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Link to video

https://vimeo.com/123065925


Georgina Starr



Link to video

The Opening Ceremony performance of Georgina Starr’s exhibition, Before Le Cerveau Affame at Cooper Gallery 
in Dundee on 10th October 2013. Curated by Sophia Yadong Hao.

Written, choreographed and directed by Georgina Starr.

https://www.youtube.com/watch%3Fv%3DQg5X8SK3Ego
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the betrayal of identity 
by the mass media

In The Bunny Lakes are Missing installation at Pink-
summer Genoa, 2000??, Starr created an allegorical 
installation based on Otto Preminger’s 1965 thriller 
Bunny Lake is Missing. Preminger’s film is set in Lon-
don where an American single mother arrives with 
her four-year-old daughter. We never see her child, 
even when she is supposedly dropped off at a nursery 
school, and when she goes missing the police and the 
viewers are left in some doubt as to whether she ever 
existed. Starr’s The Bunny Lakes are Missing is not an 
appropriation in the sense that Hans Haacke, Victor 
Burgin and Barbara Kruger appropriated mass media 
in the late 1970s and 1980s. It is instead a poetic inter-
pretation and intermixing of Preminger’s concept with 
many other intertextual threads including Peter Bog-
danovich’s film Targets, 1967, Starr’s childhood and 
adolescence and more general reflections on female 
identity within a postindustrial world saturated with 
cinematic, televisual and commercial representations 
of femininity. For example, she uses a group of young 
teenage girls who she calls the Bunny Lakes and or-
ganises a fashion show complete with elegant models 
dressed in costumes designed by Starr. In the course of 
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this show the Bunny Lake teenagers gun down the grown-up 
models amid a flurry of red taffeta ‘blood’ terminating as a 
well dressed heap of bodies at the end of the catwalk.

The performance-installation is expanded by graphic pho-
tographic imagery, videostills, costume designs, a logo and 
‘merchandising’ such as a T-shirt and CD. Starr also created 
a ‘Bunny Lakemobil’ shown below, blood besplattered, at the 
drive in cinema.

Starr transforms The Bunny Lakes are Missing into a brand. 
But the crucial question in any marketing scenario is what are 
the brand values?  In this case, as Petra Schröck has noted, 
they appear to involve the existential confusion of a genera-
tion fed by television from toddlerhood to the maelstrom of 
teenagehood. Starr’s Bunny Lakes appear to symbolise a gen-
eration that has ‘gone missing’ due to the interpenetration of 
their reality with the fictional constructions of film, televi-
sion and marketing. From this point of view Starr’s fashion 
models have to perish because they represent the unattain-
able perfection used by mass media to condition behaviour. 
Instead of buying the product the impressionable young 
teenagers kill it. In this manner Starr constructs an entirely 
new layer of meanings on top of Preminger’s original film. 

For Burgin, Haacke and Kruger working in the 1970s and 
1980s the message was clear: mass media and consumerism 
are bad. But this ideological certainty is less pronounced in 
the work of artists who have come into prominence in the 
1990s and 2000s. And the media associations are subjected 
to significantly more elaborate processes of translation and 
intertextual mixing. 

Starr’s reference to Bogdanovich’s Targets, 1967, has been 
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mentioned. In this film, gun fanatic Bobby Thompson shoots 
his family and then takes a rifle to a drive-in movie where 
he snipes at members of the audience through a hole in the 
screen. Clearly this story plays on the intertwining of fic-
tion and reality that plays such a key role in the hyperreal-
ity of a media-satturated postindustrial world. For example, 
the idea of flying a jet plane into very tall buildings in New 
York resonates very strongly with Hollywood action movies. 
It would appear that the constantly increasing technological 
amplification of imagination that is mass media is outstrip-
ping rational control of that apparatus.

The basis of Starr’s Bunny Lake system is the Bunny Lake 
plan, which charts the complex interrelations between the 
individual elements in form of a pattern.  On three horizon-
tal displays a pictorial history is outlined in the manner of a 
cryptic puzzle 

Also within this system the Starr works with a mixture of 
styles and media. the ultimate foundation of which is the 
comic strip. Confronted with the flood of images the viewer 
can decode the puzzle-like ‘media landscape’ with the help 
of the encircled the reference fields and data lines. The low-
er image plane is introduced by a block of four with film 
sequences from the Preminger film. Clips from both films 
are the source from which the artist sketches her central fan-
tastic panorama picture from which the Bunny Lake system 
expands in all directions.  A distant, hilly landscape that 
serves as the location for Bogdanovich’s “ Reseda Drive-In 

Apart from some early examples like the dramatic five 
minute video work Crying (1993), Georgina Starr’s works 
tend to involve a multimedia synthesis of the arts, whose 
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elements are systematically interlaced together with interre-
lationships with her previous work. Starr mixes expressive 
forms and reality levels (from film and television) with her 
personal life creatign a baroque image-world so replete with 
personal references that it defeats viewers’ attempts to make 
sense of it. 

Petra Schröck notes that a sceptical analysis of her iden-
tity plays a role in many of Starr’s works, for instance by 
swapping identities with other London artists (Schröck ??). 
Schröck also observes that the cinematic myth of the missing 
Bunny Lake provides Starr with an allegory for the search for 
identity characteristic of modernity-postmodernity. And one 
can add that the strategy Starr deploys in Bunny Lake is not 
simply one of attack but also of co-option. Starr immerses 
herself in fantasy which is the principal substance of mar-
keting. She even takes on the role of merchandiser. But all of 
her actions are synthetic. She lacks the punchline of all mar-
keting which is the demand that we part with our money. 
We only have to give her our attention. Those wealthier than 
ourselve: collectors or museums will buy the work. 

Starr’s baroque enfolding of attack upon and collusion with 
the mediatized world is akin to the frenzied struggle of one 
who discovers they are in a prison from which there is no es-
cape. Her obsessive systematising of the fantastic fabric she 
has woven presents us with yet another layer of self-frustra-
tion. 

Georgina Starr filmed unwittingly filmed herself 
bursting into tears during a difficult phase in a 
project she was working on. The question she 
poses with her video installation Crying is wheth-
er the action remains genuine or whether it has 
been translated into artifice. The location of the 
video in a gallery and the fact that it is an end-
lessly repeating loop seriously problematize its 
authenticity.



,UYLQJ�1RUPDQ



� L�	
���=?>D F �-:@? �:-> "=0>> !;09�$:@=.0 %0=8>�:1�&>0 "=4A,.D�":74.D $0.@=4?D �00/-,.6 ���

������������������������

	�������������

���������������

�������:77:B0=>
 0B�):=6�� )��&94?0/�$?,?0>

	�����

���������������
��������
�

��":74>3�N842=N�B3:�>@=A4A0/�(:=7/�(,=���,9/�7,?0=
A:7@9?00=0/�,>�,�8,.3490�2@990=�49�?30�$;,94>3��4A47�(,=�
�=A492� :=8,9�>?@/40/�,?�?30��=?�$?@/09?>��0,2@0�:1� 0B
):=6�/@=492�?30�
��	>��(3470�?30=0��30�B,>�0C;:>0/�?:
�80=4.,9�>:.4,7�>@==0,74>?>�49.7@/492��,80>��@D�,9/�!�
�:@4>��@2740784��,9/�8,9D�:1�?304=�701?�70,9492�.:@9?0=;,=?>
1=:8��@=:;0��49.7@/492��9/=N��=0?:9���B3:�B0=0�1700492�/@0
?:�?30�:9>0?�:1�,�>0.:9/�B:=7/�B,=�� :=8,9�B,>�,�;:74?4.,7
=,/4.,7�1=:8�?30�A0=D�-02499492���4>�:?30=B:=7/7D�142@=,?4A0
B:=6>�,=0�49>;4=0/�-D�?30�49?09>4?D�,9/�0C;=0>>4:94>8�:1
0,=740=�8,>?0=>�7460��,??34,>��=O90B,7/���40=:9D8@>��:>.3�
,9/��,9��=@02307�?30��7/0=���4>�.:884?809?�?:�9,==,?4A0
209=0��@90<@4A:.,77D�8:-474E0/�?:�/074A0=�>.,?3492�>:.4,7
.=4?4<@0�-D�=0;=0>09?492�?30�/,=6�>4/0�:1�8:/0=9�7410��B,>
@91,>34:9,-70�/@=492�?30�0=,�?3,?�2,A0�=4>0�?:��80=4.,9
�->?=,.?��C;=0>>4:94>8��,9/�1@=?30=8:=0��B,>�0C0.@?0/
A4A4/7D�09:@23�?:�0,=9�?30�,=?4>?�,9/�34>�B410�����>@=A0477,9.0
1:=�?B:�/0.,/0>��%34>�$0;?08-0=��?30�7,?0� :=8,9�4>�10,?@=0/
49�G�=A492� :=8,9��(,=���"0,.0���:9@809?,7�",49?492>�

���H
���I�,?��4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D�49��307>0,�

