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Collaged	details	from	four	individual	sections	of	Cynthia	Daignault's	Light	Atlas,	2015.
Photo:	Courtesy	of	the	Artist	and	Lisa	Cooley,	New	York

Julia Felsenthal, "On the Road With Cynthia Daignault at Lisa Cooley Gallery," Vogue, November 
2, 2015.



“There	are	so	many	cows	in	America!”	the	painter	Cynthia	Daignault	declared	on	

Saturday	morning.	“That’s	something	you	realize	driving	around.	There	are	100	

million	cows	at	any	given	time	in	this	country.	I	Googled	it,	just	out	of	curiosity.”

Daignault	and	I	were	speaking	at	the	Lisa	Cooley	gallery	on	New	York’s	Lower	East	

Side,	where	the	artist’s	latest	show,	“Light	Atlas,”	opened	last	night.	But	30	hours	

before,	she	still	had	her	work	cut	out	for	her.	The	small	white	box	of	the	gallery’s	

main	space	was	strewn	with	hundreds	of	Daignault’s	8x10-inch	landscape	oil	

paintings	(some	depicting	cows),	part	of	a	series	of	360	that	represent	a	slice-in-

time	portrait	of	America.	That	series	also	constituted	a	year�PG�%BJHOBVMU�T�MJGF��5IF�
BSUJTU�TQFOU�TJY�NPOUIT�BMPOF�JO�IFS�%PEHF�3BN�QJDLVQ�ESJWJOH�UIF�������NJMF�
QFSJNFUFS�PG�UIF�DPOUJOFOUBM�6OJUFE�4UBUFT�TUJDLJOH�UP�CBDL�SPBET�BOE�TNBMM�
IJHIXBZT�BOE�QVMMJOH�PWFS�FWFSZ����NJMFT�UP�TLFUDI�BOE�QIPUPHSBQI�UIF�WJFX�PVU�
IFS�QBTTFOHFS�TJEF�XJOEPX��5IFO�TIF�SFUSFBUFE�UP�IFS�-�"��TUVEJP�GPS�TJY�NPOUIT�UP�
USBOTMBUF�UIPTF�JNBHFT�JOUP�PJM�QBJOUJOHT�BU�UIF�GVSJPVT�QBDF�PG�BCPVU�UXP�B�EBZ�

i5IF�POMZ�XBZ�JT�UP�HFU�GPDVTFE�DVU�PVU�ZPVS�XIPMF�MJGF�BOE�EP�OPUIJOH�FMTFw�TIF�
FYQMBJOFE�BCPVU�IFS�QSPDFTT�XIJDI�FOEFE�POMZ�B�GFX�XFFLT�BHP��i/PX�DPNJOH�JOUP�
UIF�XPSME�GPS�UIF�mSTU�UJNF�*�GFFM�MJLF�UIF�6OBCPNCFS��*�IBE�B�GSFBL�PVU�JO�UIF�
6OJPO�4RVBSF�8IPMF�'PPET��:PV�GPSHFU�UIF�FOFSHZ�PG���NJMMJPO�QFPQMF��*U�T�
UFSSJGZJOH�CVU�JOUPYJDBUJOH��*U�T�MJLF�BO�BNQIFUBNJOF�IJHI�w
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Daignault,	just	off	a	plane	from	Chicago,	is	tall,	young,	and	pretty,	with	paint	on	her	

