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covered in dust), Marti digitally scans the resulting arrangements to 
create photographic images of spatial ambiguity, playing with our 
sense of depth.

A roughly two-foot-wide opening in one of these photographs led 
inside the structure; crawling into the shadows amid the odor of 
wood, one came upon seven hidden works by Golia. The viewer unex-
pectedly confronted pieces such as 19 Mercedes Hood Stars Ring, 
2005, a framed, circular chain of Mercedes-Benz hood stars, and 
Concrete Cube with Juicer, 2007, a Philippe Starck fruit juicer set in 
concrete with its legs protruding, all created recently but rarely or never 
exhibited. The arrangement formed an atemporal passage through 
this artist’s oeuvre, removed from the context of Marti’s formal refer-
ences to the early twentieth-century avant-gardes, with their allusions 
to the scientistic and the subcultural. Rather, Golia’s sequestered work 
turned inward, toward a personal past, one culled from the oxymo-
rons and artifacts of American popular culture. Not only visible but 
also invisible ruins, a kind of postindustrial melancholy, remained.

—Francesco Stocchi
Translated from Italian by Marguerite Shore.

NAPLES

Giulia Piscitelli
GALLERIA FONTI

A protocol, in Italy, is a register in which documents and data of every 
type are transcribed, usually related to a subject or company under 
review. It serves to identify and describe a person or a thing—charac-
teristic elements, peculiarities, and relevant factors. It is a sort of cata-
loguing that, if conducted correctly, can take on an appearance of 
certainty. The same cannot be said of the exhibition “Protocollo” 
(Protocol), compiled by Giulia Piscitelli. Here, data are catalogued 
and exhibited in the gallery—suggesting autobiographical references 
that are nevertheless difficult to trace back to any definite, unified sub-
ject. Piscitelli implies many different truths, despite the citation of 
apparently objective factors such as illness, psychological elements, 
and material objects. Each of her apparently objective elements gives 
rise to an infinite series of possible visions, offered up for the viewer’s 
scrutiny beneath powerful neon lights. 

Our apprehension of this data is gradual. The artist decided to 
place the most hermetic works, those that seem inscrutably personal 
and idiosyncratic, in the first room of the gallery. Thus she implied 
that one could detect psychological factors through signs made on two 

small sheets of graph paper, both titled Quando inseguo la mia ombra 
(When I Follow My Shadow, all works 2009)—works created by trac-
ing the shadow of her own hand. The pencil mark spans the sheet but 
is uneven; it traces torturous paths, spins around and around itself, at 
first appears rapid and nervous, then becomes calmer, full, and dense. 
It is as if within a few minutes, the various emotions and thoughts 
that passed through her mind were charted. In a large tapestry on the 
wall, Tornado (Il formidabile destriero di Zorro) (Tornado, [Zorro’s 
Extraordinary Steed]), Piscitelli has created an image that brings to 
mind the tail of a horse, rendered by selectively bleaching the black 
fabric. In this case, the artist works via subtraction—as if excavating 
the image. The drawing is a kind of phantasm that reemerges from 
the unconscious.

In the second room of the gallery, the artist’s thoughts and obses-
sions took the form of images rather than traces. Within a photo-
graphed mass of hair, a sneer seemed to emerge, as if it were possible 
to glimpse a human presence behind the tangle—someone who might 
be familiar to the artist, as the title of the work (Non ti reconoscevo 
per un pelo [I Didn’t Recognize You by a Hair]) suggests. Specters of 
the imagination became increasingly vivid in the video projected on 
the wall, Plessimetro (Pleximeter), a black-and-white depiction of 
human silhouettes in movement. The accompanying sound recalls that 
of a ball bounced repeatedly on the floor—a noise that bears no relation 

to the action of the figures visible in the video. These are evanescent, 
indistinct presences, due to the grainy image and the fact that Piscitelli 
has deliberately blurred their faces. On the opposite side of the wall 
was Sunshine, a gigantic scan of a Polaroid depicting the head of a 
woman seen from the back. Her face is turned away but one can intuit 
an interior drama—the sparseness of the woman’s hair is evidence of 
illness, exposed without modesty in order to put in place the final 
piece of an extremely personal protocol.

—Filippo Romeo
Translated from Italian by Marguerite Shore.
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Jonas Dahlberg
GALERIE NORDENHAKE

Were Jonas Dahlberg a film director, his camera work might be 
described as front and center or a little bit square—but that’s OK, 
because his work is otherwise flush with mystifying dramas. In his 
earlier three-screen video Three Rooms, 2008, domestic interiors sim-
ply melt into nothing. There’s no trace of special effects, you can’t 
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believe your eyes, and then it’s over—chests, chairs, beds, all gone. You 
shake your head, you move on. Dahlberg doesn’t need to move the cam-
era around; he positions you to experience his version of the Kübler-
Ross model of five stages of grief, running from denial to acceptance.  