!1�34>�B:=6�� :=8,9�3,>�>,4/��G(0�,=0�1,.0/�B4?3�>:�8@.3
?3,?�4>�@969:B9��>:�8,9D�@9,9>B0=0/�<@0>?4:9>�J��?�>
3@8,9�9,?@=0�?:�7::6�1:=�,9>B0=>��?:�49A0>?42,?0��-@?�49
/0A07:;492�,9>B0=>��B0�.=0,?0�477@>4:9>����?=D�?:�2:�-0D:9/
477@>4:9>��?:�?077�?30�?=@?3����2:�/00;����2:�3423����2:�B4/0�I
%34>�>09?4809?�,?�?30�=::?�:1�34>�;,>>4:9,?0�A4>4:9�>?477
=0>:9,?0>�?:/,D�

%30�0C34-4?4:9�?,60>�4?>�?4?70�1=:8�?30�>3:B�>�.09?0=;40.0��?30
0;4.�?=4;?D.3�/=,B492���)��&���������
�����=09/0=0/�49
2=,;34?0�:9�477@>?=,?4:9�-:,=/���?>�8,49�;,907�/0;4.?>�?B:
-,=0�.30>?0/��.:7:>>,7�B,==4:=>�.:91=:9?492�0,.3�:?30=�49
-,??70�,>�?30�.:9.=0?0�1:@9/,?4:9>�:1�?30�>@==:@9/492
.4A474E,?4:9�.=@8-70�-090,?3�?304=�100?��%34>�>?,=6�/=,B492K
,9?4�30=:4.�49�4?>�,8-4?4:@>�A4>4:9�,9/�=01490/�/0?,47K
0>?,-74>30>�?3:>0�?3080>�.09?=,7�?:�34>�7,?0=�;=:/@.?4:9�
49.7@/492�?30�3:==:=>�:1�B,=��0C;7:4?,?4:9�:1�?30�8,>>0>��?30
/03@8,94E492�0110.?�:1�?30�@=-,9�09A4=:9809?��,9/�?30
@91:=?@9,?0�.:9>0<@09.0>�:1�?0.39:7:2D��A4>@,74E0/�?3=:@23
,�>D8-:74.�70C4.:9�:1�9,60/�3@8,9:4/�142@=0>��;=4>:9�.077
B49/:B>��>6@77>��,9/�?3=:92>�:1�?30�>@110=492�.,20/�49
?:B0=492�>6D>.=,;0=>�,9/�:?30=�.:91490/�>;,.0>��$?477�:?30=
=4.37D�.:7:=0/�.,9A,>0>�:9�A40B�=0170.?K1:=0-:/4927D��D0?
-=4774,9?7DK:9�?30�:-50.?4A4?D�:1�5@=4>;=@/09.0���,()�%�
�,*+"����
������?30�;0=.04A0/�>0.@=4?D�:1�49/@>?=4,7�?0.39:7:2D
��")(')+��
������,9/�?30�,@?3:=4?D�:1�49>?4?@?4:9>
��'&,%�&+�$��
������-D�1=,8492�@9B407/D�8:=,7�<@0>?4:9>
49�3,@9?4927D�3@8,9�?0=8>�

0�)-"& ��')%�&���)�����������'&,%�&+�$���"&+"& *����
�1
���
2�"*�'&�-"�.��+��"�!��$��'*�&��$����$$�)/����.��')#����(+�

+!1��+���	+!�������

�'$$'.��"�!��$��'*�&��$����$$�)/�'&��)+*/�'$$'.��"�!��$��'*�&��$����$$�)/�'&��)+*/�

��)��&���������
��

�,()�%���,*+"����
���

�")(')+��
���

�'&,%�&+�$��
���

+(,=�,9/�"0,.0���8,2490/�49
'4A4/� ,==,?4A0>�-D�$:.4,7
$@==0,74>?��=A492� :=8,9

���

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�����
������

�:B��:9/:9�>�(34?0��@-0�4>
�:>?0=492��:9?08;:=,=D��=?�49

�=,E47

���������������

�:=����!;09��	
����,70=40��,9>
�,D0=��=492>��:C0>�,9/�$?@11

��4?0=,77D��?:�?30��:=0

���������������

&;�,9/��:8492��
	�):@92
�@=,?:=>�%,6492�:9�?30��=?�(:=7/

	���������
����

$0;?08-0=����	
����,93�':��,.0>
�,B>@4?���=,96��03=D�#0/0>429>
!=4249,7�"7,9>��:=��4>093:B0=
�08:=4,7��,9/��,96>D�?:��4=�:9

��!

��������
�����������������

�:77:B��=4/,D����,770=40>
$@;;:=?492��:.,7�,9/��80=2492
%,709?���=:8��,926:6�?:��?7,9?,

���������������

�0,/492�#@>>4,9��:9.0;?@,7��=?4>?
',/48�*,63,=:A�%,60>��4>
'40B0=>��9?:�?30�&969:B9

���������������

�=492492��:B9�?30��:@>0�>����:B
�,94>3��=?4>?��>60��,?3��C;7:=0>
!@=� 00/�1:=�,�$,10��,A09

���������������

�=0>3�1=:8�$M:�",@7:���=:8��C:?4.
�948,7>�?:��,880=>�$;=:@?492
"7,9?��410���C;7:=0��,9?,>?4.,7
(:=6>�,?�*4;;0=��,70=4,

���������������

(:60�&;�:9��=:,/B,D��#:-0=?
$E:?�>��,=90>?��->?=,.?4:9

���������������

�@9?�$7:908�>��@9940>��:;�49?:
�,/4>:9��,770=D

���������������

� � $0,=.3J ������ ������� ����� ��������� ����� ��
��� ��
����

Château Shatto

Château Shatto



� L�	
���=?>D F �-:@? �:-> "=0>> !;09�$:@=.0 %0=8>�:1�&>0 "=4A,.D�":74.D $0.@=4?D �00/-,.6 ���

������������������������

	�������������

���������������

�������:77:B0=>
 0B�):=6�� )��&94?0/�$?,?0>

	�����

���������������
��������
�

��":74>3�N842=N�B3:�>@=A4A0/�(:=7/�(,=���,9/�7,?0=
A:7@9?00=0/�,>�,�8,.3490�2@990=�49�?30�$;,94>3��4A47�(,=�
�=A492� :=8,9�>?@/40/�,?�?30��=?�$?@/09?>��0,2@0�:1� 0B
):=6�/@=492�?30�
��	>��(3470�?30=0��30�B,>�0C;:>0/�?:
�80=4.,9�>:.4,7�>@==0,74>?>�49.7@/492��,80>��@D�,9/�!�
�:@4>��@2740784��,9/�8,9D�:1�?304=�701?�70,9492�.:@9?0=;,=?>
1=:8��@=:;0��49.7@/492��9/=N��=0?:9���B3:�B0=0�1700492�/@0
?:�?30�:9>0?�:1�,�>0.:9/�B:=7/�B,=�� :=8,9�B,>�,�;:74?4.,7
=,/4.,7�1=:8�?30�A0=D�-02499492���4>�:?30=B:=7/7D�142@=,?4A0
B:=6>�,=0�49>;4=0/�-D�?30�49?09>4?D�,9/�0C;=0>>4:94>8�:1
0,=740=�8,>?0=>�7460��,??34,>��=O90B,7/���40=:9D8@>��:>.3�
,9/��,9��=@02307�?30��7/0=���4>�.:884?809?�?:�9,==,?4A0
209=0��@90<@4A:.,77D�8:-474E0/�?:�/074A0=�>.,?3492�>:.4,7
.=4?4<@0�-D�=0;=0>09?492�?30�/,=6�>4/0�:1�8:/0=9�7410��B,>
@91,>34:9,-70�/@=492�?30�0=,�?3,?�2,A0�=4>0�?:��80=4.,9
�->?=,.?��C;=0>>4:94>8��,9/�1@=?30=8:=0��B,>�0C0.@?0/
A4A4/7D�09:@23�?:�0,=9�?30�,=?4>?�,9/�34>�B410�����>@=A0477,9.0
1:=�?B:�/0.,/0>��%34>�$0;?08-0=��?30�7,?0� :=8,9�4>�10,?@=0/
49�G�=A492� :=8,9��(,=���"0,.0���:9@809?,7�",49?492>�

���H
���I�,?��4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D�49��307>0,�

!1�34>�B:=6�� :=8,9�3,>�>,4/��G(0�,=0�1,.0/�B4?3�>:�8@.3
?3,?�4>�@969:B9��>:�8,9D�@9,9>B0=0/�<@0>?4:9>�J��?�>
3@8,9�9,?@=0�?:�7::6�1:=�,9>B0=>��?:�49A0>?42,?0��-@?�49
/0A07:;492�,9>B0=>��B0�.=0,?0�477@>4:9>����?=D�?:�2:�-0D:9/
477@>4:9>��?:�?077�?30�?=@?3����2:�/00;����2:�3423����2:�B4/0�I
%34>�>09?4809?�,?�?30�=::?�:1�34>�;,>>4:9,?0�A4>4:9�>?477
=0>:9,?0>�?:/,D�

