
 




FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE

Sally Saul  
In the Woods

November 13, 2020 - January 30 2021

Rachel Uffner Gallery is pleased to present In the Woods, Sally Saul’s second solo 
exhibition with the gallery. Focused on new ceramic sculptures, this show 
demonstrates the artist’s ongoing interest in the monumental themes of innocence, 
mortality, and vulnerability, and reads as a personal meditation on the world as it 
exists today. 

Reflecting on this body of work, Saul states: “The sculptures for this show span 
several months living with the coronavirus and the attendant disbelief, anxieties, 
and sorrow for the death of thousands of Americans. Thus, to some extent, the 
work reflects the tensions of these months but also I hope some of the small 
pleasures which have taken on a new luster.”

The sculptures presented here embody a spectrum of emotions — while some 
take up a more joyful, humorous tone, others appear menacing. Assault, for 
example, depicts two empty flower vases engaged in a violent embrace. In 
Troubled Waters, a female figure, surrounded by encroaching and ominous waves, 
glances up at the viewer with a fearful, worrisome expression. Works like Hard 
Times, a self-portrait of the artist in a protective mask, and Caution, a standing 
figure who seems to be reaching out to ensure proper distancing, directly reference 
realities of the pandemic. Yet Saul is able to interject a sense of humanity into the 
heavy discussion with her characteristic wit. Details such as a swath of red lipstick 
painted atop the protective mask in her portrait and the animated facial expression 
of the standing figure, bring lightness to a perilous situation.

Saul continues her statement with an anecdote about her garden: “This summer, a 
friend constructed for me a small perfect vegetable garden, one of these pleasures, 
which I tended. At some point, a cloud of insects descended. Some were good, 
such as a praying mantis, some bad from my standpoint… A small world of life and 
death contained within an 11 foot square plot began to fascinate me and give me a 
new respect for the life we rarely notice.

Then there’s my husband who has taken to sitting on the deck in the evening 
communing with the tall sugar maples watching how the light changes on the 
foliage. He never expressed much interest in nature, but this has become a 
necessary part of his day. All of this is to say that the past year has changed us. 
We look more closely, care more deeply and that goes into the work, I hope.”

In The Woods also includes sculptures of a variety of birds and plants observed 
from her garden. Bringing these moments of “small pleasures” from her daily life 
into the gallery, Saul ultimately illuminates the relationships between all living 
things while paying homage to the tenderness inherent to the natural world. 



Sally Saul (b. 1946, Albany, NY) earned a Master’s degree in American Literature 
from the San Francisco State University in 1973. During her time in California, she 
became acquainted with the Bay Area visual arts movement, characterized by a 
penchant for bright colors and an interest in drawing subject matter from day-to-
day life. In the early 1980s Saul relocated to Austin where she enrolled in ceramics 
courses at the University of Texas, and began to formalize her process. Informed 
by memory, her sculptures came to explore complexities of the human condition.

In recent years Saul has achieved significant milestones in her career. Her first 
survey exhibition Blue Hills, Yellow Tree, opened in May 2019 at Pioneer Works in 
Brooklyn, NY. The exhibition brought together works from over three decades, 
representing her years spent in San Francisco, Austin, TX, and beyond. Saul 
presented a solo show at Almine Rech, Paris in January 2020. She has also 
participated in exhibitions at venues including Jeffrey Deitch, New York, NY; the Art 
Museum of West Virginia, Morgantown, WV; the Aldrich Contemporary Art 
Museum, Ridgefield, CT; White Columns, New York, NY; and Lumber Room, 
Portland, OR; among many others. In 2018, the artist, with Peter Saul, co-curated 
the exhibition Out of Control at Venus Over Manhattan, New York, NY. Saul lives 
and works in Germantown, New York.

Image: Sally Saul, Meditation Tree, 2020, clay and glaze, Tree: 34 1/2 x 12 x 11 in (87.6 x 
30.5 x 27.9 cm)

Please call +1 (212) 274-0064 or email info@racheluffnergallery.com for more information.
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SALLY SAUL 

Sally Saul (b. 1946, Albany, NY) earned a BA from the University of Colorado in Boulder, CO and 
an MA in American Literature from the San Francisco State University, where she graduated in 
1973. During her time in California, she became acquainted with the Bay Area visual arts 
movement, characterized by a penchant for bright colors and an interest in drawing subject 
matter from day-to- day life. In the early 1980s Saul relocated to Austin where she enrolled in 
ceramics courses at the University of Texas, and began to formalize her process. Informed by 
memory, her sculptures came to explore complexities of the human condition.  

In recent years Saul has achieved significant milestones in her career. Her first survey exhibition 
Blue Hills, Yellow Tree, opened in May 2019 at Pioneer Works in Brooklyn, NY. The exhibition 
brought together works from over three decades, representing her years spent in San Francisco, 
Austin, TX, and beyond. Saul presented a solo show at Almine Rech, Paris in January 2020. She 
has also participated in exhibitions at venues including Jeffrey Deitch, New York, NY; the Art 
Museum of West Virginia, Morgantown, WV; the Aldrich Contemporary Art Museum, Ridgefield, 
CT; White Columns, New York, NY; and Lumber Room, Portland, OR; among many others. In 
2018, the artist, with Peter Saul, co-curated the exhibition Out of Control at Venus Over 
Manhattan, New York, NY. Saul lives and works in Germantown, New York.  
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 Frog

Sylvie Fleury 
photographed for Frog  
by Flavio Karrer 
 
“Because frogs swallow their prey whole,  
their digestive juices have to be potent.  
You’re dealing with a chemical and acidic  
environment that is built to pull things apart  
and break them down.” 
Katherine J. Wu, “There Are Two Ways Out of  a Frog.   ”,  
The New York Times, Aug. 3, 2020    
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I’m a mess. I had my second child seven months ago, and I still have trouble gathering my 
thoughts enough to write an email. My formerly promising career as an art critic and essayist is in 
complete shambles. I stay within a one-block radius of my apartment building most days because 
it’s too hard to get my two-year-old and my 7-month-old down the stairs of our third floor walk-up. 
I have very little help except from an angel of a babysitter who comes for 12 hours a week. To 
make matters worse, on Monday, when crossing the street, a white van hit our double stroller with 
both of my kids inside. They miraculously survived, the worst of their injuries a gash next to my 
daughter’s right eye, but now, I’m afraid to leave the house with them.

