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THE VIDEOS IN THIS solo exhibition of the Berlin-based artist 
Keren Cytter are jam-packed with half-baked ideas, false starts, 
narrative squiggles, premature endings, and occasional intentional 
bad acting. If this sounds like criticism, forget about it. The work 
is such an inspiring mix of rawness and polish, bursting with 
thoughtful energy, that it prompts as much admiration as it  
does head-scratching. 

 Cytter, like Ryan Trecartin, seeks in her work to peel back the lid 
of one’s skull and dump in as much psychic material as possible, albeit 
with less frenetic pacing. Giving the exhibition its title, Video Art 
Manual, 2011, draws from several genres—infomercials, educational 
!lms, YouTube videos, documentaries—to weave a loose story 
about the danger of solar "ares. A phone that is shaped like a duck 
and does not require electricity to work plays a pivotal role. Subtitles 
intrude on the image to do things like re"ect on the nature of subtitles 
themselves or comment on the role of corporate signage in a clip from 
a Superman !lm. According to press materials, the 15-minute piece 
“offers a historical analysis of video art and its development over 
the last 40 years.” I can’t vouch for that, but I can con!rm that there 
are scenes in which found footage of a dancing Richard Simmons 
are synced with a Nintendo-esque rendition of the Guns N’ Roses 
classic “November Rain.” It’s a confounding mix of braininess, absurd 
comedy, and Brechtian distancing—subtitles running across a screen 
split into thirds inform us that “split screen reduces the viewer’s 
emotional involvement and increases the viewer’s enjoyment.” 

Cytter’s Family, 2002, covers similar ground, telling the story of 
a domestic melodrama—of!ce adultery, sibling rivalry, a son home 

from the war—in a purposefully "at manner with stilted acting.  
The dialogue ripples with deadpan pop psychology: “I’m jealous,  
I want a penis,” says the mother (played by a man) upon learning of 
her husband’s affair. Says the son to his sister, “You are becoming  
a woman, and it’s disgusting, and stimulating.” 

Although entertaining, Family is a bit one-note in comparison 
with the longest and most mature piece, Avalanche, 2011, a loopy, 
hypnotic, oddball masterpiece. Cytter is less concerned here with 
plot and narrative than in achieving a verbal and conceptual rhythm. 
Snippets of dialogue repeat and are recycled from one character to 
another, as are literary motifs (The Brothers Karamazov, Gone with 
the Wind, the Lonely Planet guide to Japan). Cytter gleefully juggles 
high- and lowbrow, often in the same scene. The narrator cuts short 
a poetic monologue he’s delivering with “You know, let’s fuck. . . . 
Wait here, I’ll go get some condoms.” Another voice-over indulges 
in casual misogyny, comparing ducks to women, to neither group’s 
advantage. At one point the action is disrupted so that a man can 
extol the virtues of the Canon EOS 7D camera with which the 
!lm was shot. In the wrong hands, this might be lame—breaking 
the fourth wall! metacommentary on the act of !lmmaking!—but 
Avalanche is a thing of beauty, an affecting nonstory. It could be 
about loss, or longing, or cheating couples, or none of the above. 
Whichever, by the end, we’re buried in it.  —Scott Indrisek

NEW YORK

Kboco 
Lu Magnus Gallery //  September 7–October 23

AMID THE EXPANDING number of 

sprayed on gallery walls and 
primed canvases, there is a 
noticeable dearth of nonrepre-
sentational pieces. The Brazil-
ian artist Kboco comes closest 

would be a mistake to imagine 
his painting as purely abstract. 

and later São Paulo, his style 
draws equally from pre-
Columbian design and Arabic 
ornamentation, so some tribal 

forms—a camel, a cup—dot  
his pieces like hieroglyphs, as 
do the occasional pasted  
paper scraps (a beer label, the 
envelope of a tea bag), which are 
frequently overpainted. 

Kboco is as interested in his 
process as its product. The title 
of this solo exhibition, “Efeito 
Esquimó,” refers to a technique 
he claims to have invented: 
whitewashing areas of applied 
paint so that they take on a 

-
blanched sections a dramatic 
visual pop. This is a subtle fea-
ture of Kboco’s canvases, but 

ceiling mural he brushed and 
sprayed across the gallery’s 
walls. The eight paintings 
in the show hang directly on 
the mural, with which they 

share a predominantly linear 
and geometric character. The 
work on the canvases is much 
more concentrated, however, 
the lines, constantly accruing, 
curling, and weaving, seeming 
to sprout out of them and cov-
ering the walls like a healthy 
polychromatic vine.

Of the paintings, Lamas 
Brown, 2011, roughly the size 
of a car hood, is particularly 
striking. Subdivided triangles 
squeeze between parallel 
bands running rod straight or 
twisting like tendrils. Sets of 
many-hued concentric rings 
add arcs to the uncountable 
sharp angles and hard edges in 
the midst of which Kboco has 
nestled the head and shoulders 
of a humanoid. Here the Bra-
zilian’s wonderful calligraphic 
geometry becomes subservient 
to an ambiguous image. This 
weakens his work to the degree 
that it detracts from the tech-
nique he wants to foreground, 
which may be why he refrained 

mural; his heavily worked 
patterns are seriously hypnotic 
without any creatural visages. 
A more aggressive deployment 
of his efeito esquimó might 
sink such distracting pres-
ences deeper into the quilt that 
Kboco so skillfully creates.  

    —Charlie Schultz

NEW YORK

Keren Cytter
Zach Feuer Gallery //  August 18–October 15

FROM LEFT: 
Keren Cytter
Still from Video  
Art Manual, 2011. 
HD video,  
14 min. 42 sec.
 
Kboco
Installation 
view of “Efeito 
Esquimó” at  
Lu Magnus 
Gallery, 2011.
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