hands,	rips	in	the	knees	of	her	jeans,	and	mascara	smudges	under	her�FZFT��4IF�T�OP�
TUSBOHFS�UP�UIJT�TPSU�PG�JOUFOTF�SFQFUJUJWF�JUFSBUJWF�NFUIPE��1BTU�QSPKFDUT�IBWF�
JODMVEFE�TFSJFT�PG�QBJOUJOHT�PG�UIF�TLZ�TVOTFUT�BOE�$$57�TDSFFOT��)FS�JEFB�GPS�
i-JHIU�"UMBTw�FNFSHFE�GSPN�TFWFSBM�QSFPDDVQBUJPOT��"T�POF�PG�UIF�HBMMFSZ�T�DVSBUPST�
/JDIPMF�$BSVTP�UPME�NF�%BJHOBVMU�T�PEZTTFZ�XBT�PO�POF�MFWFM�B�QPMJUJDBM�TUBUFNFOU��
i5IFSF�BSF�B�EP[FO�QMVT�NFO�UISPVHIPVU�UIF�DPVSTF�PG�IJTUPSZ�XIP�IBWF�FYQMPSFE�
PVS�DPVOUSZ�HPOF�PO�UIF�SPBE�+BDL�,FSPVBDoTUZMF�BOE�EPDVNFOUFE�UIFJS�KPVSOFZw�
$BSVTP�FYQMBJOFE��	5IF�QSFTT�SFMFBTF�GPS�UIF�TIPX�NFOUJPOT�8JMMJBN�&HHMFTUPO�
(FPSHF�$BUMJO�.BSL�5XBJO�BOE�8PPEZ�(VUISJF�BNPOH�PUIFST�
�#VU�XIFO�
%BJHOBVMU�BOE�IFS�HBMMFSJTUT�USJFE�UP�UIJOL�PG�XPNFO�XIP�IBE�EPOF�UIF�TBNF�UIFZ�
DBNF�VQ�FNQUZ�IBOEFE�

%BJHOBVMU�XBT�BMTP�UIJOLJOH�BCPVU�IPX�XF�VTF�QIPUPHSBQIZ�JO�PVS�MJWFT��i*�CFDBNF�
JOUFSFTUFE�JO�UIF�XBZ�UIBU�QBJOUJOH�IBE�DFEFE�JUT�SPMF�JO�EFQJDUJOH�UP�QIPUPHSBQIZw�
TIF�FYQMBJOFE��i"OE�OPX�UIBU�QIPUPHSBQIZ�JT�JO�UIJT�GSBVHIU�QMBDF�CFDBVTF�JU�T�TP�
QSFWBMFOU�XIBU�XPVME�UIBU�NFBO�GPS�QBJOUJOH�UP�SFDMBJN�TPNF�PG�UIBU�w�4IF�VTFE�
QIPUPHSBQIZ�BT�B�UPPM�GPS�SFNFNCFSJOH�BOE�GPS�GSBNJOH�UP�DSFBUF�B�iTIBSFE�
EJTUBODF�TFOTFw�BDSPTT�UIF�XPSL�BT�B�XIPMF��1BJOUJOH�UIF�DBOWBTFT�EFMJCFSBUFMZ��Y���
JO�UIF�NBOOFS�PG�B�8BMLFS�&WBOT�QIPUPHSBQI�BOE�OPU�TBZ�BO�*OTUBHSBN�SFBEZ�
TRVBSF�JO�IFS�TUVEJP�BGUFS�UIF�USJQ�XBT�PWFS�NFBOU�UIBU�TIF�FGGFDUJWFMZ�SF�
FYQFSJFODFE�UIF�KPVSOFZ�GJMUFSJOH�JNBHFT�SFDPSEFE�PO�UIF�TQPU�UISPVHI�UIF�
FNPUJPOBM�MFOT�PG�NFNPSZ�
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Cynthia	D aignault
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Daignault	was	also	thinking	about	how	we	use	photography	in	our	lives.	“I became	

interested	in	the	way	that	painting	had	ceded	its	role	in	depicting	to photography,”	

she	explained.	“And	now	that	photography	is	in	this	fraught place	because	it’s	so	

prevalent,	what	would	that	mean	for	painting	to	reclaim some	of	that.”	She	used	

photography	as	a	tool	for	remembering	and	for framing,	to	create	a	“shared	

distance	sense”	across	the	work	as	a	whole. Painting	the	canvases—deliberately	8x10	

in	the	manner	of	a	Walker	Evans photograph	and	not,	say,	an	Instagram-ready	

square—in	her	studio	after	the	trip was	over	meant	that	she	effectively	re-

experienced	the	journey,	filtering	images recorded	on	the	spot	through	the	

emotional	lens	of	memory.

And	then	there	was	just	the	scale,	the	sense	of	bravado	of	her	undertaking.