I say all of this because I don’t know how else to begin. I loved Sally Saul’s exhibition “Blue Hills, 
Yellow Tree,” open at Pioneer Works in Brooklyn until Sunday, July 7, because it provided a brief 
reprieve from the maelstrom that is my life as a mother. Comprising of ceramic sculptures made 
over three decades, along with a selection of works on paper, the exhibition feels distinctly of the 
hearth, which is to say, exalting in the warmth, beauty and power of the domestic. It felt peaceful; 
it felt beautiful. It felt intellectual, as well, and a bit weird. There are sculptures of beavers, fish 

https://pioneerworks.org/exhibitions/sally-saul-blue-hills-yellow-tree/
https://pioneerworks.org/exhibitions/sally-saul-blue-hills-yellow-tree/


and squirrels. There is Snowdrops (1999), a 
wall plaque that depicts a white house 
surrounded by trees. There 
is Graduation (1997), made on the occasion 
of Saul’s daughter’s graduation from high 
school in Austin, Texas, which shows her 
daughter as a baby wearing a graduation cap. 
There is Lo Que Quiero (2000), which 
translates as “whatever you want,” and 
depicts a nude figure with blue eyes and 
yellow cornrows sitting within a circle made of 
rocks. Within the circle are also sculptures of 
a fox, a bird and a skunk, as well as two 
strange, straggly trees. They could easily 
have been pulled from a children’s book; they 
could easily be a fairy tale.

“Describing what I had in mind is difficult, but 
something to do with solace, being part of an 
environment, the disappearing environment,” 
Saul told me when I asked her to explain 
what was behind the piece. “I grew up in the 
countryside outside of Ithaca, New York, and 
the woods and gorges provided adventure, 
exploration, escape, provoked the 
imagination, all early experiences that reside 
in and shape you to some degree.”

Forests, and nature, historically play malignant roles in fairy tales. They are places where witches 
sacrifice infants over fires; they are places where children get lost, and then are captured to be 
fattened for a meal. They are also places were magical, timeless creatures roam. Unicorns, 
fairies, nymphs and elves. The three figures that comprise of Saul’s 
sculptures Eyeful (2002), Effigy with Skirt (1998), and Effigy with Feathers (1999) might merely be 
sculptures of strange, Botero-esque figures, neither children nor not-children; or they might be 
just momentarily standing on pedestals at Pioneer Works until Saul releases them back into the 
woods.

I asked Saul how often she draws from myths and fairy tales in her work. She told me: “I 
sometimes return to myths because they are such good stories, and brutal too. The punishment 
so often seems to outweigh the crime or simply the cheekiness or hubris of the mortal.”

The references she makes, both visually and in her captions, betray her learnedness. Ophelia’s 
Flowers (2018) are an array of ceramic blossoms scattered on a bed of velvet. “I suddenly 
thought of Ophelia in the play coming on stage scattering flowers that’s she’s holding, naming the 
traits - i.e. rosemary for remembrance, pansies for thoughts, daisy for dissembling, and so on, as 
a way of alluding to the tragic situation that envelops her," Saul says of the inspiration behind the 
piece. The base of Graduation, which contains leaves and fruit, references from Luca della 
Robbia, an 15th century ceramic sculptor from Italy. A series of busts pair accomplished men — 
Franklin D. Roosevelt and Dwight Eisenhower — with accomplished women — Gertrude Stein 
and Rachel Carson — in an attempt to rectify the masculine skew of history.

Most tender are the sculptures that depict nude bodies. In Traveling (1998), a male and a female 
figure, covered in hair like apes, walk with their arms around each other. The female warily eyes 
the sky, as if at any minute, an apocalypse might drop out from behind the clouds, extinguishing 
this moment of lovingness. In Untitled (2016), a female form is comprised not from a whole piece 
of clay, but instead, from strips of clay that leave gaping holes across her body. I saw that piece, 
and I thought of my own body post-partum. The dark gash of a scar on my abdomen. My nipples 
that look like cocktail sausages after almost 3 years of continuous breastfeeding. The fact that I 
cannot seem to lose weight, not even a single pound, despite eating well and exercising 
frequently. “I began Untitled with an idea of making a figure with strips of clay, not a solid figure, 
more fragile, but that changed into something more adventurous I think, with perforations and 



colored bandages, exposing the inside and outside scars, but also, formally, of wanting 
something more of the body," Saul told me. To me, the piece read of pain, how the female body is 
pieced back together from the abuse we subject it to; the abuse of childbirth, but also the abuse 
of dieting, of hatred for the way our bodies are unless we are in a state of making them "better." 

Scattered throughout the exhibition are self-portraits that render the artist as she is, which is 
aging. In Self-Portrait (2010), the lines under her eyes are deep, her lips are stained but crinkled, 
her eyebrows uneven. “I hope I’m honest in my depiction, I try to be,” Saul told me. When I asked 
her if it was hard to look that closely at herself — as it for me, and I’m only 36, at the very 
beginning of what will hopefully be a long wrinkling — she told me, “No, it’s not hard to look that 
closely because one becomes quite objective trying to render accurately.”

