
A set of drawings on irregularly shaped boxes placed on 
the floor completed the trio. These rebuslike works illustrate 
the mass-produced consumer items cited in their poetic, 
alliterative titles, all of which seem to be lifted from spam 
e-mails marketing lifestyle enhancements. Penis Pump and 
Choking Collar Corresponds to Straight to Curls and Carnal 
Flower (2015), for example, depicts the objects listed (penis 
pump, choking collar, a tuberose perfume called Carnal Flower 
and a mathematical symbol meaning “corresponds to”). Each 
drawing also includes a unique QR code that, when scanned 
with one’s smart phone, links to a YouTube vlog (appropriated 
and presented on Haendel’s site) showcasing a personal trans-
formation, such as a weight loss or gender transition. Penis 
Pump’s accompanying video, for example, narrates a black 
woman’s “hair journey” from treating her hair with chemical 
relaxers to embracing her natural kinky texture. 

Haendel’s work is at times simplistic in its syntactical 
approach to combining images and can demonstrate a serious-
ness that borders on moralizing. Even so, his show addressed 
important questions about technology’s effects on the body as we 
attempt to manipulate “nature” to enhance our personal pleasure.

 —Wendy Vogel

KARL HAENDEL
Mitchell-Innes & Nash
Los Angeles-based artist Karl Haendel, born in 1976, is part of 
a generational cohort that breathed new life into 1980s appro-
priationist strategies in various mediums. His Photo-Realist 
draftsmanship recalls the technique of fellow Californian Andrea 
Bowers, while his eye-catching installations evince a showman-
ship shared by artists like Kelley Walker. Unlike Bowers, however, 
whose labor-intensive drawings pay faithful homage to her source 
images (of political protest and leftist movements), Haendel 
portrays a more ambivalent attitude toward his hand-drawn repro-
ductions of mass-media and personal images. “Organic Bedfellow, 
Feral Othello,” Haendel’s first solo show at Mitchell-Innes & 
Nash, focused on human resistance to “devolution,” per the press 
materials. But the works on their own evoked a richer set of 
associations toward Haendel’s subjects—modernism, intimacy and 
technology—than the exhibition’s rhetorical and visual scaffolding 
would suggest.  

Comprised of 27 drawings, the show was situated in a 
space dramatically enhanced by geometric motifs, harking back 
to experimental exhibition designs pioneered by avant-garde 
movements like the Bauhaus and Constructivism. Large angular 
black, white or checkerboard-patterned shapes snaked along the 
floor and onto the walls, guiding sight lines. One could discern a 
loose teleological narrative among the three groups of drawings 
on view.

Six works featured primates, such as a gorilla and a gib-
bon, balancing on stacks of polygons and circles. In contrast to 
the animals’ lifelike modeling, the rendering of the shapes is 
completely flat. The tension between figuration and abstrac-
tion in this series implies a binary opposition between nature 
and culture. But rather than signaling the triumph of modern-
ist abstraction, the works, given the vibrancy of the primates, 
reference what the press statement calls humans’ “animalistic 
nature to evolve and transform against tendencies toward 
devolution.” In every instance, the bright-eyed apes remain on 
top.

Nine drawings in shaped, black frames depict couples per-
forming acrobatic yoga poses. Each piece is named after a famous 
demarcation line drawn in battle, like the Maginot, 17th Parallel 
and Mason-Dixon. Despite the antagonistic titles, the claustro-
phobic cropping by the frames, and the challenging positions held 
by the athletic subjects—where one partner is often contorted 
to support the other—the images exude tenderness. Haendel’s 
elegant depictions appear to update Pictures Generation artist 
Robert Longo’s “Men in the Cities” (1977-83), a jolting series of 
drawings depicting his suited friends dancing frenetically against 
white backgrounds, for the “athleisure” era. But whereas Longo 
plucked his figures from their original context and imported them 
into a blank space open to psychological projection, Haendel 
traps his subject into a tight frame surrounded by yet more visual 
framing apparatuses. 
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View of Karl Haendel’s 
exhibition “Organic 
Bedfellow, Feral Othello,” 
2015, at Mitchell-Innes 
& Nash.



"Questions for My Father" (2011) by Karl Haendel.

(Photo: the artist and Harris Lieberman Gallery)

ART

All About My Father: Artist Karl Haendel and
His Friends Have Lots of Questions

By Sarah Douglas 9/20 7:15pm

A few years ago Karl Haendel wrote down a list of

questions he had always wanted to ask his father. For most

of us, this would constitute an idle, possibly self-indulgent,

possibly cathartic exercise, maybe one assigned as

homework in psychotherapy—and would most likely result

in a scrap of paper destined for the circular file. But Mr.