%30�0C34-4?4:9�?,60>�4?>�?4?70�1=:8�?30�>3:B�>�.09?0=;40.0��?30
0;4.�?=4;?D.3�/=,B492���)��&���������
�����=09/0=0/�49
2=,;34?0�:9�477@>?=,?4:9�-:,=/���?>�8,49�;,907�/0;4.?>�?B:
-,=0�.30>?0/��.:7:>>,7�B,==4:=>�.:91=:9?492�0,.3�:?30=�49
-,??70�,>�?30�.:9.=0?0�1:@9/,?4:9>�:1�?30�>@==:@9/492
.4A474E,?4:9�.=@8-70�-090,?3�?304=�100?��%34>�>?,=6�/=,B492K
,9?4�30=:4.�49�4?>�,8-4?4:@>�A4>4:9�,9/�=01490/�/0?,47K
0>?,-74>30>�?3:>0�?3080>�.09?=,7�?:�34>�7,?0=�;=:/@.?4:9�
49.7@/492�?30�3:==:=>�:1�B,=��0C;7:4?,?4:9�:1�?30�8,>>0>��?30
/03@8,94E492�0110.?�:1�?30�@=-,9�09A4=:9809?��,9/�?30
@91:=?@9,?0�.:9>0<@09.0>�:1�?0.39:7:2D��A4>@,74E0/�?3=:@23
,�>D8-:74.�70C4.:9�:1�9,60/�3@8,9:4/�142@=0>��;=4>:9�.077
B49/:B>��>6@77>��,9/�?3=:92>�:1�?30�>@110=492�.,20/�49
?:B0=492�>6D>.=,;0=>�,9/�:?30=�.:91490/�>;,.0>��$?477�:?30=
=4.37D�.:7:=0/�.,9A,>0>�:9�A40B�=0170.?K1:=0-:/4927D��D0?
-=4774,9?7DK:9�?30�:-50.?4A4?D�:1�5@=4>;=@/09.0���,()�%�
�,*+"����
������?30�;0=.04A0/�>0.@=4?D�:1�49/@>?=4,7�?0.39:7:2D
��")(')+��
������,9/�?30�,@?3:=4?D�:1�49>?4?@?4:9>
��'&,%�&+�$��
������-D�1=,8492�@9B407/D�8:=,7�<@0>?4:9>
49�3,@9?4927D�3@8,9�?0=8>�

0�)-"& ��')%�&���)�����������'&,%�&+�$���"&+"& *����
�1
���
2�"*�'&�-"�.��+��"�!��$��'*�&��$����$$�)/����.��')#����(+�

+!1��+���	+!�������

�'$$'.��"�!��$��'*�&��$����$$�)/�'&��)+*/�'$$'.��"�!��$��'*�&��$����$$�)/�'&��)+*/�

��)��&���������
��

�,()�%���,*+"����
���

�")(')+��
���

�'&,%�&+�$��
���

+(,=�,9/�"0,.0���8,2490/�49
'4A4/� ,==,?4A0>�-D�$:.4,7
$@==0,74>?��=A492� :=8,9

���

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�
������	
���

�4.3,07�#:>09107/��,770=D

��������
������

�����
������

�:B��:9/:9�>�(34?0��@-0�4>
�:>?0=492��:9?08;:=,=D��=?�49

�=,E47

���������������

�:=����!;09��	
����,70=40��,9>
�,D0=��=492>��:C0>�,9/�$?@11

��4?0=,77D��?:�?30��:=0

���������������

&;�,9/��:8492��
	�):@92
�@=,?:=>�%,6492�:9�?30��=?�(:=7/

	���������
����

$0;?08-0=����	
����,93�':��,.0>
�,B>@4?���=,96��03=D�#0/0>429>
!=4249,7�"7,9>��:=��4>093:B0=
�08:=4,7��,9/��,96>D�?:��4=�:9

��!

��������
�����������������

�:77:B��=4/,D����,770=40>
$@;;:=?492��:.,7�,9/��80=2492
%,709?���=:8��,926:6�?:��?7,9?,

���������������

�0,/492�#@>>4,9��:9.0;?@,7��=?4>?
',/48�*,63,=:A�%,60>��4>
'40B0=>��9?:�?30�&969:B9

���������������

�=492492��:B9�?30��:@>0�>����:B
�,94>3��=?4>?��>60��,?3��C;7:=0>
!@=� 00/�1:=�,�$,10��,A09

���������������

�=0>3�1=:8�$M:�",@7:���=:8��C:?4.
�948,7>�?:��,880=>�$;=:@?492
"7,9?��410���C;7:=0��,9?,>?4.,7
(:=6>�,?�*4;;0=��,70=4,

���������������

(:60�&;�:9��=:,/B,D��#:-0=?
$E:?�>��,=90>?��->?=,.?4:9

���������������

�@9?�$7:908�>��@9940>��:;�49?:
�,/4>:9��,770=D

���������������

� � $0,=.3J ������ ������� ����� ��������� ����� ��
��� ��
����

Château Shatto

Château Shatto

Château Shatto







Jacqueline de Jong











(/current-
issue)

SEX DEATH (HTTP://SEXDEATH.TUMBLR.COM/)SEX LIFE (/SEXLIFE)BACK ISSUES (/BACK-ISSUES)

CURRENT ISSUE (/CURRENT-ISSUE)

INSTAGRAM (HTTP://INSTAGRAM.COM/SEX_MAGAZINE)FACEBOOK (HTTP://FACEBOOK.COM/READSEX)

TWITTER (HTTP://TWITTER.COM/SEX_MAGAZINE)SEX SHIRTS (/SHIRTS)

(http://unitedbamboo.com/)

MAILING LIST

EMAIL

Jacqueline de Jong
"Situationists are self-declared!"

Interview & Portrait by Asher Penn (/contributors/asher-penn)

FB like (http://www.facebook.com/sharer.php?
u=http://sexmagazine.us/articles/jacqueline-de-jong&t=Jacqueline
de Jong) Tweet (https://twitter.com/share?
url=http://sexmagazine.us/articles/jacqueline-de-jong)

Born into a family of art collectors,  Jacqueline de Jong’s life

(http://www.cavempt.com/)

(http://store.vplnyc.com/)

(http://are.na/)

http://sexmagazine.us/current-issue
Jacqueline de Jong
unauthorized interview

Jacqueline de Jong


http://sexdeath.tumblr.com/
http://sexmagazine.us/sexlife
http://sexmagazine.us/back-issues
http://sexmagazine.us/current-issue
http://instagram.com/sex_magazine
http://facebook.com/readsex
http://twitter.com/sex_magazine
http://sexmagazine.us/shirts
http://unitedbamboo.com/
http://sexmagazine.us/contributors/asher-penn
http://www.facebook.com/sharer.php?u=http://sexmagazine.us/articles/jacqueline-de-jong&t=Jacqueline%20de%20Jong
https://twitter.com/share?url=http://sexmagazine.us/articles/jacqueline-de-jong
http://www.cavempt.com/
http://store.vplnyc.com/
http://are.na/


has been one of constant engagement with the arts. A core member
of the Situationist International at the age of 20 de Jong was
the publisher of The Situationsist Times- one of the only Situa‐
tionist publications to give equal balance to art and text.
Throughout this, de Jong has enjoyed a prolific career as a pain‐
ter and printmaker, consistently showing her provocative works 2-
3 times a year. With a facsimile edition of The Situationist Ti‐
mes coming out in 2013 by Boo Hooray, and her latest series “Pom‐
mes de Jong” Jacqueline continues to be as creatively present in
her day-to-day as she was 50 years ago.

When I was reading about you I realized there were some parallels
to my grandmother’s background. She was also the daughter of Je‐
wish industrialists who had an interest in art. 
Your grandmother? What age is your grandmother? 
I think she’s in her 70’s.
And where is she from?
She’s from Vienna. Her family owned Anker Brot. They fled the na‐
zis to Australia. How long after the war did it take for your fa‐
ther to restart his factory? A short time, but it was after this
very long hiding. It was a very amazing hiding place. They had
100 Jews hiding there from 1942 up to 1945. Imagine, 100 people.
It must have been an enormous organization. My father was the
longest hidden person there, more than a year in the same
place.It was run by two women, a mother and daughter named Buch‐
ter Schotte. 
And you were in Switzerland? 
My mother was Swiss before she married my Dutch father; she fled
with Max van Dam and me to Switzerland. We got caught near the
Swiss border and were taken to a police office in France. There
was a German officer who told my mother and Max to go to a hotel
and come back the next day. The hotel was run by resistance peop‐
le who helped us. My mother went off with me and tried to get
across the Swiss border. There we were sent back by the Swiss
customs. Then we were taken across the border by a passer-by, and
taken to the Swiss Salvation Army. Max did not join. He returned
to the police station, got deported and was murdered in 1944 in
Sobibor.
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Jacqueline de Jong, 1963

How old were you? 
Three years old. After the liberation in 1945 my father came to
see us in Switzerland. A year later he restarted the factory. 
Had they been art collectors before the war, as well? 
They started collecting after the war around 1948. 
Why do you think they collected art? 
There is no real 'why'! My mother had a friend in Paris, she knew
some artists, and they went to see these artists. It was quite
shortly after the war, they were young and wanted to start a new
way of living. My father was passionate about architecture, he
had wished to be an architect, but as his father had this factory
he had to learn to make stockings. From architecture I think he
got interested in art. 
Was he an intellectual? Definitely. He had become so during his
hiding period—he had read a lot about art, philosophy and litera‐
ture. He had nothing else to do but read. He hid together with
Abraham Païs, a physicist , who later became the assistant of Ro‐
bert Oppenheimer at Princeton.and died as a professor at Rock‐
efeller. They exchanged and discussed books and during their hi‐
ding period. 
This led to an interest in art?
I believe that he found that art might be essential in his life.
They had no interest in more historic art?
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One could hardly afford historical art!
Where did they buy paintings?
Just after the war in Amsterdam and Paris. There were two or
three galleries in Amsterdam they bought from. Later on they
bought at galleries in Paris. In the early 50s my father went to
New York for business and got involved in the New York Art scene.
He bought paintings by Willem de Kooning and Franz Kline and got
very friendly with both of them. He was actually the first priva‐
te collector in Holland to have a painting by De Kooning at that
time.

