite 
a male professor telling her she wouldn’t make it as an artist “because 
you’re too skinny and you don’t look like a good fuck.” While there, Mc-

Neely also participated in a happening in 1964 with Allan Kaprow, who 
encouraged her to move to New York. After a year and a half in Chicago, 
where she taught at the Art Institute of Chicago, she ended up moving to 
a walk-up in the East Village.
 An early work that McNeely painted shortly after her arrival in New 
York was 1968’s Woman’s Psyche, a four-panel work in which different 
women are seen in various forms of what can only be described as dis-
tress and pain—they are often bleeding. Animals surround them in each 
scene, often as if they have just attacked these women. The work was 
recently acquired by the Rubell Museum and displayed in the opening 
hang of the institution’s DC branch.
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Juanita McNeely, Pulled into Center, 1990s.

 “Juanita was an artist who used painting to delve into the deepest 
aspects of her life and she showed tremendous courage in the face of 
overwhelming adversity,” collector Mera Rubell said in a statement.
 As with much of McNeely’s most powerful work, this painting deals 
with the lived experiences of women, told from a woman’s perspective: 
the dif!culty of labor and birth, monthly menstruation and all that comes 
with it, and even raw sexuality.
 At the start of the new decade, McNeely was among the !rst artists 
to move into the Westbeth Artists Housing project, and she also be-
gan showing at the artists’ co-op Prince Street Gallery in SoHo, which 
mounted six solo shows of her work between 1970 and 1978. McNeely 
also aimed to get gallery representation at this time, but like most wom-
en of her generation, she found that the commercial art world was not 
open to her, simply for being a woman. A director at the famed gallery 
Knoedler & Co. found the work strong but, upon learning that McNeely 
was the artist, declined to show it.
 A 1971 exhibition there included Is It Real? Yes, It Is! Writing in 
ARTnews, critic Carter Ratcliffe described McNeely’s works as “garish, 
intense and frightening paintings in an Expressionist mode,” in which 

“themes of birth and death, sex and pain, are followed across nine can-
vases, melting and distorting shapes, conjuring up mythical and ritual 
objects from bedroom and delivery room procedure. At its climax this 
drama of metamorphosis seems to tattoo bodies with fragments of other 
bodies, as if terror were felt in a very speci!c personage.”
 Around this time, McNeely became embedded in the feminist art 
movement, befriending artists like Joan Semmel and Marjorie Kramer 
and feminist art historian Pat Mainardi. McNeely attend meetings for 
feminist groups like Redstockings and W.A.R. (Women Artists in Rev-
olution). She joined the Fight Censorship Group, which was founded by 
artist Anita Steckel as a response to several women artists’ work being 
dismissed because it was considered too erotic or overly sexual; other 
artists who joined include Semmel, Hannah Wilke, Louise Bourgeois, Ju-
dith Bernstein, Martha Edelheit, Eunice Golden, and more. 
 Despite her success throughout the 1970s, McNeely’s art seemed to 
lose favor in the New York art world. Her CV lists only a handful of 
group shows in the 1980s and ’90s, and even fewer solo shows during that 
time period. In 1982, she moved to France for six months during a teach-

ing sabbatical. That trip also resulted in a tragic accident that damaged 
McNeely’s spinal cord, which ultimately required her to use a wheelchair.
 For a decade, between 1996 and 2006, she didn’t have a solo show, un-
til intrepid dealer Mitchell Algus mounted a solo of McNeely; he would 
mount two more, in 2016 and 2018. In 2014, she was the subject of her 
!rst—and to date only—major institutional survey, titled “Indomitable 
Spirit,” at the Women’s Studies Research Center at Brandeis Universi-
ty in Massachusetts. In an accompanying catalogue, exhibition curator 
Susan Metrican writes, “Unabashed in her vision of woman that is both 
sensual and macabre, McNeely portrays her monumental !gures with a 
visceral dexterity. … Indomitable Spirit embodies all the energy, courage 
and forthrightness that it took to challenge how the world views women 
and their roles in society.”
 With her star on the rise over the past decade, McNeely began working 
with closely watched New York dealer James Fuentes, who has mounted 
three in-person exhibitions and two online showings of her work since 
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Juanita McNeely, From the Black Space I, 1976.

2020. Her !rst solo exhibition in Los Angeles is currently on view at 
Fuentes’s recently opened space there; it has been extended to Novem-
ber 18. That exhibition features just three multi-panel works from the 
mid-’70s, including two incredibly spare ones in which fragments of !g-
ures are set against stark white backgrounds, as if they are falling.
 In an email to ARTnews, Fuentes said, “Working with Juanita Mc-
Neely has been one of the great highlights of my career. For Juanita to 
be able to experience well-deserved recognition and support during her 
lifetime has been a true gift. Her work will remain a testament to the 
power an artist has to process, channel, and articulate trauma as a way to 
invent and heal. We can all learn something from her example.”
 Through it all, McNeely never faltered in her dedication to painting 
the world as she saw it—the world as many women see it—full of a range 
of experiences, including ones that polite society would rather they not 
talk about. As she once said, “Many times, life’s forces are more powerful 
than we are, and yet we can face them if we have a standing ground that 
is our own, that we’ve set for ourselves.”
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IN JUANITA MCNEELY’S SEARING PAINTINGS, BEAUTY 
AND PAIN COMMINGLE
By Grace Edquist

It can be hard to look at unpleasant things. Blood, violence, sickness, 
pain: Who needs it? The world is brutal enough as it is.
 But to Juanita McNeely, the 87-year-old artist whose life dealt her an 
unfair share of hardship, shying away from the taboo was never an op-
tion. For more than half a century she has rendered the vicissitudes of 
her life, gore and all. “I’m a painter,” McNeely told me recently from her 
studio in the Westbeth Artists Housing complex in Manhattan, where 
she has lived since the 1970s. “That’s what I am; that’s what I do.”
 Her work is often gruesome, primal, erotic. She captures her own 
struggles: bouts with cancer, a harrowing abortion in the 1960s, and a 
spinal cord injury that largely con!ned her to a wheelchair. Her whole 
approach to art speaks to the idea that these were things that she—and 
other women—experienced, and that visualizing life’s discomforts and 
anguish is powerful, and necessary. Though much of the content is drawn 
from her life, she is channeling a universal pain, and resilience.
 Today, three of McNeely’s works from the 1970s will go on view in 
Los Angeles. “Juanita McNeely: Moving Through,” at James Fuentes’s 
new gallery space on Melrose Avenue, features large-scale, multi-panel 
paintings that combine McNeely’s striking depiction of naked bodies—
suspended, contorted, kicking, careening—with her exacting use of color.
 In the eponymous piece Moving Through, from 1975, nine panels are 
lined up horizontally, like stills from a movie. As she often does, McNeely 
includes teeth-bearing animals in several of the panels. Taken together, 
it’s an un"inching expression of rage in the face of a society that doesn’t 
often show women the care they deserve.
 From the Black Space I (1976) and From the Black Space II (1977), the 
show’s other two works, eschew background color and detail to let her 
nude !gures stand alone. No less bold, the panels in these works practi-
cally burst with feeling: limbs stretch, backs arch, heads howl. The muscu-
lature is breathtaking—especially impressive considering McNeely gave 
up working with models and photographs back in art school, preferring 
instead to work “from my mind,” as she told me, pointing to her temple.

Juanita McNeely. Panel 8 of Moving Through, 1975. Oil on linen, 84 x 68 x 2 inches.
Courtesy of James Fuentes.
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 Juanita McNeely was born in St. Louis in 1936. As Sharyn M. Finneg-
an recounts in her essay on McNeely from the fall/winter 2011 issue of 
Woman’s Art Journal, McNeely had an early calling to art—at 15, she 
won a scholarship for an oil painting. But this coincided with the be-
ginning of her health troubles. She missed a year of high school when 
she was hospitalized for excessive bleeding. (Blood factors heavily in 
McNeely’s work in part because she was around it so much, and it just 
seemed like a normal part of life.)
 She attended the St. Louis School of Fine Arts at Washington Uni-
versity, where she studied under Werner Drewes, the German expatriate 
credited with introducing principles of the Bauhaus school to Amer-
icans. A cancer diagnosis in her !rst year of college came with a grim 
prognosis: only three to six months to live. Per her doctor’s orders, she 
!lled that time doing what she loved: studying art. She beat the odds, 
and told Finnegan: “That was the beginning of what really formed me 
as someone who spoke about the things that are not necessarily pleas-
ant, on canvas, things that perhaps most people even feel uncomfortable 
about looking at, much less talking about.”
 McNeely went on to graduate school at Southern Illinois University 
before moving to Chicago, where she taught at the Art Institute while 
showing her own work. But New York City beckoned, and in 1967, she 
decamped from the Midwest to the East Village. McNeely found com-
munity with fellow feminist artists in New York, joining groups like 
Women Artists in Revolution, Redstockings, and Fight Censorship, an 
organization started by Anita Steckel that included Louise Bourgeois, 
Joan Semmel, and Hannah Wilke. (Semmel, age 90, McNeely’s best 
friend and fellow unabashed painter of nude bodies, just opened a show 
at Alexander Gray in New York, concurrent with McNeely’s show in 
LA.)
 Not long after she moved to New York, McNeely’s cancer returned, 
and an attempt to remove a tumor led doctors to discover she was preg-
nant. This being pre–Roe v. Wade, abortions were illegal. Thus began a 
distressing process of doctors, mostly men, trying to !gure out what to 
do with her. She eventually got the abortion she needed to save her life, 
but it wasn’t without physical and emotional repercussions.
 McNeely’s 1969 work Is It Real? Yes, It Is! documents this experience. 
The epic nine-panel work—so brutal it will bowl you over—was ac-
quired by the Whitney Museum of American Art last year. “There was 

Juanita McNeely. Panel 2 of Moving Through, 1975. 
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nothing else in the collection that dealt with abortion in such a head-on 
way,” says Jane Panetta, a curator at the Whitney. “It’s such a singular 
piece: the frank sensibility, the fearlessness of it…. It’s unbelievable to 
think that she made it in 1969.”
 In Is It Real? Yes, It Is!, as in many of her fervent works, McNeely uses 
color—lush purples and almost sickly greens, burning scarlets and pierc-
ing blues—as a way into what is otherwise quite dif!cult subject matter. 
But color is just as much a signature in her other paintings. She made 
lively portraits of friends and loved ones, including Jeremy, her husband, 
a sculptor in his own right.
 The world is catching up to Juanita McNeely. There was a survey at 
Brandeis University’s Women’s Study Research Center in 2014. Solo 
shows at the Mitchell Algus and James Fuentes galleries in New York 
followed, as did group shows and appearances at Art Basel Miami in 
2020 and Independent 20th Century in 2022. Is It Real?’s new home on 
the seventh "oor of the Whitney surely means more people will learn 
about her.
 Perhaps others, like me, are !nding her work worthy of attention not 
despite its intensity, but because of it. There’s something to be said about 
taking in work that makes you uncomfortable, that makes you wrinkle 
your nose, cock your head, let out a sigh. My visit with McNeely was 
brief, but I couldn’t stop thinking about how someone who has been 
through such traumatic experiences, who has excised her own agony 
onto canvas, could be so charming and cheerful in person.
 But then her mantra reminded me: “I’m a painter. That’s what I do.” 
She has made beautiful art out of pain, calling attention to the grave 
disservice done onto women when it comes to reproductive and med-
ical care. She made us look at things we might rather pretend aren’t…
real. But there’s humanity in revealing the grotesque, in telling the truth 
about the world.

Juanita McNeely. Tagged, 2014. 
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JUANITA MCNEELY BARES IT ALL IN HER DEBUT L.A. SOLO 
SHOW
‘Juanita McNeely: Moving Through’
By Steven Vargas, Los Angeles Times Staff

James Fuentes presents McNeely’s debut solo exhibition in Los Angeles, 
“Moving Through.” The show centers on three large-scale, multi-panel 
paintings: “Moving Through,” “From the Blank Space I” and “From the 
Blank Space II.” McNeely’s work is autobiographical, chronicling her 
experience with cancer and an illegal abortion before Roe vs. Wade. The 
paintings, which she made throughout the 1970s, show visceral imagery 
of contorted bodies, wounds and gauze covering up bloody and broken 
limbs.
 “That’s my pain, that’s what you’re looking at,” she told The Times.
 Her work is shown across three cities; the other exhibitions are at the 
Whitney in New York and at the Rubell Museum in Washington, D.C. 
McNeely shares her cancer experience, placing bodies in the con!nes of 
hospital spaces, in the series “From the Blank Space.”
 Her depictions of an illegal abortion are a testament to her uncen-
sored and unapologetic storytelling. McNeely calls on people to “be 
awake” and pay attention to the ways the government controls individ-
ual agency.
 “They’re letting their eyes close and letting themselves slip by the 
reality that is happening to other people,” she said.

Juanita McNeely, “From the Black Space II, Panel 6,” 1976. (Juanita McNeely / 
James Fuentes)
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My relationship with the painter Juanita 
McNeely, who died in October 2023, began 
with one remarkable work. 
 Weeks before pandemic lockdowns 
began in the United States, I had wandered 
into James Fuentes LLC on Delancey Street 
on one of my monthly trips to the Lower 
East Side in search of women artists; at the 
time, I was conducting interviews for the 
platform Less Than Half, which has evolved 
into a series of courses focused on teaching 
women to collect the work of women 
artists. Inside the gallery, I was confronted 
with a continuous painting in thirteen parts, 
lining two perpendicular walls of the 
room—McNeely’s Triskaidepatych (1986). 
 Before me was a series of bodies in paint, 
electrified with life. As she would tell me 
when we met a few weeks later, anatomical 
correctness was not her concern when she 
painted the body. These were not images 
drawn from a model, but from everyday 
observation. If they didn’t look right, they 
felt right.
 The many bodies that appear in 
Triskaidepatych are more often incomplete, 
or upside-down— some positioned with 
the almost absurd vertiginousness of a 
Tintoretto—than in possession of a full set 
of limbs, abiding gravity’s pull. They are 
foreshortened, legless, armless, dissolving 
into backgrounds of blue or pink, obscured 
by brushy lines or refracted in a mirror. 
(The idea that Juanita could paint a staid 
seated portrait is almost laughable.)
 In one frame, a horse, whose faithful 
rendering is a badge of artistic achievement, 
is far from a creature drawn with such 
specificity you can almost see its great 
haunches moving smoothly beneath its 
skin. Instead, the barrel of its body—really 
just a pink oval—is secondary to its legs 
akimbo, its hooves perched on stilts, 
threatening to give out beneath the animal’s 
awkward weight. 
 Nearby is an image of Bacon-like 
grotesqueness, a foot caught in a rope or 
chain, the body (a mass of innards and 
bones, a ribcage spilling carnage) attached 
to it upended. Another shows a woman 
crouching, face thrust towards the ground, 
arms flung straight back in a pose not even 
the double-jointed could achieve. 

