Capitalism is not working

For the inaugural exhibition of Galeria Gaga in Mexico City, Claire Fontaine presents a series of paintings, two smoke drawings and two neon signs. Capitalism is not working, evokes the problematic status of contemporary painting between the mystic and monetary, between the secret paintings and the money paintings. The spectator is here relegated to the position of the indiscreet observer spying upon the repetitive composition of pin numbers at an ATM. The moment of the anonymous transaction of financial fluxes, represented by simplified hands without a body, recalls many other hands, very visible and often gloved, that more and more often take in charge the economy of our lives.

The traits of Mao obliterated by the sentence “capitalism is not working” say something about the failure of that old phantom of capitalism that Maoism has been, while the portraits of Marilyn manifest the link between the cult of the personality and the technical reproduction of images, in Warhol’s work and everywhere else. The texts that disfigure these faces tell a story, as if in superimposition, to be read or to be written by a “we” which is still potential.

AMERIKA and CAPITALISM KILLS are maquettes for two signs to be realised with strip lights, in a font titled K. in homage to Kafka. These refer to the sad tradition of the migrants and function as monuments to their endlessly broken dreams. 

The moral of the story told by Claire Fontaine in this exhibition is that at the heart of the most arrogant commercial prosperity a shameful poverty proliferates, and that in the midst of Third World deprivation priceless wealth multiplies. 

Marxist analytical tools leave us powerless if we want to grasp the recent moment when the bourgeoisie has ceased to be ashamed of itself and has launched a new season of class struggle on a planetary scale. But now we know clearly that when they talk about economy and rationalisation it’s affects and desires that are at stake. And by the way you only have one minute left to type your pin number and to imagine all the possible worlds that your everyday automatisms let suffocate. 

