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FRIEDA TORANZO 
JAEGER
Galerie Barbara Weiss, 
Berlin, Germany 
In ‘Deep Adaptation’ at Galerie Barbara 
Weiss, Frieda Toranzo Jaeger paints 
cars in static states – as if rotating on a 
dealership platform or parked at some 
make-out destination. Taking cues 
from car assembly, the 12 oil paintings 
(all works 2019) use hinged and folding 
canvases that open outward like suicide 
doors. The car is separated from the 
oversaturated symbol of the open road 
in order to show how the glossy interior 
itself is a site for playing with depth and 
space – not unlike the act of painting.

Sappho depicts two women  
having sex on a standalone backseat 
in a jungle. Three Pomeranians stare 
directly at the viewer from each panel 
of the triptych, as if to domesticate the 
overgrowth. In the background, car win-
dow frames peek out from under blurry 
ferns, as the wild jungle further �attens 
into a wallpaper-like interior. While the 
sex act disrupts the car as a phallic sign, 
this decorative backdrop also questions 
the overdetermined fantasy spaces con-
jured by, say, lapdogs and plants. Like 
the glittering stars outside the windows 
in other works, Toranzo Jaeger’s back-
drops are the foils to the car’s concealed 
space. But, as these spaces prove �at,  
it is the bodies, ignoring us in their 
pleasure that we return to.

Die Wunden sind tiefer im Rolls-Royce 
(Wounds Are Deeper in the Rolls-Royce) 
features the empty interior of a car; the 
blue carpeted �oor is electric like a  
summer evening sky. The canvas is 
embroidered with a blotchy pattern of 
white, red and yellow. While Toranzo 
Jaeger deconstructs the male, fanta-
sizing gaze in Sappho, this cosmetic 
intervention on the canvas uses formal 
action to collapse the car’s space. This 
stitching not only cites craft traditions 
long kept outside the great halls of art – 
and the gender politics behind this exclu-
sion – but also works to short-circuit the 

JANA EULER
Galerie Neu, Berlin, 
Germany

‘I think there is nothing in these paintings 
you would not see or miss, if left unde-
scribed’, notes Jana Euler in the press 
release for her third show at Berlin’s 
Galerie Neu. Indeed, this series of eight 
paintings, each showing a shark leaping 
vertically out of the water, leaves nothing 
to the imagination in their overtly phallic 
depictions. Under the title ‘Great White 
Fear’, they o�er an apparently ridiculous 
answer to what remains a ridiculous situ-
ation: gender disparity in general, and 
in the art world in particular, especially 
within the terrain of painting. The show 
opened during Berlin’s annual Gallery 
Weekend, where 73 percent of the par-
ticipating galleries hosted solo shows 
by white men, and a few weeks after 
Stuttgart’s Staatsgalerie o�ered up 
an exhibition of early works by Gerhard 
Richter, Sigmar Polke, George Baselitz 
and Anselm Kiefer, as cornerstones of an 
a-political resurgence of ‘Urdeutsches’ 
(‘Ur-German’) art. This is the landscape 
in which Euler’s paintings are situated.

Painting, particularly in Germany, 
is ‘occupied territory,’ as artist Monika 
Baer once remarked, ‘which leaves it 
open to takeovers.’ In both subject and 
style, Euler’s ‘Great White Fear’ is just 
such a takeover. When Euler began her 
�rst shark painting in August 2018 (GWF 
1, all works 2019), #MeToo was in the air, 
and with it the �rst tremors threatening 
to dislodge the vast plateaus of white 
male privilege. Euler’s sharks are not 
muscular creatures gliding with silent 
menace through the waters, however. 
They thrust up awkwardly into the air 
exposing tender bellies, mouthfuls of 
uneven teeth and pained expressions. 
The sheer verticality of their composition 
and scale (at three by two metres each, 
her largest works to date) leads these 
ungainly e¡gies to peer down at their 
audience from extreme angles.

