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View of “Life,” 2022, Hammer Mueum, Lo Angele. Floor: Charle Gaine, Falling Rock, 2000. Wall: Morag
Keil, The Vomit Vortex, 2022. Photo: Johua White.

TH GAMTKUNTWRK is one of modernism’s most telling inventions. Built from
dance, music, theater, and poetry, it sought to stanch the crisis of modernity with a
multisensory experience: If life was breaking up—split between public and private,
work and leisure—the “total work of art” promised to bind disciplines and audience
together to create something like community. Beginning in 1876 under the patronage of
King Ludwig II of Bavaria, Richard Wagner launched a festival to stage his epic operas
in Bayreuth, Germany, inspiring a devoted, at times fascistic, cult as well as fierce
critics (Adorno once described him as “a revolutionary who conciliates the despised
members of the middle class by recounting heroic deeds now past”). If Wagner’s work
was archaic and artificial, the composer also thought of it as a “drama of the future,”
so it’s interesting to consider the Gesamtkunstwerk again today, 150 years later, when
life’s components are ever more linked and animated by a web of ostensibly smart
devices. This is the question at the heart of Aram Moshayedi’s “Lifes,” at the Hammer
Museum, Los Angeles, and while the exhibition may be largely symptomatic, it leads us
to places from which we might begin to think the present.

The scene of “Lifes” feels less like a gallery than a stage, if not a fun house or a
discotheque. The space is cavernous and vast—there are no partitions or dividing walls
—and the floor has been carpeted so as to highlight the presence of the viewer’s body in
the space, alongside the artworks. Entering the exhibition, one steps not into a white
cube but a managed environment, the space is more timed than timeless. It has been
suffused with a purplish glow and outfitted with projectors and speakers (a handout
tells you of various diversions taking place minute to minute), and one imagines a
massive hard drive somewhere controlling the lighting, the projection of the videos,
and the playing of the soundtracks that produce the ever-changing—and seemingly
very expensive—mise-en-scène. Many different types of professionals pumped life into
this project, including musicians (Pauline Oliveros), actors (Aubrey Plaza), artists
(Rosemarie Trockel), choreographers (Andros Zins-Browne), critics (Greg Tate),
dramaturges (Adam Linder), and poet-painter-pianists (Wayne Koestenbaum), but
what is striking, and somewhat surprising, is that most of these figures work in rather
traditional, or at least discrete, media. It is the curator who created this multimedia
collab. (The old critical bogeyman spectacle feels too dated a word.)

One of the things that first intrigued me about “Lifes”—in addition to the show’s

You have 2 article remaining thi month. ucrie for immediate acce to thi and over
five decade of article from our archive.
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advertisements, their receding gridded plane reminiscent of Superstudio’s Endless
Monument—is that its various contributors share equal footing on the lengthy artist
list, which suggests an exhibition much larger than what one actually encounters in the
gallery. This horizontality challenges established hierarchies—between artist and critic
as much as between artist and Hollywood actor—but it also makes equivalences
between things that might actually be dissimilar; moreover, while pointing to a
collective project, it invites fascination with personalities and proper names at the
expense of what used to be called the work. In this sense, “Lifes” is not unlike a party-
guest list for which Moshayedi served as host. He is an Austellungsmacher, or
“exhibition maker,” in the tradition of Harald Szeemann (who himself made a major
exhibition about the Gesamtkunstwerk in 1983) and Nicolas Bourriaud (whose 1996
exhibition “Traffic,” which launched Relational Aesthetics, is an important precedent
here given its conception of the exhibition as an event, or aggregate, made of both seen
and unseen forces). This meister style is no longer fashionable today, and so it feels rare
and exciting—amid a field of dutiful and responsible exhibitions—to find a curator
who is trying to think about contemporary life with contemporary art and vice versa.
Kudos, too, to the institution willing to take a risk.

TThhee  aarrttiisstt  iiss  aa  pprroocceesssseedd  ggoooodd,,  aa  lleeffttoovveerr,,  ppaassssiinngg  tthhrroouugghh  tthhee  ssyysstteemm..

Despite the feeling of unity that pervades the space, certain works stand out: The
biggest is Morag Keil’s The Vomit Vortex, a pneumatic tube system that curves
through the galleries and every now and then sends a canister of fake artist vomit
surging through the exhibition. It is a silly and somewhat sophomoric work (Double
Dare at the museum), but I mean this as high praise—being droll might be the only way
to be serious these days. The large clear tube enters corners and penetrates walls,
hinting at an infrastructure behind, and attached to, the institution’s managed surface.
Surrounding each aperture is a large adhesive image of the supposed insides of the
museum, and while some look like fleshy wounds and old-fashioned brick, others offer
glimpses of proximate attractions, such as the museum café. It’s telling that the reveal
itself is an illusion. The work calls to mind Robert Smithson’s 1972 injunction to artists
to investigate “the apparatus the artist is threaded through,” but some fifty years later
threaded doesn’t suffice to describe the relationship. Processed and pulverized?
Chewed, digested, and spit out? The artist is no longer capable of dexterously
negotiating the art world in all its complexity. She’s a processed good, a leftover,
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Nina eier and o Kil, All Four, 2022. Performance view, Hammer Mueum, Lo Angele, 2022. Photo:
Gariel Noguez.