 From one panel to the next are portraits 
of psychological distress and relentless 
physical pain. I think of these works less 
like a story—acute agony and anxiety lack a 
narrative—and more like a run-on sentence, 
tumbling over itself with the energy and 
emotion of the previous clause. The work’s 
final panel is different from the others, filled 
by the screaming face of a primate. Teeth 
bared, eyes squeezed shut, it ends with an 
exclamation point. 
 I learned later that this work was one 
that Juanita began just after she started 
using a wheelchair, when her doctors told 
her she wouldn’t be able to paint on a large 
scale again because of a spine injury. That 
the work was in thirteen parts seemed 
appropriate—a large enough number to 
make a point, but also an inauspicious one: 
bad luck wasn’t going to stop her. 
 I didn’t know any of this then, but I 
could sense in the art her spirit. In fact, I 
knew nothing of the artist’s biography: her 
upbringing in St. Louis, where she studied 
the work of Max Beckmann (an influence 
more obvious in her early work); the cancer 
she suffered as a young woman; the 
harrowing abortion she underwent. All I 
knew is that I had to know more, and 
immediately asked the gallerist if I could 
speak to her in person. 

Westbeth Artists Housing, founded in 1970 
as affordable housing for artists and their 
families, is a 383-unit apartment building 
and arts complex. Once home to storied 
names like Hannah Wilke and Diane Arbus, 
the building is as significant, but less 
glamorously tawdry, as the Chelsea Hotel, 
and immortalized in city lore. I always feel a 
thrill when I visit an artist there—its 
check-in desk, elevators and windowless 
hallways, utilitarian and without frills, bely 
the artistic lives behind each door.
 It was at Westbeth that Juanita McNeely 
spent decades of her life painting. And it 
was there that I met her in February 2020. 
 As in so many artist’s living spaces, hers 
was the antithesis of the gallery, its cluttered 
fullness neither studied nor unkempt. There 
were paintings hanging on the walls, of 
course, but there were also vases and jars 

scattered on top of bookshelves and on 
sideboards, covered in the same contorted 
figures as in her canvases, as if they had 
found a new home on the surface of 
domestic objects, evidence of art leaching 
into life. 
 I asked Juanita about these, wondering 
how ceramics had come into her practice. 
“Create a perfect pot,” she recalled her 
teacher ordering, when she was a student at 
Washington University in St. Louis. 
Knowing there was no such thing, she 
deliberately dropped hers, shattering it 
completely. When her husband Jeremy 
Lebensohn passed me one to look at, I 
worried I would do the same, without her 
sense of rebellion.
 Over the next couple hours Juanita’s 
stories revealed her to be truly individual, 
setting out on her own path from the very 
beginning. When she got bored of painting 
the same models in art school, she asked to 
take a semester off in order to return with 
work that would convince her teacher to let 
her paint what she wanted to—and it 
worked.
 Her choice of medium was also unusual 
in a moment when the definitions of art 
were expanding to conceptual, perfor-
mance, land, happenings and video; pretty 
much anything that wasn’t traditional was 
on the rise. “For years they were saying, 
‘Painting is dead,’” she recalled—to which 
she responded: “Blah blah blah.” Hers was 
not the choice of fellow feminist artists who 
found in their bodies a new tool, especially 
to protest sexual violence against women. 
Why use a medium dominated by men for 
centuries, when women could explore and 
claim new frontiers? 
 As a member of groups like Women 
Artists in Revolution and the Redstockings 
of the Women’s Liberation Movement, 
Juanita was included in feminist shows and 
counted many of the participants—Hannah 
Wilke, Louise Bourgeois, Joan Semmel and 
Alice Neel—as friends and acquaintances. 
Her forays into ceramics were also shaped 
by a different ethos than that of her feminist 
colleagues who were experimenting with 
craft, like Judy Chicago, whose ceramic 
plates were fashioned into vulvas in the 
Dinner Party, or Miriam Schapiro, whose 
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Pattern and Decoration movement was 
unflinchingly feminine. Painting her work 
on a vessel seemed like an analog to her 
multi-paneled canvases; following the 
figure as it dances around the outside of the 
pot is similarly episodic to the way a 
triptych is read. Ceramics solved a formal 
problem for her, not a political one. “If 
you’re using the figure,” she told me, “it’s 
easy to keep going someplace.”
 Juanita’s story is full of bodily pain—she 
struggled with hemorrhaging as a young 
woman and early bouts with cancer forced 
her to have an illegal abortion in 1967. Years 
later, an unlucky fall left her wheelchair 
bound. She told me, also, of an attempted 
rape at the hands of a gallery visitor. For her 
honesty on these subjects I am grateful.
 As an interviewer you never can give to 
your subject what she has given to you; all 
you can do is thank her and leave, hoping 
you asked good questions. What you 
certainly should be able to do is safeguard 
those stories—as it would happen, I 
shattered the metaphorical pot. Soon after I 
left Westbeth, the pandemic set in and we 
retreated to our homes. Somewhere in that 
chaos, I had to reset my phone’s memory, 
and lost the recording of our interview in 
the process. 
 I knew Juanita was frail and her memory 
already fuzzy with old age. I knew, too, that 
there wasn’t much in the way of recorded 
interviews before I spoke with her. I 
worried that I had lost a piece of art history. 
Was there another recording of her voice 
out there, or had I sacrificed her stories to 
the ether? I consoled myself by insisting I 
could rerecord the interview, but when 

would this pandemic be over? And when it 
was, would Juanita—in body or mind—be 
there when I could come back to Westbeth? 
 Thankfully, in 2022, I arranged another 
interview. When I did see Juanita again, the 
change was visible in her face, which was 
significantly less full than when I had seen 
her two years before. My heart sank thinking 
of the lost recording, assuming I would not 
hear the same anecdotes. But if her delivery 
was a little slower, the snap of a comeback 
or punchline of a story were all still there. 
Our crisis was averted, but not without 
instilling within me the importance of the 
Cloud. (The transcription of our talk was 
published in 2022 by James Fuentes Press.) 
 Today, the most visible record of 
Juanita’s life is Is It Real? Yes, It Is!, a 1969 
painting depicting McNeely’s illegal 
abortion two years before, which was 
acquired by the Whitney Museum in New 
York in 2022. It now hangs prominently in 
their permanent collection galleries, its wall 
label referencing the Supreme Court’s 2022 

Dobbs decision, reversing fifty years of 
federal protection of abortion rights. The 
work was the first image of an abortion to 
enter the museum’s collection. 
 In Google Image search results for the 
painting, the image is blurred, warning the 
browser of “explicit content.” I am sure 
Juanita would be disappointed in knowing 
this, as she emphatically insisted that life be 
looked at straight in the face. When a mother 
complained that the work in an exhibition 
wasn’t appropriate for her young daughter, 
Juanita insisted the opposite. “What is so 
awful about a woman bleeding?” she said to 
me. “That’s how you give birth. That’s how 
you die. That’s how you live.” 
 The monumental work is fractured into 
nine vignettes, snapshots of a harrowing 
experience. It was in a similar state that I met 
Juanita, her long life coming to me in small-
but-vivid doses. Like her other paintings, the 
panels represent exploration, nonconform-
ism, rebellion, torment, pain, friendship—
embodying the life she lived in full. 

When a mother complained that the work in an exhibition 
wasn’t appropriate for her young daughter, Juanita 
insisted the opposite. “What is so awful about a woman 
bleeding?” she said to me. “That’s how you give birth. 
That’s how you die. That’s how you live.”

epitaph epitaph“For years they were saying, ‘Painting is dead,’” 
she recalled—to which she responded: “Blah blah blah.”

Juanita McNeely in front of one of her paintings, 1977. Courtesy Jeremy Lebensohn

Juanita McNeely, Alice Neel, Lucia Vernarelli and 
Diana Kurz (left to right) at Alliance of Figurative 
Artists meeting, 1971. Courtesy Marjorie Kramer

Juanita McNeely, Triskaidepatych, 1986, panel three. Oil on linen, 
72 x 36 in. (6 x 3 feet). Courtesy James Fuentes Gallery LLC

Juanita McNeely, Triskaidepatych, 1986, panel thirteen. Oil on linen, 
72 x 36 in. (6 x 3 feet). Courtesy James Fuentes Gallery LLC
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JUANITA McNEELY’S MULTI-PANEL PAINTINGS CHANNEL 
HARROWING MEDICAL TRAUMAS
By Julian Kreimer

Juanita McNeely’s exhibition, her !rst at James Fuentes, comprised two 
large multi-panel paintings that transmit the pain of their female sub-
jects with an intensity that is almost too much to bear and a painterly 
con!dence that makes it hard to look away. McNeely, now eighty-four, 
has been a practicing painter since she was a teenager. Her 1967 arriv-
al in New York from the Midwest coincided with the growth of sec-
ond-wave feminism, and she actively participated in groups like Wom-
en Artists in Revolution and the Redstockings. McNeely conjures the 
brutal pressure of existing in a repressive culture through her morphing 
of imagery, while remaining deeply immersed in traditions of !gurative 
painting.
 Is It Real? Yes It Is (1969) consists of eight rectangular panels sur-
rounding a larger square one, all depicting different moments in a fe-
male !gure’s nightmarish medical scene. As in Max Beckmann’s paint-
ings, which McNeely studied closely as an art student in St. Louis, thick 
black lines de!ne contours and colors skew to unsettling hues. In most 
of the panels, warm siennas, purples, and black jar against cool acid yel-
lows and hospital mint greens.
 The work speaks to McNeely’s own trauma as a young artist, when 
she was diagnosed with a malignant tumor while pregnant and her life 
was in the hands of doctors unwilling to operate because of the risk to 
her fetus. Though she eventually had the operation, the experience was 
harrowing, and she channels its horror here. In the central canvas, a fe-
male !gure lies on a hospital bed with her legs in stirrups, a tube stuck in 
her mouth, and her eyes shut. She is surrounded by pelvic X-rays, medi-
cal lights, and, incongruously, a sailor-capped Donald Duck, his arms up-
raised as if in a cruel taunt. From a small slit in the "at blue background 
emerges a hand gripping a pair of forceps pointed at her genitals. One 
panel, painted from the perspective of the patient, depicts three masked 
doctors seen through a tangle of tubes and lights, while another shows a 
trio of black buzzards clawing and shredding the "esh of a lifeless body, 
which casts a giant phallic shadow. 
 The show’s other work, Triskaidekaptych (1986), comprises thirteen 
large panels that wrapped around the corner of the front gallery. The 

Juanita McNeely, “Is It Real? Yes, It Is!” (1969) (all images courtesy of James 
Fuentes Gallery)
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enormous scale of the work seems designed to prove a point: McNeely 
painted the canvases four years after suffering spinal damage in a fall 
that left her reliant on a wheelchair. Each panel shows a !gure in a 
strange space: some are eerie landscapes with elongated cypresses; oth-
ers, fractured interiors with windows askew. Scumbled paint throughout 
leaves traces of earlier layers, giving the scenes an ominous undertone. 
Thin black bars hold !gures in contorted positions, while a grouping 
of spikes forms a bed for a "ayed horse. In one panel, a human body 
hung by its ankle from the ceiling has been torn open—a mess of bloody 
bones and viscera. As in many paintings throughout McNeely’s career, 
the toes are at once splayed out and bent, powerfully conveying the 
sensation of extreme pain. The wonderful paradox of McNeely’s work 
is that it takes an enormous vital energy—a combination of rigor and 
wildness—to depict this kind of despair.
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JUANITA McNEELY’S PAINTINGS BARE PAIN AND 
RESILIENCE IN EQUAL MEASURE
Looking at McNeely’s work through the lens of pain is almost 
inevitable, but it was a feat of strength for McNeely to paint some of 
these canvases at all, as doctors insisted she would never work at such 
a scale again.
by Valentina Di Liscia

Juanita McNeely’s works illustrate the life of a woman whose body be-
trayed her from an early age. In her paintings, currently on view at James 
Fuentes Gallery, McNeely’s torment is palpable in blinding "uorescent 
hellscapes; her physical pain pulses vigorously through the twisted limbs 
of wrung !gures, strapped-in and tied down, as crows peck at formless 
masses.
 But these are also portraits of a woman whose body sustained her. 
McNeely’s strength pours in from the glimpses of blue and yellow that 
punctuate her !gurations like skylights. Her resilience cuts through 
the misery with beauty and even humor: an absurdly enlarged organ; a 
buckled horse with an awkward gallop.
 Organized in collaboration with Mitchell Algus, Juanita McNeely 
presents two massive, multi-panel works that bridge nearly two decades 
of the artist’s life. “Is It Real? Yes, It Is!” (1969) chronicles McNeely’s 
nightmarish experience with abortion, before Roe v. Wade decriminal-
ized the procedure. (McNeely discovered she was pregnant while at the 
hospital for a tumor that required surgery, which made doctors reluc-
tant to treat her.) She rendered bodies wrangled, bound, and con!ned 
in coarse black outlines.
 The 13-panel work “Triskaidekaptych” (1986) was painted nearly 20 
years later, after McNeely suffered a fall that damaged her spinal cord. 
She shed her heavy outlining in favor of a diverse range of approaches. 
Meticulous networks of line and form coexist with spasmodic explosions 
of color. While some images are direct, clear, and explicit — a close-up 
of a roaring gorilla — others are geometricized and fragmented, jum-
bling our sense of !gure and ground and conveying an unsteady vertigo.
 The episodes McNeely paints are harrowing, but her work also makes 
me think of the routine moments of discomfort women experience ev-
ery day. It takes me back to my feet in cold stirrups, legs sprawled, as I’m 
told there isn’t enough research on chronic fatigue syndrome yet — one 

View of Juanita McNeely’s 2020 exhibition at James Fuentes.
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of the many conditions that likely remain enigmatic because they dis-
proportionately affect women.
 Looking at McNeely’s work through the lens of pain is almost inev-
itable — physical suffering literally constitutes her subject matter. But 
it was a feat of strength for McNeely to paint some of these canvases at 
all, as doctors insisted she would never work at such a scale again. These 
two women — the one who agonizes and the one who persists — are 
one and the same, and they create a rare tension that makes for thrilling 
painting.