In the end, what I wanted to know about Saul was how she managed to be both an artist and a 
mother. Because Saul raised a daughter with her partner, the artist Peter Saul.

When her daughter was very young, most of Saul’s time was devoted to parenting. “She was 2 
when we moved to Austin, and I remember almost every day walking to a nearby city park with 
her - she had a child’s grocery cart she liked to push along,” she said. “I still remember that walk 
very clearly, and the sidewalk where someone had written in once wet cement ‘Irish Poets Learn 
Your Trade.’ Further along, someone had put up a ‘Watch for chipmunks’ sign, a joke I’m sure. 
The park also had a spring fed pool, so important when the temperatures really took off by late 
May.”

It sounds like my afternoon. Likely, when my daughter is up from her nap today, we’ll walk down 
the block to the park, where she’ll play in the sprinklers while her baby brother eagerly watches. 
It’s not success in typical terms, but it’s happiness.

Saul assured me that things will change for the better, at least in terms of reclaiming a sense of 
self. “Take heart, those early years are over before you know it and your time will free up. Your 
body return to normal, and gradually you'll reconnect to the ‘outside’ world.”

If you’re free over the next few days, and in New York, I can’t recommend enough that you go 
see “Blue Hills, Yellow Tree.”

https://pioneerworks.org/exhibitions/sally-saul-blue-hills-yellow-tree/
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In Sally Saul’s Together (2017), two happy polar bears stand 
side by side, holding hands. They look content (if a little 
befuddled), ready to face whatever the future might bring. 

I couldn’t help but think of this perfect ceramic sculpture after 
meeting with Sally and her husband, the offbeat painting 
legend Peter Saul, to discuss their unique, lasting marriage—and 
what other artistic couples might be able to learn from it. 
“They are both wonderful people and first-rate artists,” said 
Mary Boone, Peter’s New York gallerist since 1995. “It is great to 
see—and rare—that they help each other and share a lot 
creatively.” 

I met the couple at their Upper East Side apartment, a small 
one-bedroom rental that they keep for occasional journeys into 
the city. They’re permanently based upstate in Germantown, 



New York, where they share a house (built in 1855) and a bi-
level studio (redesigned in 2014 by the architect Stan Allen, a 
personal friend). 

The living room of their Manhattan digs is cozy. Peter is dressed 
conservatively for a man who once painted Salvador Dalí 
urinating champagne into the ear of George W. Bush (only his 
bright teal sneakers hint at such a streak of eccentric wildness). 
Sally is likewise low-key, a calming presence, whether she’s 
discussing the daily anxiety of Trump’s America or her recent 
efforts to humanely trap gophers up in Germantown. 

Spending an hour in their company makes it clear that—over the 
course of 43 years of marriage—they’ve settled into an 
admirably comfortable, supportive dynamic together. The Sauls, 
admittedly, are lucky. And any relationship—between artists or 
others—survives on a complex recipe of luck, compatibility, 
compromise, and trust. So what can we learn from Peter and 
Sally’s four decades of creative matrimony? 

Forget about online dating (“When Peter 
Met Sally”) 

Portrait of Sally and Peter Saul in their Upper East Side apartment by Stephanie Noritz for Artsy. 
Pictured: Painting of Sally in Montmartre, Paris in 2006 by Peter Saul.

http://www.stanallenarchitect.com/architecture/Peter-Saul-Studio


When Peter and Sally met in 1973, neither would have imagined 
the panoply of relationship apps that love-hungry artists take for 
granted today. They met in a slightly more nerve-wracking way: 
via the telephone, having yet to see each other in person.   

Peter, 39, had been teaching at the Oakland School of Arts and 
Crafts (now the California College of the Arts). Someone Sally 
knew was one of his students; she had slipped Peter her friend’s 
phone number, thinking they might be a good match. 

“I was kind of queasy about this, but he did phone, actually,” 
recalled Sally, who was 27 at the time. “Yup, I got my nerve 
up…” Peter added. 

“I just liked the sound of his voice,” Sally said. “He sounded very 
authentic. And in those days, too, Peter had a little stutter, 
which was sort of winning—when he was nervous, or on the 
phone, or a little excited.” 

The blind phone call went well, and the two set a dinner date. 
Peter managed to locate Sally’s apartment in the neighborhood 
of Glen Park by using a “map and a magnifying glass, stopping 

Sally Saul, Blue Lady, 2018. Courtesy of 
the artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery.

Peter Saul, Self Portrait with Haircut, 2003, Pace 
Prints



every few blocks,” he remembered. “It’s kind of amazing that he 
found it,” Sally noted. “He never knows where he’s going.” 

At this point in time, in 1973, Peter was already an established 
artist. (That year he would paint The Crucifixion of Angela 
Davis, a visceral and surreal portrait of the radical activist.) Sally 
was working as a secretary; she wouldn’t start actively making 
art until the 1980s. “Peter was very funny, and very lively. Easy 
to talk to,” she said. 

“I met Sally at the right moment, and we had a real relationship 
for the first time in my life,” Peter said. “In the old days, 
relationships between men and women were just lousy across 
the board. And suddenly here it was: brand new and wonderful, 
like it’s supposed to be.” 

You should support each other, not 
compete 

Artists are driven and competitive; after all, there isn’t an 
infinite amount of fame to go around. If we imagine two recent 
MFA grads settling down for a life together, we might also 

Sally Saul, Together, 2017. Courtesy of the artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery.



imagine the stress (and possible bitterness) that might result: 
What if one partner’s career skyrocketed, while the other’s 
fizzled? 