What I’ve described thus far, of course, is just one part of “Lifes,” really just a part of a
part. The exhibition also includes a polyurethane log (Piero Gilardi); nine marble lions
occasionally mounted by dancers (Nina Beier and Bob Kil); a neo-Constructivist
monument to interspecies intermingling (Fahim Amir and Elke Auer); and multiple
works about Pimu, aka Santa Catalina Island (Rindon Johnson, Kite, and L. Frank).
There’s also the catalogue, copies of which are tossed here and there across the gallery
floor. More like a manual or reader, the volume contains no images of artworks but
lots of conversations among artists as well as a beautiful text on color by philosopher
Amir; incisive analyses by Tate and the scholar Shannon Jackson; and rather stoned-
looking marginalia by Olivia Mole. From February to May, the exhibition also hosted
a series of performances, talks, screenings, collaborations, and concerts—it was a
festival networked across time and space (and it is perhaps worth mentioning here the
glaring f in “Lifes,” which seems to point to the soldering of the physical and virtual,
suggesting the ways in which not only a second life has become real, but a third, a
fourth, and a fifth life as well). This is typical of a contemporary mode of exhibition
making that gathers so many moving parts that no one person can ever really grasp it.
In a way, it’s impossible to review such projects for there is always something in excess,
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some beyond that cannot be seen, but if this abundance threatens the critical function
(I’ll live), it also turns away from public (which is to say discussable) life toward that
which is private and affective (toward a coterie, perhaps). Obliquity is held up as a
value here. The catalogue’s epigraph, setting the tone for the show, is a quote from the
artist Charles Gaines, who is represented in the exhibition by a sculpture featuring a
chained boulder periodically dropped onto panes of glass: “The art work, total art
work, involves many aspects of myself, not just one, and they all want to participate in
the work. But when the work is done they all disappear, claiming ignorance of the
whole affair, and documenting alibis.” The idea seems to be that while an artist’s life
goes into the making of an artwork, their labor (and its affects) is obscured once the
work is finished and sent off, but this is no big claim, really: Contemporary art no
longer requires the death of the author so much as it turns them into an intriguing
specter.
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Olivia Mole, The Lowlife, 2021, digital image, dimenion variale.

What struck me, though, is how the exhibition—despite its intentions—works in the
opposite direction. It is not the lives or identities of the artists that are interesting,
though the social web they form, charted by a network diagram on the exhibition’s
opening wall, is seemingly meant to compel us. Rather, it is our lives, the viewer’s life
(or perhaps simply our heat and energy, as suggested by Cooper Jacoby’s
thermochromic benches-cum-thermostats), that the exhibition wants. “Lifes” is not
simply something to visit, but, per Smithson, an apparatus to join—and, as such, it’s
most incisive as an allegory of the contemporary art world writ large. Rather than
resist the interconnectedness of contemporary art—let alone contemporary life—the
exhibition intensifies it, choreographs and aestheticizes it, makes it beautiful. And so
we are put in a funny position. We can go with the flow, feel the atmosphere, and learn
all the references—or we can push back, turn away, avoid being sucked in completely.
There is pleasure in “Lifes,” but there is also pleasure in wanting more—or less. 

“Lifes” is on view at the Hammer Museum, Los Angeles, through May 8.

Alex Kitnick teaches art history at Bard College in Annandale-on-Hudson, New York.
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ART REVIEW, APRIL 2022 
COOPER JACOPY, SUN IS BILE, THE INTERMISSION X FITZPATRICK GALLERY
REVIEW BY ATHANASIOS ARGIANAS
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ArtReview86 

Manzil-Hawd / Manzil-Jabal (House-Basin / House-Mountain) (detail), 2022.  
Photo: Tadzio. Courtesy the artist and Galerie Imane Farès, Paris

Younès Rahmoun’s latest exhibition is composed 
of visual codes and motifs that hint at an unex-
plained internal logic. Nevertheless, you are left 
in no doubt that the artist is attempting to 
engage with big subjects: belonging, spirituality 
and the substance of light itself. These concerns,  
it appears, are best articulated on a humble scale. 
The largest work, Madad-Tayf (Madad-Spectrum, 
2022), comprises ten columns of multicoloured 
blown glass cylinders, 77 in all, casting a 
spectrum of shadows onto the back walls of the 
opening gallery. Glimpsed from the street,  
it has the air of an object in an interior design 
showcase – an aesthetic at odds with the rest  
of the exhibition’s contents.

Much more successful are works that dwell 
on the theme of domesticity – again, belonging 
– and its absence: throughout, we encounter 
palm-size resin models of houses resembling 

enlarged, transparent Monopoly-board proper-
ties, a succinct visual shorthand for the notion  
of ‘home’: in Manzil-Fatil (2021) the model  
is perched on a shelf, high above eye level;  
in Manzil-Hawd / Manzil-Jabal (House-Basin /  
House-Mountain, 2022) it has been placed atop  
a ziggurat of upturned traditional copper 
cooking vessels of the kind ubiquitous in 
Rahmoun’s native Morocco; in Nôr-Manzil-Nôr 
(Light-House-Light, 2022), meanwhile, the 
house is positioned in the centre of a projection  
of rippling golden light.

These allusions to rootedness meet their 
opposition with Hajar-Dahab (Stone-Gold, 2022),  
a bowl containing a collection of pebbles 
Rahmoun has amassed in his travels. Bringing 
objects sourced from disparate territories 
together in a new setting is both a kind of ritual 
for the artist – whose past performances have 

frequently involved similar gestures – and  
an open-ended political statement. Viewed  
in the context of the refugee crises unfolding  
on Europe’s fringes, these stones are a simple  
but affecting metaphor for migration.

