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in which a transgressor’s little finger is amputated to show atonement, 
might Kwan be sardonically apologizing for his flight from himself—his 
escape into fiction—manifested here in the disappearance of K? 

—Christina Li 

MELBOURNE

Dale Frank
NEON PARC

In his latest show, Dale Frank, an Australian artist with an extensive 
exhibition history at home and abroad, fuses his signature pooled-resin 
painting techniques with eye-popping optical experiments, assisted 
readymades, mass-market decor, and mirrored and distorted surfaces, 
demonstrating, once again, his genius for creating fiercely casual acts 
of visual impetuosity. 

Frank’s career began with a bang. In the late 1970s and early ’80s 
he staged brash, confrontational performances and undeniably striking 
exhibitions in Australia, Europe, and the US. By the mid-’80s his deftly 
pitched quasi-expressionist paintings and drawings—fluid, swirling, 
biomorphic abstractions, for the most part—also summoned Pop and 
Surrealist legacies with their lowbrow seductions and almost comical 
allusions to Rorschachian symbolism. Then, and until fairly recently, 
Frank concentrated mostly on likably bilious mixed-media collages and 
assemblages along with large-scale paintings composed predominantly 
of slow-drying puddles of syrupy, translucent color. Elegant despite 
their literal tackiness, these works encapsulate the artist’s uncanny 
knack for binary intensification, conflating, as they do, high and low 
cultural referents and good- and bad-taste systems, and all through the 
interplay of agency and chance. 

Pooling and biliousness were still prevalent in this show, but in com-
bination with new elements and processes: warped reflective surfaces 
thickly coated with pigmented varnishes and, in experiments hazardous 
to both health and art, lighter fluid and other petroleum-based solvents 
that variously mutate, damage, or degrade their supports. Offsetting 
the soiled glare of these wall-bound works were such sculptural delica-
cies as The Bust (all works 2015), an exquisitely sweet piece of classical 
finery taking the form of a white-Belgian-chocolate fountain. Nearby, 
providing another similarly slick but weird counterpoint to the paintings, 
Charity, an upended 2007 Zaha Hadid Moon System sofa, assumes a 
peculiarly monumental pose, lending iconoclastic humor to an already 
appealing Dada-esque atmosphere.

Adding to the Bretonian ambience, Frank has long been fond of 
lengthy, crypto-poetic, exquisite corpse–style titles, both droll and deter-
minedly oblique. For example, a work consisting of a sheet of warped, 
mirrored Plexiglas whose thickly varnished surface is pockmarked with 
chunks of shattered windshield glass is titled He was a pot bellied 
spaniard with a ponschunce for embroidery – Lexus SUV, Pacific 
Motorway, 1+. One imagines a road-trip reverie, violently interrupted, 
as one’s body, and everything else in the room, is distorted as fun-house 
grotesquerie. Directly across from this work, and therefore wonkily 
reflected in it, was Das Kehlsteinhaus, Obersalzberg Berchtesgaden, 
whose deep gray-green veils of liquid color are layered onto an anod-
ized Plexiglas background. Masticated strawberry-pink bubble gum is 
stuck to the surface in lineal veins, delicately outlining distant peaks 
with lake- and treelike forms in the foreground. Reminiscent of Frank’s 
’80s drawings, this work comes off as youthfully trashy and beautifully 
strange—as does, in fact, a good portion of this artist’s oeuvre. 

Frank has often adopted or invoked an adolescent posture, working 
a mischievously symbolic disregard for canonical authority through 
amusing, off-color effrontery. To wit, Passion, a plastic soda bottle 
bearing the extra-titular brand name passion crush and supposedly 
containing heavyweight pain medications Voltaren and ketamine sus-
pended in bright yellow liquid, sits atop a generic white plinth like a 
mini-monument to teenage self-destruction. Or perhaps this loaded 
object is intended as an allegory for Frank’s own brand of occasionally 
overwrought avant-gardism. One swig of this Kool-Aid and you’re down 
for the count—either dead or, best case scenario, and like the paintings 
in this show, seriously messed up. 

—Jane Rankin-Reid

SÃO PAULO

Daniel Steegmann Mangrané
MENDES WOOD DM

Daniel Steegmann Mangrané’s exhibition “Kingdom of all the animals 
and all the beasts is my name” took its cue from a particular area near 
Rio de Janeiro, the city where he has been based since 2004. Divided 
among three spaces, two lens-based works focus our attention on the 
tropical plant world in the Brazilian rain forest. These works are inter-
spersed with five silk-screened and painted wall texts derived from the 
words of Stela do Patrocínio (1941–97), a patient who was interned 
for some twenty-six years at Colônia Juliano Moreira psychiatric clinic 
outside Rio. 

On entering the gallery, the viewer was invited to don a pair of virtual-
reality-glasses. Filmed and 3-D scanned on-site in the Tijuca Forest, 
Phantom, 2014–15, and Spiral Forest, 2015, were installed in a white 
cube and a black box, respectively. Now a national park, Tijuca had 
been turned into a coffee plantation and then replanted in a pioneering 
ecological effort during the second part of the nineteenth century. 
Looking at Phantom through the special glasses, one seemed to enter 
a thick forest, albeit rendered in a pixelated, black-and-white imagery. 
The resulting visual experience allowed one to indulge in an immersive 
experience, as if transported to the heart of the plantation.