Peter and Sally managed to sidestep this dilemma due to 
circumstance. When they married, in 1975, Sally had earned a 
master’s degree in American literature. She had yet to embark 
on a career as a ceramicist; it was Peter’s social circle in San 
Francisco, the hotbed of the Funk movement, that turned her 
onto the medium’s possibilities. 

“I gradually became interested in it—I felt that it was something 
I could do,” she said. The couple hung out with sculptors 
like Robert Arneson and his wife, Sandra Shannonhouse, as well 
as David Gilhooly. “I just had never seen art like that.” 

Peter, meanwhile, was showing with Allan Frumkin Gallery in 
New York (his debut solo exhibition was at the gallery’s Chicago 
location back in 1961). It wasn’t until the early 1980s, when the 
Sauls relocated to Austin, Texas, that Sally would start taking 
ceramics classes at the University of Texas and making her own 
work. Even then, she didn’t seem overly driven to make a name 
for herself or to exhibit widely. 

“Modesty had to be overcome in Sally’s case,” Peter surmised. 
“As she realizes now, you have to prize the work itself; you have 
to think it’s good before other people think it’s good. Sally had a 
rather low opinion.” 

“Well, there’s nothing wrong with being self-critical—when 
you’re learning,” she countered. The fact that the pair wasn’t 
actively dueling for art world recognition certainly took some of 
the pressure off. “I could feel competitive with other people,” 
Sally added, “but I don’t think I ever felt competitive with Peter. 
Not at all, really.” 

“That would be kind of self-defeating, if you’re married,” he 
agreed. “It would be sort of a problem.” 

Gallerist Gwenolee Zürcher concurred. In 2014, Peter curated a 
massive group show at her New York space entitled “If You’re 
Accidentally Not Included, Don’t Worry About It.” He included 
some of Sally’s ceramics in the mix; it was one of the first times 
she showed her work in the city.   



“Peter and Sally’s relationship is pretty unique, based on mutual 
love, sharing the same ideas and wishes,” Zürcher said. “I’ve 
known several artist-couples. I was close to Joan Mitchell, who 
lived with Jean-Paul Riopelle for 25 years. Their relationship 
was extremely intense; it was based on competition. They were 
fighting all the time.…Any durable relationship should be based 
on mutual respect and admiration.” 

“Sally and Peter’s support of each other doesn’t feel forced or 
strategic at all,” said Rachel Uffner, the New York gallerist who 
currently represents Sally. “They’re not promoting each other’s 
work, they just enjoy each other’s work—and they obviously 
enjoy each other.” 

You don’t have to share the same exact 
taste 

Part of the joy of being in a couple is getting to experience the 
things you enjoy in common. But that can also lead to friction. 
The Sauls are fortunate to have a fairly simpatico affection for 
art that is grotesque, comic, absurd, and in-your-face; they co-

Portrait of Peter Saul and Sally Saul by Stephanie Noritz for Artsy.



curated a massive group show entitled “Out of Control,” on view 
at Venus in New York through August 10th, featuring a 
sprawling assortment of work by friends and peers like Erik 
Parker, Joe Bradley, Dana Schutz, and Arlene Shechet. 

“Peter and Sally see more art and visit more galleries than most 
people,” said Anna Christina Furney, a partner at the gallery. 
“When one takes an interest in an artist or object, the other is so 
enthused and eager to see it themselves. There is this wonderful 
mutual respect and curiosity that exists in the way they pursue 
art—it is rare and special and a rapport that is exclusively 
theirs.” 

But that doesn’t mean they agree on everything. “Certain things 
I have an interest in that Sally is absolutely not interested in,” 
Peter admitted, nodding to TV shows like Lockup: Raw, a 
documentary series about prison life. “I definitely show an 
interest in ghastly doings that Sally doesn’t. However, I follow 
Sally’s interest in Pride and Prejudice and many 19th-century 
things that I also enjoy.” (Peter also acknowledged a passion, 
now lapsed, for People magazine. “I gave up on it because it’s 
not hot enough,” he said. “I wanted to find out the ghastly 
doings of the celebrities, none of whom I actually know the 
names of or who the hell they are. But it’s all sanitized.”) 

Meanwhile, Sally is slowly filling in the gaps in Peter’s 
knowledge of literary classics. She’ll read aloud to him before 
bed. They’ve made it through Huckleberry Finn, The Grapes of 
Wrath, Frankenstein, and others. “The current one, Steinbeck, 
we’re not enjoying too much,” Peter noted. “East of Eden. It’s a 
yawner, a little bit.” 

And if they get tired of the English-language canon, the Sauls 
have a shared love for the (seemingly endless) “My Struggle” 
series, the autobiographical doorstops by Norwegian writer Karl 
Ove Knausgaard.   

Find the right long-term home 

Ask any relationship counselor what couples tend to fight about, 
and certain things will top the list—major existential questions 
about where to live, or how to spend and save money. Here 
again, the Sauls are unique: Peter said he’s grateful to have 
“done nothing but art or teach” since 1959. “Sally’s just very 



recently started making money off art,” Peter added. “We’ve 
been very comfortable up to now, and Sally is adding to it.” 

Still, they’re not extravagant. “We’re conservative like crazy,” 
Peter said, somewhat counterintuitively. Sally quickly added, 
“But on the other hand, we enjoy life, too.” 

These days, the Sauls are permanently based in Germantown, a 
two-hour drive from Manhattan. That’s enabled them to enjoy a 
lifestyle that would be fairly unfeasible in the city. Their daily 
routine—which involves a commute of mere meters between 
their house and studio—begins with breakfast on the porch and 
a shared newspaper. 