Haendel is an artist, and for him it became a large drawing

called, appropriately, Questions for My Father. He

showed it in 2007 at his New York gallery, Harris

Lieberman, and then, in 2010, at the Guggenheim

Museum.

Last year, he revisited these questions, but this time, in collaboration with his friend, filmmaker Petter

Ringbom, made them into an 11-minute film, his first, aside from some short 16-millimeter efforts. It went

on view last week at Harris Lieberman. Walking into the gallery, a visitor encounters the back of what

appears at first to be a huge painting propped up against a column, but turns out to be a screen. More

striking, however, is what the visitor hears.

“Would you feel betrayed if I used a hair replacement product?”

“Why did you become conservative?”

“Why do you feel the need to compete with me?”

“Have you ever given money to a terrorist group?”

“Did you ever sleep with two women at the same time?”

“Why won’t you take Mom to Paris?”

The voices belong to 18 men, friends of Messrs. Haendel and Ringbom. They asked the men to replicate Mr.

Haendel’s process in making his drawing. “We each got our friends who we knew could be rigorous and

honest,” Mr. Haendel told The Observer in mid-August, when we met him in the lobby of his aunt’s Upper



East Side apartment building. The artist, who lives in Los Angeles, was staying there as he prepared for his

show. He was dressed casually, and eschewed the stiltedness of artspeak for an easy familiarity. “I said to

them, ‘Tell me what you want to know from your dad.’”

Mr. Haendel doesn’t consider the film, in which hundreds of questions are asked by these men, to be a

dramatic departure from his drawings, many of which are on political subjects and which went on view in a

sprawling exhibition at collector Aby Rosen’s Lever House last year. In both mediums he addresses, as he put

it, “questions about how we as a culture, a particular type of people in a particular time, make certain

choices, have certain beliefs, certain values.”

In format, the film is relatively straightforward—the men, set against a blank black background, look out at

the viewer as they speak—but it poses deeper questions about the differences between generations of men,

and their approaches to politics, art and, most of all, masculinity. “I was interested in a portrait of a

particular type of masculinity in the early 21st century,” Mr. Haendel said. “Guys of my generation and how

our masculinity is different from our fathers’.”

Asking what Mr. Haendel, 35, calls “these difficult, sometimes funny, sometimes really weird questions” has

a particular resonance during our current “mancession,” when a certain kind of masculinity, in the sphere of

work at least, may be going the way of the dodo bird.

Although one of the men in the film has done a bit of acting, none of them is polished. “We’re all

fidgety,” said Mr. Haendel. “That works well, because it’s awkward, asking your father these kinds of

questions. There’s an overall sense of tension.”

The men are of varying sexualities, races and ethnicities—gay, straight, Arab, Jewish, Irish, Greek, African-

American, Asian—but have in common that they are creative types in their 30s whose fathers came of age in

the 1960s. Among them is a writer, a curator, an ice sculptor, a woodworker. “It’s the story of the second half

of the 20th century in America,” Mr. Haendel explained. “Your parents got a decent education, good jobs,

and the kids went to college and become dancers, theater majors, writers.” Most importantly, he said, “we

tried to get guys who had a variety of relationships with their fathers, some that were quite good, some whose

fathers left them, some whose fathers are dead.”

Mr. Haendel, who is in the film—he reads the questions from his drawing—is estranged from his own father.

He grew up in Great Neck, went to Brown, then to art school in Los Angeles, where he remained. His father

taught ship handling and boat navigation at the United States Merchant Marine Academy in Kings Point.

“He could drive large tanker ships, tie knots.”

After his mother, a homemaker, died 15 years ago, his father remarried, and now lives in Saugerties. “I’ve

seen him twice in the past decade,” he said. His drawing of questions “came straight out of me wanting to

have a relationship with him.

“I don’t know if he’s ever seen a lot of my work,” Mr. Haendel said. They met in Manhattan two years ago and

his father went with him to see a drawing Mr. Haendel had made on the side of a building, then they had



lunch. “He probably looks my work up online. In the film, that’s a question I ask: ‘Do you search my name on

the internet?’ I’m pretty sure he does because I hear that he kind of knows what’s going on. We talk

occasionally. But it’s pretty tense.”

