.\ don’t have to know [C aire Rosenfeld' s] resune to perceive her
know edge of art history, her conscious and nethodi cal use of
techni que..even for the purpose of freeing herself fromtechnique.

The New York artist has the “feel” of expressionismand has studied it
profoundly. Wth her human figures, clothed or nude, imersed in an
idyllic nature evocative of the cosnpbs, bathed in spirituality, she
identifies especially with the pioneers of the “Brucke.” To these

i nherited, dom nant, recreated val ues she adds tropical nocturnity, the
faces and colors of the Cari bbeen m xed races.

Movi ng between reality and nmystery, between daylight and m st, then

wi nki ng a sudden eye in the direction of Picasso’ s “denpiselles

d’ Avignon,” Claire Rosenfeld denpbnstrates a freedom and versatility that
certainly triunmph in this group of Artists in Residence. In a system of
correspondences — rather than oppositions — that is a constant throughout
her work, we nust not forget to nmention the inplicit synesthetic

rel ati onshi p between her painting and nusic.

The artist’s virtuosity becones apparent in the variety of processes she
uses, in the alternation of techniques. She handl es pen and ink draw ng,
pastel s, nonotype, and oils ably and prolifically. She |oves
transparenci es and the econony of nedias, but there are studies — the word
applies well to her snmaller formats — where she deepens, intensifies,

thi ckens the pignent...The at nospheres are nore than external environnents,
they becone internal and theatrical

We have the inpression.that her work, hovering between qui etude and
anxiety, is always questioning itself, just as her protagonists
i nterrogate space and the el enments of the earth.

Mari anne de Tol entino
Listin Diario, Dom nican Republic
(transl ated from Spani sh)

In Claire Rosenfeld' s art, the colors rem nd us that people as well as
things are conposed of and permeated by fire, water, air, earth, and
[imtless space: Fire as light and sun and warnth of enbracing bodies; air
as mute speech and expressive gesture, flute song and echoi ng breath of
nount ai ns; water as baptisnmal fount and fluidical essence of hunan and
arboreal |inbs and branches; earth as the solid-seeming ‘I am of
creatures and things; and space--limtless space--in the seeing and
knowi ng wi t hout which this harnoni ous world would coll apse into shreds of
unfeeling matter.

Thi s | andscape of prinordial innocence is not one we have lost. W just
tend to forget it very deeply, to the point where we cannot use the word
‘paradi se’ without inplied ironic quotes. It is not an inmaginary place; we
carry it in our bodies, as small children, lovers, and also the very old
are sonetinmes able to show us. C aire Rosenfeld s paintings and draw ngs
are anmong the rare authentic rem nders in contenporary art of our

conti nued presence in paradise.



Joel Agee

Claire Rosenfeld s paintings and drawi ngs have the brilliance of Fauve
colors and glare with the stark enotion of Gernan Expressionism yet nopst
of all, they distinguish thenselves with a conplexity and evol uti on of
nood that are strictly individual. (They) are scenes rather than

| andscapes — famliar in their seductive fantasy, but strange — al nost

sensational — in the conpelling irony between heated colors and coldly
pl acid nmoods. The luminosity of the bright primary colors breaks forth
with poetic nmagnitude, illumnating the figures isolated in stark

reveries. In one painting, three of themrest at a riverside, absorbed in
the nmonent: they are unfeatured, one is cloaked as if by Bergman or Minch
and the darkness of the cobalt blue sky electrifies the stillness with a
feeling of anticipation.

Ms. Rosenfeld s early work was | oose and |luscious, with less startling
noods. I n her recent paintings and draw ngs she evolved into nore
control |l ed handling of space. Her drawi ngs (in pastel, shellac and/or dry
pi gnment) became tools for working out the areas of her work which weren't
yet fornul ated, allow ng her, for instance, to “introduce new people to
the beaches and to see how the dark figures were reacting in brilliant

pl aces or how brilliant figures worked in dark places, finding the inages
that are a part of those places.”

Her way to apply paint — bright over dark over bright — in some instances
— shows how she reaches into the darkness to pull out the light. And just
as the colors come at the viewer in flashes, the figures gesture with

poi gnancy. The climate of anxiety and the anticipation resolve thensel ves
in the bright/dark stillness where tine is congeal ed: “the dynanmics are
becom ng nore inportant than knowi ng what will take place. Medievalists
felt this way — anticipating the place being not mne, but becomng its
own.”

Laura Sue Schwart z
Arts Magazi ne

An artist can't sinply will into being the spirit of apainting. It arises
fromcircunstances too conplex to predict or evenenunerate. But it's clear
that this spirit always involves two types ofinsight: fluency in the

| anguage of art, and real-life experience. O aireRosenfeld s | um nous work
reveal s plenty of both kinds of know edge—which is tosay that she not only
knows how to speak as an artist, but also has sonethingto say.

Rosenfeld s art is inseparable fromher affinity for natureand its
spiritual resonances. Based in New York City, she travels regularly tothe
hi gh deserts of the Anerican Sout hwest and Mexi co on extended

pai ntingtrips, and in past years has journeyed throughout Europe and to

I ndi a, Turkey, I ndonesia, and Morocco. Al these experiences resoundin her
work, in the affection she expresses equally for desert sunsets andbathers
in waterfalls, for undul ati ng nountains and figures as strong andsi nuous
as trees. Wth such nmotifs she uncovers a quiet radiance—a ki nd of persona



nysticism—+n their sinplified forns and intensified col ors.

The artist conbines nmedia as effortlessly as shebl ends experiences of
life and art. The results are an ongoi ng vi sion oftranscendent nature, and
of cleansing water, air and light. In their presence,the viewer feels
cl eansed and renewed as wel |

John Goodrich