"Rencontre accidental," from the Accidental Paintings,  51 x 76"

Were there a lot of artists around when you were growing up?
Yes, which meant that I didn't want to become an artist! I wanted
to become an actress. I wished to be something other than the
most obvious profession. It was a little too evident that I would
be an artist. I had been painting; people said I had talent. You
know how things go. 
Why did you move to Paris?
I left school because I was fed up with the last year at school.
Actually, I did like school rather much, but thought it took too
long. Of course my parents disagreed—they insisted that I perfect
first of all my foreign languages, so in 1957 I went to Paris for
my French and had to work at Christian Dior for half a year. Then
in January 1958, I went to London to study theater and English at
the Guildhall school of Drama..
This was also the year 1958 that you met Asger Jorn?
Yes for the first time, that is. My father had already bought 3
or 4 paintings from Asger Jorn. On my 19th birthday, he came to
Paris to fetch a painting he had bought at Jorn's gallery Rive
Gauche. 
What was your first impression? 
My first impression was a rather bizarre one as my father and
Jorn went to a bar and got bloody drunk! Instead of doing some‐
thing nice on my birthday, they drank. However, I considered Jorn
a rather nice person because he was very sweet to his children
and I was impressed by the fact that he was so generous. I had
until then, not known Jorn as a person, but I had a great admira‐
tion for his paintings and writings.
You started seeing him a year later.
I would like to talk about Jorn’s legacy... you might one day see
a a Danish documentary about him. 
Why did you move back to Amsterdam? 
In 1958, I went back to Amsterdam for the exam at the Drama
school in Holland and I failed. What did I do? At first I had
these jobs in book shops in Amsterdam selling bibles, chess
books, and literature.

(http://bodegaphiladelphia.org/)

(http://xo-losangeles.com/)

(http://boo-hooray.com/)

(http://www.kchungradio.org/)

http://bodegaphiladelphia.org/
http://xo-losangeles.com/
http://boo-hooray.com/
http://www.kchungradio.org/


Sans Titre, 1961 by Guy Debord, Jacqueline de Jong, Asger Jorn, Jørgen

Nash, Hardy Strid, Jeppesen Victor Martin, Hp Zimmer, Heimrad Prem, Helmut

Sturm

How did you end up at the Stedelijk Museum?
I saw this announcement that the Stedelijk Museum was looking for
a scientific assistant, which of course I was not at all. The di‐
rector, Willem Sandberg, was a friend of my father’s, and I asked
if I could be employed for half a day and study art history the
other half. He said yes. I got, not only a job, but the best
schooling there.
Were you painting at that point?
I was being taught a little bit by Theo Wolvecamp and there was
Asger Jorn. Sandberg thought that I had to become a graphic ar‐
tist. When I tried to go to the Royal Academy, I was
rejected.They sent back my works unopened. The reason was that I
worked at the Stedelijk and the Stedelijk was an avant-garde po‐
litically left-wing institution. . The director of the academy,
being a somewhat Catholic right wing person, didn't want students
with my ideas. 
So you started painting on your own.
I went to work with artists in their studios.
You were a studio assistant?
Yes. I cleaned their brushes. These painters were all about 10
years older. They were another generation, but they helped me. It
was inspiring. 
How did you find out about Gruppe Spur? 
I saw their magazine. Asger Jorn showed it to me. I thought, this
is what I would like to do something very expressive and rebel‐
lious , inspired by Max Beckman and the German Expressionists.
They were my age, my generation, doing the things I hoped to be
able to realize too, one day.
Was this when you started painting?
I started painting in 1960.
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Situationists coming out from the Sailors' Society in London, 4th Confe‐
rence of the Situationist International. (from l. to r.): Attila Kotányi,

Hans-Peter Zimmer, Heimrad Prem, Asger Jorn (covered), Jørgen Nash

(front), Maurice Wyckaert, Guy Debord, Helmut Sturm, and Jacqueline de

Jong.

How did you end up involved with the International Situationists?
I wanted to change the world, society, things. The after-war-
world was not yet global, it was not yet turned over by a real
revolt. It was a desire to be able to find people with whom you
could make a change in society and perhaps even the world. I had
my education. I wanted to get involved in these sorts of move‐
ments, but I didn't know of any movements until then.
So you met them through Asger Jorn?
Not only, also through Constant Nieuwenhuys in Amsterdam. Jorn
was a person who always wanted to be involved in movements and
collaborate and do stimulating things with both younger and older
people. Becoming a member of the International Situationist move‐
ment was of great importance to me.
How many people were involved at that point?
6?
Wow.
Why do you say “wow” ????
It sounds very small. How long after meeting them were you a par‐
ticipant? 
I was involved from the moment I met up with them and Guy Debord
in Amsterdam early 1960. 
What was it like? 
The beginning was exciting. I was, when I came to Paris at the
end of 1960 frequently together with Guy Debord and Michèle Bern‐
stein. 
Did you get along with Guy Debord? Did you ever fight? 
There was no fighting. Disagreements, of course. Discussions but
mainly friendship and loyalty. 
You were also navigating a territory that was largely male. Did
you consider yourself a feminist? 
Absolutely not. To me it was completely natural.
What was your day to day involvement in the Situationists?
It did not exist.
What were some of the key events you were involved in?
The congresses in London, Brussels, Gøteborg...
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Gotenberg Collage by Jacqueline de Jong, From left to right: Jean Martin,

Jacqueline de Jong, Jorg Nash,Dieter Kunzelmann, Guy Debord 1960

Why did you side with Gruppe Spur and leave the Situationists? 
Solidarity. They had this trial against them in Germany. Remem‐
ber, this was not so long after the war. German law was partly
the same as during the Second World War.Their trial took place in
Munich where they were accused of blasphemy and pornography in
their magazine. Just imagine being imprisoned because you are re‐
bellious and have published a magazine . And at that very same
moment they were thrown out of an avant-garde movement, the In‐
ternational Situationists. I considered that absolutely unaccep‐
table. I would have felt very embarrassed if I haden’t been loyal
and supportive to Gruppe Spur. 
Then you started a magazine called The Situationist Times. I’ve
always thought it was very ballsy that you took such aggressive
ownership of that title after your falling out. 
I had announced the necessity of an English magazine with the
same name during a general meeting of the International Situatio‐
nist in 1960, which had been agreed upon. It was the right moment
to start The Situationist Times. Of course I was furious over
their disloyal and tyrannical attitude. I felt very disappointed
and sad and considered their attitude unacceptable and ridicu‐
lous. It also meant that all the ideas we were working on were
rejected by some (three) Situationists. So I wrote my article in
the first issue of the Situationist Times “The Practise of Poli‐
tical Detournement”. Why do three members of a movement decide
for the others and overrule them? What determines a Situationist?
It’s not a movement where you get a badge or you have a have
blood test order to belong. Situationists are self-declared! 
What were the goals of the magazine? 
If you read No. 5, you can see that there are no ‘goals’. No.
Just a free magazine. 
Were there other magazines at the time that inspired you? Yes,
for example a magazine made with silkscreens called KWY, the ma‐
gazine of the College Pataphysique in Paris, several American ma‐
gazines like the Fluxus publications, the Zero in Germany, the
Daily Bull in Belgium. The magazine I thought was the best ever
was made in 1927—12 issues in one year! I10. It was made by
Arthur Lehning who was an anarchist in the 20’s. He made this in‐
credibly well-done international, intercultural magazine with art
in all disciplines—fine arts, architecture, poetry, music, scien‐
ce, history... I wanted to make an effort to realize sometthing
like this. Jorn, of course,who had made a great and inspiring
book La Roue de la Fortune in 1957 , agreed. The Situationist In‐
ternational had very few images and was mostly text. Spur’s maga‐
zine had lots of images, and little text. I wanted to have both
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"Critique on the Political Practise of Detournement", Jacqueline de Jong,