Detail of Juanita McNeely, “Triskaidekaptych” (1986)
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WHAT TO SEE IN NEW YORK ART GALLERIES THIS WEEK
Katherine Bernhardt’s E.T. paintings; Michael Rakowitz’s 
reconstructions of antiquities; and Juanita McNeely’s contorted female 
!gures.
by Will Heinrich

What if Max Beckmann had made a painting about illegal abortion? 
He might have produced something like Juanita McNeely’s 1969 “Is It 
Real? Yes It Is,” a magni!cent nine-panel installation showing now at 
James Fuentes Gallery in collaboration with Mitchell Algus. A squatting 
skeleton, pinioned women with buckled knees and crows picking the 
"esh from a prone female body are all rendered with Beckmann’s crash-
ing color scheme and Expressionist urgency. But they don’t come across 
as allegories — they look like facts. In the central canvas, a hand holding 
glittering silver forceps reaches toward a woman’s naked crotch under 
an oversize Donald Duck toy. Altogether it’s a searing evocation of the 
fractured way we remember traumatic experiences — and of the many 
bloody realities most people prefer not to look at.
 In 1985, after an accident put Ms. McNeely in a wheelchair, a doctor 
told her she’d never make another large painting. She responded with 

“Triskaidekaptych,” which comprises 13 substantial canvases parading 
edge to edge around two full walls of the gallery. Contorted female !g-
ures are still here, along with torture, medical horror and a screaming 
baboon’s face. But the introduction of softer blues and pinks, and of a 
cloudiness in the way those colors are applied, changes the tone, and 
these writhing !gures could very well be dancing. Two faceless women 
on trapezes, swinging through banks of mirrors, add a heavy note of 
self-consciousness: If “Is it real” is the moment of trauma, in all its kalei-
doscopic brutality, “Triskaidekaptych” is the elaborate mental process a 
person goes through to make sense of it.

A panel from “Triskaidekaptych,” by Juanita McNeely.
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JUANITA McNEELY
by Johanna Fateman

The wailing wreckage of Pablo Picasso’s Guernica, 1937, the necrotic 
wrist stump in Ernst Ludwig Kirchner’s Self-Portrait as a Soldier, 1915, 
and the hellscapes of Otto Dix’s series “Der Krieg” (The War), 1924, all 
echo in Juanita McNeely’s pained visions. For her exhibition at James 
Fuentes, presented in collaboration with Mitchell Algus Gallery, the 
eighty-four-year-old artist showed two epic multipanel paintings from 
previous decades of her career, rendered in a sui generis expressionist 
style. The shell-shocked tricks of European modernism !nd new life in 
these complex works, depicting the horror of pre–Roe v. Wade America 
and the sadism of patriarchal medicine, as well as the particulars of two 
traumatic ordeals.
 The !rst: McNeely, who was already a cancer survivor, learned that 
she had a new tumor and that she was pregnant soon after she arrived 
in New York in 1967. At the dawn of feminism’s second wave, as wom-
en’s organized rage began to dissolve the sludge of sexual shame, she 
had to !ght to obtain a lifesaving abortion. The furious Is It Real? Yes It 
Is, 1969, which hung in the gallery’s smaller room, takes this nightmare 
as its subject. It’s an alternately dark and sickly lit reproach, dense with 
macabre detail. The center canvas shows a woman in a hospital bed, her 
legs in gynecological stirrups. A torqued perspective gives us a view of 
her crotch—a vortex of slashing brushstrokes—as well as the forceps 
that, with prurience and revulsion, approach it through the slit in a blue 
curtain. Donald Duck watches from the shadows.
 McNeely’s execution looks speedy, but she captures the torpor of 
drugged desolation as well as terror’s adrenaline "ush in the other pan-
els. One features vultures picking at what might be a shrouded corpse, 
laid to rest on a sluglike phallus; another shows a foreshortened, spread-
legged nude holding a bouquet of ghoulish masks on sticks. Elsewhere, 
faces obscured by surgical masks stare at us through a tangle of medical 
equipment, as though we are the patient.

When it was made, Is It Real? was radical—virtually unprecedented—
for its depiction of abortion, and it is still profoundly confrontational in 
its demand that we, too, experience the dissociative split produced by 
objecti!cation and near death. We see what McNeely saw when she was 
splayed on the operating table, and we are there with her when she hov-Juanita McNeely, Is It Real? Yes It Is, 1969, nine panels, Oil on linen, 

overall 12 × 12 feet.
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ers nearby, out of body, cursing archetypal misogyny with hallucinatory 
anguish. The shattered narrative forms an unfolded anti-altarpiece.
 So does the larger, harrowing Triskaidekaptych, 1986. This massive 
work, of thirteen panels hung close to the "oor in a horizontal line, 
spanned two walls of the otherwise empty main gallery. Painted over 
the course of a year after a fall that resulted in a debilitating spinal-cord 
injury, the dynamic sequence of alarming jump cuts shows bodies—or 
rather, fantastic variations on the same one—in peril and agony. Ren-
dered in electric pastel hues, a lusciously menacing interior landscape is 
the backdrop for this dynamic victim. Contorted, she tumbles through 
space or crouches, "ayed. Her monstrous form appears upside down 
and dismembered; it hangs from a single foot, disemboweled. Here, Mc-
Neely abandons Max Beckmann’s gloomy !guration for Max Ernst’s 
apocalyptic Surrealism—charred spires rise from poisoned waters; a 
pink horse desperately balances on them like stilts.
 But the artist works in the tradition of another twentieth-centu-
ry avant-garde, too. She came up in the feminist art movement of the 
late 1960s and the ’70s and has explored—without the attention she de-
serves—the carnal, mammalian, menstruating, sick, and disabled body 
in uncommonly imaginative personal political terms. Bless this show, de-
signed to leave us wanting more, for offering viewers the chance to see 
these landmark works. I hope McNeely gets a retrospective in New York 
soon.
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in conversation with Juanita McNeely

feminine, as Louise Bourgeois did and whom 
McNeely also knew.
 So why make art in a medium inextricable 
from the male canon of capital A Art History? As 
McNeely most often paints on an epic scale, across 
numerous connected canvases, she presents an 
understanding for how painting can incorporate 
narrative and movement across time, depicting 
both the psychological and physical truths of an 
embodied life. The tradition of painting, McNeely 
proves, can itself serve a feminist purpose. 
 When she painted her !gures on ceramic pots 
and vases, she wasn’t using a craft medium the 
way her contemporaries were, either. Instead of 
throwing her own pots, McNeely would swap with 
ceramicists she knew, hoping for signs of their 
hand in the clay, which she would use to inform the 
placement of her !gures. McNeely’s embrace of 
pottery was not a bid to elevate craft to the level 
of !ne art, but rather simply another means for 
communicating a complicated story. 
 Using the vessel’s continual surface she tells 
of a multifaceted experience, as a theater in the 
round can reveal the varied perspectives that a 
proscenium "attens. By no means decorative art, 
we may sooner read this narrative in relation to 
what, say, Carolee Schneemann was doing in her 
feminist performances of the same time. Even 
when approaching the form of the circle—which 
perhaps only Giotto, as the legend goes, could 

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller

Juanita McNeely doesn’t live in a hypothetical 
world. Her images of naked, mostly female !gures 
aren’t drawn directly from life, but they are true 
to the image of Woman that she has in her mind: a 
synthesis of all the artist has observed of human 
movement and gesture. This is not to say that her 
forms are perfect. Anatomically correct, yes, but 
often exaggerated, lanky, or contorted. Perfection 
bores her, as she !nds nothing in it to work for or 
against. The "awless simply isn’t real and is there-
fore not worth her time. 
 It would be easy to read McNeely’s grounded 
attitude as informed by a life of bodily su#ering—
as she has experienced—but this may also be a 
result of her upbringing as a Midwesterner, an 
identity she didn’t completely abandon when she 
left St. Louis as a young adult. A biographical 
reading of her work, however, distracts from its 
potent political message, which also un"inchingly 
depicts a universal human pain. 
 Though this is on its own is a feminist stance—
to bring the reality of women’s lives to canvas, to 
depict bodies in the way they are lived in—painting 
was not what McNeely’s feminist peers of the 
1970s were doing. Artists like Hannah Wilke, 
who lived in the same apartment building, were 
bringing their bodies into the work, using perfor-
mance as protest. Others were creating installa-
tions and interventions, making political state-
ments with craft materials typically considered 
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in conversation with Juanita McNeely

Content warning: the following interview contains a 
description of sexual assault.

Hall W. Rockefeller

Tell me about your time as an art student at 
Washington University in St. Louis. 

Juanita McNeely

I mean, I was lucky at the school I went to. We had 
all these models, the same models. They were all 
good models and all interesting, but I just got very 
tired of it. I mean, every day you go to look at the 
same person. I thought, “Oh, it's got to be better 
than this.” And so I went and spoke to the painting 
professor. I said, “Can I take o! from school? Just 
give me a semester. Let me paint anything I want. 
And I'll bring it back to you. And if you think it's not 
worth doing, you let me know. Then I’ll just quit.”

Hall W. Rockefeller

Wow.

Juanita McNeely

And he let me do that. I made all these images and 
ideas and brought them back. I was young but I 
brought it back. I lined them up and said, “May I 
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render perfectly—McNeely keenly found within 
it signs of human imperfection and complexity. 
Entering into the long tradition of painting, she 
transforms it into a dimension of embodied 
experience.
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today?” Right away, my head went zap. I don't like 
hearing that. “You just keep working on it until it 
becomes as perfect as you can make it. Come show 
me afterwards.” I spent the time being bored, doing 
that. Then !nally, I just kind of gracefully dropped 
it as a mistake. Is there such thing as a perfect pot?

Hall W. Rockefeller

No.

Juanita McNeely

I couldn't believe this. And I didn't want to be the 
one that did it.

Hall W. Rockefeller

It's like a perfect circle. That doesn't exist either.

Juanita McNeely

I mean, it just doesn't make sense, things being 
perfect.

Hall W. Rockefeller

That's a fantastic story. I think that really sums up 
something about your character. 

in conversation with Juanita McNeely

come back and stay as long as you say so? But I still 
would like to do what I want to do.” I was surprised 
they let me.

Hall W. Rockefeller

That's fantastic.

Juanita McNeely

I loved being there. It was a wonderful place. 

Hall W. Rockefeller

You saw a lot of Max Beckmann's work in St. Louis, 
right?

Juanita McNeely

Oh, I used to sit in the library, and say, “I'm going to 
beat you, [Beckmann]. I'm going to beat you.” 

Hall W. Rockefeller

And who taught you ceramic? 

Juanita McNeely

The only woman ceramicist there taught us. She 
prompted, “Well, will you make the perfect pot 

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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because you were tired of painting and you wanted 
something di!erent. 

Juanita McNeely

Well, if you're using the "gure, it's easy to keep 
going someplace. That's one reason.

Hall W. Rockefeller

So is there sort of a narrative? Or is it a repetition 
of a single form around the vessel? 

Juanita McNeely

It's a narrative. I start someplace… It's very nice 
when you work on them, because when you start, 
you begin to feel like you can feel the incised lines. 
I realized there was something really wonderful 
to have a drawing already, and then you just start 
carving around.

Hall W. Rockefeller

So these lines in the clay, those are your lines? You 
did that? Or was this texture done by the potter?

Juanita McNeely

The potter. 

in conversation with Juanita McNeely

Juanita McNeely

Yes. You get a lot of that. I used to knit sweaters. I 
purposely left a mistake in it because I liked the 
idea. I always made mistakes anyhow—and just 
worked it in as the thing to do.

Hall W. Rockefeller

I’d love to talk more about the pots you did make. 
Are the "gures on the pots coming to you from 
your imagination?

Juanita McNeely

Yeah. My mind. My mind. Wherever I went I was 
studying where the person put their foot, what 
angle their head was. I was always studying the 
"gure. And that's all I was interested in, the "gure. 
And so, you start to record it. Basically, if you look 
at my paintings, they're broken arms and legs. But 
they're with intent. I get very upset when I look at a 
painting that someone did as a "gure painting and 
an arm is broken, but not on purpose. That's irri-
tating to me.

Hall W. Rockefeller

They don't understand the "gure. They don't under-
stand anatomy. You said you moved on to ceramics 

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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Juanita McNeely

They're couples. What amazed me, a lot of people 
just assume… one of the paintings that I see 
they labeled from the gallery as a couple, a man 
or woman having sex, making love or whatever 
you want to call it. And they thought it was rape. 
I thought to myself, if I was depicting rape… I've 
almost been raped in a gallery that I used to show 
in and believe me, you just don't roll over.

Hall W. Rockefeller

So you would've depicted it very di!erently if that 
were the case.

Juanita McNeely

[She tells the story of her assault:] I had placed a 
folding table against the wall, to the back of the 
gallery. So that if someone came by and asked me, 

“Did you make this?" I always said, “No, I didn't do 
it," thinking that would save me some. It didn't. And 
when I ended up on the "oor, I started screaming, 

“I'm going to kill you." And I meant it.
 I just kept saying it over and over, “Do you 
hear me? You have no right to touch me. I'm going 
to kill you." And the two of us tangled on the "oor 
with this metal table. And we got turned around in 
it. When I got loose, I started after him and went 
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Hall W. Rockefeller

Okay. And then you responded to it.

Juanita McNeely

Right.

Hall W. Rockefeller

When you talk about the circle of the pot, do 
you think of it in the same way as your multiple 
canvases, which tell a narrative? 

Juanita McNeely

I'm as interested in what is going to happen next, on 
the other side. I start o! with very planned images, 
what I call thumbnail sketches. This is basically 
to clear my mind. I don't like clichés. I mean, when 
you're making something, it could easily become a 
cliché. So I try to do all of the ideas and just get rid 
of them. Then I just close in on it and try to erase, 
erase, erase, erase. Get down to something simple, 
so that when I look at it, I see it fresh. 

