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The digital radio that is part of Beatriz 
Olabarrieta’s work We are for viewers or 
heads within a head (all works 2017) is 
silent. Two oversized pairs of black, lens-less 
glasses, crafted in steel, and pencil drawings 
on yellow post-its complete this work by the 
young Spanish artist, in a collection of clues 
that feels at once precisely staged and, well, 
a little messy. But there is a charm in the 
mess, because in a mess you can sense the 
presence of another body, its moods and 
movements. Keeping an eye on verticality, 
listed as twenty-seven “collaborative 
drawings with biological father,” are realized 
in pencil and the occasional highlighter 
pen on small adhesive notepapers. The 
enigmatic images most often witness 
encounters between figures in various 
stages of dress and undress. A story is being 
told, but it comes in fragments, and scenes 
are almost hidden by the size of the paper 
and the erratic installation of the individual 
elements. Despite the scraps of Spanish 
text that appear in some of the drawings, in 
these works silence once again prevails. 

Surrealism pulses through Olabarrieta’s 
work, in her collaborative, dreamlike drawings 
and the implied intimacy of her sculptural 
installations. Works like Watching our 
potential (oh yellow) are spread across the 
floor, and lightweight materials — cut-out 
laminate, string and masking tape — are 
pinned or taped to the wall. The effect is one 
of precariousness and vulnerability. Being 
pitched as language booze also incorporates 
laminate, small drawings and tape. An 
incision depicts the loose silhouette of a 
smooth cranium, upside-down. The pencil 
and ink drawings also feature bodiless heads, 
and one pictures a clothed male figure 
leering at a woman, stripped naked. There 
is no text here, but plenty of ponderous 
looks. Writer Rebecca Solnit has identified 
an implicit danger in silence. And Olabarrieta 
seems fully attuned to its imminent threat. 

by Lillian Davies

Beatriz 
Olabarrieta
Antoine Levi / Paris

Inspired by turn-of-the-century Viennese 
writer Hugo von Hofmannsthal’s novel The 
Lord Chandos Letter, these recent works 
question the relation between the basic 
units of language (the word, the sentence) 
and painting (the brushstroke). Just as 
protagonist Lord Chandos complains he 
cannot write because his intense inner 
experiences refuse verbal articulation, 
Dalwood’s brushstrokes express only their 
own dislocation from the world’s lonely 
suffering: gloomy atmospheres shroud 
comingling symbols, troubling dream images 
just beyond the viewer’s comprehension.

Curator Michael Bracewell makes much of 
Dalwood’s use of “symbolic historical traumas” 
whose precise details are never obvious, 
though the eerie plush interiors of Imperial 
Cabin and Saloon Cabin (both 2017) might 
be reaction-formations against unknown 
but still communicable fears. Meanwhile the 
melancholic spaces of Glenn Gould and Isle 
of the Dead (both 2016) and Think with the 
Heart and You Need More than Love (both 
2017) render their fantastic objects mournful, 
flooding them with lost chaotic energy.

Objects in still life paintings rarely look 
this lonely. A weightless thin silver line 
illuminates the otherwise black reverie of 
Think with the Heart like a sliver of light 
breaking though a barely open door, revealing 
white and pink flower petals blurring into 
their own reflections. Flowers reappear 
in You Need More than Love: a rosebush-
covered drum kit occupies one part of an 
otherwise stark gray room with a screen 
(a hospital TV set, or a tablet repurposed 
for surveillance) in the top-left corner.

Isle of the Dead’s eponymous landmass 
rises out of a sea of misty silver-gray, 
populated by stacks of television screens — 
otherwise blue, untuned, showing a black star 
like a death’s head — and classical columns, 
the crumbling remnants of a forgotten 
temple. The silver-gray mist reappears in 
Glenn Gould, where a grand piano stands 
alone on stage but for a pool of tears, the 
viewer becoming a ghostly silent audience.

by Max L. Feldman

Dexter 
Dalwood
Hubert Winter / Vienna

In a time when environmental installation has 
lost its sense of genre-specificity, eclipsed 
by the holistic scope entailed by almost 
every artistic experience, Lucio Fontana’s 
exhibition “Environments” underscores 
the primitive goal of such investigations: 
to augment the beholder’s temporal and 
spatial experience by undermining the static 
nature of perception as presupposed by 
traditional art forms. The exhibition includes 
nine Ambienti spaziali [spatial environments] 
and two environmental installations, all 
realized between 1949 and 1968 (the 
year of the artist’s death), most of which 
have been reconstructed for the first time 
through in-depth research in the respective 
archives of the artist, the architects who were 
responsible for engineering the works, and 
the institutions that commissioned them. 

The 1949 Ambiente spaziale a luce 
nera [black light spatial environment], first 
presented at the Galleria del Naviglio, in 
Milan, sees biomorphic shapes made of 
papier-mâché and painted in florescent 
colors, suspended from the ceiling and lighted 
by ultraviolet lamps — a nod to aerospace 
discoveries of the time — while the 1968 
Ambiente spaziale for Documenta 4 embeds 
one of the artist’s eponymous “cuts” within 
a maze-like all-white space. Facing the cut’s 
deep blackness, the visitor might wonder 
if she hasn’t actually stepped into the 
territory that lies beyond the cut: not just an 
extraterrestrial space, but the center of a black 
hole, the very embodiment of emptiness. 

“Environments” arrives in the wake of a 
revaluation of the legacy of movements such as 
Italian kinetic art. Indeed, the exhibition forces 
a reconsideration of the purely technological 
content of early Italian environment art 
(ultimately, the role of the protagonist was 
here played by lighting) that the “ecological” 
claims of Arte Povera had supplanted. Such 
an inference could help frame the search for 
abstract but functional domestic environments 
that Italian Radical designers would pursue 
in the late 1960s — thus bringing together 
two rarely correlated major expressions 
of Postwar Italian creative production. 

by Michele D’Aurizio

Lucio 
Fontana 
Pirelli Hangar Bicocca / Milan
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