Mr. Haendel is a fan of American novels of the family—Franzen, Updike. “There’s this idea that you’re a

selfish kid for a while, and then you grow up and realize that your parents were interesting people.” When he

reached his 30s, there were things he wanted to know about his father. “Did he protest something? Did he

smoke pot? Did he listen to Beatles records over and over?

Was he scared of going to Vietnam?”

In the film, these and other questions are grouped by theme, with quick cuts from one man to the next. “I

was interested in how you could go from sex to politics to religion to sex,” Mr. Haendel said.

As directors, he and Mr. Ringbom were both coaches and therapists. “There was a little psychiatrist thing

going on,” he recalled.

“Sometimes a guy would say something like, ‘No, he wasn’t scared of talking about sex, he was just a little

puritanical.’ And I’d say O.K., you can say puritanical, say it that way.’”

If a subject proved exceptionally difficult for one of the men to ask about, Mr. Haendel would usually let it

go. “There are things it’s really hard for people to talk about, like things about sex.”

Some questions, though, were avidly asked by many of the men, the most common one being about sex:

“How many women have you slept with?”

“Maybe it’s this masculinity competition,” Mr. Haendel posited. “Even though you love your father you still

want to be like, ‘Ahh, I’ve slept with more women.’ Or maybe not. Maybe the son’s only slept with one or two

women and the dad was a playboy.”

The other popular subjects were cheating (“Have you ever cheated on mom?”; “Has mom ever cheated on

you?”); failure (“Do you think of me as a failure?”); and pride (“When were you proud of me?”; “Were you

ever proud of me?”). Personal sacrifice was another hot topic, and one that particularly interested Mr.

Haendel. “Because there’s a kind of difference between our fathers’ generation and our generation maybe we

kind of follow our dreams a little more because our parents sacrificed to get a job they didn’t really like. So

there’s a lot of that’s bound up with the success/failure thing.”

It was crucial to the two filmmakers that they cast men in their own age group, ones who, like them, had just

made major life decisions. “The guys in the film are getting married, starting to have kids, maybe things our

parents did a bit younger,” said Mr. Haendel. He’s getting married this week; Mr. Ringbom is engaged. “One

guy had his young son sitting on the sofa while we were filming.”

He was interested in capturing a moment in which he and his friends are, as he sees it, finally reaching



adulthood. “There is this sort of delayed coming of age thing that goes on in the film.”

That’s something he doesn’t see a lot of in art by his peers. “It wasn’t something that I sensed was subject

matter for male artists—masculinity portrayed in an emotional, honest way. You see a lot of art that portrays

masculinity, but it might be in a kind of Richard Prince sense, or a Jeff Koons sense.”

What exactly is missing?

“There’s not a sensitive father/son thing going on in art,” he said. “A lot of feminist work has this kind of

mother/daughter thing. It has a relationship to identity politics and feminism. I thought it was interesting

that that kind of stuff was absent in men’s work, predominantly.”

In his own work, Mr. Haendel continues to make drawings, and he has started on another film, for his next

show in Los Angeles, this one about why people choose to have children. (He recalled asking his father, “Why

did you have kids?” and being told, “I don’t know. That’s just what people did then.”) He’s also putting

together a book called Shame, a compilation of stories that people post anonymously on the Internet.

“Addictions, eating disorders, cheating, low self-esteem, a lot of sexual things,” he explained.

The Observer wondered whether some of the tension in Questions for My Father resulted from the idea that

the men might not actually want their questions answered. Ignorance is, after all, often bliss when it comes

to one’s family; it’s not every man who wants to know, for instance, whether or not his father ever had a

homosexual experience. Mr. Haendel acknowledged this might be the case for some, but, like many artists,

his general curiosity about the world tends to overrule such sheepishness. “When people say, ‘I don’t want to

know that,’ I never understand them. Because I always want to know everything.” He paused.

“Maybe I’m an emotional voyeur. Maybe I just want to know what the truth is.”

sdouglas@observer.com
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Karl Haendel 
FAMILY BLACKMAIL 
by Hunter Drohojowska-Philp 
 
Just in time for Father’s Day, Karl Haendel explores the relationship between fathers and their sons -- generated one 
suspects by feelings about his own father -- in a show with the incisive title, “Informal Family Blackmail,” May 26-June 28, 
2012, at Susanne Vielmetter Los Angeles Projects in Culver City. 
 
