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Florian & Michaél Quistrebert Galerie Crévecoeur, Paris
13 December - 30 January
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Comparisons to Jake and Dinos Chapman are inevitable: two brothers, graduates of the same art school (in this case the
Beaux-Arts in Mantes), who cheekily ermbrace "bad’ art, draw from a wice range of influerces and share autharship of the
singular works resulting from their collective efforts. The difference, however, is that the Chapmans cannily exploit the
aesthetically dubious, while the Gluistreberts unraflectively revel init.

With their wildly weird assemblages of nineteenth-century Romanticism and zombie biker goth (if Auguste Rodin had
run a headshop. this is the work he might have produced), the French brathers don't so much challenge artistic assumptions
and categories as take them at face value and make them their awn,

Linlike the Chaprmanss waork, there is nothing controversial or irreverent in their ballpoint doodles. oil paintings and
branzes, which, though gothic and gratesque, are primly presented. Mo porn or politics, nothing overtly parodic or sceptical,
just an unalloyed. unabashedly adolescent enthusiasm for the materials in play - feverish gobs of paint, dark forests of black-ink
scribile and heavy-metal blobs of blackened brenze.

Here, surface is all. The hackneyed homror phantasmagoria — bats, skulls, gravestenes, paleo-futuristic dreamscapes,
crepuscular seas and craggy peaks — are wholeheartedly celebrated. Graced with almost enough art-school smarts and
compositional intensity to escape the constricting half-pipe of skateboarder art, they retain just the right amount of authentic
stoner slackness to rermain resolutely vernacular,

Ais painters, the Quuistreberts owe something to contermparary naifs like Karen Kiliminik and Jason Fox: pictorially and
thematically, however, they are indebted to William Blske, Henry Fuseli, Gustave Moreau, Thomas Cole and their fellow
Mantais artist, the Impressionist painter Maxime Maufra, whoss stormy Breton seas are revisited in erudely executed eils. In
one of these, the waters sweep away Fried Face, a srudgy redheaded biker who. along with what the boys deseribe 25 2 'looser’
{a common French malapropsm) named Sad Sack. is a recurring figure. The protaganist of an artist baok by the brathers
{Fried Face Stones, 2007), Fried Face appears most notably in a larger carvas (Untitled (Flow Eagle Flow), 2006), where he lies
lost and hugely out of proportion upon the rocky summit of & vertiginous mountaintop. The effect is somewhere between a
Carclingian illumination, Métal Hurlant cover art and Caspar David Friadrich on erack.

More comic and curious still is the unrepentant Americana running throughout the Quistreberts ceuvre. The locser
biker freak trope, for example — part Easy Rider, part Chopper Zombie and part Johnny Hallyday - is 2 rich conceit, ripe for
pathos and full-blown farce, yet despite the arch absurdity of planting him in front of Hudson River Schoel backdrops, he
hardly seems ironic here. He just is — another face value, and in this case, fried. Christopher Moaney
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