“What	would	it	be	like	to	make	a	show	about	something	so	loaded	as America?”	she	

asked,	laughing.	“There’s	something	hackneyed	about	it.	‘Oh, you’re	going	to	do	a	

show	about	America?’	It	almost	sounds	like	a	terrible	idea. For	an	artist,	that’s	kind	

of	exciting.	‘Oh,	this	could	go	terribly	wrong?	Let	me give	it	a	try!’”

&WFO�JO�B�TUBUF�PG�DIBPT�UIF�JNQBDU�PG�XIBU�%BJHOBVMU�IBT�DSFBUFE�XBT�FWJEFOU��0G�
UIF�����QBJOUJOHT�UIBU�TIF�NBEF�BCPVU�POF�UIJSE�BSF�CFJOH�EJTQMBZFE�BU�-JTB�$PPMFZ�
B�TJUF�TQFDJGJD�FEJU�UIBU�UPPL�JOUP�BDDPVOU�UIF�SPPN�T�TJ[F�UP�EJTQMBZ�UIFN�BMM�XPVME�
SFRVJSF�TPNFUIJOH�MJLF�����MJOFBS�GFFU�PG�XBMM�BOE�JUT�EJNFOTJPOT��%BJHOBVMU�MJUFSBMMZ�
NBQQFE�IFS�KPVSOFZ�POUP�UIF�TQBDF�FBDI�DPSOFS�SFQSFTFOUJOH�B�NPNFOU�XIFO�TIF�
TXVOH�B�IBSE�MFGU�UP�IVH�UIF�DPVOUSZ�T�CPSEFST�
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The	effect	was	mesmerizing,	like	an	illustrated,	depopulated	Google	Earth.	 Standing	

in	the	center	of	the	room	with	my	eyes	unfocused,	the	U.S.	became	a	 band	of	color	

and	light	that	tonally	shifted	from	the	steely	grays	of	the	 Northeastern	coastline	to	

the	blackish	greens	of	the	Pacific	Northwestern	 forests	to	the	bleached-out	whites	of	

the	Southwestern	desert.	I	moved	in	closer	 and	the	distinctions	came	into	focus:	

weather	patterns;	regional	wealth	and	 poverty;	the	scarcity	of	cities;	the	impact	of	

development	on	the	land.	Another	 step	revealed	details	like	hay	silos,	stone	walls,	

livestock,	fast-food	chains,	and	 empty	billboards.	Even	closer	and	suddenly	I	was	in	

the	abstracted	world	of	 Daignault’s	deft,	gestural	brushstrokes.

Daignault	walked	me	around	the	room,	pointing	out	memories.	A	misty	rocky	

seascape	on	the	Maine	coast	was	an	accidental	tribute	to	Edward	Hopper.	 Down	

the	wall,	Detroit	appeared	in	a	painting	of	an	abandoned	building	tagged	 with	the	

word	“Safe.	“You	don’t	have	to	look	for	broke-down	Detroit,”	 Daignault	said.	“You	

just	drive	through	it.”	She	told	me	a	story	of	doing	exactly	 that,	and	calling	her	

boyfriend	to	report	that	she	didn’t	feel	safe.	While	on	the	 phone,	another	car	

tapped	her	bumper,	rolled	over,	and	exploded.	Its	driver	 jumped	out,	shirtless,	

tucked	a	gun	into	his	pants,	and	ran	off.

“There	are	definitely	places	where	dodgy	stuff	happens,”	Daignault	said.	“There	 are	

parts	of	the	country	where	as	an	outsider	you’re	not	exactly	welcome,	as	a	 woman	

alone.”	In	the	North	Dakota	section,	Daignault	juxtaposed	molting	 buffalo	and	

towers	billowing	with	flames,	markers	of	fracking	sites.	“The	oil	 boom	is	crazy.	It’s	

90	percent	men.	You	see	so	many	prostitutes.	It’s	the	gold	 rush,	McCabe	&	Mrs.	

