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English translation

The taste of the silver spoon
Jack O‘Brien at Capitain Petzel

REVIEW
January 24, 2025 - Text by Lara Brörken

With Jack O‘Brien‘s solo show “Cascade” at Capitain Petzel, physics is a dif-
ferent matter. His objects gleam timidly on the walls and appear all the more 

powerful. Instruments flirt with PVC and tubing, twist around each other and 
spoons drop. At the center of this softly flowing universe hover two concert grand 
pianos. An aesthetic interplay of lightness and weight, silence and the possibility 

of a sound.

The sound of heels on stone floor tiles echoes through the cool room. With the standstill and between 
each step, a Berlin-atypical silence emerges, accompanied by the sound of cars whizzing past on 
the six-lane Karl-Marx-Allee. It is unfamiliar and almost unsettling to hear your own footsteps, this 
one sound that repeatedly throws your own presence in the empty space around your ears. Is it even 
quieter because the echo can be heard? Outside in front of the huge window front of Capitain Petzel 
there is busy traffic, inside there are small footsteps and a large echo.

Two hollowed-out concert grand pianos hang from the distant ceiling, docked together at the key-
board. As if the keys were kissing. In the middle, a circular blank space is cut into the black and whi-
te row, smooth and accurate as if with a compass. A peephole, a hole like in a bundt cake, two pianos 
as if poured into one mold. Never has a concert grand had such literal wings and so little sound. 
Rarely has the massive instrument seemed so fragile and rarely has the weight of its body been so 
noticeable above one‘s own. The two grand pianos have a similar, magnificent and delicate interior, 
one of which is probably a little older, judging by the varnish. Their bodies are united, 
motionless and heavy.
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“Semblance” is the title of the work. A semblance of lightness that emerges when 
looking through the wings. A hint of piano in the air. They reveal themselves and 
their ingenious technique, their inner machine. Standing beneath the floating mass, 
eyes closed, you become acutely aware of the physical event, the pressure from above 
tingles on your skin, your own fragility softens your knees. The air under the wings is 
thicker, for sure.

Swaying on wobbly legs, we head towards the corner of the room. There, two 
tempting objects gleam on the wall. Airy and light, a dome and a bowl protrude from 
the wall, both revealing their inner life, one convex and closed and one concave and 
open. The works “Countenance” and “Other path” are held by curved forks on which 
the two halves of the PVC sphere have rested. They have nestled against the silver 
cutlery in a past heat.

Everything seems to be in flow, lively and pure, the materials are harmoniously 
coordinated. Steel has bent, appears soft and edgeless and meanders in the clear 
plastic dome. Two small silver spoons have dropped from the other bowl towards the 
floor, swaying there on two shimmering white ribbons. This pair, this clarity in the 
chaos, is strangely satisfying and the eyes begin to crave more of it.

The “Wishbone” is even more erotic. With horn, spiral and spoons, O‘Brien‘s remarka-
ble feeling for the found, the formal language and the flow is evident. The instrument 
stands at a 90-degree angle from the wall, the spiral hangs out of the horn opening like 
a tongue from a panting mouth. At the end of the spiral, ten teaspoons have slipped 
between the spiral loops, giving it a trunk- or slide-like forward swing and forming 
a fan. The row of spoons has the potential to shovel its way through the water like a wa-
ter mill or to produce a spirited clacking of castanets. Here is movement in motionless-
ness, power in fragility and a strong oral reference, only without saliva. My highlight of 
the “Cascade”.

Echoing steps lead up the stairs to the gallery. Here, two objects loll in the spotlight. 
“Velleity” and ‘Salt’ play a mystical, inaudible song with horns, forks, plastic, hoses 
and black round separating disks. What initially sounds like a DIY store actually tells a 
story of good and evil. The two objects expose their Medusa-like nature with their lur-
ching shadows on the wall, tossing their untameable manes around. The tube runs in 
elegant waves and loops from fork to fork and horn to horn. The disks at the end of the 
horn tubes are stretched out like feelers in different directions, completely observing 
their surroundings. Real team players, a motionless dynamic duet.

The interplay, the interaction of factors, the flow, transitions and stages form O‘Brien‘s 
cascades in Capitain Petzel. Spoons, but not a single drop of water has fallen, except 
perhaps from my open mouth. Sound bodies embody the sound, symbolize the possi-
bility of resounding and producing sparkling melodies, but have nevertheless opted for 
the pure language of form. Anyone can strum and trumpet, but not conquer silence. I 
return to the rushing road with a slight vibrato in my body. I dive into the subway tun-
nel and think of the taste of a silver spoon.