Peter cooks. Sally washes the dishes. She also handles a larger 
share of their joint administrative work in the morning. “Sally 
likes the email more than I do,” Peter admitted. “She’s more 
modern.” Both artists will then dedicate the bulk of their day to 
the studio, where they each have their own floor. While they’re 
waiting for inspiration to strike, the countryside also offers its 
fair share of mundane but necessary tasks. “I do the weeding,” 
Sally clarified. “And for a while, we trapped woodchucks 
regularly.” (The secret: cantaloupe bait and Havahart’s humane 
traps.) 

Peter Saul, Louis XIV Feeds His Pets, 2015. © 
Peter Saul. Courtesy of Mary Boone Gallery, 
New York.

Sally Saul, Peter, 2007. Courtesy of the artist 
and Rachel Uffner Gallery.



Living outside of the city provides peace and quiet, but it can 
also have its downsides. “I really like being able to come to the 
city, because otherwise, after a while, you kind of forget who you 
are upstate,” Sally said. 

The Sauls aren’t completely removed from the New York art 
world, of course—they count artists like Jeffrey Gibson, and 
gallerists like Alexander Grey and the Levai family, as upstate 
neighbors. But they still value the opportunities to spend time 
back in the city. Their complementary temperaments balance 
one another nicely. Peter is more reserved, less inclined to 
socialize: “I’m an isolated person,” he said. Sally, meanwhile, 
seems to be the one who might suggest the couple should make 
it out to openings in Chelsea, the Lower East Side, or Brooklyn. 
“I grew up in the countryside outside of Ithaca, the Finger 
Lakes,” she surmised, “and so I’ve always had this longing to be 
where the excitement was.” 

“Sally has wanted to go out to openings much more than me,” 
Peter said. “So we go out to these places—during the last 18 
years of living in the New York area—and I think it’s been very, 
very helpful to our art careers, because I didn’t understand how 
the art world worked at all. We realize now that because we 
show up, thanks to Sally, people know us a bit more. They see 
that we’re nice, we’re not horrible. You know?” 

Be critical, but open-minded, about your 
partner’s work 

If you share your life with someone, it stands to reason that 
you’ll also share your unfiltered, honest opinions. But how much 
should two artists in a relationship counsel each other about the 
work that they’re making? 

Peter and Sally seem to take a fairly hands-off approach in terms 
of mutual criticism, with some exceptions. “Peter’s very 
supportive,” Sally said. “I don’t think he’s ever super critical. He 
has good, very specific formal suggestions sometimes.” 

Sally, meanwhile, certainly feels comfortable venturing into 
Peter’s floor of the studio to offer her own critiques. But she 
counsels against making definitive statements; just because your 
partner’s latest work might not make sense to you now, it 



doesn’t mean that you should tell him or her to abandon an 
experimental effort. 

“Over time, your opinion can change,” she said. “I’ve seen it with 
Peter’s work over the years, how acceptance or lack of 
acceptance changes. Something that he made years ago that was 
just considered awful is now perfectly acceptable. You have to be 
a little careful.” 

And, of course, it always helps to have confidence, and a slightly 
thick skin. “Other people’s opinions have never been a big deal 
in my life,” Peter said. “I’m sort of self-contained.” 

Protect your relationship from the world’s 
daily chaos 

“Sally’s more worried about the future than I am,” Peter said, 
though no one would mistake him for an artist who thinks the 
world is in particularly good shape. Over the decades, he has 
expertly skewered politics, depicting Ronald Reagan as a sort of 
intestinal snake, or the war in Vietnam as a luridly grotesque 
horror show. As for the current occupant of the White House: 
“I’m finished with Trump,” Peter asserted. “I painted him five 

Peter Saul, Vietnam, 1966. © Peter Saul. Courtesy 
of Mary Boone Gallery, New York.

Sally Saul, Lady With Rose, 2018. 
Courtesy of the artist and Rachel Uffner 
Gallery.



times, and that’s it. I’m not thinking about it anymore. It doesn’t 
interest me to have that situation in my head. I want somebody 
new—I’d like to be mad at somebody else.” 

In the meantime, the couple has found uplift in an unlikely 
source: the recent acclaimed documentary about Mr. 
Rogers, Won’t You Be My Neighbor? “He says, at some point: 
‘Love is at the root of everything,’” Sally recalled. “‘All learning, 
all relationships—love, or the lack of it.’ I realized how 
important he was in terms of how he could talk to children. It’s 
an extraordinary person who can do that, really, as he did.” 

Remember that kids can change the 
equation 

Speaking of children: Peter and Sally raised a daughter together; 
her toddler years were spent in Austin, Texas. As for how kids 
would impact their respective careers: “I don’t think we thought 
about this very closely” at the time, Sally said, “which is one 
reason I’d recommend doing so.” 

While their homebase in upstate New York might suit the Sauls’ 
current needs, Sally cherished the amenities for tots that a more 
urban setting provided. “Living in a place with plenty of 
resources for kids is a big help,” she said. “Austin turned out to 
be such a place—many parks, for example, with pools. We 

Sally Saul, Untitled, 2017. Courtesy of the artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery.



walked to our neighborhood park almost every day.” Other 
benefits included a small theater that put on magic acts and 
performances for kids; swim classes and the U.T. String Project 
at the University of Texas; art classes offered through the local 
museum; and a nature program through Parks and Recreation. 
“I feel as if I had a second childhood!” Sally said. 