Situationist Times #1, 1962

How long did it take for you to put together the first issue? 
Not very long. I was no expert in making magazines—that is why I
was so happy and lucky that Noël Arnoud agreed to be my co-editor
for the first two issues. To print the issues I went from Paris
to Holland to the printer and we made it as cheaply as possible.
The first issue was published in May 1962. In August of that year
the second issue appeared. 
How did you distribute them? 
There were several international bookshops. I used the distribu‐
tors of the International Situationist. It was rather easy becau‐
se I knew most of the bookshops in Paris. And there was Gruppe
Spur’s network.
You had international distribution from the first issue?
We made a thousand copies of the first issue, which quickly sold
out.
How did you see how the magazine changed and grew during its
five-year run?
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Well, the subjects changed and consequently so did the content.
Jorn’s topological research and his book La Roue de la Fortune of
1957 helped me to realize numbers 3, 4, 5 of The Situationist Ti‐
mes.
What was his book?
In a way it was the start of his later (1962-1967) books on
10,000 Years of Comparative Vandalism. In La Roue de la
Fortunethere were many images on the pages, and he wrote theore‐
tical texts. The images didn't always correspond with the text,
and I liked that very much. Juxtaposing and putting items side by
side without any theory behind it. I found that very important.
Just let people look at it and have their own imagination with no
interfering theories and dogmas. 

Jacqueline de Jong, Libraire La Hune, 1967

Throughout this entire time you were doing the magazine, you were
also painting?
Of course. I had to earn money.
Painting was an easier way to make money?
No, that was sheer luck. In 1962, I had my first exhibitions in
galleries in Rotterdam and in Denmark—the last one sold out of my
works. 
Twenty-three is really young for an artist to be showing, even
today. 
Might be. The second gallery gave me a contract for three years.
So I could sort of afford to make the magazine.
It sounds like a nice balance.
It was. In the mornings I worked on The Situationist Times, then
started painting, and finally at the end of the afternoon or
around 7:00 pm I had a beer in the café on the corner and dinner
later on. The beer meant that I saw people. That was my day. You
have got to be disciplined. 
Why did you stop doing the magazine?
Because the money was gone. With no. 6, I hoped, that I was going
to make money for no. 7 , the wheel issue , which was never
realized The distributor kept all the money. I had to pay the
bookbinder, which I couldn't afford. It was at the end of 1969,
my relationship with Jorn started deteriorating because I fell in
love with someone else, which meant that I didn’t want to ask
Jorn for financial support.
Your early paintings have these really distinct titles: Night
Animals, Dooms Day, Playboy, Why Don’t We do it Like That,
Suicide Carnivalesque. Mr. Homme attacking Mr. Mutant...
Titles are important to me. You know John Chamberlain? Have you
ever looked at his titles? No one does. 
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No, are they good? 
Look at them and you’ll understand what I mean. Jorn always had
fantastic titles. I think titles are of great importantance to a
work of art. It’s not interpretation, but it gives a “surplus”.

Quasimodo & King Kong, Scree Print, 1981

Your earliest paintings are really suprising in how much sex and
violence is suggested.
It’s still like that. It’s this mixture of violence and eroti‐
cism. There’s no explanation, I think it’s a very important as‐
pect in art. You can see it by so many artists: Bacon, Goya and
so on... 
They’re really confrontational. 
That’s probably why I was not accepted into the last century's
feminist exhibitions. Because there are too many cocks? Feminists
threw a rock through a gallery window in Amsterdam because of my
work in the window.
What was the piece they didn’t like?
Quasi Modo and Queen Kong. A big Silkscreen.
Your early work drew a lot of comparsion to Asger Jorn. On an
aesthetic level I see it, but your paintings are still distinctly
your own. 
Evidently. He was also my “tutor”. I tell students that drawing
can be a signature—it’s like signing, like writing. It’s impor‐
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tant that you get this sort of thing under your skin. You disco‐
ver your voice by constantly working. I think that’s essential.

And through working you get your own style, your own idiom.

I read that you did two to three shows a year between 1968 or
1969 and 1980. That’s prolific. 
Not only the years you mention. Look at my CV, that’s my usual

work and exhibition rhythm. I don't believe in waiting for inspi‐
ration. It just comes out of the material, out of necessity. 

How long have you been doing the Pommes de Jong? 
I was asked to make jewelry for a great French collector of ar‐
tists’ jewelry. I thought I could make something out of potatoes.

I had been using potatoes in some museum shows. I phoned several

jewelers: “Could you please make my potatoes into gold.” They all

said no, but one said “I’ll find a way. I’ll help you.” That’s

how it started. 

Why potatoes? 
They get so mysterious when they are waiting to be eaten, and

grow sprouts and become dry. They are sort of little sculptures

with all their sprouts and interesting shapes. And each is diffe‐
rent. Unique. 

You grow them yourself. 
Yes, that’s part of the pleasure. 

Pomme de Jong, 2011

1 (/articles/jacqueline-de-jong/1) 2

From Sex Magazine #2 Winter 2012 (/issues/sex-magazine-2-winter-

2012)

Labelled Art (/label/art)

(http://bodegaphiladelphia.org/)

(http://xo-losangeles.com/)

(http://boo-hooray.com/)

(http://www.kchungradio.org/)

http://sexmagazine.us/articles/jacqueline-de-jong/1
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Triple Candie



Curators Triple Candie and Jens Hoffmann discuss “James Lee Byars: I Cancel All My Works at Death,” 
on view at MOCAD February 7 - May 4 2014.

Link to video

https://www.youtube.com/watch%3Fv%3D6Q8QKSBmtSM














For more information on Triple Candie visit www.triplecandie.org

http://www.triplecandie.org/index.html
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JJ Charlesworth, “BANK: The Banquet Years”, Art Review, April 2013. 
 

BANK: The Banquet Years 

MOT International, 10 January – 16 February 
By JJ Charlesworth 

The art group BANK (principally comprising John Russell, Simon Bedwell, Milly Thompson and 
Andrew Williamson, with Dave Burrows and Dinos Demosthenous early on) was one of the best 
things in the London art scene of the 1990s. This spiky, sociable, politically sharp and extremely 
funny band of artists flared brightly throughout the middle of that decade, until divisions and 
departures reduced the group to a duo (Bedwell and Thompson), who finally called it a day in 2003. 
A decade later, MOT International’s revisiting of BANK’s work is timely, given the group’s significant 
intervention in the strange concatenation of zero-budget adversity and YBA commercial hubris that 
was 1990s London. BANK’s mix of punk humour, leftist political critique, art theory pisstaking, 
populist vulgarity and avant-gardist bloody-mindedness reminds the current, supersleek, 
professionalised artworld of a moment when artists invented their own cultural context and had the 
guts to mock the conditions of an official system they saw as driven by liberal, careerist hypocrites. 

Most of BANK’s work, cheaply made and hard to store, ended up in the skip. What is left are a few 
works and an archive of the publications and print ephemera, here presented in a long row of 
display cases, alongside a framed selection of their notorious Fax-Baks, some paintings and a 
sculpture from their 1998 show Stop shortchanging us. Popular culture is for idiots. We believe in 
ART, and a few other works. The vitrines lay out the chronology of BANK’s critical reworking of the 
DIY ethos of the time, as the group invented ever more parodic, histrionic and utopian versions of 
the artworld’s usual functioning: BANK made artworks, ran their own gallery and curated their own 
shows – but significantly the group saw these activities as interchangeable, opposed to the 
professional division of labour that handed power to curators and gallerists. BANK-curated shows 
were artworks as well as containing the artworks of others (such as the seminal Zombie Golf!, 
where visitors rubbed shoulders with mannequin zombies, staring blankly at the artworks); BANK’s 
gallery (BANKspace, renamed DOG, then Gallerie Poo Poo) messed with the institutional form of 
the gallery space, eventually staging a gallery-within-a-gallery programme, punningly titled White3. 
Everything the ‘proper’ artworld shied away from – vulgarity, sensuality, bad taste, idealism, 
embarrassing sincerity and talking openly about power – BANK threw back in its face.
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Most vivid here are the samples of their own tabloid-style newspaper – The BANK – and the Fax-
Baks, press releases sent to them from prestigious galleries to which the group added critical 
annotations, mostly disparaging, which would then be ‘faxed back’ (with marks out of ten) to 
bewildered and usually incensed gallerists. And The BANK, with its lurid ‘shock’ headlines about 
artworld personalities and politics (‘Galleries “all owned by rich people” shock!’, ‘Ad Man you’re a 
bad man! – Saatchi slammed by young girl’, ‘ICA complete pile of bollocks shocker!’) turned the 
artworld’s insiderish gossip into satirical backchat. This was relational aesthetics and institutional 
critique without the intellectual cuteness and politically correct selfregard. Everybody hated it. Today, 
power has arguably drained even further away from artists, in an artworld now run on a global scale 
by cultural bureaucrats, monster gallerists and auteur curators. And while it’s good that groups like 
BANK are feted, bought into museum collections and given their due, it’s time artists took inspiration 
from their example: because in the end, there’s art, and artists, and the rest are just parasites.