Small amounts of gold are used sparingly 
throughout, with thin strands of gold leaf inside 
the resin houses, a small golden egg in among 
the pebbles, gold sequins on the hem of a 
woollen cloak hanging from a wall. The subtle, 
reflective glow of the metal against the walls 
gives the display a quality of the devotional,  
an apparent allusion to the artist’s interest  
in Sufi faith and philosophy. This spiritual 
dimension to Rahmoun’s practice is an attempt  
to grapple with the sublime, with ideas of  
a magnitude beyond the confines of language;  
on the whole, he does so with great nuance  
and delicacy. Digby Warde-Aldam

Younès Rahmoun  Madad

Galerie Imane Farès, Paris  24 February – 23 April
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In the refurbished 1920s premises of The 
Intermission in Piraeus, the port city in Greater 
Athens whose harbour has been used continu-
ously since antiquity, American artist Cooper 
Jacoby summons a local practice that has been 
dormant here since the early days of Roman 
Christians. Like a contemporary Pythia, the 
Delphic oracle who inhaled bay-leaf vapour while 
voicing riddles envisioning the future, a set of 
four wall-mounted panels literally heat up and 
cool down, augmented with digital displays that 
emit lines of drunken poetry. ‘Mirror Is Engine, 
Sun Is Bile,’ reads one. Epoxy-encapsulated with 
reflective surfaces, approximately the height  
of a full-length body mirror, each is fitted with  
an AI-modified thermostat that also generates  
text on its display in real time. 

Reminiscent of the musings of horoscope 
columns, these are writings that we are ourselves 
scripted to project onto, mirroring our own 

biases, fears, hopes. As the temperature changes, 
meanwhile, the chromogenic-paint hue mutates 
within a saturated autumn palette, coppers to 
greens to blues, in expression of temperamental 
affect. And as the sentient surfaces become aware 
of their own temperature fluctuations – a circle 
within circles, a closed system not unlike climate 
itself – the very meaning of consciousness  
is brought to the foreground, as is a history  
of existential cyclical allegory stretching from 
Narcissus to Hans Haacke’s Condensation Cube 
(1963–68), a sealed Perspex box with a changing 
opacity, depending on its surrounding tempera-
ture. Pointedly, amid a context of unpredictable 
heating and predicting, the title of this series 
asks How will I survive? (2022).

A metre above our heads, as if both observing 
and illuminating us, four pastel-coloured 
simulacra of streetlamps protrude from the 
walls. In the glass of each, diffusing a blurred 

beam of coloured light, are what look like fungal 
growths, abstractions or, wait, abjections. These 
are clear-silicone cast animal intestines and 
organs, like miniature islands in a puddle  
of backlighting. Harking back to haruspicy, 
divination by reading animals’ entrails, a practice 
dating to Ancient Rome, this flickering irides-
cence is of a down-sampled projection of video 
behind the silicone ‘prism’, which diffuses it 
further, tinting the pulsing organ shapes, like 
enlarged microscope imagery in an animist 
flurry of ancient activity. In a time of dense 
futurology, conspiracies and technological 
fetishism, it’s salutary to be reminded that 
humans have always looked for answers beyond 
their own logic – whether through discursive 
technology or irrational divination. We did it  
then and, as we tragically avoid facing the 
magnitude of our environment’s cascading 
crisis, we do it now. Athanasios Argianas

Cooper Jacoby  Sun is Bile

The Intermission × Fitzpatrick Gallery, Piraeus  14 January – 26 March

Apopheniac (infancy), 2021, polyurethane enamel, steel, fibreglass, silicone, LED array,
165 × 92 × 34 cm. Courtesy the artist and Fitzpatrick Gallery, Paris
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LES INROCKUPTIBLES, NOVEMBER 2018 
“L’ENTRE-DEUX”
REVIEW BY INGRID LUQUET-GAD
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AUPARAVANT, LES CANARIS ÉTAIENT 
UTILISÉS PAR LES MINEURS de 
charbon pour détecter les fuites de gaz 
toxique. Plus sensibles que les humains, 
l’interruption de leur chant indiquait 
qu’un seuil critique de gaz dans l’air  
avait été atteint. Nous continuons à  
nous entourer de toutes sortes de canaris 
mécaniques, ces gadgets domestiques  
qui rassurent autant qu’ils alimentent  
une obsession sécuritaire grandissante. 
L’exposition de Cooper Jacoby à la galerie 
High Art est truffée de ces gadgets. 
De grandes structures en forme de 
matelas sont rembourrées de fibres 
d’acier et de cuivre censées bloquer  
le passage des ondes électromagnétiques. 

Plus loin, un bras mécanique vient 
frapper un mécanisme en silicone avec  
la régularité d’une horloge, tout en 
n’indiquant rien d’autre que son propre 
bon fonctionnement. Ailleurs, des 
masques humanoïdes, dont la forme 
provient des premiers babyphones, 
diffusent dans l’espace une fréquence 
continue : un sifflement de canari 
enregistré, simulacre mécanique de 
sécurité qui ne protège plus de rien et 
continuerait à retentir quand bien même 
tout le monde aurait déjà été asphyxié.

Lors de chacune de ses expositions, 
l’Américain Cooper Jacoby, 29 ans, 
se penche sur les états d’entre-deux.  
C’est là, dans les limbes de ces zones de 

L’entre-deux
Avec ses étranges objets du quotidien,�  

COOPER JACOBY� donne la mesure de l’écart  
entre protection et paranoïa.

gris, que surgissent les nouveaux 
sentiments de la vie moderne, ceux que 
nous éprouvons confusément sans encore 
parvenir à les diagnostiquer clairement. 
En 2015, pour Deposit, son dernier solo  
à la galerie High Art, il s’intéressait aux 
systèmes de communication défaillants  
et réalisait une série de boîtes postales 
imprimées de radiographies.  
A la Fondation Luma Westbau à Zurich, 
l’hiver dernier, il insérait des têtes de 
gargouilles grimaçantes au sein d’appareils 
électroménagers et transformait alors en 
organismes gloutons une panoplie de 
climatiseurs, composteurs et autres 
radiateurs. Avec Susceptibles, l’entre-deux 
s’applique au conflit entre la mesure 
mécanique et le ressenti intime, entre  
la protection et la paranoïa. 