Artmaking isn’t always the most stable vocation, and kids aren’t 
cheap. But artists considering having children also shouldn’t 
be too discouraged by the costs of bringing another human 
being into the world. Imagination, after all, is invaluable—and 
totally free. Peter recalled an ongoing game he would play with 
his daughter involving a small colony of 17 Barbie dolls and a 
telenovela’s worth of drama. “We had a town full of jealousies, 
fights, betrayals, and friendships,” he said, “and then we let the 
cat—as a wild animal—attack them. We had the whole range of 
human emotion, and I had as much fun doing this as our 
daughter.” 

Remember what actually matters 

Peter and Sally are both intensely passionate about the art they 
make, but they haven’t lost sight of what truly endures. “Enjoy 
yourselves,” Peter said, when asked to counsel a hypothetical 
duo of artists-in-love. “Don’t worry about money and art 

Portrait of Peter and Sally Saul walking on the Upper East Side by Stephanie Noritz for Artsy.



appreciation any more than you absolutely have to. Art is not a 
‘job.’” 

In the end, a man who draws the Mona Lisa throwing up 
macaroni can find his creative soulmate in a woman prone to 
sculpting anxiously yearning humans or happy beavers with 
nine teats. But ultimately, a relationship is built on true 
connection, not just the fortunate sharing of eccentric tastes. 
Art world fame is fleeting—love is built to last. “My idea is, I 
want to have a wonderful relationship with a beautiful woman,” 
Peter concluded, with refreshing honesty. “This isn’t art-based, 
really. It’s passion-based.” 



 

. 

 Distortions  

 

Through Aug. 15. Nathalie Karg Gallery, 291 Grand 
Street, Manhattan; 212-563-7821, nathaliekarg.com. 

This show, organized by the artist Carl D’Alvia, is 
about the human form — specifically distortions of it, 
as the title says — but for the 16 contributors, the goal 
seems less fidelity to outward appearances than to 
emotional states. They playfully use the body to render 
the complexity, comedy and vulnerability of our 

Sally Saul’s “Blue Lady,” from 2018; clay and glaze. 
Sally Saul/Rachel Uffner Gallery, New York



condition. 

Sally Saul’s “Blue Lady” (2018) holds perky flowers but 
looks apprehensive. She stands next to another of Ms. 
Saul’s pieces, which features a skull whose eye sockets 
and bone plates appear set in a permanent expression 
of confusion and concern. The message: Our anxieties 
don’t leave us even when we’re dead. Behind them, a 
self-portrait by Robert Arneson features a brick 
imprinted with his name on its head; titled “Balancing 
Act” (1975), the work depicts the burden that bearing 
one’s own identity can be. A nearby Elizabeth 
Catlettsculpture, “Faces for Two Worlds” (1980), takes 
up this idea more earnestly: A bronze head with two 
opposing faces visualizes the concept of double 
consciousness. 

There are few complete bodies in “Distortions”; 
instead, a sense of fragmentation prevails. It’s best 
expressed in the work of Caroline Wells Chandler, 
whose pairs of legs, hand making a peace sign, 
buttocks that looks like two meatballs, and other 
colorful, crocheted parts are spread across a wall in the 
gallery. All of them seem to emerge from what could be 
bodies of water or portals, suggesting the radical 
possibilities of rebirth. JILLIAN STEINHAUER 
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40 Artists Share Their Favorite 
Shows of 2017 
By Scott Indrisek • Dec 25, 2017 8:00 am 

At the end of each year, critics and editors eagerly (and oh-so-
authoritatively) weigh in on what they found to be the best work of the last 
12 months. But why not go straight to the source, asking some of our 
favorite creatives what thrilled, moved, and inspired them in 2017? Here, 
without further ado, we present a year-end wrap-up that lets the artists 
decide what mattered. 

Adrianne Rubenstein 

Sally Saul, “Knit of Identity” at Rachel Uffner Gallery in New York 

 

Installation view of Sally Saul, “Knit of Identity” at Rachel Uffner Gallery. Courtesy 

of the artist and Rachel Uffner Gallery.



“Sally’s work is a subtle commentary on social concerns, particularly having 
to do with the environment and women’s bodies,” says Rubenstein, whose 
paintings are on view at Reyes Projects in Birmingham, Michigan through 
January 20th. “Her ceramics are like a warm hug. They echo the sentiments I 
feel when progressive action is taken by my feminist heroes. At first glance 
her sculptures are homey and goofy even, they have a magical, disarming 
sensibility. Sally is getting attention for her work somewhat later in life, 
which to me is symbolic of tides turning. This exhibition helps to rewrite 
history a little bit, and it’s the kind of history I want to be a part of.”



 

 

34 Artworks I Would Like to Acquire 
from NADA Miami 2017 
BY Andrew Russeth POSTED 12/07/17 3:02 PM 

Readers, colleagues, friends new and old, I write with a proposal. 
 
More than 100 exhibitors currently fill the Ice Palace Studios in Miami for the 
annual Miami fair of the New Art Dealers Alliance. Today through Friday this 
international cast of dealers are selling artworks and many are moderately priced, 
especially compared to those at the Basel bazaar across the water in Miami 
Beach. Would you like to acquire some for me? Below is my list of 34 pieces. My 
sense is that all of them can be had for under seven figures, but I am willing to 
make concessions. Beggars can’t be choosers. Thank you for your consideration. 

The Lower East Side’s Rachel Uffner Gallery has a little bounty of Sally Sauls on 
offer, including these two great dogs. Despite their ferocious teeth, they look 
quite ready to love their new owner.

http://www.artnews.com/author/arusseth/


 
 
 
 

 

 

 
Sally Saul’s “Untitled” (2017) includes a pair of elegant black pumps that are a flinty joke about 
gender roles, sex and mortality. CreditRachel Uffner Gallery 

Sally Saul 
Through Oct. 29. Rachel Uffner Gallery, 170 Suffolk Street, Manhattan; 212-274-0064, 
racheluffnergallery.com. 