Hall W. Rockefeller

Let's see. There's one pot here with an image of a 
two people on it….

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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are you doing here?" I responded, “What do you 
mean?" She said, “You have my child right here. 
And they see all this blood coming out of a woman." 
I turned around and said, “First of all, you came 
inside. Second of all, can I ask you what is so awful 
about a woman bleeding?" I said, “That's how you 
give birth. That's how you die. That's how you live."

Hall W. Rockefeller

Right.

Juanita McNeely

“Blood," I said, “is quite beautiful if you look at it.” 
And I said, “It's a way of teaching. It's okay. It's okay 
to have this happen." But, she would have no part. I 
had a wonderful way of not being quite aware of the 
work’s impact on people. It was a gift to me really, 
because I just do it.
 Another time, this lovely older man came to 
see my work to review it. I had all these women, 
blood, everything. He looked, looked, looked and I 
thought, “Oh brother, here we go.” Then he did the 
sweetest thing. He came over, he said, “Would you 
mind? I'm so fascinated, but I don't want to hurt 
your feelings. I need a question answered.” And it 
was a beautiful question: “Do you mind if I ask, why 
do you have all the blood? Do all women bleed this 
much?” I told him, “Actually, you're the !rst person 
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out the open door and he stopped and looked and I 
just took o" down Spring Street.
 I was yelling the whole time, “I'm going to kill 
you. Watch out. I'm going to kill you." When I came 
back down to the door, I felt sorry. This man looked 
at me and he said, “Was he trying to steal from 
you?" I remember saying, “Is that all you think that 
happens to a woman? They lose some money?"

Hall W. Rockefeller

Oof.

Juanita McNeely

I said, “No, I was trying to kill him." The guy was 
beside himself. He just left.

Hall W. Rockefeller

I think that's the problem we have, the people in 
power who are men just can't conceive of the expe-
rience of being a woman. 

Juanita McNeely

In another gallery, I had lots of bleeding women on 
the walls. I used to paint that a lot, because it was 
what I knew and what was real to me. I remember 
this woman came to the door and she said, “What 

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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say, “Oh, I really love that position. Is that your 
position?"

Hall W. Rockefeller

Oh, God.

Juanita McNeely

I said, “No."

Hall W. Rockefeller

Yikes.

Juanita McNeely

He continued, “Do you do that with your..." I 
thought, oh God, It's a moron that's walked in the 
o!ce.

Hall W. Rockefeller

That's exactly the right word. Why did you "nd 
paint to be the right way of expressing what you 
wanted to express? Why not another medium? 

Juanita McNeely

I had started as an oil painter at school and I kept 
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to ask,” I said, “It's just my perception that I want 
to talk about. Some women may bleed as much as 
I'm showing, but some may just have a spot, that's 
it. Not everyone may have that experience.” And he 
said, “Thank you." And I realized afterwards that a 
lot of men in certain situations, they may not be 
able [to understand], they may not have seen.

Hall W. Rockefeller

When you think of your art out in the world, sepa-
rate from you, do you think of it as important that 
other people are looking at it and learning from it? 
Or is it something else?

Juanita McNeely

It's just something else. But I would love [learning] 
to be the response because, if I'm truthful, I had a 
lot of hemorrhaging when I was younger. And very 
seriously. So that's my experience, not someone 
else's experience. I found it almost beautiful to 
me. I could just freely say what I wanted and it just 
never occurred to me why someone would be upset. 
Another time an art critic suddenly comes up and 
I hear her say, “Who's this artist?" She asked, “Is 
she crazy? She needs a good shrink." I was dying 
to say something, but I had to say the right thing. I 
mean, she was a very well known art critic. I mean, 
I’ve had men come right up to Jeremy and to me and 

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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Juanita McNeely

For years they were saying, “Painting is dead." Blah, 
blah, blah.

Hall W. Rockefeller

But you painted anyway.

Juanita McNeely

Yeah. I mean, when I was at Washington the new 
artists coming out of New York were abstract 
painters. And I thought, oh no, I want to do the 
!gure.

Hall W. Rockefeller

Looking back at the hegemony of abstract art in 
the ’40s, ’50s, and ’60s—there was a newness and 
there was excitement around newness and the way 
it de!ed traditions, de!ed the norms—but then 
it becomes the dominant thing and you can't do 
anything else. The thing that began as countercul-
ture becomes the culture.

Juanita McNeely

Or you can just think of everything !gured as 
abstract at the same time. I mean, Joan Semmel, 
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doing it. I loved the smell and the mood. I just 
loved it. 

Hall W. Rockefeller

And what did you paint the ceramics with? 

Juanita McNeely

Well, that’s a good question. They're glazes. The 
other thing with ceramics is that, in a sense, it’s 
frightening because when you paint it, you dry it, 
you put it in the kiln, and prepare to !nd out what 
it looks like afterward. And it doesn't necessarily 
look like you’d thought and hoped, but it's fasci-
nating to see.

Hall W. Rockefeller

So you're okay with that? You accept that?

Juanita McNeely

Yeah, it's fun.

Hall W. Rockefeller

It sounds like with both oil paints and glazes, it's a 
commitment.

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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Hall W. Rockefeller

I see.

Juanita McNeely

But yes, of course they are. I just don't think in 
those terms, in a sense. I get an idea or a feeling 
of what I want to say, I think for a long time, and 
I make loose sketches that are far o! from the 
ideal—I never really think about one particular 
thing that it has to be. But I do paint blood a lot.

Hall W. Rockefeller

I think that you're right in saying that [blood] is 
there when you're born, it's there when you're alive, 
and it's there when you die. And if you're painting 
life and experience, blood is at every juncture.

Juanita McNeely

Yes.

in conversation with Juanita McNeely

I remember seeing her have wonderful abstract 
painting. And then she came back from Spain. 
When Joan came back, she found an image for 
herself. But most importantly, she found a reason, 
a cause, a particular motive for why she was 
painting what she painted.

Hall W. Rockefeller

And you think that was because of her experience 
in Europe, in Spain, that she found the body and 
painted the body?

Juanita McNeely

The old bodies. I mean, certainly Alice Neel did 
that as well, but her body really wasn't aged, so it's 
di!erent.

Hall W. Rockefeller

Do you think that your work is motivated, in the 
way that Joan Semmel was motivated to depict the 
body, by the contorted body, the body in pain? 

Juanita McNeely

Yes, in pain, maybe. But I don't think of it as 
contortion.
 

A Full Circle: Hall W. Rockefeller
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`jhibk`jeXge[Tk/Ujekibf][bkUgfaje_jkc]\\]cjckZfZ]ahdk^j`gh
c]_bkhckijajUgcgfekhe`k\ga^Wkgikgck[jejdhaaXkciXag:j`khe`k]edjhaW
dhdjaXk`jhage[kYgibkid]aXkZhge\]ak_fecj?]je_jcTkLbgckhdigciOc
_he`g`khe`kZdfUf_higUjkYfdSk_djhijck`gc?]gjiWkh``djccge[
\h^gaghdkYf]e`ckibhikejj`khiije`ge[kifTk

;dfYge[k]ZkgekRiTk.f]gcWkMgccf]dgWk`]dge[khkig^jkYbje
Yf^jekYjdjkc]ZZfcj`kifkbhUjkhk\h^gaXkhe`kcjiiajk`fYeW
M_>jjaXkYheij`kgecijh`kifk[fkifkhdikc_bffaTkAgeege[khekhdi
c_bfahdcbgZk\fdkbjdk\gdcikfgakZhgeige[khik\g\ijjek_feUge_j`kbjd
cbjkYhckhekhdigciWkhe`kibjkVhcj^jeikf\kbjdk\h^gaXOckbf^j
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Fig. 1. Juanita McNeely, Woman’s Psyche (1968), oil on linen, 146” x 126”. Collection the artist.

Vj_h^jkhekhdikci]`gfTkGikYhckhacfkhikibhikig^jkibhikbjdkbjhaib
ZdfVaj^ckVj[heTkRbjkafcikhkXjhdkf\kbg[bkc_bffakbfcZgihag:j`
Ygibkhkijddg\Xge[k_hcjkf\kjP_jccgUjkVajj`ge[kibhiWkVj_h]cjkf\kbjd
Xf]e[kh[jWkYhckZjdbhZck^fdjk\fd^higUjkibhekahijdkZdfVaj^cTk

Qik ibjk RiTk .f]gck R_bffak f\k DgejkQdick hikAhcbge[ife
#egUjdcgiXWkfejkf\kM_>jjaXOck\gdcikijh_bjdckYhckAjdejd
7djYjcWkfejkf\kcjUjdhak;jd^hekjPZhidghijcWkhe`kgekSjjZge[
Ygibkibjgdk<h]bh]ckidhgege[WkibjkZdf[dh^kYhck`j^he`ge[W
Ygibk_ahccjckcgPk`hXckhe`kiYfkeg[bickhkYjjSTkM_>jjaXkafUj`kgiT
7djYjck`djccj`kgekbhe`HYfUjek\hVdg_ck^h`jkVXkbgckYg\jW
Mhd[hdjikR_bdfVc`fd\WkhkijPigajkhdigciWkhe`kagUj`kgekhkbf^j
\gaaj`kYgibkhdiTk<jXfe`kjPj^Zag\Xge[kibjkcfdikf\kag\jkM_>jjaX
afe[j`k \fdWk7djYjck_feidgV]ij`k ifkbjdkcidfe[kcjecjkf\
_f^ZfcgigfeTk8jkYhckhkcidg_iWk]edjajeige[kihcS^hcijdWkJ^hSge[
^Xkag\jkbjaakYgibkd]age[kZjecTK= Qikibjkch^jkig^jWkbjkYhc
c]ZZfdigUjkhe`kje_f]dh[ge[0kbjk^h`jkbjdkVjagjUjkibhikbjd
cidfe[aXkjPZdjccgfegcig_kYfdSkYhckUha]hVajkVXkhcSge[kbjdkif
idh`jkZhgeige[ckYgibkbg^Tk

7]dge[kbjdk\gdcikXjhdkf\kci]`gjcWkM_>jjaXk_feidh_ij`k_he_jd
he`kYhck[gUjekhkZdf[efcgckf\kibdjjkifkcgPk^feibckifkagUjTkAbje
bjdk`f_ifdckdj_f^^je`j`kcbjk`fkYbhijUjdk^h`jkbjdkbhZZXW
cbjkYjeikVh_Skifkhdikc_bffaTkRbjkc]dUgUj`WkV]ikJibhikYhckibj
Vj[geege[kf\kYbhikdjhaaXk\fd^j`k^jkhckcf^jfejkYbfkcZfSj
hVf]ikibjkibge[ckibhikhdjkefikej_jcchdgaXkZajhcheiWkfek_heUhcW
ibge[ckibhikZjdbhZck^fcikZjfZajkjUjek\jjak]e_f^\fdihVajkhVf]i
affSge[khiWk^]_bkajcckihaSge[khVf]iTK5 GikYhckibjkVj[geege[kf\kibj
Vfe`kVjiYjjekbjdkYfdSkhe`kbjdkag\jkjPZjdgje_jcTk

M_>jjaXOckgei]gigUjk\jjage[k\fdkibjk\g[]djWkjUg`jeikcge_j
_bga`bff`Wkaj`kbjdk`]dge[kbjdkcfZbf^fdjkXjhdkifkhcSkg\kcbj
_f]a`kcifZkYfdSge[k\df^kibjk^f`jakhe`kYfdSkgecijh`kJ\df^
^Xkbjh`TKkRbjk\f]e`kaffSge[khik^f`jackZhge\]aWkhckibjX
hZZjhdj`kifkbjdkJifkbhUjkafcikibj^cjaUjcTKkLbjkZdf\jccfdc
[dheij`kbjdkhkiYfH^feibkidghakZjdgf`Wkhe`kcbjkejUjdk]cj`kh
^f`jakh[hgeTkGikcjj^j`kifkcjikbjdk\djjkhe`kYhckhacfkibj
Vj[geege[kf\kbjdk^]aigZhejakYfdScTk8jdk]e`jdcihe`ge[kf\kibj
\g[]djk_f^jck\df^kbjdkSjjekjPZjdgje_jkf\kbjdkfYekVf`XW
jebhe_j`kVXkbjdk?]g_Sk[dhcZkf\khehif^Xkhe`khkcidfe[kUgc]ha
^j^fdXkibhikcbjkbhckbfej`kfUjdkig^jTk

7]dge[kVdjhSckVjiYjjek_ahccjcWkcbjkajhdej`khk[djhik`jha
YhaSge[khdf]e`kgekibjkRiTk.f]gckQdikM]cj]^k[haajdgjcTkLbj
YfdSckf\k6h]ak;h][]gekVj_h^jkhkZdg^hdXkge\a]je_j2kcbjk\f]e`
bgckZhgeige[ckcfkVjh]ig\]aWkJibjXk_f]a`k^hSjk^jk_dXWkhe`kgikYhc
hkcid][[ajkefikifkVjkfUjdYbja^j`kVXkibj^TKkDdf^kMhigccjkcbj
ajhdej`kbfYkifk`dhYkhe`k]cjk]e`jdZhgeige[kifkjedg_bk_fafdW
he`k\df^kMhPk<j_S^heeWkgekfejkf\kibjkahd[jcik_faaj_igfeckf\
bgckYfdSWkcbjk`gc_fUjdj`kbfYkifk\ge`khkUgc]hakUf_hV]ahdXkibhi
_f]a`kVjkhekhdigciOckfYeTkRbjkhacfk\f]e`kbgckc]d\h_jckhe`k_fafd
jP?]gcgijWkaffSge[k?]g_SaXk`fejkjUjekYbjek?]gijkdjYfdSj`TkGi
Yhckhkcihe`hd`kcbjk^h`jkbjdkfYeTk

QefibjdkUha]hVajkajccfek\fdkibgckgeehijk\j^gegcikYhc
h`^gegcijdj`kVXkhk^hajkhehif^Xkijh_bjdWkYbfkiffSkbjdkhcg`j
h\ijdk_ahccWkhe`kYgibkefkZdj\h_jWkchg`WkJ.ffSWkXf]kYgaakejUjd
^hSjkgikhckhekhdigci�Vj_h]cjkXf]OdjkiffkcSgeeXkhe`kXf]k`feOi
affSkagSjkhk[ff`k\]_STK3 M_>jjaXkibf][bikibjekhe`kefYWkJ<jci
ajccfekGkjUjdkajhdej`TkLbjkdjhagiXkYhckibhikhkYf^hekYhckefi
affSj`khikhckheXibge[kV]ikhkc]ZZfdijdWkhkafUjdWkhk^f`jaWkhe`
cbjk_jdihgeaXkYf]a`eOikcihXkYgibkhdiWkdj[hd`ajcckf\kihajeiTkG