Contrairement à la plupart des 
artistes, Cooper Jacoby ne cherche pas 
à breveter un vocabulaire visuel qui lui 
serait propre. La forme s’adapte à l’état 
psychologique, à l’obsession ou au 
sentiment qu’il cherche à éveiller. Pour 
cela, il modifie des gadgets domestiques 
ou des objets de design par un tuning 
souvent étrange, parfois mélancolique.  
Il n’empêche : à la galerie High Art,  
les formes présentées par le jeune artiste 
ne ressemblent à rien que l’on aurait  
déjà vu. Elles nous placent au cœur d’un 
environnement où tout fonctionne sans 
que l’on sache pourquoi, où tout semble 
familier sans l’être vraiment. Les signaux 
d’alerte, nous ne savons plus les lire. 
Plutôt que de craindre que les machines 
prennent le contrôle, le véritable danger 
réside dans la perte de l’instinct humain, 
que nous avons délégué à des 
mécanismes aussi infernaux qu’absurdes. 
Ingrid Luquet-Gad

Cooper Jacoby – Susceptibles jusqu’au 
24 novembre,� galerie High Art,� Paris IXe

C’est là, dans les limbes  
de ces zones de gris,  

que surgissent  
les nouveaux sentiments 

de la vie moderne 
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Méfiez-vous des couleurs candides et attrayantes, elles peuvent parfois cacher des 
œuvres délicieusement anxiogènes. L'exemple est éclatant avec celles 
de Susceptibles, le nouveau solo show de l’artiste Cooper Jacoby présenté jusqu’au 24 
novembre. À 30 ans, cet Américain énigmatique né à Princeton (New Jersey) a exposé à 
Berlin et Paris en 2015 et 2017 – dans la même galerie High Art – ou à Los Angeles, où il 
réside et travaille, à la galerie d’art contemporain Freedman Fitzpatrick. 
 
Sur le sol d’une première salle, des sortes de mini bunkers bleu ciel en PVC portent les 
traces d'étranges fractures, dont les points de suture laissent entrevoir une chair en résine 
privée de carapace. Plus loin, deux dispositifs de “sonneries murales” – l’une jaune, l’autre 
orange. Mais en leur centre, le marteau minuscule destiné à déclencher la sonnerie frappe 
une demi-sphère… en silicone. Tel un sein flageolant, elle se déforme légèrement à 
chaque coup, réduite à émettre indéfiniment un misérable “tic-tac” inefficace.  Dans une 
autre salle, les œuvres accrochées aux murs évoquent cette fois-ci des matelas. Eux 
aussi semblent atteints d'une mystérieuse infection, comme progressivement nécrosés par 
ces sonneries qui ne sonnent jamais (dont le motif figure en leur centre, telle l'empreinte 
d'une balle)... à partir de cette blessure, des sphères de couleur prolifèrent comme les 
symptômes d'une contagion. En face de ces matelas fourrés à la paille d’aluminium, des 
microphones de propagande, jaunis par le temps, hors d’atteinte et hors d’usage, crachent 
péniblement des messages incompréhensibles, tels les appels à l’aide d’un opérateur 
radio en détresse sur un champ de bataille.
 
L’Américain élabore ses mécanismes à Düsseldorf, ville d’Allemagne bombardée par les 
forces alliées dès 1940 et détruite à moitié à l’issue de la Seconde Guerre mondiale. 
L'artiste explore les notions d’érosion, de dégradation et d’affaiblissement progressif. Son 
point de départ : les guerres d’usure, ces conflits visant  “à amener l’ennemi au point 
d’effondrement par l’épuisement de ses ressources – corporelles, matérielles ou 
financières, et laissent alors “la chair à vif, privée de sa peau qui, bien que perméable, est 
protectrice”, comme  l’indique le descriptif de l’exposition. L’usure, le temps qui passe, les 
corps à découvert… c’est de cela qu’il serait donc question chez l’artiste. À l’image de ses 
microphones tout droit sortis de la cour de promenade d’une prison. Les sonneries ne 
sonnent pas, les matelas sont éventrés et fixés au mur et les haut-parleurs diffusent des 
messages inaudibles. Avec leurs couleurs pop, les œuvres supposent l’euphorie mais 
seule leur toxicité semble surgir et illuminer un corps décharné, torturé par les cliquetis du 
temps qui défile inexorablement.
 
Le titre, Susceptibles, met sur la voie : des œuvres susceptibles – fragiles face à l'attaque 
– d’être ou de ne pas être, des œuvres en mesure d’être tout ce qu’elle ne sont 
“plastiquement” pas. Des œuvres qui font écho au corps humain et au corps social 
subissant les assauts permanents des nouvelles technologies, des systèmes 
économiques ou politiques.Tantôt reliques intemporelles, tantôt artefacts représentant le 
corps humain, elles sont susceptibles de “présenter”, de “recevoir” et de “subir”. 
Finalement, Cooper Jacoby produit un discours dramatique avec ses sculptures 
fiévreuses. L’érosion continue de ces structures figure avant tout notre propre décrépitude 
et l’anxiété qui gouverne notre monde contemporain. La nécrose des matelas, la course à 
la vie, les messages inaudibles et les blocs disloqués sont les hôtes de maladies 
autonomes, de virus modernes, de pathologies invisibles, imperceptibles mais bien 
présentes.
 
Susceptibles de Cooper Jacoby, jusqu’au 24 novembre à la galerie High Art, 1, rue 
Fromentin, Paris IXe.
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To decry Gothic architecture, Raphael cited, 
in the early 16th Century, its “imitation of uncut 
trees, of which the branches make, when bent 
and tied down, sharp pointed two-centered 
arches…the pointed arch has none of the grace 
of the perfect circle; nature herself uses no other 
form than the latter.” The Gothic arch’s demer-
it, it would seem, was that it mimicked another 
human-wrought form, rather than the purer one 
of the Italian painter’s Grecian ideal. It’s always 
been the human project, to beat nature at her 
game—and the dialectical project of others to 
demonstrate the dead ends of this pursuit.

