
LUCY CLOUT, 3, (BUH BUH BUH).  
PROPOSAL FOR A COLLATING MACHINE 

LIMONCELLO

It’s unfortunate, after that, to find a fruit-and-veg stall near 
the remarkably tiny Limoncello. Mainly because Clout’s video 
piece deserves a viewer’s unsullied attention, and it’s not 
now immediately going to get mine. But I wonder how often 
any show ever gets that. When I write for the other reviews 
section of this magazine, I try to make it appear that I have just 
landed in the gallery from another planet and only travel the 
thought paths an artist pushes me onto. It allows me to appear 
impartial (or professional, take your pick), but is a far-from-
faithful record of what I was actually thinking, because in real 
life it’s hard to leave your personal and circumstantial baggage 
at the gallery door. Or maybe it’s too easy to pretend that you 
do, which is probably even worse. Still, perhaps one of the 
reasons I’m so impressed by Clout’s single videowork (it’s just 
me and it in a darkened room – the sterilised setup) is that after 
a few minutes of staring at it I’ve forgotten all about the rather 
bulging suitcase labelled ‘vegephilia’ with which I entered, and 
am finding that bizarre office equipment, the marketing and 
sale of such, and a world that might be labelled ‘contemporary 

dance’ is much more my bag. Clout’s video features a young 
female (who may or may not be the artist, but that doesn’t 
really seem important) ostensibly presenting the latest range 
of paper-sorting devices. But she does it in a way that must be 
similar to that favoured by machine-hating nineteenth-century 
Luddites: by miming the machine’s actions as if to say, ‘Look, 
I can do everything that newfangled contraption does using 

FLORIAN HECKER
SADIE COLES HQ

Wrangling over the inert contradictions proposed by Parreno’s 
artwork and/or Christmas tree, I blunder up the stairs at 35 
Heddon Street, past a gang of builders who are heaving dozens 
of eight-foot sheets of tongue-and-groove chipboard up to 
some other floor in the building. Silence as I enter the HQ 
gallery, which is installed with a cluster of white audio speakers 
mounted on poles hanging from ceiling fixtures and two white 
flat-panel audio speakers, hanging about four feet from each 
other. The whole installation looks like it means business, and 
the gallery girl asks me if I’d like to hear the two pieces, to 
which I reply, “Well, sure”. What else would I want to do? Make 
my own fun? A couple of remote-control fiddlings later and the 
gallery is filled with a brain-fucking electronic din. “I can see 
why you had it turned off!” I yell cheerfully over the ear-melting 
tumult of electro blatting, squawking and noodling, to which 
she gives me a tired, strained smile, as if to say, “Yeah, but you 
don’t have to work here all day with it”, to which, in my head, 
I shout, “Hey, I used to work in a gallery like this, so I’ve done 
my time, sister!” To be fair to her, Florian Hecker’s Pentaphonic 
Dark Energy (2008) does sound like Stockhausen’s Gesang der 
Jünglinge (1955–6) retooled as a form of sensory-mind torture 
of the type used to break errant spies in psychedelic-paranoid 
1960s sci-fi. After a bit of this, we agree that maybe I should 
listen to the other piece, which by contrast is easier and more 
about the space between the two flat-panels, with facets of 
white noise moving gently around the room. For some reason I 
decide to read Dan Fox’s column in the November-December 
issue of Frieze on my mobile phone, in which he plays on the 
idea of the ‘content crunch’; Fox satirises how the meaning 
of a moderately successful artist’s art is going to fizzle away 
into self-doubt and uncertainty now that the art-market 
party’s over. I muse on the skit I wrote in ArtReview’s Power 
100 November issue about the ‘credibility crunch’, about how 
market value is usually set by art’s importance, but that this 
ends up feeding itself: where money starts investing in money, 
rather than in the business of making things. And art money 
starts investing in what art already means, rather than what it 
might… I leave the Hecker to the gallery girl, and head for the 
exit, passing the builders who are still carrying the chipboard 
sheets up the stairs. Maybe it’s actually a piece by Santiago 
Sierra – I wonder how much it costs.

JEHANGIR SABAVALA, RICORSO
AICON GALLERY

Sabavala – according to Niru Ratnam, just appointed as 
Aicon’s London director and cheerfully waving me around 
his new domain – is now in his eighties, and a big deal in India, 
with his attachment to rustic landscapes and the unchanging 
traditions of Indian life given shape in an equally comfortable, 
old-fashioned modern style. There are two types of painting 

just my own two hands’. After a slightly nervy speech about the 
machine’s great benefits, the woman skips around a square of 
empty space, tapping her feet to reproduce mechanical clunks 
and crossing and uncrossing her hands to mimic mechanical 
action – humanising something inhuman, making the mundane 
seem at once fantastic and ultramundane. I have to say that 
Clout has ‘future great’ written all over her (although pretend 
you didn’t read that, because I’m not actually supposed to say it 
until the next issue, the Future Greats one).