This article was first published in the April 2013 issue.
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Gean Moreno, “John Russell Q & A”, Fanzine, September 2007, http://thefanzine.com/john-russell-q-a-2/. 

 

JOHN RUSSELL Q & A 
GEAN MORENO               27.09.07 

 

Caught in one of those unforgiving Chicago winters 
that not only chap the skin but ruin things deep inside, 
I find sanctuary and solace in the only place we natives 
of tropical latitudes usually do in such inclement 
conditions—a seedy, out-of-the-way bar. I intend to 
review, over a beer or two, some notes for a Q and A I 
just conducted, but things quickly go south. 

The entertainment tonight comes courtesy of two loud 
burly union guys, working on their tenth or eleventh 
Blue Ribbon and future strategies for the labor 
movement. One, the traditionalist, calls for a re-
fattening of the ranks, mobilizing a new generation, 
returning to the pre-Hoffa halcyon days. The other, the 
visionary, uninterested in old solutions, talks of the need for new flexible models for the union to match the flexibility 
of multinationals. Spewing some of the best blue-collar theorizing I’d ever heard (or, at least, that’s how it seemed to 
me, also working on my tenth or eleventh Blue Ribbon), there is a mixture of eagerness and exasperation in his tone. 
He’s willing to wipe the slate clean and try to start from scratch, because really what’s the point of working with broken 
equipment. 

John Russell, the subject of my Q and A, is kind of like that second burly union guy, beer-breath and all. He’s sick of 
doing things the same way. He wants to know what else art can do. We know that it can serve as a critical tool to probe 
some of the unseemly aspects that have accompanied the entrenchment of capitalist structures; that it’s a great tool of 
rhetorical opposition, even if it has never really been all that good at furthering real, practical changes. But art has 
served this function for so long that these days it seems as if it is merely putting on a show that it can perform, Wayne 
Newton-like, more out of habit than out of desire or disgust. 
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Without putting on the clown suit of willful ignorance, Russell wants to know what is it that paintings, artists’ books, 
exhibitions and things of the sort can be, if we forget all the uses that they have been put to and the standardized 
narratives that accompany them. For instance, what happens when 19th century French historical painting is recast as a 
back-lit digital billboard with sexy automata and shinny sports cars? Or, when a Pollock is rethought as an ornamental 
meatscape? Or, when Clement Greenberg with his unrealizable idea of pure flatness is recast as the first conceptual 
artist? What happens, in short, when we return the art object (or anything, for that matter) to some ideal virtual state 
and apply the pressures that will shape it from unexpected sides and skewed angles? 

In the last few years, Russell has been compiling the strange Frozen Tears anthologies, which have been brought into 
the world in the guise of 800-page horror paperbacks with foil and embossed covers. Although perhaps at home in the 
same bookshop aisle as pulp slasher novels, they may ultimately earn their place at the margins of the mainstream less 
for the blood-and-guts fests in them than for the weird collision of views that they manage to capture. Heavyweight 
conceptualists Art & Language are mixed with the sticky formalism of Dennis Cooper with the weirdness of Jeffrey 
Vallance and Kevin Killian and Benjamin Weissman and Trinie Dalton with inimitable dispatches from the Gulf 
courtesy of the tweaked worldview of Reza Negarestani with the pop darkness of any number of neo-goth young 
artists. And all this woven with Marx and Artaud and the all-verb torrential textual currents of Pierre Guyotat. It’s less a 
mosaic and than a dirty coleslaw wrestling match of hefty worldviews, a jumble of active forces that somehow explains 
the world in its mind-tweaking multiplicity better than any prim-and-proper dissertation could. 

- Gean Moreno 

Q: Let’s start at the beginning. How did BANK 
come together? 

A: There were a few of us who went to St. 
Martin’s art school together, and when we left 
we couldn’t think of what to do. The Frieze 
exhibition happened in 1987, and that looked 
glamorous and exciting, unlike all previous 
British art. The social dimension also seemed 
interesting. Putting on your own exhibitions 
seemed like a good idea. After Simon Bedwell 
and I designed and sent out a load of invites for 
imaginary exhibitions, we decided to do a real 
one. We put on a show in a disused bank (hence 
the name) in Deptford. At that time there was 

lots of empty property in London and people were squatting buildings to put on raves and art shows quite regularly. The 
show was organized as a party primarily. We thought we were doing what Damien Hirst and his friends were doing–but 
we weren’t. 

Q: It seems to have taken on a different vibe, however. A kind of politically incorrect politics and an artist-as-cultural-
jammer ethos took over. 

A: Well, yes, the impetus or trajectory of things did change. I don’t know about ‘cultural-jammer’ though – things were 
not so clear or planned as that sounds. BANK’s performance was based around a kind of positionality or situationality 
but with the direction flipped around. So, we kind of adopted a series of stances, as ‘angry’, ‘stupid’, ‘clever’, 
‘political’, ‘working class’ and so on. And it was a lot of fun. We could also play around with a kind of knowing-
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hypocrisy whereby although much of the work was seemingly 
overtly critical of art world structures, sometimes a cartoon 
version of criticality, it was also engaged self-consciously in an 
attempt to ingratiate itself within the art world it criticized, e.g., 
BANK Fax-Bak and the BANK Tabloid newspaper. It also 
seemed that as long as you were not concerned with immediate 
commercial success within the conventional commercial 
structures of the artworld, the performances of ‘bitter hypocrite’ 
or ‘twisted loser’ were at least as productive and interesting as 
those of ‘successful artist’ or ‘international gallery.’ And this 
gave you a strange kind of power – the power of visibility. We 
were also popular and possibly even fashionable as well for a 
while – as well as being losers. 

By the end, I had begun to find the idea of “politically incorrect 
politics,” as you put it, as a limiting option. It has been played 
out so many times, from Kippenberger to Lucy Mckenzie – the 
idea that an artist maintains a ‘critically’ located position 
whereby the critical or political content (or performance) of the 
work is staged within the structures of which it is critical but 
which it relies upon for its visibility…blah blah blah…existing 
as a kind of critical ‘not-belonging’ or antagonism or 
disaffirmation. Unfortunately, it is difficult to see what these 
stagings ‘do,’ except to signal their presence as antagonistic or 
disaffirmative to a receptive but fairly limited audience for this 
type of art product. 

Q: Although Relational Aesthetics seems to have 
become a sought-after target as of late, I guess I want 
to link it here to this idea of a political posturing that 
doesn’t really ‘do’ anything to the object it is critical 
of. The idea of participation was at times treated as 
somehow ipso facto progressive or correct. It didn’t 
matter to what end the structure for participation was 
serving, only that ‘social relations’ had replaced 
objects. 

A: Yes, I think Relational Aesthetics is just one of the 
latest attempts to find a way to suggest that art might 
‘do’ something – as art, or as art-as-politics or as 
anything else. Bourriaud tries to suggest the political 

significance of relational aesthetics is tied to a DIY microtopian ethos based around using the institution (configured as 
a kind of shelter/oasis from the spectacularised conditions of the world outside) as a place where we can conduct social 
experiments and find new ways of ‘living together,’ new ideas of ‘non-scripted interaction,’ as he puts it. I didn’t really 
find his ideas that useful, but I suppose I prefer them to the ‘critical’ backlash. For instance, Claire Bishop’s dumb-arse 
response in October, where she refers to the clapped out ideas of radical democracy and the idea of antagonism, i.e., in 
democracy, conflicts are good, involving the negotiation of difference blah blah blah. Then, she goes on to use the  
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example of [Santiago] Sierra only to reinstate 
the artwork within the conventionalized 
contexts of critical art practice/ theory, as 
disaffirmative/ antagonistic/ critical etc. 

I have been thinking recently that in a 
contemporary context artworks are continually 
confined (to use Robert Smithsons phrase) by 
their staging in relation to a binaric conception 
of artistic practice, split between either a critical 
model premised on ideas of negation, deferral 
and lack, or an aesthetic model based on ideas 
of transcendence. This configuration 
coordinates roughly with the distinctions drawn 
in the 1960s, in the reaction against formalist 
aesthetics. This is the (supposed) distinction between the aesthetic (for instance the formalist aesthetics championed by 
Clement Greenberg and Michael Fried) as visual (retinal), sensual, anti-intellectual and aristocratic (criticized as a 
mystified affirmation of the structures of capitalism); and the conceptual (for instance Minimalism and Conceptual art) 
as a form of radical criticality, intellectual and politically engaged (championed as critical of the structures of 
capitalism). These distinctions are replayed again and again and again. It’s not a useful structure. It doesn’t go 
anywhere. A continual restaging of ‘the critical’ doesn’t do anything. 

