
Photo Booth

Iiu Susiraja’s Self-
Portraits Are More

Than a Dare
The photographer uses her own body without

straightforward interest in either masochism or self-love. 
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“Fun, Sand, and Sun,” 2019. Photographs by Iiu Susiraja

The Finnish artist Iiu Susiraja makes photographs using
herself as a model, but her images are less self-portraits

than still-lifes. A deadpan protagonist—or a jarring centerpiece
—she appears amid carefully staged arrangements of household
objects, gazing into the camera with rich dispassion.

“Rider,” 2020. “Grand Slam,” 2020.

“Christmas Tree,” 2020. “Airplane,” 2020.

Take the image “Fountain,” from 2021. The shot’s vantage
foreshortens Susiraja’s reclining figure, exaggerating its
proportions, rendering her bare legs and midsection
mountainous while shrinking her head, which almost aligns
with the composition’s vanishing point. The look on Susiraja’s
face—a vacant regard—is, strangely, more forceful for its
shadowed, distant presence at the far corner of a bed. The
viewer’s eye dwells there rather than on the surrealist hullabaloo
in the picture’s foreground, where a transparent plastic umbrella,
upside down and full of rubber duckies, covers Susiraja’s crotch.
In “Blue Lagoon,” also from 2021, she sits up in the same twin
bed, nude but for three strategically placed Santa masks. A slack,
hollow-eyed disguise covers each breast, like the triangles of a
bikini top; another flaccid Father Christmas is particularly
perverse, his white beard acting as Susiraja’s proverbial fig leaf.
He appears downcast between her spread legs; she remains
expressionless.

“Fountain,” 2021.

“Good Morning,” 2021. “Blue Lagoon,” 2021.

Susiraja, who is forty-six, is unashamed of her nudity, just as she
is unapologetic of her failure to obey contemporary edicts of the
body—to be thin, or to, at the very least, mitigate her fatness by
covering up. Despite the camp absurdity of her scenes, she is not
a clown, and despite her nakedness, her work doesn’t
straightforwardly concern either masochism or self-love.
Instead, fat stigma is toyed with, embodied, and satirized,
sometimes through sexualized caricatures of gluttony. “Good
Morning” shows her—with her underpants pulled down and
stuffed with a loaf (or more) of sliced white bread—holding a
knife and a jar of Nutella.

“Meat Model 1,” 2020. “Meat Model 2,” 2020.

“Unicorn (chocolate),” 2017. “Ankle Weights,” 2017.

The use of food items as fraught props is not new for Susiraja.
“Ankle Weights,” from 2017, shows a view of her legs and
abdomen, with her arms hanging at her sides. What look like
links of sausages are coiled around each ankle, to resemble
grotesque fitness accessories or shackles. “Unicorn (chocolate),”
from the same year, shows her before an orderly wardrobe with
an ice-cream cone smashed into her forehead. Dark rivulets of
the melted cream cover her face and fleck a white tank top: she’s
both mythic creature and archetypal slob.
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To the extent that such vignettes are funny—they are and they
aren’t—Susiraja practices a perilous form of physical comedy. A
fat woman is by cultural default already an object of ridicule;
inviting laughter by clenching a baguette between her legs, or
ironing a pizza to her chest, could easily spin out of her control.
Perhaps Susiraja’s blank affect is the key to her peculiar power to
retain the upper hand. Indifference is one of the purest forms of
defiance, but her disciplined impassivity, her refusal to cue the
viewers’ reaction, is more than that. Her unwillingness to feed us
meaning is more provocative, and disquieting, than an obvious
dare, and it leaves a more lasting impression.

“Spaghetti Aerobics,” 2019. “Time to Play,” 2018. “Garden Party,” 2018.

“Highlights of the Weekly Cleaning,” 2018. “You Did Not Call,” 2018. “Homemade Anarchy,” 2019.

New Yorker Favorites

Did American conservationists go too far in Africa?

In early-nineteenth-century England, a good way to get rid of
your husband was arsenic.

Alan Dershowitz’s Martha’s Vineyard cancellation.

Why Europeans are getting taller and taller—and Americans
aren’t.

The couple who inspired F. Scott Fitzgerald’s “Tender Is the
Night.”

Sports, sex, and the case of Caster Semenya.

An essay by Arthur Miller: summers before air-conditioning.

Sign up for our daily newsletter to receive the best stories from
The New Yorker.

More: Photography Photographers Art Portraits Bodies

The New Yorker
Recommends

What our staff is reading, watching, and listening to each
week.

E-mail address

By signing up, you agree to our User Agreement and Privacy Policy & Cookie
Statement.