The unglazed ceramic humans, animals, shoes and underpants that compose Sally 
Saul’s long overdue New York solo debut seem gleefully macabre. In one tableau, two 
naked cave women and an anthropomorphically officious vulture hunch over the edge of 
their pedestal as if contemplating the inevitability of death as exemplified by some 
unseen carcass. In another, cartoonish tarantulas and a blissed-out frog join a few more 
vultures to flex their muscles like a high school wrestling team. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
A pair of elegant black pumps with rosy interiors and deliberately bumpy surfaces are a 
flinty joke about gender roles, sex and mortality. A small bedroom without walls brings 
to mind an archaeological site like the ancient Anatolian city of Çatalhöyük, suggesting 
that domestic relationships haven’t changed all that much since the introduction of 
agriculture. A paint-smeared Adam and Eve titled “He” and “She”; a sensitive portrait 
bust of Ms. Saul’s husband, the painter Peter Saul, with tender blue eyes and a stand of 
asparaguslike brushes jammed into his crown; and several other ceramic people all seem 
intended to highlight every squalid embarrassment of the flesh. 
 
But by foregrounding these embarrassments, Ms. Saul creates a kind of afterimage of 
spiritual serenity. Formally, too, the works employ a similar feint and jab. “He” and 
“She” lead with their gremlinlike scale and shovel feet, which lets their striking precision 
of detail and anatomy — the subtly buoyant curve of her belly, the slightly flatter angle of 
his, the carefully varied textures of their rough-looking hair — follow more quietly. 
 
 
WILL HEINRICH 
 

 

 

 

 



 
 

The Raging Optimism of Sally Saul
Sally Saul makes sculptures that are funny, sweet, 
and tender – states we are not likely to encounter in 
art or even in life. 
John Yau • October 1, 2017 
Sally Saul has been making sculpture for 30 years. The work she has contributed 
to group shows over the past couple of years have offered a tantalizing glimpse 
into what she has been up to, but have left me, like most viewers, hungry for 
more. Now that hunger has been appeased. Her exhibition Sally Saul: Knit of 
Identity at Rachel Uffner (September 10–October 29, 2017), her first solo show in 
New York, has 19 ceramic sculptures and assemblies, with lots of different parts.

The show’s title comes from Walt Whitman’s great poem, “Song of Myself,” which 
opens with these memorable lines, “I celebrate myself, and sing myself […].” 
Here is where the show’s title appears:

Urge and urge and urge, 
Always the procreant urge of the world. 
Out of the dimness opposite equals advance, always substance 
and increase, always sex, 
Always a knit of identity, always distinction, always a breed of life. 
To elaborate is no avail, learn’d and unlearn’d feel that it is so.

Whitman’s rhythmic repetition of  “always” is one of the keys to his poem and, I 
think, to Saul’s ceramic sculptures. There is an urgent hum and raging optimism 
running in tandem through Whitman, which Saul shares.  The difference is that 
Saul has a sense of humor, which was not the boastful blabberer’s strong suit. In 
“Vulture Party” (2017), an assembly made of seven separate ceramic pieces, 
there are three vultures waiting to feast on the spotted spiders and/or the frog 
(your choice) gathered in front of them, presumably including the bug caught on 
the frog’s tongue. This is Saul’s view of the food chain: something eats 
something eats something else. Within this vision of the world’s “knit of identity,” 
the vultures, largest members of the group, have their place and the right to 
party.  With their wings seemingly folded behind their backs, they are not 

http://www.racheluffnergallery.com/exhibitions/detail/sally-saul/installation-stills
http://www.racheluffnergallery.com/exhibitions/detail/sally-saul/installation-stills


ungainly, opportunistic carnivores, but gentlemen dressed in black patiently 
waiting their turn.

Sally Saul, “Vulture Party” (2017), clay and glaze, 7 pieces, overall: 12 x 19 x 14 
1/2 inches

It is in her attention to specifics that one senses the completeness of Saul’s 
vision. In “Together” (2017), there are two polar bears, one with its red tongue 
sticking out. What is on that animal’s mind? Saul’s creatures — human, animal, 
and otherwise — inhabit a prelapsarian domain, where it is not uncommon to 
find, as in “Dancing Girls”(2017), two naked young women flapping their arms, 
while a vulture, head bowed, inexplicably stands between them.

Her figures “She” and “He” (2017) look puzzled, as if they are not quite sure what 
to do. The woman — who, at nearly two feet high, is slightly taller than the man 
— rises on sturdy legs. Self-possessed, she looks upward, as if at the sky,  while 
the man (or “He”), who shares the same pedestal, as “She,” appears more 
apprehensive than his female counterpart. His mottled  blue, yellow, and earthen 
red skin  offers viewers another way to look at him; he is not just a sculptural 
form, but a playing field for color changes.

While there is a whimsical side to many of works, it is offset by Saul’s quirky 
subject matter. In “Frog” (2017), a large, happy frog pulls a bumblebee into its 
mouth with its tongue. In “UFO” (2017), a black and red flying saucer — the 
shape seems inspired by a 1950s toy — is perched on the crown on a tree 
whose two upper trunks have been cut off, making for a perfect landing place. 
There is a curious cat at the base of the tree, as well as a pink and green ladder 
leaning against it, which changes how we look at the encounter.