My idea at the moment is that we should start forgetting things. In the same sense that Deleuze asks for a philosophy 
that has “forgotten dialectics” (in his book on Nietzsche) as a way of escaping dialectical thought without that escape 
being dialectically reincorporated as dialectics. In his case, he is concerned with a way of thinking or doing that would 
allow difference and contradiction to remain in tension in thought and in doing. If artworks are ‘confined’ politically, 
theoretically and materially by their prefigured relationship to the structures of the institution, and if doing (as art) is 
prefigured and contained in the same way, is it possible we could start forgetting some things, for example forgetting 
politics, forgetting political art, forgetting critical art? 
 

Q: With Deleuze, it’s always a need to go from a 
tired actualization of a category back to the 
virtual in order to reactualize it in a fresh 
"format.” There is a kind of ‘forgetting’ back to 
the virtual, if you like. Now, it sounds like you 
got to this end point with BANK and had to start 
forgetting how things were done. Where or how 
did this process of rethinking things begin? 

A: Re-thinking? I’m not sure certain things can 
be re-thought. Like this whole discourse 
surrounding critical/political/function. I don’t 
think it’s a question of rethinking it. It’s fucked. 
It’s become kind of hysterical comedy/tragedy. 
Like that thing Andrea Fraser wrote in 
Artforum. She says there’s no longer any 

position for critique of the institution, that what we should do now is create critical institutions. And we can’t get 
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outside the institution because its inside our heads, whilst at the same 
time the institution is not separate form the wider socio-economic world 
(that is …err, outside our heads). What the hell was that all about? She 
might even be right. It’s like a trauma of limits. Like I was saying 
earlier, an anxiety regarding boundaries and the dialectic between 
located and unlocated-ness–what is contained, what is excluded, what is 
allowed and what is censored. If an artist maintains a critically located 
position, the critical or political content or performance of the work is 
inevitably staged within the structures of which it is critical but which it 
relies upon for its visibility. This is a kind of critical not-belonging. 
However, if this type of art is pitched at a wider (mainly non-art) 
audience then it risks losing its art status and visibility as art and its 
differentiation from the (supposedly) chaos of other non-art messages. 
In this context, it risks losing itself within the infinity of extra-
institutional social relations. In this respect, the move towards the 
possibility of an infinitely expanded institution leaves open problems of 
indeterminacy both in relation to status as art and to how this 
indeterminacy might operate. I think all of this stuff should get 
forgotten NOW. 

After I left BANK the first things I did, which were a kind of reaction to 
this, were some performances with the artist Fabienne Audeoud. One 
was called ‘John Russell Kills Fabienne Audeoud in the style of 
William Burroughs’ (2001) and the other ’20 Women Play the Drums 
Topless’. The idea with these was that they didn’t mean anything. The 
‘20 Women…’ performance was based on a conversational idea for a 
performance (the idea was described to me ten years earlier by the artist Wayne Winner as an example of a performance 
that could never happen). We staged it so that the performers (the first 20 to answer an advert in a magazine) were 
seated on a four-tier stage and each provided with a complete drum kit (bass, snare, cymbals etc). The only instructions 
we provided were that the performers should move in and out of rhythm erratically for 40 minutes: apart from this they 
should play the drums any way they wanted. It was very loud. I thought it was interesting because it was difficult to 
make sense and the title did not seem to describe the performance. It was a kind of event. 

This all kind of relates to something I read 
recently where Jerry Saltz put it very well where 
he wrote that theory was problematic because it 
always ‘knew where it was coming from’. 
That’s almost like a phrase from Deleuze. And 
another quotation that has remained stuck in my 
head was Lawrence Weiner saying that ‘once his 
work becomes part of art history it stops being 
art’. This relates to the idea of meaning and 
what you said earlier about the virtual. Things 
seem most interesting when they are virtual 
rather than actualized. But obviously that 
doesn’t mean they are not real. This is the case 
with theory. Theory is most interesting (and 
creative) when it’s half-understood. In fact, the 
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problem is often that when you read theory or philosophy and finally get what the writer was trying to say, you realize 
how banal it was all along. Theory is much more useful at the point where it holds out a variety of half-understood 
possibilities – it’s a kind of trippy sensation – exciting and dislocating. Smithson described the experience of watching 
sci-fi and horror films in similar terms as ‘low budget mysticism.’ 

Q: Maybe this is a good place to speak of the Frozen Tears anthologies? 

A: Yes, the previous Frozen Tears books adopted the format of an 800-page horror/sci-fi bestseller, including cover 
illustration, foil blocking, embossing, and spot varnish. That was because I liked best seller books as objects – and I 
like the fact that they were viscerally/violently visual. But also the format wasn’t random. It pointed toward the idea of 
a visually excessive use of text (or ‘figurality’). In the first book I asked people to write a “visual text”. I felt there was 
a connection between the expressionistic/cinematic/violent use of language and fiction of writers such as Stephen King, 
Phillip Dick, Stanislav Lem and writers from the French transgressive tradition such as Artaud, Bataille, Guyotat, etc 
and, in extension, the cross-over with the American beat writers (and beyond), for instance William Burroughs, Kathy 
Acker, and then more contemporarily Dennis Cooper and so on. 

So, the idea was to stage the conflation of the visual and the textual both in relation to these ideas of figurality and with 
respect to the distinction between book-as-text (text art, collection of texts) and book-as-object (art object, sculpture, 
commodity, found object or pretend found object). For instance, I showed the books as a pile at the Cabinet gallery like 
Andy Warhol’s Brillo boxes. This is the idea that the object (or book), though superficially (or perhaps profoundly) 
visual, could only be approached, interestingly-as-a-text, by reading; which would seem to temporarily negate the point 
of its visual-ness as an object or art object, in line with the idea that "reading isn’t the same as looking, unless it is" 
which was something Smithson wrote about. Put simply visitors to the gallery would be able to look at the books OR 
read one. In the first edition, for instance, I included two texts by Art & Language. Art & Language and Pierre Guyotat
—that seems like an interesting collision. 

Q: But then, the books were used as a pretext to organize exhibitions 
in which they weren’t shown. And these were really more like 
events–with metal bands, hired prostitutes, live web feeds, etc. 

A: Yes. I also liked the idea of Frozen Tears as a kind of brand, or 
virus; as a kind of speech act. The idea of performing something as a 
statement or speech act (or as a sort of naming) to see what reality 
effects it could produce. We did that a bit in BANK. Not as 
something that has a pretext or a plan but speculatively. I think 
Frozen Tears is the prophesy or curse of the infinite social as 
predicted in Marx. 

Q. Maybe you can draw some concrete distinctions here between the 
Frozen Tears branding or viral model and the critical/political 
stagings that are no longer effective? Let’s finish off by talking 
about the digital paintings that you are working on these days? 

A: I like big paintings. In particular, French 19th century figurative 
painting – ‘Raft of the Medusa’, ‘Oath of the Horatii’ etc—or 
Jackson Pollock. I like the violence and the narrative/dramatic 
dimension. Pictures of people killing each other and interacting – 
the illocutionary force of this type of presentation. And the way this 
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plays off against some of those old-style formal issues like surface. At the moment, I’m interested in the way Greenberg 
talks about the move towards the ‘purity’ of flatness as painting. It’s pure but it’s also impossible because flatness is an 
abstraction – and so his idea of the purely visual is conceptual – which is exactly what he doesn’t want it to be (Thierry 
de Duve talks about this in Kant after Duchamp). There is a drama and violence in these ideas as well. I was watching a 
brilliant film of Greenberg talking in the 1980s about Pollock the other day. He is drunk and ends the interview by 
saying “Ah, he was full of shit like all the rest of us.’ I’ve recently been producing large digital prints on canvas and 
vinyl of virtual Jackson Pollock-influenced paintings made out of blood and meat, and including Jesus’ hands. And at 
the moment I’m producing 4 large (30 x 10ft) paintings on back-lit vinyl depicting a range of people standing ankle 
deep in an infinite ocean. 
 

Images are: 

Pg 1: Photo of John Russell 

Pg 2: BANK, Invitation to ‘Fuck Off’ 1997. Exhibition organised by 
BANK. Including works by BANK, Lolly Batty, Gavin Turk, Rebecca 
Warren. DOG, London. 1996. 

Page 3: BANK, ‘Adman You’re a Bad Man.’ Cover, BANK Tabloid’ 
1997. 

Page 4: John Russell, Fabienne Audéoud and Wayne Lloyd. 
Performance shot – Twenty women play the drums topless. South 
London Gallery. September 2002. 

Page 5: Installation shot from ‘Zombie Golf’ organised by BANK. 

Page 6: BANK, ‘GOD’ 1997. 

Page 7: Frozen Tears II cover. 

Page 8: Genesis P-Orridge reading at Frozen Tears III launch, NYC 2007. 

Page 9: Dennis Cooper reading at Frozen Tears launch at Skylight Books, Los Angeles, CA. 

Page 10: Frozen Tears II installation, Death Valley, CA. 