RYAN GANDER, BASQUIAT
STORE

Ryan Gander’s show hangs around the rather aggravatingly 
titled video Basquiat or I cant dance to it, one day – but not now, 
one day I will but that will be it, but you wont know and that will 
be it (all works 2008). In it, Gander’s onetime gallerist Niru 
Ratnam recreates a scene from Julian Schnabel’s 1996 Basquiat 
biopic by riding around a park in his pyjamas on a bicycle while 
smoking a cigarette to the soundtrack of a narrative – written 
not by Gander but by Ratnam – that is supposed to serve as an 
explanation of what’s going on with the show, as an analysis of 
Schnabel’s motivations in scripting/filming the original scene 
and as a press release. I wonder whether I’m looking at a work 
by Ryan Gander or one by Niru Ratnam. I wonder if that’s what 
I’m supposed to be wondering – about the staging of things 
and, in the artworld, the role of curators, press releases and 
other guff. I wonder though, whether it means anything at all 
to people who are not part of the artworld. And I worry even 
more about the fact that the very fact that all this is a source 
of interest to me is an indication that I’m exactly the kind of 
artworld arse that this absurd presentation is mocking. Which 
is when I hurry along to see one of the other works. I dont blame 
you, or, When we made love you used to cry and I love you like 
the stars above and I’ll love you till I die, a bronze sculpture that 
seems to represent Degas’s famous Little Dancer (1881), having 
stepped off her plinth, lost her clothes and possibly had a quick 
shag, and currently enjoying a cigarette while gazing dreamily 
at a mysterious small blue cube. There’s another work next door 
consisting of coloured balls that apparently spell out ‘Google’ 
in Braille. It was just a bunch of balls to me until the gallery 
person told me that it was actually much more than that. By now 
I’m not sure whether I should believe her. The wall behind her 
features Gander’s collaboration with Bedwyr Williams – a pair 
of fantasy obituaries charting the amazingly successful careers 
of the two artists. And with that I’m stumbling into another 
terrifying vortex of potential meaning and meaninglessness. 

in this show of works from the last two years. The best are 
intriguing landscapes structured according to an underlying 
grid, in which the subject is broken down into simplified, 
interlocking shapes and sweeping, stylised line. There’s a strain 
of cubist vision here – which points to Sabavala’s importance in 
the development of Modernism in India, or Indian Modernism, 
depending on your politics – but driven more by the possibilities 
of pattern and rhythm to evoke vastness and vibrancy of the 
living landscape. Sabavala’s landscapes are engaging and filled 
with an idealising celebration of sunlight and rolling land, but 
his fractured, faceting style runs into problems in his portraits 
of women, which are staid in comparison; as if Sabavala cannot 
allow his figures and faces to break up, as if that would be to 
violate their placid, introspective serenity. It’s not every day 
you see such wholesome concerns in a London gallery, though 
Sabavala’s wholesomeness veers too easily to self-satisfied 
naivety.

SAMIT DAS
DELAYE SALTOUN

Unlike Sabavala’s antiquated idealisation of a bygone India, 
Samit Das’s work is preoccupied with the experience of change 
that you might expect from an Indian artist in his thirties who 
has previously studied in London and who now lives in Delhi. 
On show are a group of framed collages and assemblages 
mixing laser prints, photographs and laser-etched Perspex, 
which combine fragments of images from the architectural 
cacophony and dilapidation of India’s big conurbations. The 
sensation is of dislocation and intense concentration, of fading, 
bleached-out images of dusty urban entropy and shiny glass-
and-steel renewal. Alongside these, a series of photographs 
presents the dense, overwhelming noise of stuff that is 
everyday life in contemporary India: electrical supply boxes on 
a crumbling plaster facade; limes stacked in rows atop highball 
glasses; and a whole series of Hindu idols, vivid pink and green 
and blue faces, taken in up-close and focusing also on their 
peeling paint and bedraggled hair. The supposed perfection of 
these Indian aesthetic and religious traditions is only sustained 
by the myth of the enduring, unchanging habits of everyday life, 
but even these, Das’s photographs seem to point out, now feel 
the pressure of time and change; like everything in India, busy 
remaking itself, democratically, chaotically, in a hurry.

CATHERINE OPIE, THE BLUE OF DISTANCE
STEPHEN FRIEDMAN GALLERY

The big chilly slab of Stephen Friedman Gallery is a good space 
for Catherine Opie’s new photographs, taken in the further 

Artreview, January 2009