The lot of Cooper Jacoby’s work has a Rapha-

the failings and recuperations of morphological 
expressions; in the way in which a form gains, 
loses, or feigns value in its variations and as it 
circulates and is materially transferred. In sculp-
ture and installation, he distills into inscrutably 
menacing objects clever narratives of absorp-
tion, adhesion, condensation, corrosion, and 
drift. But for all their reference to messiness and 
failure, Jacoby’s works are neat, sleek. We might 
think of them as anexact—as pure representa-
tions of impurities. 

Jacoby often begins with a design object; ei-
ther from the modernist canon or from the pa-
ra-communities that have rejected that canon. 
Take BAIT (2017), a series that casts George 
Nelson’s airy pendant-shaped cocoon lamps 
as nocuous beacons. Jacoby extracts from the 
iconic mid-century design the various forms and 
industries that made Nelson’s conception of it 
possible and foils them with reference to the 
darker valences of those very precursors. On 
steel armatures, Jacoby applied the same Co-
coon silk-like plastic used by Nelson, and print-
ed onto each lamp the patterns of moth wings. 
These patterns are drawn from moths which 

are not poisonous, but borrow the colorations 
and textures of poisonous species in a lambent 
act of biomimicry. Contained in each shade is a 
custom-designed ultraviolet bug zapper, which 
appears to the human eye as a neon blue light 
but communicates more ecstatic things to other 
species. Cocoon, a water-proof, impenetrable 
vinyl coating, was engineered by the military 
after WWII to protect its arsenal and was con-
ceived after the textile-like structure of its name-
sake. It was designed as a protectant, but for 
the pernicious purposes of the military. There’s a 
not-subtle resonance with this incongruity here, 
which accumulates as so many fried insects on 
the grills of Jacoby’s cool blue bulbs, installed 
inside the safe-haven façade of impersonator 

Winged-things don’t fare any better in the 2016-
2017 series HIVE. In 2011, Philips Design created 
a prototype for a “Microbial Home,” a balanced 
ecosystem in which all waste would be convert-
ed into viable resources. This home, which was 
ultimately untenable because of scale, included 
a glass urban beehive that allowed inhabitants 
to support the endangered bee population and 
to source their own local honey. Jacoby drew 
from these failed “utopic” designs, inverting the 
amber drop-shaped glass domes of the original 
hives and placing within them fabricated plas-
tic honeycombs installed with scrap catalytic 
converters, whose design uses the honeycomb 
structure to trap exhaust. But here, the carbon 
monoxide-trapping coating of the converters 
corrodes and leaks, producing exhaust rath-
er than absorbing it. These hives make a literal 
point about such products created using bio-
mimicry—they draw from nature only to exhaust 

takes up: air pollution is, of course, in part to 
blame for the collapse of the bee population. 

COOPER JACOBY BY ANNIE 
GODFREY LARMON

226
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Other works dig deeper into the socio-economic 
elements of sustainability: in 2016, the artist no-
ticed that poorer neighborhoods in his native LA 

hydrological system. To make the problem con-
spicuous, Jacoby cast a series of gutters in such 

-
ber graphite. At the base of each cast is a res-
in “puddle,” in which rests a fragment of a white 
vinyl approximation of the acupuncture meridian 
system—a diagnostic network theory of the body 
that seeks to optimize circulation. At Mathew 
gallery in Berlin, Jacoby mounted the exhibition 
Stagnants, in which four of these gutters togeth-
er made up the body’s entire meridian system. 
Pulled apart and displayed autonomously at the 
gallery, the gutters point to infrastructure failure, 
connecting the urban ecosystem to that of a bro-
ken body. 

There’s something of the Gothic in this impulse 
to “make explicit,” too. Gothic architecture made 

Several of Jacoby’s projects likewise surface, 
through inversions of function or structure, oth-
erwise invisible systems. For his most recent ex-
hibition, Disgorgers, at LUMA Westbau in Zurich, 
Jacoby sought to “throw the homeostatic, climat-
ic operations of the building into relief,” homing 
the viewer into the mechanisms and energies that 
support their experience in space. To do this, he 
installed a series of appliance-cum-sculptures in 
two galleries that alternated between stasis and 
crisis. Emphasizing how slight the distance can 
be between these two modes, his objects retool 
the often-precarious designs of alternative com-
munities who aim to reconceptualize mainstream 
technologies for ecofriendly infrastructures. In 

-
ponents and cast elements of a contemporary 
composter ball with replicas of Arcosanti bronze 
bells played tedious telephone hold music. In the 
second space, a water heater, an assisted ready-
made Shaker stove, and a radiator inspired by 
those produced for the Taos Earthships (passive, 
upcycled solar houses) are activated by a diesel 
generator when a black out is triggered by a pro-

-
ic suspense muted to suit the institutional calm 
of the gallery’s white walls, their idealism shot 
through with paranoia. 