For over the past decade, Haendel has been celebrated for his extraordinary gifts as a draftsman and the entire gallery has 
been given over to drawings that often touch on themes of masculinity and the ways in which the family dynamic constructs 
identity. 
 
Walking into the gallery, you see that the artist built a small reading room where you can sit and read a black-covered book 
titled Shame with shades of gray paper bearing printed confessions of acts that are illegal or immoral or statements of low 
self-esteem tied to addiction and self-abuse. The artist found these confessions on the internet and, as a companion 
installation on the gallery’s bathroom walls, he wrote the numbers of various aid agencies, including alcoholism treatment 
centers, bankruptcy assistance, food banks, psychologists, synagogues and even tattoo removal. 
 
The reading room includes two nearly identical drawings of a headless man in a suit, each titled J. Edgar Hoover, that bring 
up the specter of a conflicted authority figure obsessed with control. From inside the room, you can see a large pencil 
drawing of football players in the middle of heated play, needless to say a prototypical manly sport. 
 
In addition to drawings, Haendel installed a 12-minute-long video called Questions for My Father. A number of men, 
including Haendel, all appearing to be in their 30s, ask disturbing, funny and moving questions, such as, “Are you 
embarrassed about your bald spot?” “Did you ever think about going out for a pack of cigarettes and not coming back?” 
“Why are you so sure I will never meet your expectations?” Others are frankly sexual, but the most moving ones are 
simple. “Do you have any regrets?” The absent father has no answers. 
 
The third gallery is painted Pepto-Bismol pink and covered with drawings large and small, mounted high and low, framed 
and unframed. While the works have no literal connection, many have to do with some aspect of masculinity or power, 
ranging from drawings of the White House made out of Legos and a snarling German shepherd to a graffiti scrawl over the 
face of Picasso and an exclamation mark shot full of holes, .45 caliber, by the artist’s father. 
 
In the final gallery, one wall is dominated by a complex drawing called Arab Spring that depicts men in states of exultation 
and despair after battle. One of them wears a dark hood but its interior is black, vacant, like the grim reaper. The opposite 
wall features eight drawings of collected newspaper headlines that isolate emotions like doubt, fear, hope and change. On 
adjacent walls, gorgeous nine-foot tall drawings illustrate suits of armor worn by the knights of old, conjuring thoughts of 
chivalry as well as the sense that struggle among men may be an inescapable imperative. 
 
Perhaps a visit to the show will inspire visitors to come to their Father’s Day brunch with their own unanswered questions. 
Karl Haendel, “Informal Family Blackmail,” May 26-June 28, 2012, at Susanne Vielmetter Los Angeles Projects, 6006 
Washington Boulevard, Culver City, Ca. 90232 
 
HUNTER DROHOJOWSKA-PHILP is the author of Rebels in Paradise: The Los Angeles Art Scene and the 1960s (Henry 
Holt, 2011). 
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Understanding Karl Haendel  
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I've photographed, surveyed, and filmed nearly a thousand art exhibitions in the past few years. Never until now, has there 
been an exhibition more interesting than Karl Haendel's installation at Night Gallery called "Unwinding Unboxing, 
Unbending Uncocking." Not only are the colored walls vibrant within the space, but there are also intensely claustrophobic 
paintings strategically placed throughout. The geometry of the walls and juxtapositions of the paintings seemed to have 
been carefully planned from every vantage point of the room for any architectural photographer to get an interesting image. 
 
The most arresting challenge of the room is navigating around the floors. There are carefully planned demarcations of real 
estate surrounding all the walls that one has to carefully plan to interact with, to get better views of paintings and to enjoy 
the space from the exhibitions four corners. Haendel challenges the viewer to plan ingress and egress strategies, unless 
one wants to clumsily walk across the myriads of terrain or lose patience and skip or jump across from one Euclidean 
space to another. 
 
Through navigating vertices or intersections of oblique angles, the viewer within Night Gallery is also subjected to differing 
color temperatures due to the walls being painted yellow, pink, lavender, orange and so forth. The experience here is lush 
with daylight filling the room from its overhead windows, to the warm gallery spotlights, to the reflections off the candy 
colored walls. 
 
In the context of the exhibition, Haendel references a story based on Robert Antoni's "Divina Trance" (1991). Haendel 
says, "Here we enter Unwinding Unboxing, Unbending Uncocking. "Un" is the common thread, connecting the boxes, the 
bends, the cocks and the wind. These two letters, which are the same shape bent in opposite directions, form the beating 
heart of the exhibition where contradictory ideas pulse simultaneously. The work is built upon fundamental questions 
surrounding the human body and the development of our identities; is nature tempered by nurture or vice versa? Does free 
will play any role at all in the filter between an interior sense of self and exterior consumption? Do cultural, commercial and 
social constructs close down on us or do we nestle comfortably into them?" 
 
