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Study for Hotel Girl
1981  chalk on paper  19 ¾” x 13”



Jane Dickson: Light in the Night

Just what have we got here, in these paintings and drawings by Jane Dickson? Her art has the 
�avor of night in Times Square, unsurprising since as a young artist she had her studio there, 
when the place was less family-friendly. Her pictures take us right down onto the pavement, into 
the swarm of tra c, where the shadowed streetscape comes to life in skittish, tempting re�ec-
tions. And they take us up higher, to the windows and roofs of the city’s brick citadels, where 
faceless �gures peer down, asking, what was that? What’s going on? Sometimes it’s something, 
other times it’s just a person waiting in a puddle of light. They are the watchers, and so are we.

What else does the night o�er? Amusements for adults, like a stripper on stage, lit in crimson and 
black, a mixture of passion and gloom. She’s not seen straight on, but rather as a re�ection in a 
huge mirror. And amusements for children and families, a Ferris wheel and a swing ride. It’s a car-
nival that spins us around with jubilant menace, almost as if to help us escape the laws that govern 
our everyday lives. It’s a good subject for painting, this perishable joy, this humble pageant. We 
can still see, even though we’re surrounded by speeding darkness.  

Two more pictures engulf the viewer in a journey, this time through particular urban twilights. On 
one passage we �nd ourselves in the uniquely sti�ing neon and ceramic space of (I like to think) 
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the Lincoln Tunnel, while on the other we glide underneath the industrial gothic spires of the 
Brooklyn Bridge, the sky a palpable nighttime blue. Both artworks are framed as views through 
an automobile windshield, placing the spectator not only in front of the familiar picture window 
but also behind it as it moves through space, en route to the future. The windshield is an emblem 
of machine-age transition and escape and, again, a thoughtful metaphor for painting itself.

Something fantastic is embodied in Dickson’s night vision. Her pictures are �elds of velvety black-
ness given shape by bright streaks of color, splendid but unnatural hues that arise from nature, 
but nature as rationalized—made unnatural—by science. Like neon, the colors here are ferocious 
but emit no heat. The light explodes on the surface but its source is distant and hidden. So the 
colors are electric, but also primal. It’s like they’re conjured up from the deep, rising alchemically 
from the unconscious, in an audacious psychological dynamic. Against these glowing colors the 
human �gure is only a silhouette, a void in which the human subject makes itself. 

RIGHT:
Mardi Gras, 8th Avenue
1983  oilstick on canvas  18” x 16”

LEFT:
Study for White Haired Girl
1981  Craypas on paper  19 ¾” x 9 ¾”







LEFT:
San Genaro Brown Ferris Wheel
2007  oilstick on linen  48” x 30”

Dickson’s pictures remain resolutely carnal, �lled with the melancholy of the earthbound 
body. She paints a thoroughly haptic world, and in fact is celebrated as an artist for works 
done on textured surfaces, like emery paper or synthetic turf. Her method suggests that 
she begins with a reassertion of feeling, an attempt to �nd comfort or �ee from discomfort. 
It’s painting, again, a quest for redemption—a new skin, or even a new life.

—Walter Robinson, May 5, 2015

Trust Me, New Yorker, Self Portrait
1992  oil on Cellotex  24” x 24”



ABOVE:
Brooklyn Bridge #3
2006  oil on Astroturf  40” x 50” 

RIGHT:
Peep 3
1996  oil on canvas  57” x 40”







ABOVE:
Chairplane
2013  oil on canvas  22” x 35”

LEFT:
Witness CF
1992  color serigraph on emory cloth   28” x 18”   Ed. of 75

FRONT COVER:
Peepshow Eye
1992  oil on Astroturf  42”

BACK COVEER:
Heading In Lincoln Tunnel 3
2004  oil on Astroturf   33” x 46”
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