Olaf Breuning

In Otal Breuning's wided instaliation
First (2002) an irascible young nevrot-
ie recounts a senes of events that
pccurred when he was bored sense-
less. Something tells you he watches a
ot of nims: frst he gathers his traifer
trash buddies in the car park for gang
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ceremanials (ke Eminem in & Mile,
2002): then they hop in the car to go
beat up anAmish man (ke Wiimess,
1985); and when they find him, 1hey
strip him and cover his face with am ET
mask, IT it is & Irequent complaint that
todays youth ca't tell the difference
between fiction and reality, it is surely
all the more alarming when they can't
tell one film ganre from anathar.
Swiss-bomn Breuning originally
tramned as a photographer bul moved
to New York three years ago. [ suits

As this survey of Olaf Breuning's recent
work displays, the artist likes his culture

vulgar and various.
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him: as this spalibinding survey of
recent work displays, Breuning likes
his culture vulgar and various.
Thraughout the video installations,
theatrical tablcaux and photographs
he moves easily between sci-fi,
Western and harrar, and the point
appears 1o be less that styles are
blank shaets available for pastiche
than that & vulgar imagination main-
tains few boundaries.

Ugly Yelp (2000), the black and
white video projection with which the
show opened, seems 1o follaw fram a
similar scenario to that in First.
Excitable youths are filmed acting out
sequences from various horror movies
on a jittery hand-held camera in the
style of The Bloir Witch Praofect
(1999); a Death Metal soundtrack
urges them on, One would-he psy-
chotic paces back and forth on a
dockside holding a knife; anather man
jerks a pram around until the con-
tents Tly out; "rombies’ lumber
thraugh the fog halding chainsaws:
and something like necrophilia is sim-
ulated in 3 dark wood. Is an atmaos-
pharic sand-up, but its speed and
fragmentation lend it the impression
of 3 mere trailer for the fuller
Ereuningworld to follow,

Unfortunately the three video
installatians in the show never quite
deliver the full-length feature:
Ereuning's narratives can be very
opague in their siructure, and are not
helped by opacity in their detsil. In
Kirg (2000} thara 15 mora angaging
confusion: a tattooed, dreadlocked

man races through the desert, dons a
knight's armour — aver which ha
wears sharts — flings a sword around
and runs off. Later the film becomes 2
kind of pop video, with a parade of
figures in blackface and others in
ghost costume,

Breuning is Interested not so
much in narrative, however, as in the
uninterrupted sweep of a vision. This
na doubt explams his penchant for
submerging his videos in novel instal-
lations: First is projected on the white
sheet that falls from the back of an
ET figure: the projector in Kimg is
buricd under a life-size kaight. It may
alse explain the guality of his many
photographs, which, while they have
e inwerest in print guality and
whatnot, are far more momentous
than the usual stills that video artists
produce 1o lund their projects.
Breuning is a visignary of Gothic
excellence, and should he ever want 2
year's residency in hell, Lucifer would
surely oblige him,

Whan [ visited Magasin, an amus-
ing debate was going on amoeng
gallery staff as to what most scared
the daylights out of parties of schoal-
children. Lynchings and necrophilia
were no problem, but what really had
them nﬁnning for the doar was dpes
[2001). I could sympathize: arranged
around two edges of a gallery was an
ersatz habitat for several groups of
primates, sach gathered around a fire
An aminous hum biled the air, smoke
putfed from the fire and the apes'
eyes began to flash as if they were in
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felepathic contact. Cries and whoop-
ing rose from the darkness, the
undergrowih turned red, and then ...
then there was a trumpet sympheny
af balching. We laughed, but not in
comfort.

Laughter, like everything alsa in
Breuning's art, heads fast to tha
grave, In his final installation, Hello
Dorgness [2002), a full-breasied sex
doll reclines, ciutching a large axe half
in, hall out of 2 funeral casket, As

mare smoke billows from beneath her
and a spiral of Blue light wrns on the
wall, she falks in synthesized speech
1o a skeleton which sits on the flogr
beside her. She wanis 10 COME OVer 1o
the other side. Tell me, Death’, she

sgueaks. " Do you see flowers? . Is it
only dark? ... Ara you sad? ... 1 was
always wondenng how many bones we
have.” Again, it"s funny, but it was real-
Iy no EBughing matter.
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