In Disgorgers, the gaping, hyperbolic gullets 
of gargoyles were everywhere, tearing holes 
into each of the appliances. These grotesque-
ries—meant to spew water and waste away 
from buildings—have proven across history to 

spirits and then symbols of terror. Aptly, Jacoby 
sourced his mouths from the facades of bank 
buildings in New York City. One such mouth 
is centered on the work Disgorger (Radiator) 
(2017), a sealed window box that, built into the 
window of the gallery, houses the exhibition’s 
generator. The machine’s exhaust fumes form 
a patina around the gargoyle’s mouth—the only 
clue that, from the safety of the aseptic gallery, 
we are (perhaps unwittingly) confronted with a 
hotbox of carbon monoxide. 

works from the 2015 EOL series, comprising 

-

across his projects, like Dan Flavin gone noir. 
The artist calls this a “purgatorial stutter.” These 
sculptures bring to mind a line from Anne Car-
son: “When the equilibrium of a self-regulating 
system is reminded of the slow death in which it 
is suspended, the motor may falter.” Or, like this: 
when a body tries to square just exactly how it 
knows how to breathe, breathing suddenly be-
comes labored, fearful. It seems we are ever 
unreconciled about the directions new tech-
nologies will take us—closer to or further away 
from the intentions and designs of nature. But, 
as Jacoby’s work often reminds us, to falter, to 
hiccup or spasm, is to be reminded that nature 
self-engineers to solve her own problems. 

Heatsink, 2017 Freedman Fitzpatrick, Los Angeles
Courtesy: the artist and Freedman Fitzpatrick (opposite page)

Disgorgers, installation view, 2017 presented by Swiss Institute at 
LUMA Westbau, Zurich Courtesy: Swiss Institute and LUMA Westbau 
(pp. 228-229) Bait (Mocker), 2017 Freedman Fitzpatrick, Los Angeles

Courtesy: the artist and Freedman Fitzpatrick (p. 227)
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112 — march / april 2016

A large, traditional five-line musical staff 
bisects the walls. Black-and-white tondos of 
varying sizes hang on and around it. There 
are many. The floor is filled with a series 
of wooden sculptures, Giant Bone 1–9 
(2015), that resemble a union between plant 
stands and Sol LeWitt’s modular structures. 
They are formed from combinations of 
stacked and abutted cubes, some open, 
with the lines of the musical staff engraved 
in their charred surfaces as a spatial echo. 
But beyond an elementary glance, these 
works have no connection to the Minimalist 
situations they seemingly suggest. Claudia 
Comte has set up a mathematical referent 
with the musical staff, but why at this size? 
It’s arbitrary; it neither reflects the truth of 
where it was taken from, nor does it achieve 
a distorted scale that might affect a human 
dimension. At knee height, the sculptures 
reside in a strange limbo between the 
urban and suburban domestic. With each 
is a carved and smoothed femur-like piece 
of wood, leaning against or lying upon or 
within the cubes. There isn’t any real reason 
for them beyond a base fetish for wood in 
the artist’s practice. As objects, they can’t 
compete with nature. Driftwood is inimitable.

The series of “Turn Slip” paintings 
(2015) are late ZombEx. Black paint is 
applied to a brush the width of the radius 
of the tondo and then spun around the 
canvas, losing paint as it goes. With their 
dragged concentric circles they expand the 
musical reference to vinyl records and, in 
a clever act of brand building, the growth 
rings of trees. It’s the later that could be 
used as an excuse for their proliferation 
and variation of sizes, ranging from small 
saplings to large old-growth paintings. 

The show plods these two series back 
and forth like a child with cymbals. In 
tackling the visuals of the acoustic, Comte 
forgets harmony and expression. For what 
is music without poetry but something to 
break a silence that’s better left unfilled.

by Mitchell Anderson

Cooper Jacoby
Mathew / Berlin

Our feet, as Oscar Wilde observed, may be 
eternally treading the ontological gutter, 
but some of us are looking at the stars. 
Some of us, however, as Cooper Jacoby’s 
solo exhibition “Stagnants” at Mathew 
Gallery demonstrates, are looking at the 
gutter. Here Jacoby presents four casts of 
sewer drains from around Los Angeles and 
a sculpture consisting of paint and CPU 
connector pins. The works are linked by 
their titles to the practice of acupuncture 
(e.g. Brain Hollow, Veering Passage, Spasm 
Vessel, all 2016) and to the dynamics of 
flow and stasis upon which it focuses.

The casts establish a potent dialogue 
between the absent concrete and metal 
shapes from which they were formed and 
the fiberglass, epoxy resin and vinyl of 
which they are composed. Eerie pools of 
immobile liquid just at the edges of the 
open drains and grates add another level 
of formal friction that provides a welcome 
reminder that material representation still 
has uses in an age of digital aesthetics. 
The woeful state of these urban pressure 
points validates their literalism; signifiers of 
urban decay often exist in art as backdrops 
for a kind of vapid sloganeering, but 
coming face to face with the shattered 
concrete of some street corner of LA in 
the setting of a West Berlin gallery bluntly 
physicalizes the distance between the 
rhetoric of inclusion and the reality of 
institutionalized priorities and privilege.

This immediacy is perhaps complicated 
by the rather labored sketching of 
acupuncture-based diagrams into the 
basins of the sculptures; also the decision 
to create an elevated, steel grate platform 
to which the viewer must ascend in order 
to see the show may overdo the exhibition’s 
“urbanized” metaphorics (it’s also not very 
disability-friendly). Nevertheless, if Jacoby’s 
works demonstrate nothing else, they are a 
reminder that there are just as many stories 
flowing by in the gutter as there are among 
the stars. We ignore them at our peril.

by William Kherbek

The title of Peter Buggenhout’s second 
solo exhibition at Konrad Fischer Galerie, 
in Berlin, “Für Alle und Keinen ” (For All 
and None), addresses the existence and 
identity of its receiver as a problem. With 
respect to the works on view, the problem 
is reintroduced as that of identification 
in general. Buggenhout’s works — 
indeterminately shaped sculptures made 
of waste, dust, animal hair, intestines and 
unidentifiable materials — avoid positive 
signification. They reject the notion of 
persistence and completeness, and are 
fundamentally associated with ruins. 