The series performs a chronologi-
cal narrative of self-conscious painterly 
virtuosity. The thick oil impasto of the 
�rst work modulates to a smoothly pale 
and dirty Luc Tuymans-esque sheen in 
the second. The shark itself becomes  
an increasingly veiny and phallic pro-
tuberance. By GWF 4, the artist’s own 
features have been added to its face; a 
self-portrait with bulging eyes and �ar-
ing nostrils, like a crudely un�attering 
sel�e. GWF 5 takes a Jackson Pollocky-
turn, as the shark crashes turbulently 
out of the water, in a shower of ejacula-
tory splashes and calligraphic squiggles. 
GWF 6 is pin-up like, with its air-brushed 
sun-spot glare, and an increasingly 

weak-chinned expression. As the motif 
takes on a stock-photo recognizability, we 
are asked instead to look at the paint and 
consider the artist’s skill. These tactics 
are familiar from Martin Kippenberger’s 
approach: both the e¡cacy of the series 
as a foil for voracious expression, and the 
subversive strategy of simultaneously 
occupying and deriding the act of paint-
ing and its historic traditions. Irony and 
seriousness fold into each other in layers 
of mutual reinforcement.

Euler’s paintings tra¡c in the  
grotesque, something present in our daily 
politics and social-media cycles. They 
seem to present the last gasps of a spe-
cies living o� its own notoriety, undercut 
by a creeping sense of fear and vulnerabil-
ity. ‘The monstrous �gure truly becomes 
an erotic ornament,’ as Mike Kelley had  
it in his de�nition of the grotesque.  

Euler’s exhibitions ask how an artist’s 
work can inhabit art’s structures – the 
commercial gallery, the market, the 
tradition of painting – while articulating 
criticism from within. They are as much 
concerned with social reception and the 
mechanics of interpretation, as with  
the medium itself. This time it’s fear’s  
turn to take centre stage: ‘Who is afraid 
of what?’, Euler asks. ‘What is afraid of 
whom?’ Playing out in the sexualized 
social �eld that is the art world, these  
new works give hilariously concrete form 
to its underlying disparities.

Kirsty Bell
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JAY CHUNG AND Q 
TAKEKI MAEDA
Kölnischer Kunstverein, 
Cologne, Germany
Most artists who manage to pay their own 
rent are painfully aware of just how much 
their social network factors into their cul-
tural and �nancial viability. They also know 
just how laboriously these networks need 
to be maintained or even defended from 
unwanted incursions. Few artists, however, 
remind us of these conditions quite as 
directly as Jay Chung and Q Takeki Maeda 
in their latest exhibition, ‘The Auratic Nar-
rative’. Visually aloof and snarkily evasive, 
theirs is an aesthetic of social distances, 
or aura as exclusion. Here, the age-old 
cafeteria shade of ‘you can’t sit with us’ 
�nds itself resurrected as latter-day post-
conceptual art. 

Conceived as a mid-career retrospec-
tive, ‘The Auratic Narrative’ spans the 
entire Kölnischer Kunstverein, present-
ing a selection of works from 2006 to the 
present. On the ground �oor, visitors are 
greeted by a series of images so markedly 
indi�erent – to paraphrase Je� Wall – that 
they render the idea of individual author-
ship incoherent: standardised commercial 
portraits of white people, nondescript 
black and white images of early 20th-
century furniture, random snapshots of 
strangers on the street. Of course, these 
works are far richer than they initially 
appear. The generic faces in the series 
‘Untitled’ (2011), for example, are press 
photos of unsuccessful local politicians, 
while the beaming faces from the series 
‘Outtakes and Excerpts’ (2009) were  
captured by a camera �tted with a smile-
seeking algorithm. But, in the absence 
of any explanatory information, visitors 
unwilling to google these details are likely 
leave none the wiser. 