_hihaf[]j`kgikhikibjkVh_Skf\k^Xkbjh`khe`kajhdej`kjUjdXibge[
ibhikibjXk_f]a`kijh_bk^jWkhe`kgikYhckhkafiTK1 /hdaXkfeWkcbj
`j_g`j`kibhikfVcih_ajckYf]a`kefik`jijdkbjdkhe`Wkg\kheXibge[W
ibjXkYf]a`kfeaXkcZ]dkbjdkfeTk

Q\ijdkhkbghi]cWkge_a]`ge[khkafe[kcihXkgekMjPg_fWkM_>jjaX
Yjeikifk[dh`]hijkc_bffakhikRf]ibjdekGaagefgck#egUjdcgiXWkYbjdj
cbjkbh`kibjkjaj_idg\Xge[kjPZjdgje_jkf\k`fge[khkbhZZjege[kYgib
Qaahek+hZdfYWkYbfk_ajhdaXkJ[fiKkbjdkYfdSTkLbjgdkUjdXk\gdci
_feUjdchigfekcjj^j`kagSjkhk_feige]higfekf\kfejkibjXO`kbh`
Vj\fdjTk8jkcffekifa`kM_>jjaXWkJ&f]Odjkhk>jYk&fdSjdWk[f�kK,

Qaibf][bkefik?]gijkdjh`Xk\fdkibhiWkcbjkSejYkgikYhckid]jWkibhi
Vjge[khdf]e`kZjfZajkYbfcjkagUjckhdjkhVf]ikhdiWk^]cg_Wkhe`
agijdhi]djWkhckYjaakhckagUge[kejhdk[djhik^]cj]^ckYhckg^Zfdihei
\fdkbjdTkM_>jjaXOckejPik^fUjkYhckifkBbg_h[fWkYbjdjWkh\ijd
_feUge_ge[kLbjkBbg_h[fkQdikGecigi]ijkh`^gegcidhigfekibhi
ibjXO`kejUjdk\ge`khkVjiijdkijh_bjdWkibjXkjUjei]haaXk[hUjkbjdkh
ijh_bge[k9fVkhe`kibjk_bhe_jkifk_feige]jkbjdkZdf\jccgfehak_hdjjd
Ygibkcfafkhe`k[df]ZkcbfYcTkRbjkafUj`kijh_bge[Wk\ge`ge[kgikh
^]i]hakajhdege[kjPZjdgje_jWkhe`kgikYhckibjkVj[geege[kf\kh
iYjeiXH\gUjkXjhdkhUf_higfeTkJQckXf]kjPZahgekifkci]`jeicWkXf]
hdjk_feciheiaXk_bj_Sge[kXf]dkZjd_jZigfecWkhcSge[kXf]dcja\Wk�Gc
ibhikYbhikGkdjhaaXkibgeS�OK) Agibk\g[]djk`dhYge[Wkcbjk\fcijdj`kge
ibj^kibjkch^jk_fe\g`je_jkhe`kUgc]hak^j^fdXkcbjkUha]j`W
bhUge[kibjk^f`jak^fUjkhdf]e`kibjkci]`gfkYbgajkibjkci]`jeic
`djYkibjk\g[]djkgek^figfeTkQ\ijdkhkXjhdkhe`khkbha\kgekBbg_h[fW
cbjk^hddgj`khe`k\faafYj`kbjdkb]cVhe`kifkAjcijdekGaagefgc
#egUjdcgiXTkAbgajkijh_bge[kibjdjWkcbjkbh`khekjZgZbheX2kcbjk9D8
ifk[fkifk>jYk&fdSTkRfkgekNI1,Wkcbjkaj\ik\fdkibhik_giXWkYgibkbjd
b]cVhe`k\faafYge[kbjdkibgckig^jT

Rjiiage[kgeifkhkcgPibH\affdkYhaS]Zkci]`gfkgekibjk/hcik"gaah[jW
M_>jjaXkjPZjdgje_j`kibjkhdjhkhckafUjaXkhe`kUfahigajTkRbjkYhc
Zhgeige[k\j^hajHfdgjeij`kcjP]hagiXWk\df^khkYf^heOckZfgeikf\
UgjYWkhkc]V9j_ikYgibkagiiajkZdj_j`jeikibjeTk"?7D>�=E0=2;9C
FNI1)0kDg[TkNEWkhk\f]dkZhejakYfdSWkgck\]aakf\kg^h[jckibhikYf]a`
dj_]dkfUjdkbjdkjeigdjk_hdjjdWkjPZdjccge[kbjdkidh[g_kUgcgfekf\
Yf^heTkGik`jhackYgibkibjkUgfaje_jkf\kVgdibWkibjkcjP]hagiXkibhikgc
Zhdikf\khkYf^heOckag\jkhe`kbjdk^feibaXkVajj`ge[Wkh``djccge[
ibjkZdg^gigUjk^Xibckibhikc]ddf]e`kibjcjkjUjeickgekf]dkcf_gjiXT
MhcSckfekcf^jkf\kibjkYf^jekj^Zbhcg:jkibjgdk`jeghakf\kibjcj
djhagigjcTkLbjkg^h[jck`gcZahXkZhgekhe`k`jcZjdhigfekVj_h]cj
ibjcjkdjhagigjckhdjkejgibjdkh_SefYaj`[j`kefdWk\fdkibhik^hiijdW
bfefdj`TkRbjkYhckcjiige[kf]ikhaakibjkibj^jckcbjkYf]a`k`jUjafZ
he`kbfefdkgekibjk_f^ge[k`j_h`jcTk<aff`kYhckhadjh`Xkh
_feciheikgekbjdkYfdSWkdjZdjcjeihigUjkf\kVfibkag\jkhe`k`jhibW
Ybg_bkcbjk`jhackYgibkcg^]aihejf]caXkbjdjTk-ejkZhejakcbfYckh
cYfaajekYf^hek[gUge[kVgdibkifkhkVa]jkVhVXWkc]ZZfdige[kbjdcja\
YgibkiYfkVah_SWkVgf^fdZbg_kZbhaag_kcX^VfackibhikifYjdkfUjd
bjdkbjh`TkBh][bikVXkibjk\ffiWkgik^hSjckibjkah_Skf\k_bfg_jk_ajhdTk

Qckcbjk^h`jkibjkdf]e`ckf\kibjk[haajdgjckYgibkbjdkcag`jcWkibj
`gdj_ifdkhik+efj`ajdk;haajdXk\f]e`kibjkYfdSkcidfe[Wkhe`
M_>jjaXkbh`kifkdjZjhikJGiOck^gejKkibdjjkig^jckVj\fdjkbjkYhc
_feUge_j`kibjkYfdSk_f]a`kVjkVXkhkYf^heTkR]``jeaXWkibf][bW
ibjXkYjdjkefikcfkgeijdjcij`(hikibgckig^jk\j^hajkhdigcic
djZdjcjeij`kVhdjaXkiYfkZjd_jeikf\kjPbgVgige[khdigcickgek>jY
&fdSk[haajdgjcTk

-UjdkibjkejPik\jYkXjhdcWkM_>jjaXk^fUj`khYhXk\df^kbjd
;jd^heHge\a]je_j`kdhYejcckhe`k`hdSkZhajiijWk`j_g`ge[kibhi
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Zhge\]akg^h[jckejj`j`kifkVjk^fdjkJcj`]_igUjKkfekibjk_heUhcW
Ygib Vjh]ig\]ak_fafdkhe`khkc^ffibjdkc]d\h_jTkLbjkg^h[jdXkcigaa
_h^jkf]ikf\kbjdkjPZjdgje_jWkV]ikefYkibjk_jeidhak\g[]djkYhck^fdj
jhcgaXkg`jeig\gj`khckibjkhdigcikbjdcja\TkLbjk\j^hajke]`jkbh`
Vj_f^jkZjdcfehakYgibk6h]ahkMf`jdcfbeH<j_SjdOckcja\kZfdidhgicW
he`kYhckZ]cbj`k\]dibjdkVXkDdg`hk+hbafkifkjPZdjcckbjdkZhgeT
Qaibf][bk]ehYhdjkf\k+hbafOckYfdSkhikibgckig^jWkM_>jjaX
jeijdj`kibhikidh`gigfeWk_djhige[kh_igUjk\g[]djckibhikYjdjkefikfeaX
cja\HZfdidhgickV]ikdjZdjcjeij`kjUjdXYf^heTk.9D7C<C?>EFNI,C0
Dg[T@EkcbfYckibjkhdigcikaXge[kcif^h_bk`fYeWkfekhk`gh[fehaaX
Zah_j`kVj`kcjjek\df^khVfUjWk\]aaXkf__]ZXge[kibjk_heUhcWkgekh
dh`g_hak`jZhdi]djk\df^kibjkAjcijdekidh`gigfekf\kibjkdj_agege[
\j^hajke]`jTk8jdki]dej`kbjh`kaffSck`gdj_iaXkf]ikhikibjkUgjYjd
Ygibkhajdik_hiHagSjkjXjcWk\]aaXkhYhdjkf\kf]dk[h:jTk8jdkVfYHaj[c
hdjkcZdjh`WkYgibkfejk\ffikiYgcige[kgeYhd`kgekhkVfejk_d]e_bge[
YhXWkifjckhe`k\ge[jdckcZahXj`TkLbjk_feidhcige[kZhajkcbjjickhe`
`hdSk[djjekVaheSjikYgibkdj`kVaff`kj^giige[k\df^kbjdk^f]ib
cYgdakVjejhibkbjdWk[dhZbg_haaXkVdge[ge[kf]ikibjkUgVdheiWk\]aaXkagi
\ajcbkifejcTk8jdkafUjdk^hXkbhUjk9]cikaj\ikfdkVjkhZZdfh_bge[WkV]i
ibgckgckefkcYjjiaXkYhgige[kYf^heTk8jdkaffSk_bhaaje[jcWkYbgaj
bjdkh_igUjk\jjik_f]a`kZdfZjakbjdk]ZkhikheXk^f^jeiTkLbjkhdigci
cjj^ckifkVjkchXge[kibhikcjPk\fdkhk^hek^hXkVjkhVf]ikZajhc]djW
V]ikibgckgckfejkYf^hekYbfkSefYckgikgck^fdjk_f^ZajPWkjUjekhc
cbjkgck\]aakf\kZhccgfeTk

Qdf]e`kibgckig^jWkM_>jjaXk\f]e`kcbjkbh`khefibjdki]^fdW
he`kgekibjkbfcZgihaWkibjk`f_ifdck`gc_fUjdj`kibhikcbjkYhc

Zdj[eheiTkQVfdigfekYhckibjekgaaj[haWkYbg_b
gebgVgij`kibjgdkidjhi^jeikf\kbjdTkAbhi
\faafYj`kYhckhk9f]dejXkifkiYfkbfcZgihackge
iYfkcihijckhe`ke]^jdf]ck^jjige[ckh^fe[
Fhaak^hajEk`f_ifdckidXge[kifk`j_g`jkYbhi
_f]dcjkifkihSjTkRbjkejhdaXk`gj`kgekibj
Zdf_jcckVj\fdjkcbjkYhck[gUjekibjkej_jcchdX
c]d[jdgjcTkF-ejk`f_ifdkZdjc]^j`kibhikcbj
Yf]a`kZdj\jdkifkchUjkibjk_bga`kibhekif
agUjTEk Lbjk jPZjdgje_jk ge_djhcj`k bjd
hYhdjejcckf\kbfYk^]_bk_feidfak^jekbh`
fUjdkibjkagUjckf\kYf^jeWkhe`kgik\j`kbjd
\j^gegc^TkM_>jjaXkYf]a`kjPZdjcckibgc
\d]cidhigfekibdf][bkbjdkZhgeige[TkGekNI1I
cbjkYhckfejkf\kibjk\gdcikhdigcickifkihSjkfe
ibjkihVffkhVfdigfekgcc]jkgekhkegejHZheja
Zhgeige[Wk =E AE�CD<
E'C=$E AE =Wkhkcidfe[kV]i
UgfajeikYfdST

Qacfkhdf]e`k ibgck ig^jkM_>jjaXk^fUj`
ifk AjciVjibWk hk ejYk bf]cge[k Zdf9j_ik \fd
hdigcickgekibjkAjcik"gaah[jTkGikYhckbjdkSge`kf\
Zah_jWkYgibkhk^gPkf\kYdgijdcWkUgc]hakhdigcicW
^]cg_ghecWk `he_jdcWk he`k _bfdjf[dhZbjdcT
7]dge[kAjciVjibOck jhdaXk XjhdcWk ibjdjkYjdj
\f]dk[haajdgjckfekibjk[df]e`k\affdkYbjdjkibj
Ugc]hakhdigcick_f]a`kihSjki]deckcbfYge[kibjgd
YfdSTk Lbjcjk cg^]aihejf]ck cfafk jPbgVgic
Xgja`j`k \dgje`cbgZckYgibk fibjdk Zhgeijdck hc
Yjaakhckhiijeigfek \df^kibjk)C3E'?@-E:B7C=�
8gaifek+dh^jdkefij`kJ�bjdkjejd[Xkhe`kibj
djh_bk f\k bjdk g^h[gehigfeWK) he`k Bhdijd

4hi_ag\\jk gek Q4LejYcWk `jc_dgVge[k  =E BAE �CD<
E 'C=$E BAE  =$ Ydfij
UgUg`aXkf\kbjdkJ�ibj^jckf\kVgdibkhe`k`jhibWkcjPkhe`kZhgeWkhdj
\faafYj`k h_dfcck egejk _heUhcjcWk^jaige[k he`k`gcifdige[k cbhZjcW
_fe9]dge[k ]Zk ^Xibg_hak he`k dgi]hak fV9j_ick \df^k Vj`dff^k he`
`jagUjdXkdff^kZdf_j`]djTTThikgick_ag^hP�hckg\kijddfdkYjdjk\jaikge
hkUjdXkcZj_g\g_kZjdcfeh[jTKI