The current exhibition consists of three 
new sculptures, each of which is the vertex 
of the other two. It starts with Mont Ventoux 
#16 (2015), a paraphernalia-like sculptural 
object placed inside a glass case on a white 
pedestal in front of the gallery’s entrance. A 
condensation of a cow-stomach and debris, 
the work simulates aspects of ritualistic 
voodoo fetish and ethnographic display, 
combining the possessed with the museal.

The second vertex is The Blind Leading 
the Blind #68 (2015), a recent example of 
Buggenhout’s signature dust sculptures: 
a large, contourless stack of wreckage 
concealed under a coat of dust, rendering 
the properties of its elements illegible. In it 
things not only lose their code or cease to 
exist, but can no longer be remembered for 
what they were. Incorporating the viewer 
into an experience of indistinguishability 
and entropy, it avows our subordination 
to nature, to death; to dust.

On Hold #3 (2015), the exhibition’s 
third vertex, is a corner installation, a low 
wall relief assembling wood, metal, plastic 
and textile fragments, held together by 
intertwined layers of foam and nylon. 
In comparison to the dust sculpture, it 
suggests composition and structure. Yet 
a closer look reveals its contradictory, 
transgressive dynamics, wherein the same 
things seem to move simultaneously 
to the left and to the right, upward and 
downward, erecting and falling, expanding 
and consolidating at the same time.

by Ory Dessau

Peter 
Buggenhout
Konrad Fischer / Berlin

Claudia Comte
BolteLang / Zurich
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“Sonic Geometry”, 
installation view at 
BolteLang, Zurich (2015)
Courtesy of the Artist 
and BolteLang, Zurich
Photography by 
Alexander Hana

Cooper Jacoby
“Stagnants”, installation 
view at Mathew Gallery, 
Berlin (2016)
Courtesy of the Artist and 
Mathew Gallery, Berlin 

Peter Buggenhout
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Courtesy of the Artist and 
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307_MA 16_Reviews.indd   113 25/02/16   14:46



37

41

reviews

112 — march / april 2016

A large, traditional five-line musical staff 
bisects the walls. Black-and-white tondos of 
varying sizes hang on and around it. There 
are many. The floor is filled with a series 
of wooden sculptures, Giant Bone 1–9 
(2015), that resemble a union between plant 
stands and Sol LeWitt’s modular structures. 
They are formed from combinations of 
stacked and abutted cubes, some open, 
with the lines of the musical staff engraved 
in their charred surfaces as a spatial echo. 
But beyond an elementary glance, these 
works have no connection to the Minimalist 
situations they seemingly suggest. Claudia 
Comte has set up a mathematical referent 
with the musical staff, but why at this size? 
It’s arbitrary; it neither reflects the truth of 
where it was taken from, nor does it achieve 
a distorted scale that might affect a human 
dimension. At knee height, the sculptures 
reside in a strange limbo between the 
urban and suburban domestic. With each 
is a carved and smoothed femur-like piece 
of wood, leaning against or lying upon or 
within the cubes. There isn’t any real reason 
for them beyond a base fetish for wood in 
the artist’s practice. As objects, they can’t 
compete with nature. Driftwood is inimitable.

The series of “Turn Slip” paintings 
(2015) are late ZombEx. Black paint is 
applied to a brush the width of the radius 
of the tondo and then spun around the 
canvas, losing paint as it goes. With their 
dragged concentric circles they expand the 
musical reference to vinyl records and, in 
a clever act of brand building, the growth 
rings of trees. It’s the later that could be 
used as an excuse for their proliferation 
and variation of sizes, ranging from small 
saplings to large old-growth paintings. 

The show plods these two series back 
and forth like a child with cymbals. In 
tackling the visuals of the acoustic, Comte 
forgets harmony and expression. For what 
is music without poetry but something to 
break a silence that’s better left unfilled.

by Mitchell Anderson

Cooper Jacoby
Mathew / Berlin

Our feet, as Oscar Wilde observed, may be 
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sewer drains from around Los Angeles and 
a sculpture consisting of paint and CPU 
connector pins. The works are linked by 
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the Blind #68 (2015), a recent example of 
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a large, contourless stack of wreckage 
concealed under a coat of dust, rendering 
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exist, but can no longer be remembered for 
what they were. Incorporating the viewer 
into an experience of indistinguishability 
and entropy, it avows our subordination 
to nature, to death; to dust.

On Hold #3 (2015), the exhibition’s 
third vertex, is a corner installation, a low 
wall relief assembling wood, metal, plastic 
and textile fragments, held together by 
intertwined layers of foam and nylon. 
In comparison to the dust sculpture, it 
suggests composition and structure. Yet 
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Cooper Jacoby
MATHEW | BERLIN 
Schaperstrasse 12 
January 29, 2016–March 19, 2016
Raising the floor of the gallery with a platform of industrial steel
grates—the kind avoided on urban streets for fear of falling into
seedy underground tunnels—Cooper Jacoby sets his viewers up
for a disorienting and portentous encounter with his sculpture
series “Stagnants” (all works 2016). Four fiberglass sculptures cast
from sections of decaying roadside curbs in Los Angeles—
including gutters and drains—hang at waist height, one on each of
the three walls with the fourth supported by poles in the window. A
gothic depravity looms over the sooty matte black curbs, pooling
into the reflective black resin-covered ledges of the gutters. Along
the gutters’ shiny surfaces, numbered points and zigzagging pathways of acupuncture meridian lines are drawn in
white, projecting routes of energy flow in the human body onto access points for the arteries of a metropolitan sewer
system.