Miller.”	She	camped	most	of	the	trip	(there	was	a	 period	where	she	was	dragging	an	

Airstream,	but	she	eventually	ditched	it	to	 improve	her	gas	mileage),	and	would	

occasionally	check	into	a	motel	to	shower.	 “I	was	like,	North	Dakota	will	be	easy.	I	

went	to	the	worst	Days	Inn	in	America.
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In	the	Pacific	Northwest,	she	had	what	she	called	a	“life	moment.	I	was	sitting	 near	

the	Cascades	on	this	river,	thinking,	‘Why	don’t	I	live	in	a	place	like	this?Do	I	have	

to	live	in	New	York?’	”	Like	so	many	painters	before	her,	she	also	fell	 hard	for	the	

desert,	its	beauty	and	its	strangeness.	Daignault	took	her	trip	in	the	 springtime,	and	

in	her	depiction,	the	Rio	Grande	was	turquoise	and	wide,	 swollen	from	rain.	

Across	it	the	landscape	suddenly	turned	lush,	the	high	desert	 giving	way	to	green	

farmland,	and	then	to	the	Deep	South,	honeyed	sunlight	 filtering	onto	buildings	

through	massive	live	oaks.	Florida,	Daignault	told	me,	 took	forever,	and	was	the	

only	place	where	a	person	had	to	be	artificially	 deleted	from	her	frame.	“I	went	to	

the	beach.	I	was	like,	I’ve	made	it	this	far.	I	 can’t	have	one	person.	That’s	too	

cheesy.	Like,	Florida	man!”

Our	journey	around	the	room	ended	with	another	shot	of	New	York,	One	 World	

Trade	Center	looming	over	the	skyline.	Daignault,	who	is	from	 Baltimore	and	

currently	splits	her	time	between	New	York	and	L.A.	(though	she	 tells	me	that	her	

next	project	will	take	her	to	Alaska	for	an	extended	stay),	 chose	to	spend	the	six	

months	of	hard-core	studio	time	required	to	complete	 these	paintings	in	California,	

where	she	could	work	outside.	At	the	end	of	the	 process,	she	packed	the	360	

canvases	into	her	truck	and	headed	back	east	to	 deliver	them	to	her	gallery.	She	

traveled	the	fastest	route,	going	through	 Lebanon,	Kansas,	the	geographical	

midpoint	of	the	contiguous	states.	Along	 the	way,	she	recorded	the	landscape	using	

a	35-millimeter	camera.	At	the	same	 time,	her	boyfriend,	the	photographer	Curran	

Hatleberg,	whom	she	hadn’t	 seen	in	months,	drove	his	car	from	New	York	to	L.A.,	

recording	his	own	 journey	using	the	same	kind	of	film.	They	met	for	15	minutes	in	

Lebanon,	and	 then	both	went	on	their	way,	which	Daignault	called	romantic	and	

heart-wrenching.	“We	got	out	of	the	car.	It	was	like,	‘Hello!	Surreal	to	see	you	in	

Kansas!	Goodbye!’	”

2276 E. 16th Street, Los Angeles, California 900211          nightgallery.ca 



in	the	back	where	their	project	will	be	displayed,	his	film	projected	on	the	front	

wall,	hers	on	the	back.	As	the	couple	moved	closer	to	Lebanon,	explained	

Daignault,	their	landscapes	grew	more	similar;	as	they	moved	farther	away,	they	

drifted	apart	again.	“The	piece	is	a	metaphor	for	how	we’re	solitary.	We’re	born	

alone,	we	die	alone.	Even	if	you	spend	50	years	with	your	partner,	you	begin	 and	

end	life	without	them.”

Sounds	heavy?	“It	was	fun!”	insisted	Daignault.	“It	was	a	long	drive,”	she	added,	

glancing	at	Hatleberg	walking	by.	“It	was	a	long	drive,”	he	echoed.	Maybe	so,	 but	

Daignault	told	me	they’re	itching	to	hit	the	road	again	as	soon	as	her	show	 comes	

down	on	December	20.	“I	guess	it’s	a	bug	that	can	bite	you,”	she	said.	 “January	1st:	

It’s	like,	‘Where	are	we	going?’	”
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