GekNI,Nk_h^jkhk_haak\fdkibjk\gdcikfZjek\j^gegcikhdikjPbgVgiW
Zdf`]_j`kVXkhk^j^Vjdkf\kibjk4j`cif_Sge[kQdigcick[df]ZW
Mhd9fdgjk+dh^jdWkhikM]cj]^Wkhkij^ZfdhdXkcZh_jkhik,@I
<dfh`YhXTkLbjkZhdig_gZhigfek\jjkifk_fUjdkjPZjecjckYhck�NT3CT
M_>jjaXk_hddgj`kgekibjk\f]dkahd[jkZhejackf\k"?7D>�= 0=2;9C$
Ygibkgickhddjcige[kc]V9j_ik^hiijdWkhe`kb]e[kgikfekibjkYhaa
bjdcja\TkJGk\jaikg^^j`ghijkafUjkhe`khikbf^jWKkcbjkchg`TkJAj
Yf^jekhdigcickYjdjkefkafe[jdkhafejTKkQdigcickibhikZhdig_gZhij`
ge_a]`j`kQag_jk>jjaWkDhgibk4ge[[fa`Wkhe`kfUjdkfejkb]e`dj`
fibjdcTk Lbjk ah_Sk f\k heXk bgjdhd_bXk he`k ibjk c]ZZfdigUj
_f^^]egiXkh^fe[kibjkYf^jekhdigcickYf]a`kcjikibjkifejk\fd
ibjkejPik`j_h`jkf\kbjdkag\jTkRbjkYjeikifk^jjige[ckf\kibjkAf^je
Qdigcickgek4jUfa]igfekFATQT4TEWk4j`cif_Sge[ckhe`kfibjdk[df]ZcW
VjagjUge[kibhikYbjekYf^jekYjdjkhVajkifkVjk\]a\gaaj`Wk^je
Yf]a`kVjk^]_bk\djjdkiffTk

Lbdf][bkbjdk\j^gegcik\dgje`cbgZcWkM_>jjaXkVj_h^jkgeUfaUj`
gekibjkDg[]dhigUjkQaaghe_jWkhekfd[heg:higfekf\k\g[]dhigUjkhdigcic
ibhik^jik\fdkZhejackhe`k`gc_]ccgfekDdg`hXkeg[bickfekibjk.fYjd
/hcikRg`jTkRbjWkMhd9fdgjk+dh^jdkhe`k6hikMhgehd`gWkf]idh[j`khi
bfYkagiiajkig^jkYhck[gUjekifkibjkYf^jekhdigcickgekibjk[df]ZW
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Fig. 2. Juanita McNeely, Chameleon (1970), oil on linen, 70” x 70”. Collection the artist.

ZdfZfcj`khkYf^jeOckZhejakfekYf^jekhdigcicOkdjahigfecbgZkifkibj
^hajkidh`gigfekf\kibjke]`jWkYgibkM_>jjaXkhck_bhgdTkRbjkYhckihaa
he`kg^Zfcge[WkYgibkhk^heejdkibhik`g`eOikVdffSk_dfccge[T
7jcZgijkibgcWkibjdjkYhckhkc_dh^Vajkifk[jikibjkZhgeige[ckb]e[
hdf]e`kibjkdff^kVj_h]cjkibjk^jek`g`kefikYheikibj^k]ZT
>_>jjaXkchg`kibhiWkYbjekibjk`ghaf[]jkcihdij`2k

G\kibjXO`kbh`kih_ScWkibjXkYf]a`kbhUjkibdfYekih_Sckhik]cTkGi
Yhckge_dj`gVajTk-ekibjkfibjdkbhe`WkYjkbh`kQag_jk>jjaW
cgiige[k gek ibfcjkZahiXZ]ck cbfjcWk affSge[k agSjkXf]d
[dhe`^fibjdTkLbjkfeaXkibge[kcbjk`g`eOik`fkYhckSegiW
Vj_h]cjkibhiOckbfYkcbjkaffSj`Tk<]ikcbjkbh`khk^f]ibkfe
bjd�Qdgcif`j^gck+ha`gckchg`kibjkidf]VajkYgibkYjkYf^je
YhckibhikYjk`g`eOikbhUjkheXkVhaackhe`kYjkYheij`kibj^T
>jjakg^^j`ghijaXkdjcZfe`j`WkJ-bkV]ik`jhdWkYjk`fTkAj
9]cik_hddXkibj^kbg[bjdk]Zkhe`kibjXOdjkahd[jdTKkLbhi
Vdf][bik`fYekibjkbf]cjkhe`kibjdjkYhceOikhkVgiijdkfd
`gUgcgUjk^f^jeik\df^kibhikZfgeiT

LbhikYhckibjkVj[geege[kf\kibjk\]aakZhdig_gZhigfekf\kibjkYf^je
hdigcickgekibfcjk[hibjdge[cTk

M_>jjaXkhacfk9fgej`khekhdigcicOk_ffZjdhigUjWkibjk6dge_jkRidjji
;haajdXWkgekibjkibjekge`]cidghakcj_igfekf\kRf8fWkYbjdjkcbj
_feige]j`kifkjPZdjcckibjkJ\djj`f^kifkchXkYbhikGkbh`kifkchXkhckh
Yf^hekhdigciTKNC -eaXkgekdjidfcZj_ik`g`kcbjkdjhag:jkbfY
hVcfa]ijaXk_d]_ghakgikYhck\fdkbjdkhckhkXf]e[khdigcikifkbhUjkibgc
\djj`f^kifkZhgeikYbhikcbjkYheij`WkYgibkibjkc]ZZfdikf\kbjd
\jaafYkhdigcicTkRbjk`g`kefikbhUjkifkYfddXkhVf]ikchajckfdkYbjibjd
bjdk YfdSk Yhck Jiffk `g\\g_]aiKk \fdk ibjk Z]Vag_Tk Lbjk dhdj
_f^Vgehigfekf\kge`jZje`je_jkhe`kibjkfZZfdi]egiXkifkcbfY
heXibge[kcbjkYheij`kYhck[haUheg:ge[Tk7]dge[kibjkNI,Cckcbjkbh`
cgPkcfafkjPbgVgigfeckhikibjk6dge_jkRidjjik;haajdXWkjh_bkYgibkhaa
ejYkYfdSWkhckYjaakhckibdjjkcbfYckjacjYbjdjTkFRf^jk^j^Vjdckf\
ibhik[haajdXkVj_h^jk_afcjk\dgje`cWkge_a]`ge[kibgckYdgijdTEk

JQekh^h:ge[kdhe[jkf\kZjfZajk_h^jkgeifkf]dkcifdj\dfei
[haajdX%%\h_ifdXkYfdSjdck\df^kibhikejg[bVfdbff`kYbfk^g[bi
hcSk\gdcikg\kibjdjkYhckhekh`^gccgfek_bhd[jWkhckYjaakhckYfe`jd\]a
_dgig_ckagSjk.hYdje_jkQaafYhXWkYbfkYdfijkhVf]ikibjkhdigcicO
YfdSkYgibf]ikdj[hd`kifk[haajdXkcihi]ckfdk[je`jdTkLbjkjPZfc]dj
Yhck[djhiWkhe`k_dgig_hakh_SefYaj`[^jeikYhckSjXTKNN QaafYhX
YdfijWkgekfejkf\kbjdk\hUfdgijkdjUgjYcWkJ*]hegihkM_>jjaX
Z]dc]jckhekg_fef[dhZbXkgekYbg_bkcbjkjPZdjccjckibjkh]ifef^X
f\k\jhdkhe`kZhgekgek_djhi]djck_h][bikgekjPidj^jkcgi]higfecTkRbj
Zhgeickibjkb]^hekVf`XkagSjkhkcidhe`j`kcihd\gcbk`Xge[kgekibj
c]eTKN@ 8jdk\gehakgeUfaUj^jeikgekibjk_ffZjdhigUjk[haajdXkYfda`
YhckYgibkR-8-@CkgekibjkjhdaXkNI)CcTk

M_>jjaXOckc]V9j_ik^hiijdkaj`kifkbjdkZhdig_gZhigfekgek+B,9A
.C>=?@=9B*Wkhk[df]Zk\fd^j`kgekNI,=kVXkQegihkRij_SjakYgibkfibjd
Yf^jekhdigcickYbfk\jaikibjgdkYfdSkYhckVjge[k^gc]e`jdciff`
Vj_h]cjkibjXkYjdjk]cge[kibjkVf`Xkgekjdfig_WkZjdcfehaWkfdkcjP]ha
hdikYfdSk\df^khkYf^heOckZfgeikf\kUgjYTkLbjkjdfig_kidh`gigfe
bh`khaYhXckVjjekhVf]ikibjkZfYjdkf\k^jekfUjdkYf^jeWkYbjdj
ibjk\j^hajOckcjP]hakjPZjdgje_jkgckfejkf\kc]ddje`jdTkLbjgdckYhckh
ejYkahe[]h[jkf\kibjkVf`Xkibhik_dgig_ckhe`kibjkZ]Vag_k`g`kefi
SefYkbfYkifkZdf_jccTkM_>jjaXWkhafe[kYgibk*]`gibk<jdecijgeW
.f]gcjk<f]d[jfgcWkMhdiXk/`ajbjg`iWk/]eg_jk;fa`jeWkQeej
RbhdZWk*fhekRj^^jaWkhe`k8heehbkAgaSjWk\f]e`kibhikf\ijekibjgd
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Fig. 3. Juanita McNeely, Woman (1975), cut paper, 40” x 30”. Collection
the artist. 

Fig. 4. Juanita McNeely, Birth (1975), cut paper, 25” x 23”. Collection the
artist.



JUANITA McNEELYJAMES FUENTES

YfdSkYhckih[[j`khckjdfig_kfdkZfdef[dhZbg_WkYbg_bkYhckefikhi
haakibjgdkgeijeigfeTkFAbjekM_>jjaXkjPbgVgij`kZdgeickgekhk[df]Z
cbfYkhikhk.fe[kGcahe`k[haajdXWkibjkYfdSckje`j`k]Zkgekhk_afcjiW
ifkVjkcjjekfeaXkVXkdj?]jciTEkLbjcjkYf^jekhdigcickYheij`kif
ihSjk_feidfakfUjdkibjkYhXkibjgdkYfdSkYhckZdjcjeij`kgekibj
^j`ghkgekhk^fdjkh_igUjkYhXWk^hSjkgik_ajhdkibhikibjgdckYhckhkejY
ZjdcZj_igUj%%hkYf^heOckUgjYZfgei%%V]ikgikYhckcigaakhVf]ikibj
hdiTkLbjXkaj_i]dj`khe`kcbfYj`kYfdSkif[jibjdkhik>jYk&fdS
#egUjdcgiXWkR_bffakf\k"gc]hakQdicWkhe`kLbjk>jYkR_bffakhe`
Zhdig_gZhij`kgek`gc_]ccgfeckfekaf_hakijajUgcgfekgekhekj\\fdikif
_bhe[jk ibjk `gc_f]dcjTk DfdkM_>jjaXk ibjk hiijeigfek he`
`f_]^jeihigfekbjaZj`kifk_ahdg\XkYbhikcbjkYhck`fge[Tk

7jc_dgVge[khekJQdigcickLhaSkfekQdiKkZhejakgekMhd_bkNI,1W
YbjdjkM_>jjaXkYhckhkZhdig_gZheiWkRbhdfekAXVdheickdjZfdij`
ibhik

M_>jjaXk`jc_dgVj`khkZdf_jcckgekYbg_bkcbjk`jhackUjdX
_fec_gf]caXkYgibkbjdkc]V9j_ik^hiijdTkRbjkcihdickYgibkh
cZj_g\g_khcZj_ikf\kbjdcja\kfdkhkcZj_g\g_kcihijkf\k\jjage[kge
^ge`TkLbjekcbjkhiij^ZickifkcidgZkibjk_ag_b$kjaj^jeic
\df^kibjkg^h[jTkQikibgckZfgeikcbjkcihdickifkZahXkYgibkibj
Zahcig_k?]hagigjckf\kibjkZhgeige[k]eigakcbjk_hekg`jeig\X
ifihaaXkhe`k\djcbaXkYgibkgiTN=

LbgckZdf_jcckcigaak\fd^ckibjkVhcgckf\kM_>jjaXOckYfdST
-ekibjkij_beg_hakcg`jWkcbjkcihdickYgibki]dZjeigejWkh
dh[Wkhe`k_fafdkfekibjkVd]cbWk`dhYge[khe`kZhgeige[khi
ibjkch^jkig^jWkYgZge[khe`k^fUge[khe`kcbg\ige[
_feige]f]caXk]eigakibjk]e`jdZhgeige[kj^jd[jcTkLbj
bjhdikf\kM_>jjaXOckZdh_ig_jkgckSjjZge[kgik\djcbH
affSge[WkcfkibhikjUjekYgibk_feciheik_bhe[jckYgibgekh
Zgj_jWkgikejUjdkaffSckfUjdHZhgeij`TkRf^jig^jckcbj
ahXckibjk_heUhck\ahikfekibjk\affdWkZ]ickhkagiiajkYhijdkfe
gikhe`kibjek`dfZckfgakZhgeikgeifkgiWk_feidfaage[kgikVX
Vafiige[k Ygibk hk ZhZjdk ifYjaTk Lbjk Zdf_jcck f\
Zdgei^hSge[WkjcZj_ghaaXk^fefZdgeic%%\ag_Sge[W
`dhYge[WkYgZge[kYgibkhk_afib%%jebhe_j`kbjd
Zhgeige[kij_beg?]jkgekhk\djjge[kYhXTk

