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fered shambolic subversion of the Biennale’s
At the very least, it was an open-ended product
ponsible duo’s instinctively punky disposition.
irded consumer durables, outmoded electrical
icles from which such clutter might be rescued:
| art materials for Keogh, both in his collabora-
d in recent projects in which he has increasingly
A Solo Exhibition™ at Belfast’s Golden Thread
-nonsense title seemed to insist, a step toward
ependent status. With appropriate perversity,
> make his case for artistic individuality not only
ier jointly authored pieces but also by pursuing
pportunities. Two of the works had appeared
nt forms and different contexts. Bin Disco §, a
nped out with salvaged technology to become
, was first seen in San Sebastidn, Spain, in 2004,
inother portable music machine custom-made
Iware, debuted on a New York street in 2007.
nore controlled environment of a gallery, these
e granted impressive upgrades, their ramshackle
audio features augmented. Key to their retrofits
of collaborators such as Belfast-based musician
nd friends) created Bin Sounds 2013, a specially
track for Bin Disco 5, helping to heighten the
1g this techno-fied readymade within a darkened
orked with Keogh on a remarkable expansion
ding a sprawling, interconnected collection of
d repurposed guitar pedals that together formed
rument. Consistent with Keogh’s aesthetic, how-
of this effects orchestra was merged with house-
1d cat-food boxes, detergent bottles, and the like
ings for assorted sound-modifying mechanisms.
dials and improvise on these everyday recycla-
ould produce their own wild sound tracks of
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~did go solo here, the results were even wilder.
tles, 2011, shown as a large-scale single-screen
ires close-up shots of fat flies wandering one by
‘e surface of a fridge. Insects come out to several
from upbeat easy-listening to moodier minor-key

instrumentals. Each fly is visible for just a few seconds before it is
blasted with a shotgun. These are brutal, bewildering scenes, yet hid-
eously compelling. However nasty they may be, their correspondence
with Keogh’s wider work is almost clear: They represent expected flow
of ordinary life, riotously interrupted.

—Declan Long

PARIS

Fabrice Hyber

GALERIE NATHALIE OBADIA

Fabrice Hyber’s recent exhibition was perversely titled “Interdit aux
Enfants” (Children Not Allowed), though it was in fact designed spe-
cifically for children, or at least conceived with their small size and big
imaginations in mind. Known for his quirky “Prozotypes d’Objets en
Fonctionnement” (Prototypes of Functioning Objects), 1991-, Hyber

here complemented new POFs, mostly modified versions of earlier
designs that have been scaled into child-friendly formats, with energetic
diagrammatic paintings. Transforming the gallery into an informal
classroom-cum-laboratory, with charts and annotations scrawled
directly on the walls in charcoal and videos demonstrating how his
artworks were made or are meant to be employed, Hyber, a trained
scientist, underscored the at once didactic and user-friendly appeal of
his experimental practice.

The show’s centerpiece was a low plywood platform padded with
black rubber tiles (the sort typically found under a jungle gym) and
laden with colorful and wacky props, costumes, games, and gadgets.
The thirty-odd miniaturized POFs (all 2014) included a cubic soccer
ball, originally made in 1998, that appeared here in diminutive pink
and blue versions (POF 65 Ballon Carré rose; POF 65 Ballon Carré
bleu), a pastel three-sided seesaw (POF 147 Triple balance); small pants
with sewn-in chair legs that ostensibly permit the wearer to sit when-
ever and wherever he or she is so inclined (POF 16 Pantachaise); and
toddler-size Lego statues (POF 125 Homme de Bessines) based on
the green male figures that Hyber designed for a public fountain in the
French town of Bessines in 1991 and that have populated his work in
various incarnations ever since.

The walls surrounding the carnivalesque installation provided fur-
ther insight into Hyber’s intellectual and material processes. A salon-
style hanging of resin-coated oil paintings served as a sort of Hyber 101
crib sheet, highlighting key elements from the artist’s idiosyncratic
visual vocabulary. Dubbed “Hieros,” the colorful pictograms (all 2014)
included Glurp, a double body symbolizing reversibility; Orange, a

View of “Fabrice
Hyber,” 2014.
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citrus fruit raining juicy drips; and Cannibal, two Pac-Man shapes biting
each other. Several paintings describe relationships between nature and
the human body—the paramount theme for Hyber. Poils, for instance,
can be read either as a landscape of tree trunks and patches of grass, or
as fleshy limbs with outcroppings of coarse, dark hairs.

Meanwhile, a much larger and more complex ecosystem dominated
the gallery’s back wall. Peinture Homéopathique n°30 (inhumain-
immortalité), 2013, is part of the ongoing series of “Homeopathic
Paintings” Hyber has been producing at the average rate of one per year
since 1986. The thirtieth such work combines sketches and maquettes
for various POFs (including several exhibited in Hyber’s “mental
spa” at Paris’s Palais de Tokyo in 2012-13), research documents, hand-
drawn flow charts and DNA strands rendered in charcoal, and pieces
of actual tree bark and full branches, the whole evoking a massive and
chaotic bulletin board. Hyber here describes his own mental activity as
an earthy landscape, using shades of green and brown to paint trees
and various rhizomes connecting his ideas and objectives. Demystifying
the artist’s creative process (collaged printouts show he uses Google,
for instance) while simultaneously reveling in its great complexity, the
painting reinforces the pedagogical context of even Hyber’s most play-
ful creations.

—Mara Hoberman

Renata Har
LA MAUDITE

Renata Har’s Podium, 2014, consists of a found section of green card-
board wallpaper that was damaged in a Berlin apartment fire and left
in the street. Nailed to the wall, this tattered object clearly shows smoke
damage on its bottom edge, which is folded up slightly, forming a pre-
carious shelf for a pile of black glitter. But rather than sparkling, the
glitter seems matted together, almost slimy, like wet ash. In the gallery,
it has gradually accumulated on the floor below. In counterpoint to this
fragile hanging object, In the Tall Grass Crickets Sing, 2012, offers a
similarly folded and dilapidated piece of butcher paper in a protective
vitrine mounted on the next wall. Whereas in Podium, an accidental
footprint speaks to the object’s former life, this work bears its title and
drawn lines printed via monotype.

Curated by La Maudite cofounder Camila Bechelany, Har’s “On
Different Silences” is the third exhibition at this new gallery and proj-
ect space, which focuses on Brazilian artists. The show is guided by
Har’s interest in Marcel Duchamp’s notion of the “inframince,” a near-

imperceptible distinction or interval between
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Andreas Siekmann
GALERIE BARBARA WEISS

This show took its title from a line by Karl Marx
and literally. Witness to a parliamentary debate ir
in a ban on gathering fallen twigs for firewood

Germany’s Rhineland, until then a common pract
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preservationist Svalbard Global Seed Vault project