Dahlberg’s best work reminds me of what can be read as another 
revision of Kübler-Ross’s sequence, J. G. Ballard’s 1981 short story 
“The Autobiography of J. G. B.” A man wakes one morning to find 
his town of Shepperton inexplicably deserted. “Nothing in this peace-
ful suburb was out of place, except for its missing tenants.” Gradually, 
he realizes that everyone—as in everyone—has gone missing. Also 
missing is any upshot to the story; in its place, Ballard provides the 
mild-mannered acquiescence of the lone character, who grows content 
having become the last person on earth, while Shepperton turns into 
“an extraordinary aviary, filled with birds of every species.” Dahlberg’s 
new exhibition, “View Through a Park,” could be the set for a trans-
atlantic version of Ballard’s fancied autobiography. He has taken New 
York’s Gramercy Park as his location, showing it after sunset in a 
video, View Through a Park, 2009, and a suite of photographs, View 
from a Street, 2009. Shot from a model, not from life, the photographs 
depict the buildings that surround the park. The film begins in an 
apartment in one of these buildings—appointed in the way that makes 
World of Interiors call about doing a feature—and from there pro-
ceeds out the window at a slow crawl. On the other side of the park, 
the camera enters through another window to discover an apartment 
not precisely the twin of the one from whence it has come, but close 
enough to call it so. And then it’s out the window, heading back.  
Dahlberg’s obsession with spying back and forth between apartments 
has its own backstory in his earlier work Safe Zones no. 1, 1996–2003. 
Dahlberg once lived in an apartment facing another whose tenant 
prominently displayed trophy rifles; this triggered enough paranoia 
for Dahlberg to arrange the furniture in his apartment so that from the 
would-be assassin’s POV, it would appear that his apartment was 
abandoned. Photographs and diagrams document Dahlberg’s manic 
solution for self-survival. 

As an account of Dahlberg’s video, Vivian Mercier’s 1956 review of 
Waiting for Godot, “nothing happens, twice,” can’t be beat. The film, 
a single, exceptionally long tracking shot, carries you from one apart-
ment to its twin, faithfully withholding any conclusion through a 
nightmarish sameness. The single emotion it expresses, while con-
stantly teetering on the brink of wide-eyed madness, is mild-mannered 
serenity. Gramercy Park has been the last privately held park in Manhat-
tan for decades. A statue of Edwin Booth, the feted nineteenth century 
Shakespearean actor and brother of Abraham Lincoln’s assassin, John 
Wilkes Booth, serves as the park’s centerpiece. As an example of 
landscape architecture, the park is fully anesthetized and ringed by 
brownstones as solidly sedate as the grounds they face. Ready-made, 
it is Dahlberg’s perfect conceit: a secular Eden where private park 

equals private world fully in denial of the real world just beyond. In 
Dahlberg’s portrayal, it is a psychological landscape that you might 
like to visit, but . . .  View Through a Park is a loopy black comedy 
caught up in its own tautology that unexpectedly baits your emotions; 
its strength is that its complacency is so well bred, it makes you want 
to scream. 

—Ronald Jones

SANTA CRUZ DE TENERIFE, SPAIN

Juan Hidalgo
TENERIFE ESPACIO DE LAS ARTES

In 1964, Juan Hidalgo was a founding member of ZAJ—an avant-
garde collective crucial to Spanish art during the Franco years. The 
group has been compared to Fluxus, thanks to its roots in experimen-
tal music and its sense of humor. Hidalgo’s work straddles the fields of 
poetry, performance, and music, all with a cultural sensibility based in 
Zen thought, which he studied in Italy. The content of his perfor-
mances and writings—“etcéteras,” as he called them, “public docu-
ments” in the form of poster-invitations bearing clever and irreverent 
phrases—has often been markedly sexual. At the famous Destruction 

in Art Symposium (dias) in London in 1966, for example, Hidalgo 
carried out an action entitled Música para cinco perros, un polo y 
seis intérpretes varones (Music for Five Dogs, a Popsicle, and Six 
Male Performers). Who would have thought that Hermann Nitsch, 
Günter Brus, and especially the very macho Otto Mühl, among others, 
would so willingly have allowed Hidalgo to rub a melting Popsicle 
over their behinds?

Though now eighty-one years old, Hidalgo still has the same 
unruly spirit. The uninhibited sexuality of the works he has produced 
since 1997, recently shown at tea, is startling. Hidalgo rejects the 
assumption that sex is the sole domain of youth. Many of the works 
take the form of what Hidalgo calls “photographic actions,” images 
in which the importance of artistic skill and form is second to poetic 
content. The show also contained objects from sex shops (vibrators 
and dildos of different shapes and colors) inside urns, which gave 
them a somewhat comic, unreal, and strangely mortuary feel: They 
looked like embalmed fetish objects. This is certainly the case of Tibor 
mulato, 2001, a collage-object with a surrealist air that shows an erect 
fake phallus on a base of gravel. A tibor is a large earthenware vessel 
from China or Japan, usually in the shape of an urn and decorated on 
the outside. Hidalgo turns his tibor into a transparent glass container 
and puts the dildo atop an unusual color of gravel (purple, which 
often appears in Hidalgo’s work). Indeed, color has been crucial to all 
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