
 

 
 
New York 

Sarah Charlesworth 
NEW MUSEUM 
235 Bowery 
July 15, 2015–September 20, 2015  
 
Laurie Simmons recalled encountering a trove 
of unfinished work in Sarah Charlesworth’s 
studio shortly after her death: “There was more 
green than I had ever seen in one art project . 
. . and that was how Sarah left us, with this 
beautiful—the green of springtime, the green of 
promise, and the idea that things weren’t 
ending, that there was a new beginning.” That 
verdant sense of imagination suffuses 
“Doubleworld,” Charlesworth’s first major 
survey in this city, and quite unlikely her last. 
Immersing oneself in more than forty years of 
this artist’s strange and searching eye, one is 
witness to a dexterous mind that could 
combine the seductiveness of the 
photographic surface and space with an 
inexorably Conceptualist rigor. 
 
Elegantly and quite frequently, Charlesworth used photomontage as an illusion-breaking 
device to interrogate the junkyard of overlapping imagery and meanings within the histories of 
art, photography, and popular culture, culminating in tableaux that could look like hybrids of 
outdoor advertising, fashion spreads, and National Geographic. One sees this most pointedly 
in Gold, from the “Objects of Desire” series, 1983–88, which reads like a flowchart of 
conspicuous consumption throughout history, a survey of this precious metal’s various 
incarnations and perversions, from pre-Columbian death masks and medieval tchotchkes to 
1980s designer wristwatches and a gold lamé swimsuit. 
But the didacticism of a lot of these dyed-in-the-wool Pictures-era works utterly melts away 
when we come to later series such as “0+1,” 2000, and “Available Light,” 2012, spacious and 
metaphysical bodies of work that are studies in the colors blue and white as luminous, palpably 
physical experiences. Make no mistake—these aren’t sentimental, late-in-life studio 
dalliances. Charlesworth’s meticulousness, even ruthlessness, as a thinker and maker is in 
high gear throughout these images. After all, unrepentant beauty is rarely for the weak of 
heart. 	
	

- Alex Jovanovich 
	


