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When you think of the Biennale, you might think of Venice. I wish. This is the next one that might 
come to mind and was actually pretty close, minus the water. I hopped over the water, the 
Hudson River, to experience the Whitney Biennial 2026 during the preview at the Whitney 
Museum of American Art, before it opened to the public, courtesy of my membership. I have to 
say that observing the exhibition in its quiet state, before the reactions unfold, allows for a 
deeper appreciation of its construction. 

What struck me most was the exhibition’s diversity, but not in the way we usually use that word 
in press releases. This diversity existed in full. The mediums alone read like an exercise in 
artistic speak. Paintings occupied space with quilts. There were pieces on paper, small 
sculptural gardens that seemed almost to function as private ecosystems, and giant 
balloon-sized sculptures that shifted the scale of the rooms around them. Nothing seemed 
forced to adhere to a unified visual grammar. Every work appeared at home in its own dialect. 

Beyond the items themselves, there was diversity. The performers' ages and professional 
stages were diverse. Some names felt like the start of something that was still developing, while 
others held the silent weight of extensive practice. The geographical scope was equally wide. 
The artists brought unique visual histories and concerns with them because they hailed from 
various regions of the nation and cultural backgrounds. 

And then there was the ethnic diversity of the artists. It was present, clearly intentional, yet 
handled with a lightness that made it feel less like a checklist and more like an alignment. The 
kind of balance that feels accidental, even though you know it is anything but. As if the universe 
had briefly agreed to cooperate with curatorial planning. 

The Whitney Biennial, in its eighty-second edition, is the longest-running survey of 
contemporary art in the country and, this time, features the work of fifty-six artists, duos, and 
collectives. Together, they examine several forms of relationality, including shared mythologies, 
familial bonds, geopolitical entanglements, cultural traditions, interspecies kinships, technical 
affinities, and the infrastructures that covertly sustain artistic production. They also represent the 
contemporary moment. 

But what makes this particular biennial interesting is its atmosphere. This is a satellite-level 
snapshot. Rather than trying to provide a single answer to what contemporary life looks like right 
now, the exhibition leans into the mood for its magic. It invites visitors into environments that 
carry tension, tenderness, humor, and at times a subtle unease. 

The result is not a tidy portrait of the present. It is something more honest than that. 

The Whitney Biennial 2026 functions less like a statement and more like a weather report. You 
move through it feeling shifts in pressure. Some works are contemplative, others unruly. Some 
feel intimate while others expand outward into collective histories and speculative futures. 



Taken together, the exhibition captures the strange complexity of the current moment while 
proposing new ways of being together inside it. Not cleanly. Not perfectly. But imaginatively. 
Because it feels like it includes everyone, it might feel safe. But including everyone now is the 
opposite of safe for institutions that require funding. 

And perhaps that is the most accurate portrait contemporary art can offer right now. 

 


