stream of audio-visual entertainment increasingly dopes the production of
normative, capitalist subjectivity. Not a prison, but some kind of very soft,
serotonin-based ‘interior.” Watching Dellsperger’s loops is like watching the
bolts and latches of these insidious forms of ‘entertainment’ momentarily
come undone. For just a moment, you can break loose, multiply, feel the
beat of that “bleeding heart” ... before you feel Pinocchio’s elbow tighten
around your neck again.
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Listening closely as I watch a third loop of the film, My Favorite Shop, 2024,
I can almost sing along. The chorus is blended into a thumping, clubby beat.
What remains is a hint of melody and the sample’s hissing crackle. Finally:

“people. .. join hands. People all over the world. Join hands. Start a love train.

Love train.” I'm nearly shouting as the severed head pictured in the film is
eclipsed by the edge of the frame. These were my final moments in Mathias
Poledna’s exhibition at the Halle fiir Kunst Steiermark.

The building is a program. A new wall built a meter inside the main hall
diverts the entrance from the lobby through a brief passage. This ‘move’ pre-
vents visual anticipation prior to entering the show and, once inside, visually
shrouds the exit. The same detour is replicated at the room’s two other por-
tals. One of them, opposite the entrance, leads to a semicircular room orna-
mented by a loaned carpet designed in 1928 by Mirta Mads-Fjetterstrom and
hand tufted in 1988 by two disciples of her continuing studio. The flat fauna
motifs are rendered symmetrically in a premonition of pixels that magnifies
the loom’s technical binary to the surface of the grid. There is a resemblance
to a circuit board in the rows of botanicals depicted without depth of field, a
reminder of the complexity achievable through loops in the modern trajec-
tory from the loom to electrically communicated information.

The other gallery adjacent to the main hall features a 35mm projector
on a white pedestal. The film stock running through it gathers on a spool-
ing mechanism while audio equipment converts the analog information to
a digital output for a speaker system. Beside this set-up is a photograph of
stacked automobile chassis, either fresh from the foundry or stripped down
at the junkyard—subjects precariously positioned between production and
spent consumption. On the same wall a low-mounted plaque lists the AV
equipment in use with such detail as to include serial numbers, as well as the
projector’s “industrial-grade metal chassis”. The phrase links the photo to
the kinetic sculpture beside it through a technical reminder of the historical
enmeshment of automobile and cinema as progenitors of moving images and
dislocation. When the overhead lights cut out half-way through my reading
the plaque, I'm left in the dark with the spatter of cellulose frames ricketing
through the machine next to me. Muted, thumping bass penetrates the wall
separating the projector from the projection.
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I leave the darkened gallery-turned-projection booth to re-enter the main
hall, where a wide bench seats me before the film at the center of Poledna’s
exhibition. It bears a snappy pop soundtrack of layered samples like the O’Jays’

“Love Train” that stuck with me after-the-fact. My Favorite Shop depicts a
fashion show streamlined to its most essential components: garments, mod-
els, seduction, repulsion. The figures wear a limited palette and styling as
they walk towards and away from the fourth plane. Within the filmic space
depicted, no room architecture is visible; only some puddles of light on the
floor. The empty background bleeds into the lightless pitch of the oversized
exhibition wall serving as a screen. The effect of a semi-permeable fourth wall
is enhanced by the projection’s placement at floor level, lending the walking
figures therein a life-like scale.

Over the course of several minutes, the procession develops from utili-
tarian modern garments into a small collection inflected with Greco-Roman
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Neoclassicism. Looking backwards was an essential progenitor of modernist
forms. Boredom is a modern phenomena too, one tempered by entertainment,
distraction, shock. And just as boredom crept in, my waning attention was
relieved by the sudden flourish of saturation. A red-clothed model catried a
clutch resembling a wig, which was quickly revealed as a severed head: long-
haired, mustached, not un-Christ-like. Soon this approaching head filled the
entire frame, and was transferred from hand to hand, between the models.
Suddenly the ceiling-mounted LED lights in the hall pop on, dim like old
gymnasium fluorescents, then raise in brightness while the music cuts out
with a snap.

For several minutes between loops, the exhibition wall and the room
around it are left vacant, occupied only by two panels with credits formatted
like those in the projection room. They list the production credits from hair
and make-up to lighting, along with a peculiar “head model: Alex Olson.”
The name is a familiar LA professional skateboarder-surfer-lifestylist; what the
counterculture indelibly begot, an individual bound to their identity exter-
nalized as a surface. His inclusion lends a particularly Southern Californian
inauthentic authenticity twirling the Western art historical imagery of a sev-
ered head (St. John the Baptist, Judith and Holofernes) around post-modern
mediation. Rendered in wax with a high degree of realism, one can assume that
the intention was a doppelganger of the model who isn’t merely inspiration.