Qafe[kYgibkZdgeickhe`kZhgeige[ckfek_heUhcW
M_>jjaXkbhckhacfkjPbgVgij`kZhgeige[ckfek_jdh^g_c
he`k_]ikZhZjdkYfdSTkLbjcjk^j`ghkgekZhdig_]ahdkdjahij
ifkYfdSge[kibjkc]d\h_jkgekhk`g\\jdjeikYhXTkAbjekhi
ig^jcWkcbjkYf]a`kdjh_bkhkZfgeikgekbjdkYfdSkfe
_heUhckYbjdjkcbjk\jaikcbjkejj`j`kJifk[fkcf^jZah_j
jacjWKkibjcjkfibjdk^j`ghkYf]a`kJcbhSjk]Zkbjdk^ge`
he`kZdfUfSjkejYkYhXckf\k`jhage[kYgibkibjk\g[]djTK
AfdSge[kfekibjkdf]e`kc]d\h_jkf\khkUhcjkfdk`dhYge[kh
agejkYgibkc_gccfdck^fUge[kibdf][bkZhZjdkFYgibkef
Zdjag^gehdXk`dhYge[EkYf]a`kc][[jcikejYk\fd^ckif
ibjkhdigciTkGekNI,3Wkibjk_bhaaje[jkf\kibjk_]ikZhZjd
YfdSkaj`kbjdkifk_djhijkhkejYk^f`jk\fdkibgck^j`g]^T
Rbjk_haaj`kgikJjPjd_gcjckf\kibjk^ge`WKkcjjge[kbfY
^heXk_]ickcbjk_f]a`k^hSjkifk[jikibjkg^h[jdX
Ygibf]ikibjkZgj_jk_faahZcge[kfeifkibjk\affdTkGekibjcj
cbh`fYHhe`Hag[bik`dhYge[ckgekcZh_jWkibjk\g[]djkcgic
f]ik\df^kibjkc]d\h_jWkVj_f^ge[kha^fcikhkibdjjH
`g^jecgfehakcbh`fYHVfPkZhZjdkbhe[ge[Wk?]gij

\dh[gajTkLbjcjkZhZjdkYfdSck_feidgV]ij`kifkibjkcidgZZge[k`fYekf\
bjdk_f^ZfcgigfecTkLbjk\g[]djcWkc]_bkhck"?7D> FNI,30kDg[Tk=EkYjdj
efYkYbgijkhe`khafejkfekhkYbgijk[df]e`WkjUjdXibge[kjacjk\gehaaX
ihSjekhYhXTk&B@A9EFNI,30kDg[Tk5Ekgckbja`kif[jibjdkVXk9]cikhk\jY
ge_bjckf\k]e_]ikZhZjdkhdf]e`kibjk\f]dkcg`jcTkQkZjhdkcbhZj`
Zfdidhgikf\khkUh[gehk[gUge[kVgdibkifkhkYf^hek[gUge[kVgdibkifkh
VhVXk]igag:jckibjkcbh`fYckifkZdf9j_ikibjkYf^heOckaj[ckhe`kibj
c^haakbjh`khe`khd^kj^jd[ge[kifYhd`ck]cTkGikgckhekg^h[jkf\
Ybfajejcckhe`k_feej_igUgiXWkVfibkYgibgekibjk^j`g]^khe`
ZcX_bg_haaXTk-ejkdjUgjYjdkYdfij2kJLbgckcjec]hakhe`k^h_hVdj
g^h[jdXWkgek_f^VgehigfekYgibkibjkYbgijHfeHYbgijk`jag_h_Xkf\
ibjcjkYfdScWkdjc]aickgekhkij_beg_hakif]dk`jk\fd_jTKN5 Lbjkg^h[jc
hdjkVfibk_feihgej`WkVhdjaXWkhe`kdjajhcj`Wkhckibjkag[bik_f^jc
ibdf][bkibjkagejkhe`kibjkVhcHdjagj\kf\kibjk\g[]djk_hcickcbh`fYcT
&B@A9 ^fcikZ]djaXkjPZdjccjckibjkhdigciOck`jcgdjk\fdk^fUj^jei
hafejkifkcbfYkj^figfeTk

Lbjk_]iHZhZjdkg^h[jckf\k\g[]djck\afhige[kcjj^ge[aXkYgibkef
c]ZZfdikYjdjkf\khkZgj_jkYgibkibjkhdigciOckZhgeige[ckibhikXjhdW
hVf]ikYbhikcbjkYhckjPZjdgje_ge[kYgibkhkejYkVf]ikf\k_he_jdW
bjdkahcikhe`kibjk^fcik`g\\g_]aikifkVjhiTkRbjkYjeikibdf][bkh
Zdf_jcckf\kag[bijege[kbjdkag\jWk`gc_hd`ge[kZfccjccgfecWk`djccge[
gekYbgijWkcg^Zag\Xge[Wkhckg\kibgckag[bijdkcja\k_f]a`kibjek\aX
ibdf][bkibgckgaaejccTkQ^g`cikg^h[jckf\khe[jdkhe`kZhgeWkhckge
5?%B>,E:9@?4,9 FNI,30kDg[Tk3k `jihga!Ekgckhkcidfe[kYf^he
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Fig.5. Juanita McNeely, Moving Through (detail) (1975), oil on linen, 8’ x 34’.
Collection the artist.

ajhZge[kgek\dfeikf\khkVjh]ig\]aaXkcbh`fYj`kVa]jkhe`kUgfaji
YhaaTkQekhe[aj`kdj\aj_igfekf\khkYge`fYkagej`kYgibka]cbkZaheic
\gaackibjkZhejakYgibkag[biTkLbgck\g[]djOck_feej_igfekYgibkibj
fibjdkZhejackagjckgekibjk^Xcijdgf]ck`jjZkdj`kUjgackfekbjdk_bjci
he`kZ]Vg_khdjhTkRbjkVjhdckibjk^hdSckf\kibjkjPZjdgje_jckcbjk\agjc
hVfUjTkLbjkahcikZhejaWk_f^ZajijaXkYbgijWkhacfkcbfYckhkafej
Yf^hekajhZge[TkRbjkgckZhdh`fPg_haaXkhaf\ikhe`kcidfe[WkYgibkef
UgcgVajk^jheckf\kc]ZZfdiTk

GekibjkNI,CcWkM_>jjaXk^jik*jdj^Xk.jVjecbfeWkhkc_]aZifdW
YdgijdWkcjik`jcg[ejdkhe`kZdf\jccfdkf\khdiWkYbfkYf]a`kVj_f^j
bjdkcj_fe`kb]cVhe`Tk.jVjecbfekYhckgeUfaUj`kgekibjk-Zje
LbjhijdkYgibk*fjkhe`kRbh^gkBbhgSgekhe`kibjkZahXYdg[bik*jheH
Bah]`jkUhekGihaagjWkhe`kM_>jjaXk\jaikibjXkYjdjk`fge[kfekibj
cih[jkYbhikcbjkYhck`fge[kfek_heUhc2kYfdSge[kcZfeihejf]caX
ifk_djhijkYfdSk_faaj_igUjaXkibhikYhck\]aakf\k^fUj^jeikhe`
UgVdhe_XTk7jhage[kYgibkj^figfeckgekhk`gdj_ikYhXWkibjXkcih[j`
ibjgdkYfdSkgekhkciXajkibhikYhckhagUjkhe`kjPZdjccgfegcig_T

Rbjkhe`k.jVjecbfek^fUj`kifkDdhe_jkgekNI)@k\fdkcgPk^feibc
YbjekM_>jjaXkbh`khkijh_bge[kchVVhig_ha%%cbjkZhgeij`kYbgajkbj
^h`jkc_]aZi]djTk#e\fdi]ehijaXWkibjgdkcihXkje`j`kYbjekM_>jjaX
`h^h[j`kbjdkcZgehak_fd`kYbjekcbjkVjeikfUjdkifkcbhSjkbhe`c
Ygibkhkc^haakVfXkhe`kidgZZj`kfekhekjeib]cghcig_kZ]ZZXTk-Ujdkibj
XjhdcWkdh`ghigfekidjhi^jeickbh`kYjhSjej`kbjdkVf`XWk^hSge[kbjd
\haak?]gijkcjdgf]cTkQ\ijdkdji]dege[kifk>jYk&fdSWkcbjkYhck\fd_j`kif
]cjkhkYbjja_bhgdWkhe`kbjdkdj_]Zjdhigfekdj?]gdj`kbjdkifkajccje
bjdkgeijecjkgeUfaUj^jeikgekVfibk\j^gegcikhe`khdigcik_faahVfdhigUj
_f^^]egigjcN3 he`kifkdj`]_jkbjdkijh_bge[kc_bj`]ajTk6hgeige[W
haYhXckhkZdgfdgiXWkefYk_fec]^j`kbjdkjejd[XTk7jcZgijk`f_ifdOc
fd`jdcWkhe`kYgibk.jVjecbfeOckbjaZWkcbjk_feige]j`kYfdSge[kfe
ahd[jk_heUhcjc(^jjige[kjh_bkejYk_bhaaje[jkhckgik_h^jT

MheXkf\kbjdkZhgeige[ck_jajVdhij`kJf]icg`jdcTKk-ejkcjdgjckf\
Zfdidhgick\df^k^j^fdXkge_a]`j`kDdje_bkZdfcigi]ijckhe`
\ah^VfXheik_bhdh_ijdck\df^k;djjeYg_bk"gaah[jkhe`k>jYk&fdST
8jdk_fafdkVj_h^jk9jYjaHagSjkhckcbjkhaafYj`kbjdcja\kifkje9fXkibj
h_ikf\kZhgeige[WkdhibjdkibhekVjge[k_h][bik]Zkgek^fdjkZjdcfeha
c]V9j_ik^hiijdTk6fdidhXj`kYgibkibjgdk^fcikchagjeik_bhdh_ijdgcig_c
?]gijkZdf^gejeiWkjh_bkZjdcfeh[jkgck]eg?]jTkQ`^giij`aXWkcbjkgc
`dhYekifkZjfZajk]eh\dhg`kf\kjPZdjccge[kYbfkibjXkhdjWkf\ije
ZjfZajkidj^Vage[kfekibjkj`[jTk8jdkje_f]eijdkYgibkibj^k_hekVj
^geg^haWkhckgek:CDEDAE&�E/<A7D>�=E0D<7E�??7EFNI)=0kDg[Tk1ETkQ
^fibjdkhe`khkcfekhdjk`djccj`k\hV]af]caXk\fdkibjgdkYjjSaXkdgi]ha
f\kijh2kbjkgekhkYbgijkc]gikhe`kcZhickYgibkhkdj`kif]ZjjkfekifZkf\
bgckYbgijk_]dacWkhe`kcbjWkVjaXge[kbjdkh[jWk`djccj`kgekhk\dgaaX
ZgeSkc]^^jdk`djcckhe`k[afUjckYgibkhkYg`jkc]ebhikVj`j_Sj`
Ygibk\afYjdcTk8jk[jeiaXkbfa`ck]Zkhkijh_]ZkifkbjdkagZckYbgajkcbj
bfa`ckhkahd[jkci]\\j`kheg^hakYgibkhk^hi_bge[k`djccTkLbjk_fafdc
hdjk`jag_hijWkag[bikhe`k\dfibX%%cbh`jckf\kZgeSWkZhajkfdhe[jkhe`
YbgijWkYgibkhkcZdge[k[djjekZhiijdekVjbge`kibj^kdjZdjcjeige[
ibjkZha^cTkLbjkc]d\h_jk^fUj^jeikgckagSjkibjk\a]iijdkf\kV]iijd\aX
Yge[cTkLbjkdjhagiXkhe`kibjk\heihcXkf\kibgckf``k_f]Zajkgc
Vdf][bikifkag\jTkM_>jjaXOckZfYjdkf\kUgc]hak^j^fdg:higfe
_f^VgejckYgibkbjdkfdg[gehagiXkhe`kj^figfehak_feijeikifk_djhij
b]^hekg^h[jdXkf\kjPidhfd`gehdXkjejd[Xkhe`kag\jTk

>fik]eigakhk\jYkXjhdckh\ijdkibjkh__g`jeikgekDdhe_jk`g`kibhi
jPZjdgje_jkVj_h^jkc]V9j_ik^hiijdk\fdkM_>jjaXTk<j[geege[kge
NI)3kcbjk`jhaikYgibkibgckag\jHhaijdge[k^f^jeikgek:@2=;D8C;-DAB;-
FNI)3H)10k6aTkN@k `jihga!E0kbjdkahd[jcikYfdSWkhik1OkPk3@Okhe`

_f^Zdgcge[kibgdijjekZhejacWkcbjkYfdSj`kfekhaakibjkZhejackhikibj
ch^jkig^jkfUjdkhkZjdgf`kf\kfejkXjhdWkYdhZZge[kibj^khdf]e`kbjd
jeigdjkagUge[kcZh_jTkGikgckhk^hcijdYfdSkVXkhekge`f^gihVajkcZgdgiWkh
Vdg`[jkVjiYjjekbjdkjhdaXkhe`kahijdkYfdSkYbjdjkcbjkajhdej`
h[hgekifkhdig_]ahijkibjke]`jk\djjaXWkhckbjdkfYekVf`Xkefkafe[jd
jPj^Zag\gj`kYbhikhkVf`Xk_f]a`k`fTk7jcZgijkibjkdjcidg_igfeckf\
ibjkYbjja_bhgdWkbjdkVf`XkVj_h^jk\ajPgVajkhe`k^fUj`kh_dfcckbjd
ahd[jk _heUhcjcTk R^haak _heUhcjcWk chXck M_>jjaXWk cjj^
Jg^ZfccgVajK(cbjkejj`ckibjkahd[jkhdjehk\fdkibgckcjecjkf\kdjha
ZbXcg_hak^fUj^jeiTkLbjkahd[jkcg:jWkcbjkchXcWkjehVajckUgjYjdckif
g^h[gejkibj^cjaUjckYhaSge[kgeifkibjkYfda`ckcbjk_djhijc(he`
\fdkibgckdjhcfekcbjkdj?]gdjckbjdkYfdSkifkVjkb]e[kafYTkLbjkZheja
Zhgeige[ckijaakhkcifdXWk^h`jkYgibk_fafdWk\fd^Wkhe`k_feijeiWkhckibj
UgjYjdk^fUjck\df^kZhejakifkZhejaTk