Sally Saul, “He” (2017), clay and glaze, 17 1/2 x 15 x 7 1/2 inches
 
In “Man Overboard” (2017), a dory sits on a shelf, its oars untended. Mounted on 
the wall above it, three signal flags, whose designs are geometric and abstract, 
are each framed by a blue ruffle (or what can be read as a cord). The connection 
between the signal flags, which exist in one reality, and the dory, which exists in 
another, has already caught your attention when you glance inside the dory to 
find a large weird starfish sitting there,  and suddenly everything about the 
experience changes.

The starfish — which looks rather sinister — and the pink and green ladder 
leaning against a tree in “UFO” speak to Saul’s eye for the odd detail that 
simultaneously fits and upends the whole. I didn’t expect to find an oversized 
starfish sitting in a dory, with its five stubby appendages unable to grab the oars. 
And I certainly wondered if someone had climbed the ladder and was welcomed 
aboard — or abducted inside — the UFO; I suspect that the cat was also 
wondering what was going on up there. This is what animates Saul’s work — we 
end up asking what is happening or has happened. Why are the young girls 
happily dancing with the vulture? As Whitman writes in “Song of Myself,”



To elaborate is no avail, learn’d and unlearn’d feel that it is so.

Saul shares Whitman’s irrepressible optimism, but what they have even more in 
common is a democratic desire to make art that is direct and inclusive, without 
playing to the audience through production costs and oversized perfection. This 
does not mean dumbing down your work or trafficking in clichés — quite the 
opposite — and besides, Saul has too much respect for the viewer for that. Her 
works are funny, sweet, and tender — states we are not likely to encounter in art 
or even in life. Just look at the laced red sneakers, one of five pairs of footwear in 
“Untitled” (2017), or the flowered “Panties” (2017), and it is evident that Saul is 
driven by an urgent hum that looks at everything with the same generous 
equanimity.

Sally Saul, “Peter” (2007), clay and glaze, 18 1/2 x 15 x 12 1/2 inches

We ought to appreciate the frog gleefully slurping down the bumblebee because 
who knows how long such a sight might exist. Certainly, Saul’s portrait of her 
artist husband, “Peter,” whose head is rising out of his blue pullover, is full of 
affectionate humor. He looks serious enough, but the  paint brushes rising out his 
head like feathers in a Native American  headdress, adds another dimension. 



There is nothing innocent or naïve about her refusal to be gloomy, which is 
refreshing, if not redeeming.

Sally Saul: Knit of Identity continues at Rachel Uffner (170 Suffolk Street, Lower 
East Side, Manhattan) through October 29.

http://www.racheluffnergallery.com/exhibitions/detail/sally-saul/installation-stills


 
 
 
 

 

 

NADA Art Fair Offers the Wacky and the Political, Plus 
Basketball 
By KEN JOHNSONMAY 5, 2016 

 

 
The Landing The most arresting piece in an excellent, five-artist show of 
funky ceramic sculptures is Sally Saul’s “The Attack” (2016), a politically 
wishful arrangement in six parts on a square pedestal. At the center is a 
richly glazed double portrait of the billionaire Koch brothers tongue kissing 
while five tarantulas surround them and a tsunami looms in the 
background. Ms. Saul, who happens to be married to the painter Peter 
Saul, is an artist past due for wider recognition. 
 
 

 



 
 
 
 

 
The 10 Most Outstanding Sculptures of NADA Miami 
Beach 2016 
 
By Dylan Kerr 
DEC. 2, 2016 

SALLY SAUL 
Girl With Apple, 2016 
Rachel Uffner 
 

 
 
You’ve probably heard of the American Pop artist Peter Saul, but did you 
know his wife Sally is currently having a moment of her own? At the 
spritely age of 70, the longtime ceramacist is in the midst of a breakout,  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
and the art viewing public is all the better for it. The works on view in 
Rachel Uffner’s booth point slyly to her ongoing fascination with 
mythologies of all kinds, without making any reference overly obvious—
if you think the piece above refers only to the Biblical Eve, you may need 
to look up the story of a certain Aphrodite and a handsome man named 
Paris. Despite these lofty historical origins, the works also evince Saul’s 
humor and playful nature—they’re deep, but, come on, they’re also 
pretty cute. 



 
 
 
 

 

Ceramics Stage a Coup at NADA Miami Beach 2016 
Typically a stronghold of painting, the NADA Miami Beach fair 
is awash in clay sculpture this year. 
Benjamin Sutton 
December 1, 2016 
 

 

MIAMI BEACH — The idea that ceramics are making a comeback in 
the art world and the art market is not exactly news. Regular visitors 
to Chelsea and other blue chip gallery districts and members of the 
global art fair jet set have seen clay and porcelain steadily gaining 
ground on paint, ink, and more conventional sculptural materials like 
bronze. And this year, ceramic art has made major inroads 
at NADA’s Miami Beach fair, a quintessential bastion of painting.  
 
 
 
 



 
 
(Textiles, too, are on the rise, both at NADA and Art Basel Miami 
Beach.) Ranging in style from finish fetish works in the lineage 
of Ken Priceand Ron Nagle, to playful figurative statues and 
imaginative riffs on traditional ceramic objects like vases, this year’s 
NADA fair feels like a potter’s paradise. 
 

My personal favorites, presiding over the booth of New York’s Rachel 
Uffner Gallery, are Sally Saul’s sculptures of two female figures, a 
dog, a fox, and a flower. The curious grouping is a testament to her 
endearing and playful iconography, and revived my desire for a big 
solo show of Saul’s sculptures — word is that Uffner has one in the 
works. 

The fair features works by several artists working in the same vein as 
Saul — that is, making figurative ceramic work that plays with scale 
and tone, or that uses the handcrafted medium to imbue typically 
inanimate objects with inner life.  

 
 