Read More

profiles

How Elisabeth Moss
Became the Dark Lady
of the Small Screen

The actor—who is also a director, a
rom-com fan, and a Scientologist
—likes to swim in the weird.

By Michael Schulman

under-rEViEW

The Harsh Realm of
“Gentle Parenting”

The approach flourishes because it
caters to a child’s inner life. What
does it neglect?

By Jessica Winter

cultural-comment

The Johnny Depp–Amber
Heard Trial Is Not as
Complicated as You
May Think

The entirety of the case rests on
twelve words.

By Jessica Winter

on-and-off-the-avenue

A Guide to Getting Rid
of Almost Everything

Once you’ve thanked and said
goodbye to the items that do not
spark joy, what can you do with
them?

By Patricia Marx

Sections More

© 2022 Condé Nast. All rights reserved. Use of this site constitutes acceptance of our User Agreement and Privacy Policy and Cookie Statement and Your
California Privacy Rights. The New Yorker may earn a portion of sales from products that are purchased through our site as part of our Affiliate Partnerships
with retailers. The material on this site may not be reproduced, distributed, transmitted, cached or otherwise used, except with the prior written
permission of Condé Nast. Ad Choices

News
Books & Culture
Fiction & Poetry
Humor & Cartoons
Magazine

Crossword
Video
Podcasts
Archive
Goings On

Customer Care
Shop The New Yorker
Buy Covers and Cartoons
Condé Nast Store
Digital Access

Newsletters
Jigsaw Puzzle
RSS
Site Map

The first time I ever finishedThe first time I ever finished

The first time I ever finished

Your e-mail address

Summer Sale
Get 12 weeks for $29.99 $6

Subscribe

Cancel anytime.

About
Careers

Contact
F.A.Q.

Media Kit
Press

Accessibility Help
Condé Nast Spotlight

Sign up

Do Not Sell My Personal Info

You are reading your last free article this month. 12 weeks for $29.99 $6. Cancel anytime. Subscribe now

Get 12 weeks for $29.99 $6 SubscribeNewsletter Sign In

NEW Yorker Favorites The Impenetrable Genius of Prince The Communist Who Explained History Constance Wu’s Hollywood Destiny The Truth About Wrinkles

https://www.newyorker.com/culture/photo-booth
https://www.newyorker.com/video/watch/crossword-puzzles-with-a-side-of-millennial-socialism
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/photography
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/photographers
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/art
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/portraits
https://www.newyorker.com/tag/bodies
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2022/05/09/how-elisabeth-moss-became-the-dark-lady-of-the-small-screen#intcid=_the-new-yorker-bottom-recirc_725343c3-56e1-4d51-ac17-09bf1e3743da_tny-900pubdates-180rundates
https://www.newyorker.com/books/under-review/the-harsh-realm-of-gentle-parenting#intcid=_the-new-yorker-bottom-recirc_725343c3-56e1-4d51-ac17-09bf1e3743da_tny-900pubdates-180rundates
https://www.newyorker.com/culture/cultural-comment/the-johnny-depp-amber-heard-trial-is-not-as-complicated-as-you-may-think#intcid=_the-new-yorker-bottom-recirc_725343c3-56e1-4d51-ac17-09bf1e3743da_tny-900pubdates-180rundates
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2022/02/28/a-guide-to-getting-rid-of-almost-everything-decluttering#intcid=_the-new-yorker-bottom-recirc_725343c3-56e1-4d51-ac17-09bf1e3743da_tny-900pubdates-180rundates
https://www.newyorker.com/
https://www.facebook.com/newyorker/
https://twitter.com/NewYorker/
https://www.snapchat.com/add/newyorkermag
https://www.youtube.com/user/NewYorkerDotCom/
https://instagram.com/newyorkermag/
https://www.newyorker.com/v2/offers/tny007?source=Site_0_JNY_NYR_ARTICLE_NAV_LEFT_0_US_SUMMERSALE_AOC_TEST_JUL22_PANELB_ZZ
https://www.newyorker.com/
https://www.newyorker.com/v2/offers/tny007?source=Site_0_JNY_NYR_DESKTOP_GLOBAL_NAV_CTA_0_US_SUMMERSALE_AOC_TEST_JUL22_PANELB_ZZ
https://www.newyorker.com/newsletters
https://www.newyorker.com/auth/initiate?redirectURL=%2Fculture%2Fphoto-booth%2Fiiu-susirajas-self-portraits-are-more-than-a-dare&source=VERSO_NAVIGATION
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2016/05/02/the-impenetrable-genius-of-prince
https://www.newyorker.com/books/under-review/eric-hobsbawm-the-communist-who-explained-history
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2019/09/23/constance-wus-hollywood-destiny
https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2010/03/29/face-it