:@2=;D8C;-DAB;- gckfd[heg:j`kdbXib^g_haaXWkc?]hdjkZhejac
\aheSj`kVXkUjdig_hakZhejacWkYgibkhkZ]acjkf\k`hdSk_XZdjccjckfd
`gh[fehak Vah_Sk Zfajck ^hd_bge[k ibdf][bk cf^jk f\k ibj
Vh_S[df]e`cWkZgjd_ge[kibjkcZh_jkhdf]e`kag[bijdWkVdg[bijd
b]^hekhe`kheg^hak\g[]djckgekibjk\fdj[df]e`TkRidfe[k_feidhcic
he`khekfZjeWk_feige]f]ck_f^ZfcgigfekigjkibjkZhejackif[jibjd
Ygibk^fUj^jeiWkhk_feciheikibdf][bf]iTk8]^hek\g[]djckcYge[
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Fig. 6. Juanita McNeely, Tea at B. Altman’s Palm Room (1983), oil on
linen, 72” x 44”. Collection the artist.
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he`kajhZk\djjaX0khkZhdighaaXk`gc^j^Vjdj`
Vf`Xkbhe[ck\df^khkcidhZkVXkibjkaj[kYbgaj
hefibjdkc_djh^ge[k\g[]djkcZgeckfekhk`gc_TkGe
ibjkahcikZhejaWkibjkfZjek^f]ibkf\khekhZjk\gaac
ibjkUjdig_hak_heUhckgekYbhikhZZjhdckifkVjkh
Vaff`_]d`age[kc_djh^kFDg[Tk,ETkMfdjk`dgZc
he`kcZahcbjckbjg[bijekibjkjejd[Xkf\kibjkZhgei
hckM_>jjaXk\jaikibjkejj`kJifk^hSjkibjk][aX
he`kibjkijddgVajkVjh]ig\]ak\fdk^Xcja\TKkLbj
`jaj_ihVajkUgfajikhe`ki]d?]fgcjkb]jckhe`
a]^gef]ck\ajcbk`fkibgcT

Gek ibjk ahijk NIICcWk ^fdjk _f^ZajP
_f^Zfcgigfeckj^jd[j`Wk\gaage[kibjk_heUhcW
f\ijek`jZg_ige[k\aff`j`kgeijdgfdckYgibkibj
\g[]djkZjd_bj`kZdj_hdgf]caXkfekhkah``jdkfd
cYge[TkLdhZZj`kgekibjkci]`gfkVXkefYWkbjd
jPZjdgje_jkf\kVjge[k_afcj`kgekgckjPZdjccj`
_ajhdaXkgekibjcjkZhgeige[cTkGe_djhcge[aXkhk^fdj
cX^Vfag_k_feijPikj^jd[j`Wk`gcigaage[kdjhagiX
he`k ^hSge[k ibjk cihij^jeik \djcbTk Rbj
_feige]haaXkcidfUjk\fdkdg_bkc]d\h_jckhe`k_fafd
ibhik cge[cWk cf^jig^jck Ygibk hk _ahcbge[
_bdf^hig_kdhe[jWkhckgckf\ijekibjkhdigaajdXkf\
jPZdjccgfegcikZhgeijdckf\k`g\\g_]aikYfdSTk#D88C@
FNIII0k6aTkN=E gekbjdkAge`fYkRjdgjckcbfYckh
\j^hajk\g[]djk\haage[kifYhd`ckibjkYhijdkVjafYW
c]ddf]e`j`kVXkhekje_afcge[kdff^kbja`k]ZkVX
hk^jidfef^jH_fa]^eTk<a]jckhe`k[djjeckYgib
`hdSkcbh`fYckgekibjkVh_S[df]e`kbjaZkVdge[
ibjk\g[]djk\fdYhd`TkLgaij`kVah_Skah``jdckhe`
ahiig_jckgekibjk\fdj[df]e`k\dh^jkhe`k_feihge
bjdkhckcbjk\afhickgek^g`HhgdTkLbdf][bkhkZ]cbH
Z]aak`Xeh^g_WkM_>jjaXkgck`jhage[kYgibk\jhdc
he`keg[bi^hdjckibhik^heXkf\k]ckbhUjkhe`khdj
efikjhcXkifk\h_jT
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Fig. 7. Juanita McNeely,
Tryscadeckatick, Ape (detail)
(1985-86), oil on linen, 6’ x 52’.
Collection the artist.

Fig. 8. Juanita McNeely, I Saw (2009), oil on linen, 40” x 42”. Collection the artist.

Fig. 9. Juanita McNeely, Free Figure Series: Life (2009), oil on linen, 44” x 50”. Collection the artist.

M_>jjaXOckh_igUgc^kiffSkhkejYki]dekYbjekcbjkVj_h^jkh
cZfSjcYf^hek\fdk"jdXkRZj_ghakQdicWk\f]e`j`kgekAhcbge[ifeW
7TBTWkVXk*jhek+jeej`XkR^gibkhe`kgeijdehigfehaaXkVXkh
_f^^giijjkf\kh^Vhcch`fdcOkYgUjcTkM_>jjaXkZhdig_gZhij`khckh
9]`[jkgekibjgdkcbfYcWk ge_a]`ge[kibjkAbgijk8f]cjk@CCib

QeegUjdchdXkQdik/PbgVgigfekgekNII@TkLbjkjPZjdgje_jkYhc
gecZgdge[k\fdkibjkhdigci(hekfZZfdi]egiXkifkihSjkZhdikgekhe
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gekbjdkci]`gfk\fdkhk6<RkcZj_ghakfekibjkfd[heg:higfeTN1

4j_jeiaXWkgek^fdjk`hdge[aXkjPj_]ij`kYfdScWkM_>jjaXkbhc
dji]dej`kifkcg^Zajdk_f^ZfcgigfecWkYgibk_heUhcjck`f^gehij`
VXkYhcbjckf\k_fafdkhe`k^hcijd\]ak`dhYge[k\fdkhk`Xeh^g_
j\\j_iTkLbjcjkYfdScWk`fejkYgibkhk \jjage[kf\k cZjj`khe`
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_heUhc0kfZjek^f]ibj`Wkgickb]e_bj`kcbf]a`jdckhdjkZ]aaj`kVh_S
VXkafe[khd^ckVjiYjjekjPije`j`kihZjdj`Wk`gh[fehakaj[cTkLbgc
ahd[jkcgjeehHigeij`kBHcbhZjkUgVdhijckfekhk_heUhckcigaakahd[jaX
YbgijWkc]ddf]e`j`kVXkdhZg`Wkj^hehige[kcidfSjckhe`kdh`ghei
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agej`k]Zkhaak^XkYfdSWkXf]O`kbhUjk^Xkag\jTKk�

����� "��"��  !�� gckhekh`9]e_ikQccf_ghijk6df\jccfdkgekQdi
8gcifdXkhik6hdcfeckLbjk>jYkR_bffak \fdk7jcg[eWkhe`kh
\g[]dhigUjkZhgeijdkdjZdjcjeij`kVXkibjk<a]jkMf]eihgek;haajdXkge
>jYk&fdSkBgiXTk
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Self (1968) is a self-portrait and the figure in the fishbowl is 
me, really. I didn’t try to paint me exactly, but the hand in the 
fishbowl, just for me, said that I was in something, trying to 
hold on and still live, with just enough water for the day. Look 
at Matisse’s fishbowls—they are di!erent but very beautiful.

I always painted men and women, and when I started thinking 
about painting women, the vagina was big to me. I wanted to 
impress how real and important it is: the center of woman is 
the center of her potential womanhood, physically as well as 
emotionally. From there, she could hopefully have a child. It’s 
complicated—I had lost the ability to have children because 
of medical sterilization. I had the imagery to paint women, but 
I don’t know how I was open enough to be able to do it. On the 
Edge (1970s) is a very large vagina. I was showing in SoHo 
in New York, and it was really when SoHo was just starting 
to have gallery stu!. Many people walked in. They were so 
aghast, like they didn’t know what they were looking at. And 
on top of that, if they looked, they didn’t know if they should. I 
remember some men came to the door and asked if they had 
to pay to come in.

I always envisioned Woman’s Psyche (1968) as a four- or 
more-panel piece. Even when I was a very young student, I 
started making triptychs and things like that. I felt like I was 

never finished with the story; I just wanted another story, so 
I just kept adding panels. With Woman’s Psyche, I really had 
no idea at first what I was going to have at the end. It made 
sense that I would have the woman being me of course, an 
arm outstretched and pulling against what looks like a black 
phallic form. On the far-right panel of this piece, I was wringing 
the neck of this chicken-creature because they controlled 
something. I wanted to physically rip out what I couldn’t 
stand. The animals depicted in the piece became very real 
to me. Some were really loving, some were hateful. Animals, 
when you depict them, can be more brutal and more loving 
than humans. The woman in the central panel I was thinking 
was quite beautiful. I loved the look of the red coming around 
underneath her nose. I found out after from a physician—
because I didn’t know this and I don’t know who does—that a 
lot of women also bleed from the nose during their menstrual 
cycle. So, I had depicted a lot of blood every place, and many 
people, particularly women, were shocked. I remember one 
woman came in and said, “How can you do this? How can 
you have these bleeding people? Don’t you realize I have a 
daughter who’s going to come in here?” I just looked and 
thought, Don’t come in if you don’t want to. I didn’t ask you. 
But I said instead, “This is life you’re looking at. When you’re 
looking at all this blood, these are going to be your children 
if you’re lucky.”  I never understood people so horrified over 

blood. I mean, it’s both life and death. When I was very young, 
I had a lot of hemorrhaging going on, so blood was only too 
real for me, and it was just a part of my life, so I did it. There 
was a beauty of being so free in my mind at the time. I wanted 
to paint stories about women. 

Things were raw and people were coming right up to the work 
to see it. A woman who was a feminist and who was always 
going around doing reviews and who had classes in a few 
places, was told by some of her students that she should 
come see my show. I was in the gallery when she came in—I 
didn’t know who she was—and she said to my friends who 
were in the gallery with me, “Who’s the artist here? Is she 
crazy? There’s something really disturbing about the work. 
Does she need a shrink, or what?” Well, I was standing right 
there and it was a gift given from heaven. I just went over 
and said, “Excuse me, I’m Juanita McNeely. I thought maybe 
you’d want to meet me.” And that was it. I never got a review 
after that. A lot of people thought it was crazy; that didn’t stop 
me. I think there’s a certain amount of power in it. I didn’t 
have a gallery director—it was a co-op gallery and so I was 

on my own. The males that came into the gallery were really 
insulting. You’re listening to their comments and you think 
you’re going to kill them. 

You realize you don’t ever want to go to another opening 
because it did away with my illusion of what the safety line 
was for me. That’s when you realize if you have a gallery 
director, they are protection for you. It was so wonderful when 
James Fuentes came to me; I was bowled over. No one had 
ever come to me and said, “I like your work. I think I’d like 
to show it.” I’ve been very blessed with James and everyone 
else who has given me the love and support I needed. I’m very 
fortunate I now have a husband and partner that is everything 
a person, a man, an artist should be, so I’m very blessed. 
When we got married it was 1982. We already knew who we 
were and we’re certainly still together and still enjoy the time 
with each other. You go for a long time where you’re trying to 
say something, and if they don’t want to let you say it, you just 
keep going.   

—Juanita McNeely

Left to right: Self, 1968, oil on linen, 48 x 36 in. (121.9 x 91.4 cm), acquired in 2022
On the Edge, 1970s, oil on linen, 90 x 59 1/2 in. (228.6 x 151.1 cm), acquired in 2022
Woman’s Psyche, 1968, oil on linen, 146 x 126 in. (370.8 x 320 cm) overall, acquired in 2022
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Femnistiche Kunst International Haags, Gemeent Museum, 
The Hague, Netherlands

1978 The Figure, Richmond College, New York, NY
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Keenan Art Center, New York, NY
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National Museum of Art, Taipei, Taiwan

Ching Hsing Gallery, Taipei, Taiwan

In Her Own Image, Philadelphia Museum of Art, PA

Warren Bendek Gallery, New York, NY

Performing Arts Center, Huntington, NY

Brookwood East Art Gallery, New York, NY

Walcott-Field Gallery, New York, NY

1973 Barnard College, New York, NY

1972 Palacio de las Bellas Artes, Mexico City, Mexico

Woman Artists at International House, New York, NY

1966 15th Annual Peoria Art Center, Peoria, IL

1965 Second Biennial Invitational Print Show, Chicago Art Institute, 
IL

5th Fine Arts Exhibition Container Corporation of America, 
Rock Island, IL
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Bradley University, Peoria, IL

Annual Exhibition, Evansville Museum of Art, IN

Happening, Allan Kaprow, IL

1959 St. Louis Artist Guild, St. Louis, MO

Three Arts Center Exhibition, People’s Art Center, 
St. Louis, MO

1958 St. Louis Art Museum, St. Louis, MO

People’s Art Center, Annual Exhibition, St. Louis, MO



AWARDS AND GRANTS

2004 Ellin P. Speyer Prize for Painting, National Academy Museum 
179th Invitational, NY

Contemporary American Painting Exhibition, New York, NY

2003 Honor Roll, Women Artists, Major Contributors to Second 
Wave Feminist Revolution, 1966-80

1992 Speaker and National Art Juror Exhibition, White House, 200th 
Anniversary Laying of Cornerstone, Washington, D.C.

1986
-87

Painting Grant, The Pollock-Krasner Foundation

1983
-84

Painting Grant, The Adolph & Esther Gottlieb Foundation

1976
-77

Painting Grant, New York Council for the Arts, C.A.P.S.

SELECTED PUBLIC BROADCASTS

2007 Video interview, Kate Leonard, McNeely’s Studio, 
New York, December

1996 Video of Lecture, Montclair State University, 
Montclair, NJ

1992 “A Very Special Arts Story... Freedom of Expression,” VSA 
Productions, directed by Kara Kennedy, National Public TV 
Broadcast, October 25

1975 “Arts,” WBAI Radio, interview by Judith Veivell, December

“51st State,” studio interview by Lisa Finer, Channel 13 TV & 
Fifth Ave. Cinema, April
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“Women Artists” panel, four shows, Feminist News & 
Comment, Cable TV, Channel C

PUBLICATIONS

2022 JFP05: Juanita McNeely, James Fuentes Press, New York

SELECTED COLLECTIONS

Brandeis University, Women's Studies Research Center 
Collection, Waltham, MA

Haimowitz Collection, NY

Minneapolis Institute of Art, MN

National Museum of History & Art, Contemporary Collection, 
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Oakleigh Collection, Skidmore College, NY

Palacio de las Bellas Artes, Mexico City, Mexico

Rubell Museum, Miami, FL and Washington, DC

Southern Illinois University, Morris Library, Carbondale, IL
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Whitney Museum of American Art, New York, NY
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