Though the inscrutability of some 
works can make the show feel unapproach-
able, Chung and Maeda are not without a 
sense of humour. Untitled (2015/2018) is 
a modest frame with a necklace and two 
A4 prints peeling o� a matte board, which 
document an exhibition about a series of 
sketchy emails their New York gallerist, 
Maxwell Graham, sent to clients upon 
leaving his former job. On the top �oor, 
the audio piece The Teeth of the Gears 
(2011) recounts the belittlements a young 
dealer endures as he courts a �lmmaker’s 
favour, while the vulnerable voice we hear  
is ostensibly the artists’ London galler-
ist. At their most charming, Chung and 
Maeda approach a kind of institutional 
critique in which critique verges on gossip 
and the institution is their peers.

Consequently, the most compelling 
piece is the titular four-part wall  
text The Auratic Narrative (2019): a  

disarmingly honest, if at times indulgent, 
monologue collaged together from 
recent, noteworthy art-world writings. 
Deceptively personal in tone, it paints 
a collective portrait of an unnamed 
but presumedly identi�able segment 
of the Berlin via Frankfurt via New 
York art world. It is a community under 
siege, we are told, ‘desperately cling-
ing to one another for safety’ in dark 
times, a network that ‘acts as a sort 
of barricade … though against what 
enemy I admit I don’t actually know’. 
As the exhibition’s sole wall text, The 
Auratic Narrative shifts the focus away 
from the individual authors and towards 
a community at large. Though it doesn’t 
mention any particular works, for 
some, it is clear as to who exactly this 
work is for. 

Like many post-conceptual artists 
who took o� in the early 2000s, Chung 
and Maeda excel at trans�guring 
mundane artefacts into artworks via 
a dazzling web of narrative. Though 
in refusing to disclose the complexity 
of speci�c works to the uninitiated, the 
exhibition demotes its objects to the 
status of memorabilia manufactured 
for a highly selective fan club. Perhaps 
that’s all art is anyway; perhaps this is 
the inevitable conclusion of the self-
demysti�cation alluded to in the press 
release. But, since you have to already 
know what they’re talking about to know 
what they’re talking about, what could 
there possibly be left to demystify?

Stanton Taylor

car’s deep gradient, revealing its depth 
as another gimmick.

Folded into the windows and 
rearview mirrors of Deep Adaption on 
Audi Aicon 2020 costume design by H. 
Memling (2019) are scenes from painter 
Hans Memling’s triptychs. With their 
in�ated, soft brushstrokes, they look 
as if viewed through a prism. Here, the 
car’s spatial parceling is not just the 
domain of industry but artistic represen-
tation. The triptych is coded from left to 
right: trumpets of heaven phase into a 
horizonless hell. In contrast, the suicide 
doors beckon with an uncanny symme-
try. The car is mirrored, a palindrome of 
luxury. A single reclining seat holds the 
centre. Does Toranzo Jaeger herald the 
self-driving age by collapsing the dis-
tinction between driver and passenger, 
front and back? Like Narcissus gazing 
at his own image, the car becomes a 
closed circuit of desire, sealed o� from 
the world.

Built from diamond-shaped canvases 
arranged into a logo-like star, Der Wert 
der Ware drückt sich am besten in den 
Körpern der Anderen aus (The Value 
of Commodities Best Expresses Itself 
in the Bodies of Others), which cribs 
its title from Karl Marx, Das Kapital 
(Capital, 1867), reveals the backs 
of black and brown women’s bodies 
(nude, or with thongs halfway down 
their thighs), patent leather surfaces, 
a steering wheel and a chrome rim. 
Zoomed in and abstracted, the car is no 
longer depicted as a space we can enter, 
but transforms into a series of joined 
alluring surfaces and modal parts. In 
this way, Toranzo Jaeger uses the car’s 
mode of assembly to push back against 
its canonical image. She suggests 
that the car’s fantasy of concealment 
is only ever accomplished through a 
tricking out of surfaces and an endless 
game of expanding perspectives. When 
segmented, these bodies remain tied to 
acts of desire, while the car parts �atten 
without their frame. What thresholds 
do we cross, what distortions do we 
perform, to approach them?
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