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What do the Marx Brothers, gender questions, migration, the Iran-Iraq War, and art have to do 

with each other? —The trio of Iranian artists is adept, as very few other artists, at creating a 

complex cosmos that facilitates surprising connections and encounters and thus breaks with and 

calls conventional patterns into question. This gives rise to environments consisting of videos, 

paintings, drawings, sculptures, texts, photographs, and objects that are as sensitive as they are 

overwhelming. Picture archives that they compile themselves are processed to create Moving 

Paintings. Pictures of the corona crisis and Black Lives Matter demonstrations from the internet 

are found again in their works. In them, the found is combined with the invented, the old with the 

new, and the Western with the oriental. Persian roots and Western pop culture can come together 

just like high culture and camp, the banal and serious political concerns, or questions of identity in 

a world in motion. The artists often transform bleak scenes into caricature-like grotesques that 

reflect the abstruse nature of the globalized world. 

 

Since 2009, the artists have been living together in their house in Dubai, where they intentionally 

combine work and life and collaborate again and again with a network of friends from very diverse 

regions and disciplines, such as, for instance, the Egyptian artist Hoda Tawakol or the American 

artist and musician Lonnie Holley. 

 

The centerpiece of this exhibition is the monumental floor work O You People! as the basis of an 

opulent total work of art that the artists regard as an alternative landscape. The huge painting is 

the product of an almost ritual performance in which the three transform themselves into 

automated creatures, so-called dastgāh. As transmitters, they develop the basic structures for the 

monumental painting, which are then supplemented with innumerable detains in a more 

conventional way. The Persian term dastgāh refers to the entirety of all the tools that are needed 

for a particular purpose or process. It also describes a melodic matrix for improvisations in 

traditional Persian music. This concept, which the artists have made useful for visual art, playfully 

calls into question the exclusive subjectivity of the painter-princes of modernity. 

 

Two sculptures of donkeys rise prominently from the floor and thus take up a figure that is found 

throughout the artists’ oeuvre. A donkey appears in the carnivalesque video performance We Are 

the Eighth of a Kind (2014) as well as in diverse places in the current work. It stands for patience 

and humbleness, is undemanding and good-natured, but also represents everyman, the gray 

masses. It is the undemanding work animal of rural, less developed societies. But what is also 

interesting is the subversive quality that the donkey can develop as a metaphor, as Michael 

Taussig, a theorist of post-colonialism, has noted: for a male, bourgeois sculptor, it is difficult to 

express male power without putting the individual depicted on a horse; imagine how hard it would 

be to communicate an appearance of dignity and power if the man were a farmer with his feet 

thrust into sandals and dragging on the ground while riding on a donkey. 

 

The ornamental order of the floor takes up design principles and motifs from traditional Persian 

painting and is simultaneously broken open by the dynamics of pictures of our own era. 



 
 

 
SCHIRN KUNSTHALLE FRANKFURT, WALL PANELS OF THE EXHIBITION „RAMIN HAERIZADEH, ROKNI 
HAERIZADEH UND HESAM RAHMANIAN“, SEPTEMBER 2, 2020, PAGE 2 OF 2 
 

 

Maelstroms, swirls, and rivers show tourists as bright forms near and in the water, all of them 

united by the contour of a shamseh (sun medallion)—an ornament commonly found on the covers 

of ancient Islamic manuscripts. Dark shamseh here show anonymous, headless figures occupied 

with their cell phones or tablets. All of these are snapshots of a global society. An elongated finger 

shows a more pressing scene. Exhausted figures with animal heads and sad faces are crowded 

closely together, half elephant, turtle, bull, ape, or lion—it is a colorful society that has closed 

ranks here. The picture is based on a found photograph showing a boat overfilled with refugees on 

the Mediterranean, a topic that is also addressed in the film From Sea to Dawn (2016/17). 

 

The water landscape as a whole has already long since lost its innocence—if it ever existed. 

Streams of refugees are one aspect, the industrialization and exploitation of the seas another. 

They are contested resources of great economic and geostrategic significance, trigger crises, 

struggles, and wars. The artists are part of a generation that grew up in the middle of the Iran-Iraq 

War (1980–88). The struggles and social upheavals and aftereffects of the Iranian Revolution of 

1978/79 shaped not only the artists themselves, but also their work in a long-lasting way. This is 

made particularly clear by My Son, My Crown (2020), a curtain with a photograph of a mother 

carrying the mortal remains of her son, who went missing in the war and was found ten years 

later. It is a poignant picture that the artists selected, because it reflects the presence of both grief 

and joy at the same time. They understand this as an echo of their own experience, which 

frequently brings joy and pain together in one intensive moment. 

All of this is a strong commentary on our era. And it is thus not a coincidence that the artists also 

took up the aspect of time in the title of the exhibition. Groucho Marx says the sentence quoted 

here in the anarchic film classic by the legendary Marx Brothers, A Day at the Races (1937) while 

feeling the pulse of a patient. He evades reality—the death of the patient—by playfully inventing 

an alternative reality, a wristwatch standing still. What the watch records is time itself, the absurd 

in its purest form. 

 