The stairwell lands at a basement gallery lacking obstructing walls. Line-
of-sight bullseyes on a hovering ring at the center of the room: a mid-century
car tire wrapped in patinaed paper. It is old yet pristine, like antiquities dis-
played in the Metropolitan Museum. The suspension by transparent wire har-
kens to presentational modes closer to musicological display than to modern
sculpture. This creates an aperture through which we read the tire, via an
ethnographic lexicon shared with the carpet above. While the latter neatly
resides in the cannon of applied arts and craft, the former is an expression of
consumerism. Ripped labels adhered to the rubber are full of clues: made in
France, shipped to Stoke-on-Trent, imported to the US by the Alfa Romeo
owners club of Northbrook, Illinois, and finally, received by a Jay Jacobs of
San Francisco. The distributive network revealed in the packaged surface of
the commodity is an expression of a niche market. The Jay Jacobs of the type-
written address was a specialized consumer, a prototype of today’s. But what
does that make the artist; an even more rarefied purchaser based on height-
ened aesthetic appreciation, in other words, a collector. Choice has been used
by some to correlate readymade art and shopping as co-emergent practices of
industrial modernism, however Poledna’s selection must also be considered
in relation to the ethnographic projects of the 20 century, like the folkways
recordings he’s previously presented.

Hanging on the surrounding walls are twenty-one photos of various stages
in automobile production: Untitled (circa 1963—1972). The model of vehicles
appears to remain the same with some variation, while the make presumably
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matches the Alfa Romeo labeling on the Michelin tire. The work'’s title loosely
brackets the decade of US involvement in Vietnam, and it’s difficult not to
associate the dates with an era of commercial, industrial, and social upheaval.
Image making, like other forms of authorship, also saw a reflexive question-
ing in relation to the subject depicted. Consider the opening of Godard’s
British Sounds, 1969, for its interlocution of the production line, film reel, and
tracking shot. In the gallery I move circuitously clockwise from one evenly
spaced image to another embodying a pan down the assembly line, though
in Poledna’s case there are no workers to be seen. At the end of this sequence
of scenes are the commercial photos of a finished vehicle. One of the advertis-
ing images features the trunk open with a slew of luggage neatly displayed
beside the parked car, interior volume externalized. The displacement availed
by the vehicle is wed to its filling. Likewise, the artist moves into the insti-
tution when they are presented with the opportunity. While Poledna’s gone
so far in terms of occupying the Halle fiir Kunst as to reformat its graphic
identity, what's on view when he comes to town can feel eerily empty, like the
photographed luggage. Typical sites of artistic work remain evacuated, in the
legacy of practices from 1963-1972.

Preceding and accompanying the exhibition on promotional materials
is another severed head anticipating that of the film. A photographed 1145
AD limestone rendering of King David of Israel mounted to a post with
a mute backdrop has been mirrored to skirt copyright infringement of its
host collection, the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York. Institutional
preservation is counteracted by the tale of this severance. Once gracing the
Notre-Dame cathedral along with other kings, the sculpture was toppled
amid the French Revolution, one of the epoch’s many beheadings both real
and symbolic. Contained in Poledna’s image are the countervailing principles
of so-called modernity—its negative social compulsion—and the record, an
imperative of the state’s base of knowledge and surveillance. The introduction
of new recording technologies recoded the record’s function, democratizing
transference across time and space. When pressed into vinyl, it can be played
back ad infinitum, in the disco or in the museum. The record, more broadly
speaking, is a mold producing a linearity of loops which invites both degrada-
tion and change. Cast a tire, weave a carpet. The original version gets extended
like the wax subcultural scenester’s head already imaged and modelled, west
coast or otherwise. This is the modernity Poledna enlivens not through the
loom, nor the production line, but the exhibition as an ethnography of the
self as constructed through a repetition of sights and sounds.
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Renaud Jerez, I need a moment to breathe, 2024

This silk carré produced by the Italian company
Lariosetta is made up of archive images taken from
cookery books and snippets of text gleaned from
Reddit. Once the scarf is tied or worn around the neck,
it becomes an image in volume or around the head,
displaying the message “I need a moment to breathe”
as well as truncated quotations referring to love and
life. Luxury objects and gourmet cuisine come toge-
ther around an ambivalent message, while enhancing
your outfits.

Carré, silk printed in Italy by Lariosetta

90 cm x 90 cm

Edition of 20 + 2 A.P., signed and numbered
Price: 350 euros

Ce carré de soie produit par la société italienne
Lariosetta se compose d’images d’archives tirées de
livres de cuisine, et de bribes de textes glanés sur
Reddit. Le foulard une fois noué ou porté autour du
cou devient une image en volume ou autour de la téte,
il affiche le message « I need a moment to breathe »
ainsi que des citations tronquées en référence a
I'amour et a la vie. Objet de luxe et cuisine gastrono-
mique se rencontrent autour d’un message ambiva-
lent, tout en agrémentant vos tenues.

Carré, imprimé sur soie en Italie par Lariosetta
90 x 90 cm

Edition de 20 + 2 E.A., signée et numérotée
Prix : 350 euros