With these works, Cooper combines characteristics of the human body with elements of urban architecture while
summoning the black metal-derived aesthetic of Banks Violette and alluding to concepts from Valie Export’s photo
series “Körperkonfigurationen” (Body Configurations), 1972–76. Although Cooper’s sculptures may represent
ubiquitous curbs that could be found in any city, naming their site of origin in the press release, along with the
human maleficence insinuated by the work, brings to mind the darkly disturbing curb stomp scene from the film
American History X (1998), where orifices meet concrete and the circle of life and death comes to a painfully
alarming halt.

— Arielle Bier

View of “Cooper Jacoby: Stagnants,” 2016.

All rights reserved. artforum.com is a registered trademark of Artforum International Magazine, New York, NY

Artforum
January 29, 2016
COOPER JACOBY
MATHEW, BERLIN
by Arielle Bier
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FROM TOP:
Lucie Stahl 
Close Encounters, 
2014. Ink-jet print, 
aluminum, and 
epoxy resin,  
60 x 43 in. 

Liz Magic Laser 
Still of Alex 
Ammerman in The 
Thought Leader, 
2015. Video,  
9 min. 22 sec.

LOS ANGELES

Liz Magic Laser 
Various Small Fires // January 10–February 21

WHAT DOES THE VOICE of authority sound like in an age of uncertainty? 
Perhaps it’s the one of a hired consultant, a guru, or an outside 
expert: a sage specialist of dubious jurisdiction who reveals to a 
vexed elite solutions that were in front of them all along.

In “The Thought Leader,” Laser turns her deft focus on the media’s 
articulations of contemporary anxieties to the TED-talk phenom-
enon. TED video lectures have developed a vocabulary of public 
address especially attuned to the desires of socially conscious 
capitalist entrepreneurs. The need for relief from the cha�ng that 
occurs while striving for both success and magnanimity makes an 
audience susceptible to charlatan voices proclaiming there is  
no apparent contradiction between sel�shness and sel�essness.

“I am a sick man. I am a spiteful man. Are you a good person? Or 
do you only want to seem like a good person so that people will  
like you?” a 10-year-old boy in business-casual attire asks an audience 
of rapt adults in the exhibition’s title video. The script, adapted  
from Dostoyevsky’s Notes from the Underground, applies its critique 
of socialist ideals to the market utopianism of TED. The business 
world’s obsession with groundbreaking innovation, often couched in 
the language of radicalism and sought through the guidance  
of “creatives,” is at the core of TED’s appeal. In The Thought Leader, 
2015, the wisdom of creatives is replaced by the teachings of 
children. If creativity is seen as a natural feature of childhood, the 
substitution isn’t a far reach. From a market perspective, one need 
only reawaken creativity to reclaim it and ultimately put it to 
productive use. But the children counsel against productivity: “The 
reality is that it’s better to do nothing,” the child speaker intones, 
rather than attempt to build “a perfect world, a crystal palace.” In 
another video, My Mind Is My Own, 2015, a second child guides 
adults in vocal exercises, repeating mantra-like af�rmations of 
con�dence and self-defense that the adults seem not to possess.

Laser presents scenarios from a world created by adults, which 
they �nd too troubling and complicated to navigate on their 
own. They require the guidance of children—adaptable people 
comfortable with vast and sweeping change.  —David Matorin

SAN FRANCISCO

“Bare Code Scan”
Fused space //   January 22–March 14

USING THE X-RAY as its point of departure, 
“Bare Code Scan” chronicles the evolu-
tion of the optical experience through 
technological advancement and cultural 
awareness. Dazzling and challenging, the 
exhibition may best be understood as an 
allegory of the old axiom: The eye sees 
what the mind knows.

The show opens with Barbara Ham-
mer’s �lm Sanctus, 1990, effectively 
prompting viewers to consider the science 
of looking. Animating radiographs origi- 
nally shot by Dr. James Sibley Watson,  
Sanctus follows a skeleton as it moves, 
drinks, and shaves. Captivating and 
eerie, the �lm exposes how technology 
has both deepened our understanding  
of the body and distanced us from it: We 
know that we are bones beneath skin,  
but we do not necessarily recognize 
ourselves in that image.

Cooper Jacoby’s sleek Optimal Clot 
and Toxic Variable, both 2015, insist on 
close inspection. Protruding from vinyl 
reproductions of X-rays sourced from 
their inventor, Wilhelm Röntgen, steel 
door handles are interrupted by clear 
cubes of suspended canola oil or ferro- 
�uid, a liquid that magnetizes in the 
presence of a magnetic �eld. In conversa-
tion with X-rays, the �uid signi�es the 
limitations of optic awareness, establish-

ing a gateway between what we see and 
what we cannot immediately discern.

Photographs by Lucie Stahl consider 
the threshold of the zoo and its partitions 
that enclose animals. A turtle presses  
its soft underbelly against glass in Close 
Encounters, while in East of Eden (both 
works 2014), a gorilla sits in a corner 
covering its face with its arms, expressing 
the emotional trait of either modesty or 
avoidance. Printed on aluminum, Stahl’s 
photographs re�ect the viewers, welcom-
ing their presence into the work and 
highlighting a voyeuristic gaze.

Sam Lewitt’s Flexible Control (No 
Touch Through Me Lineament), 2013, 
directs focus back onto technology’s 
mediation of the retinal. Etched to resem-
ble a microchip’s circuitry, the oversize 
copper panel magni�es the minuscule 
element responsible for operating devices 
like smartphones and computers that 
command our visual attention. In this 
sense, Lewitt’s piece is a progression  
from Hammer’s and Jacoby’s ponderings: 
While the X-ray represents advances in 
our understanding of the human body, the 
computer chip illustrates society’s ascen-
dant belief in technological innovation.

Challenging the mind to conceive that 
which the eye cannot perceive, “Bare 
Code Scan” ultimately reminds us that 

even as technology breaks down impedi-
ments to visual cognizance, it erects new 
hurdles.  —Francesca Sonara
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