Haendel then uses the arbitrariness of personal identity with yoga ideology and astrology. This imagery is displayed in his 
figurative drawing of humans in yoga poses in tightly geometric shaped frames. Astrology symbols are also prominent in 
the pencil and enamel on paper works. 
 
Overall, Karl Haendel's installation at Night Gallery is one to be applauded for its use of color, space, and experience. 
Much thought was put into this install, like a director plotting camera and acting direction in this artful mise-en-scène. One 
may feel like walking onto a Jacques Tati set. However, the experience of the viewer in this singular exhibition will be one 
seared in the mind as one to definitely remember. 

30 March 2015 
by Eric Minh Swenson  
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karl haendel
susanne vielmetter projects - los angeles

One enters “Informal Family Blackmail,” 
Karl Haendel’s most recent exhibition at 
Susanne Vielmetter, through a narrow 
corridor flanked by two identical portraits 
of J. Edgar Hoover. Between the Hoovers 
(whose heads have been erased) is a spare 
wooden tabletop furnished with four 
copies of a small black book called Shame, 
a compilation of anonymous confessions 
culled from Internet chat-boards. Ranging 
in subject matter from pedophilia to rape 
fantasies to suicide plans, Shame reads 
as an oddly meditative exposé. Installed 
throughout are the large-scale graphite 
works on paper for which Haendel is 
best known. Presenting scenarios such as 
American football players on the Monday-
night field and giant military jackets, 
Haendel’s delicate and studied brand of 
photorealism combines the precision of a 
Robert Bechtel with the mystery of a Vija 
Celmins.

Nearby screens the short film Questions 
for My Father, a beautifully shot series of 
vignettes featuring young men in their 30s 
and 40s who stare directly at the camera and 

deliver deadpan lines such as “Where do you 
masturbate?” “Did you ever fuck a whore?” 
“Did you always know that you were gay?” 
The questions are unnerving, yet Haendel 
offers nothing by way of answers, leading 
viewers instead into a bright Pepto-Bismol-
hued gallery hung salon-style with drawings 
depicting everything from giant dildos to 
Napoleon’s tomb to a young Gloria Steinem.   

The installation is striking not simply 
for its bold contrast of black–and-white 
draftsmanship against pink walls, but for 
the manner through which it insists upon 
a bloated and repressive societal structure 
at work beneath our private psyches. This 
massive web, Haendel implies, functions like 
an obsessive feedback loop that ensnares 
the individual between the personal and 
the political, the id and the ego. In the 
exhibition’s final room we encounter two 
enormous, exquisitely rendered Elizabethan 
knights. They act as bookends in Haendel’s 
opera for inmates, sharpened to masochistic 
perfection by honor and then stripped of their 
souls before the devouring mob of honesty. 

Yael Lipschutz

rachel foullon
ltd - los angeles

In contrast to an art gallery, a barn is de-
signed more for efficient storage than for 
carefully poised display. Rachel Foullon has 
transformed the white space of ltd los angeles 
into an uncannily refined vision of a barn 
and filled it with artworks old and new, some 
rescued from her archive and some made 
specially for the exhibition.

As such, the commercial gallery, recon-
ceived as a gruffly pragmatic storage facil-
ity, becomes something of a parody of itself. 
Foullon is wittily candid about the fate of 
previous artworks: some, recognizable from 
her exhibition two years ago, have evidently 
failed to find a buyer. For instance, Foullon 
has reconfigured the work Commensurate 
with Modern Progress (2010) — consisting of 
a hand-sewn aquamarine horse blanket — 
with rope and a plastic dog muzzle to make 
Cluster (Commensurate with Modern Progress) 
(2012), which she hangs on a peg as if waiting 
to be reinstalled.