While Phantom can be considered a high-tech representation of the 
site, made using the latest technologies available in the nascent twenty-
first century, Spiral Forest leaps back to the imagemaking technologies of 
the twentieth century. Made at the same site, the 16-mm film was shot 
using a gimbal, which allows the camera to rotate around three axes 
and deliver corresponding 3-D scanned footage of the slowly moving, 
colorful tropical plant world imbued with a grainy ambience. The two 
works articulate Steegmann Mangrané’s fascination with the ways 
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we perceive a particular moment and culture through different media. 
Installed on the walls around Phantom and in a connecting gallery, 

the wall drawings reproduce poems by do Patrocínio. The sublime 
poetry of her words gives insight into a tormented psyche. A fellow 
patient of Arthur Bispo do Rosário, a Brazilian artist who gained wide-
spread recognition with his major installation at the Thirtieth São 
Paulo Bienal in 2012, her poetic work has been slowly gaining attention 
since its first publication in 2001. One of the wall texts, Eu não queria 
me formar (I Did Not Want to Grow Up), 2015, reads (in Portuguese): 
“I did not want to grow up / did not ask to be born / did not want to 
take human form / human flesh and human matter / did not want to 
live / did not ask to know anything about human life / I had no wish / 
or desire for such things / and to this day I do not have desire / for such 
things.” The blocks of text are applied in different angles with do 
Patrocínio’s words at times interrupted by crisscrossing lines.

Do Patrocínio’s poetry can be considered a survey of the soul. 
Here, juxtaposed with the scan of the forest, it evidenced Steegmann 
Mangrané’s combined interest in ecology and analytical abstraction. 
Entering Phantom and sitting through Spiral Forest conjured ideas of 
animism and the spiritual essence in plants; in light of the recent disas-
ter in which a dam break caused a toxic mudslide over an entire region 
and polluted the Rio Doce as well as the Atlantic, these works were 
urgent reminders of lives that should be preserved. Or, in do 
Patrocínio’s words: “When the lights went out / Clarity was erased / 
Everything was in darkness / The world at dawn No light.”

—Tobi Maier

RIO DE JANEIRO

Cinthia Marcelle
SILVIA CINTRA + BOX 4

These days, viewers have to enter art galleries ready for anything. And 
yet there are still certain basic things they usually do expect to find, such 
as explanatory shortcuts: either a critical text, a title, or an anecdote 
about the conception of the work on display that provides a hint of 
meaning or topicality—or, at the very least, a familiar kind of opaque-
ness that recurs often enough to reassure us, as viewers, that we are 
well-moored in the realm of contemporary art. It may be going too far 
to claim that Cinthia Marcelle’s recent show “em entre para perante” 
(in between for before) subverts these expectations, but it certainly does 
manipulate and detourn them in a deliberate, subtle manner.

The exhibition comprised neither discrete art objects nor dispersed 
and heterogeneous elements in a conventional installation. Instead, it 

featured a single 2015 work, after which the exhibition was titled, 
consisting of a vast array of tools wrapped in black shoelaces arranged 
on the floor, juxtaposed with sheets of white fabric—with white stripes 
painted atop black—that hung from the surrounding walls. The over-
all contrast of black and white resulted in an understated chromatic 
cohesion that brought the two parts together, implicating the white 
cube as a whole.

Arranged in stripes, the tools themselves became painterly. Con-
versely, the striped paintings registered as objects—some of them flags, 
some hanging like bedsheets, others tied in knots. The narrative refer-
ence at play might not have been obvious at first glance, but it soon 
became apparent. The tied pieces of fabric evoked the use of bedsheets 
in prison escapes, and the tools clearly corroborated the reference. With 
almost no elements at eye level, viewers had to look either up or down 
all the time; thus apprehended, the architecture took on an unexpected 
claustrophobic affect that conjured the ghost of another place where 
black, white, and gray possess a much bleaker connotation. The 
arrangement also intensified the palpable sense of manual labor pervad-
ing the show, for instance in the obsessive wrapping of the tools or in 
the knotting of fabric. Consequently, one’s own body felt subtly dis-
placed, evoking the memory of other bodies that are subjected to 
discipline and labor, but whose desires are irreducible to the instrumen-
tal. The architect was also visible in the one tool that broke the gridded 
pattern on the floor, an open pair of shears. Its X shape animated it, as if 
it were a wandering spider in a defensive position. It was in such formal 
and allusive details that the metaphor of escape became most cogent.

Finally, almost hidden at the far end of the back corridor, a clipboard 
hanging from the wall displayed a faxed photograph of ropes coming 
out of an open manhole, an image whose faded appearance made it 
seem strikingly melancholic and unreal. Its title, Manifesto, signals the 
disappearing relevance of the avant-gardes. The knowledge that Marcelle 
had sent the same fax every day to the gallery during the show strikes 

one as an almost hopeless compensation for this loss; the gesture  func-
tions as a mournful reflection on the resonance between an outdated 
technology and the anonymous histories to which those bodily traces 
allude. In a show that thrived on oppositions, the explanatory narrative 
literally became a vanishing mediator.

—Sérgio B. Martins

CORRECTIONS: In the September issue, in a Focus review about the work of Giorgio Griffa 
at Centre d’Art Contemporain Genève, it was stated that there were thirty-five works in the 
show, when there were actually only twenty-five. In the January issue, in a review of a retro-
spective of the curatorial work of René Block, it was mistakenly reported that the curator 
operated out of New York City between 1974 and 1979. Block ceased operations in New York 
in 1977. Artforum regrets the errors.  
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