“Ethical Managers Make Their Own Rules” Is a
Practice in Restraint

On view at Bodenrader, the selective body of five pieces are spaced with breathing room
that allows the gallery structure itself to become an imperative context.
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“Ethical Managers Make Their Own Rules” is a practice in restraint. On view
at Bodenrader and featuring the work of Jessica Diamond, Héléne Fauquet
and Jason Hirata, the selective body of five pieces are spaced with breathing
room that allows the gallery structure itself to become an imperative

context.
Hirata’s “Like Butter” opens the exhibition with a penetrative tension,

displaying a constellation of screws and magnets projected outward. The
near-floor-to-ceiling peppering of screws folds over the viewer, making the
skin feel prickled by invisible beams of contact stringing from the tip of each
point. A layer of separation between viewer and gallery is established by the
uncomfortable sensation of poke paired with the animalistic desire to run
straight into the wall and feel the tension relieved through pain, like
squeezing a fresh bruise. With a full wall to support the piece, “Like Butter”
moves across the body in a tidal wave, engulfing the viewer in its mouth,
chewing and spitting out into the remaining exhibition.



Detail, Héléne Fauquet “nuit de cellophane,” 2024. Prints, frames, table, 36 x 55 x 24 inches/914 x 139.7 x 61 cm. Courtesy of the
artist; Ulrik, New York; and Bodenrader, Chicago.

Positioned next is Fauquet’s “Ether;” including framed prints perched on a
wooden table. Tension is continued through “Ether” as each image seizes a
grouping of bubbles frozen at their near burst. The tightly cropped bubbles
are each dignified by their frame, cool blues and harsh metallics, ornately
designed and embellished through flora and diamond studs. A decisive
moment explored at the micro level, the bubbles become celestial bodies
balancing on transparency, reflection and engorge. Their swelling bodies are
captured by the metallics, chrome to steel, changing the response of the
image. The composition of the prints are strong, but when paired with these
harsh yet delicately detailed frames, the bubbles themselves become the
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sculpture. Across the room is Fauquet’s “nuit de cellophane,” a continuation
of the same exploration but with a subtle change in veneer. The formal
renderings of the bubble are reinforced by the frame’s aesthetic system and
cause these photographic sculptures to freeze at the bubble’s inhale, like a

tightness in the throat.



On the remaining wall of the first gallery room is Diamond’s “I Hate Business.’
In the sloping, natural font of an oversized calligraphy pen, the words “I Hate
Business” are painted in black, covering nearly the entire height of the wall.
The piece is positioned across from Hirata’s “Like Butter, causing the viewer
to get trapped in the center of the room. The wall screams this anti-capitalist
phrase forcefully, shrilly, chillingly. The only choice is to let the simple,
cutting phrase wash over the surface of the body, or retreat to the other side
of the room to again be confronted by the prickly separation between self
and institution in “Like Butter” The ping-pong match between these two
pieces lives the spine of the exhibition.

Curiously positioned alone in the next room is Hirata’s “Books,” which
displays a table of art books tightly wrapped in plastic with only their covers
and backsides accessible. The concise truth that is distilled down in this
piece is the separation of the viewer’s hands from the content of the books.