Cedar planks run along the gallery walls, 
along which cleats and pegs can slide. Thus, 
if Foullon chooses, she can push all her pegs 
(and hanging artworks) into the corner in 
order to make space for more. It is not clear 

rachel foullon, cluster viii, 2012. dyed canvas, found 
garden hose and gloves, on 3 cedar pegs and molding, 
244 x 162 x 30 cm. courtesy ltd los angeles, los angeles.

whether this would ever actually happen — 
which reveals a paradox within Foullon’s 
work. While these “Clusters,” as she terms 
them, all appear to be made from worn and 
faded materials, most of them have been sewn 
and dyed specially. Foullon references the 
gritty masculine aesthetics of the American 
West, but does not convince us that her tough 
and resistant artworks have — or ever would 
— be put to use. Instead, the abiding image 
is of a cleaned-up, idealized countryside seen 
through the eyes of Ralph Lauren or the chief 
designer at Pottery Barn.

Probably, this is Foullon’s intention: not to 
relate the grim history of the American rural 
experience, but to ask why nostalgic stirrings 
are invariably aroused in city-dwellers by las-
sos and leather chaps. Foullon’s investigation 
is at its most complex when she connects the 
centuries-old struggles of Western settlers 
with late-Capitalism’s predilection for stone-
washed denim and work boots.

Johnathan Griffin

karl haendel, knight #8, 2011. pencil on paper, 
260 x 210 cm. courtesy susanne vielmetter projects, 
los angeles. photo: robert wedemeyer. 
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1 0 0 - 1 0 1Karl Haendel engages the long process of language 
building. His exacting drawings are the idioms that he 
deploys to assemble his syntactical, room-filling installa-
tions and architectural display conceits. The result is a 
gathering of hand-drawn images that when selectively 
juxtaposed with each other form a visual analogy that is 
similar to literary enterprises. For example, clusters of 
varied graphite-wrought images suggest humorous 
self-deprecating free verse or complex prose punctuated 
with neologisms, metaphors and popular signs. 
More simply, Haendel uses his drawings as words and 
punctuation, referring to each drawing in his visual 
vocabulary as a ‘concept/image/word’. In a recent 
installation, he inserts drawings of ampersands among 
irregular arrangements of imagery and signifiers. These 
logograms function as connective tissue for a range of 
picture-types that challenge the limitations and the 
attributes of the medium. Yet individually his drawings also 
command aesthetic and semiotic examination: as critical 
signs, gestures of unoriginal creativity, and as dimensional 
objects with densely worked carbon surfaces. With his 
dedication to dexterity and verisimilitude, he indulges in 
the perceptual pleasure of illusionism, regardless of 
composition and picture-type. Haendel appropriates, 
copies and remakes images into new representations. 
These found images or photographs of found things are 
enlarged, often to near monumental scale when 
translated into drawings. They are always graphically 
rendered in the shades and tonal values intrinsic to black 
and white photography. They are also negligibly edited  
and cropped but rarely to the point where they could be 
mistaken for an original composition. As fodder for 
elasticizing representation, his ever-multiplying oeuvre of 
pencil renderings nevertheless resist all systems of 
classification. Neither indexical nor random, images of 
medieval knights, studio paraphernalia, kosher salt 
packaging, cartoons, explorers, broken mirrors, newspaper 
clippings, doodles, and hard-edge abstractions all stand 
ready to be pressed into service. Labour is also 
content in Haendel’s drawings. It is indicated in the scale, 
quantity and ambition of his project, and in the 
accumulation of line, the trace of the hand, and the 
physical build-up of graphite. Haendel’s dedication to hard 
work, diligence and manual labour imbues his found and 
appropriated imagery, giving a tribute-like quality to many 
of his compositions. His slow and painstaking process 
evinced in each drawing correlates to his conviction in 
critical reading and active interpretation. We construct 
meaning, opinions and belief systems through the 
consumption of signs and images, and Haendel’s drawing 
project slows down the process for us, exposing the bias 
and speed inherent in the information industry. At the 
same time, his drawings also underscore the pleasures of 
study and interpretation in a cultural field of infinite signs. 

 Michelle Grabner

K A r L  H A e N d e L

1. Exclamation Point with Bullet Holes #1, 2011. Pencil on paper,  

bullet holes and gunpowder residue, 76 × 56 cm

2. Dr. Strangelove, 2010. Pencil on folded paper, 165 × 131 cm

3. Arab Spring, 2012. Pencil on paper, 150 × 213 cm

4. Thumbprint #12, 2011. Crayon and enamel on paper, 145 × 114 cm

5. Wedding Geometry #1, 2012. Pencil on cut paper, 186 × 130 cm
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1 0 2 - 1 0 3K A r L  H A e N d e L6. Sir Ernest Shackleton and all the clocks in my house, 2010. Installation view at Susanne Vielmetter Los Angeles Projects
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