More about Russell & Frozen Tears is at http://www.frozentears.co.uk/ 
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Head Gallery Exhibitions

The Head Gallery is the most powerful gallery in post-apocalypse Nu York. Perversely, 
due to a complex set of circumstances, including extreme de-population and radically 
developed technology (which was not lost in the apocalypse), ‘art’ and ‘the artworld’ 
have maintained, and extended disproportionally, their position of cultural impor-
tance. Inside the gallery every month – protected from the various sub-species who 
roam the streets outside - strange exhibitions take place. They constantly devolve into 
orgies or massacres that, on occasion, turn out to be part of the artists’ “interventions.” 

News of the activities of the Head Gallery seep back, opening a two-way porous tem-
poral boundary, to 2013. They are transmitted via the website www.headgallery.org as 
a series of e-announcements that conflate and cross-articulate the always eponymous 
‘artworld’ of then and now – the category of ‘contemporary art’ remains intact as a con-
tinuous present - a passing of time counted out in exhibitions, openings and reviews, 
twisting in the fetishism of investment and persistence, of fame and reputation - a stake 
or wager on the future which underwrites the present - then as now.

In the past, Head Gallery productions have been split between a written textual element 
located on the head gallery website (in 2078) in the form of an expanded press release/
exhibition description and sometimes a ‘materialised’ element installed at galleries. 
The two elements, text and artefact are linked (and cross-articulated) through the nar-
rative of the Head Gallery as a spatial and temporal cross-fading, and as an oscillation 
(dialectic) of ‘site’ and ‘non-site’ (Smithson). In the past, this has been played out in 
different ways. In certain exhibitions, the exhibition and artwork exist only in the for-
mat of a online story: for instance “White Proletariat’ 2009 which describes the per-
formance of dropping an albino whale from a helicopter into the interior of a gallery.  
In other instances, the narrative latches on to an actualised exhibition. e.g., “Dead,” 
2009-10 where an exhibition of the same name was staged at Terri and Donna Gallery 
in Miami; “Orbitecture I and II”, 2010/11 where Head Gallery curated two exhibitions 
online, as well as designing all the adverts for the exhibition in Frieze, Art Monthly, 
and Kaleidoscope, designing exhibition webpages, the invitation poster, and creating a 
series of artworks for the exhibition at the Grundy Museum, Blackpool and Focal Point, 
Southend; or at Bard/Hessel Museum of Art, NY, 2012, where Head Gallery were in-
vited to produce and online exhibition and poster for front entrance at as response to 
From 199A to 199B : Liam Gillick.

 In each case the performance of Head Gallery involves the morphing or mapping the 
virtual and fictional onto artefacts and gallery spaces. 

www.headgallery.org

www.headgallery.org






















‘The	  working	  classes	  can	  suck	  my	  10	  incher’	  
	  
http://headgallery.org/THEWORKINGCLASSES3.html	  
	  

	  
	  
�Public	  Fiction	  (the	  museum	  of)	  >	  >	  749	  Avenue	  50	  /	  Los	  Angeles	  /	  90042	  
	  
Presenting	  >	  Yvonne	  Rainer,	  Danh	  Võ,	  Jordan	  Wolfson	  and	  Helen	  Marten	  (as	  part	  of	  MADE	  IN	  LA).	  
	  
	  ‘The	  working	  classes	  can	  suck	  my	  10	  incher’	  	  
	  
20	  July	  –	  7	  Sept	  
	  
Including	  Head	  Gallery	  curated	  performance	  on	  Saturday,	  19	  July	  2014,	  7	  –	  9pm	  	  
at	  2nd	  cannons	  project	  space,	  2245	  e	  Washington	  Blvd.	  los	  Angeles	  90021	  
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Fiat	  auto	  works,	  TURIN,	  1977	  
The	  working	  class	  will	  go	  to	  paradise	  (La	  classe	  operaia	  va	  in	  paradiso)	  
�	  
This	  exhibition	  CAPTURES	  in	  full	  detail	  the	  scandalous	  sexual	  history	  of	  the	  operaista	  movement,	  
particularly	  after	  Australian	  entertainer	  Rolf	  Harris	  and	  the	  cyclist	  Eddie	  Merckx	  became	  a	  fellow	  
travellers	  in	  the	  mid-‐1970s.	  Cycle	  pedo-‐porn	  and	  operaismo	  melded....	  collaged	  with	  contemporary	  
oppression	  of	  Pakistani	  textile	  workers	  and	  other	  exploitations	  across	  the	  world.	  
	  
Beginning	  with	  Merckx's	  victory	  speech	  at	  his	  last	  victory	  at	  Kluisbergen	  on	  17	  July	  1977,	  where	  he	  
has	  just	  been	  converted	  to	  operaismo	  after	  a	  MASSIVE	  ORGY	  at	  Paolo	  Virno's.	  
	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  	  
‘The	  proletariat	  give	  me	  a	  fucking	  HARD-‐ON.’	  The	  words	  clung	  to	  his	  throat	  like	  semen.	  Luigi	  turned	  
his	  face	  to	  the	  crowd,	  looking	  at	  the	  lined	  faces,	  bald	  heads	  and	  work	  jackets.	  The	  cheap	  acrylic	  of	  his	  



trousers	  stretched	  across	  his	  straining	  hardness	  –	  a	  precise	  crease	  which	  he	  had	  ironed	  in	  that	  
morning:	  
	  
‘And	  striking	  …	  makes	  me	  HORNY’	  
	  	  
Multitude=orgy	  group	  
radio	  alice=chick	  who	  is	  a	  screamer	  
the	  commonwealth=Tronti's	  massive	  cock	  
the	  soul	  at	  work=a	  big	  black	  dildo	  imported	  from	  America	  
	  
In	  fact	  this	  actually	  recounts	  a	  participative	  performance,	  produced	  from	  a	  script	  found	  in	  a	  time	  
capsule	  buried	  by	  James	  Lee	  Byars	  in	  Death	  Valley	  before	  the	  apocalypse	  and	  recently	  retrieved	  by	  
the	  Head	  Gallery.	  The	  performance	  is	  called	  "Blowing	  Kisses	  in	  the	  Air,	  All	  Together"	  and	  it	  is	  also	  
known	  as	  "You	  are	  the	  Only	  Question."	  The	  participants	  in	  this	  project	  are	  plugged,	  through	  a	  
spider-‐electrode	  in	  their	  rectum,	  to	  an	  affecto-‐transference	  unit	  that	  pumps	  into	  them	  the	  feeling	  of	  
1977,	  so	  that	  they	  can	  collectively	  reenact	  the	  sexual	  adventures	  of	  the	  operaistas,	  what	  the	  latter	  
coyly	  called	  their	  "other	  worker's	  inquiry."	  It	  is	  thought	  that	  Byars	  produced	  the	  script	  during	  an	  
evening	  that	  he	  spent	  with	  Merckx	  in	  the	  editorial	  offices	  of	  Quaderni	  Rossi,	  after	  a	  hard	  day	  of	  
striking	  at	  the	  Fiat	  plant.	  It	  was	  here	  that	  the	  shit-‐centered	  sexual	  adventures	  of	  the	  editorial	  board	  
were	  first	  revealed	  to	  Byars.	  The	  shock	  of	  the	  what	  he	  witnessed	  and	  participated	  in	  was	  of	  such	  
magnitude	  that	  two	  days	  later	  he	  had	  to	  be	  retrieved	  by	  the	  fire	  department	  from	  a	  tree	  in	  Cologne,	  
which	  he	  had	  climbed	  with	  Martha	  Rosler.	  Invited	  to	  produce	  a	  performance	  in	  Bern	  in	  1979,	  Byars	  
attempt	  to	  produce	  "Blowing	  Kisses..."	  but	  found	  that	  the	  necessary	  technology	  wasn't	  available.	  So,	  
he	  dressed	  himself	  in	  a	  golden	  suit	  and	  laid	  down	  in	  the	  lobby	  of	  the	  Kunsthalle	  attempting	  to	  
imagine	  the	  pleasure	  of	  an	  spider-‐electrode	  in	  the	  rectum.	  	  	  
	  	  
The	  exhibition	  shows	  the	  alienated	  labour,	  the	  machines,	  the	  rhythm	  of	  the	  assembly	  line	  and	  the	  
factory	  that	  makes	  the	  workers	  ill	  and	  eventually	  kills	  them.	  The	  workers	  take	  the	  alienation	  and	  
physical	  exhaustion	  back	  home	  where	  both	  contaminate	  their	  private	  relationships.	  The	  film	  
criticizes	  the	  contemporary	  student	  activism	  at	  the	  'factory	  gates',	  where	  ‘student	  activism’	  is	  now	  
advertised	  as	  a	  module,	  as	  well	  as	  the	  unions.	  
	  	  
After	  the	  TEXT's	  first	  publication	  at	  the	  Mostra	  del	  Cinema	  Libero	  Head	  Gallery	  insisted	  on	  its	  
destruction.	  But	  all,	  in	  the	  end,	  is	  a	  current,	  post-‐apoc	  orgy	  in	  which	  the	  participants	  are	  plugged	  to	  
an	  affecto-‐transferance	  machine....they	  have	  been	  plugged	  into	  the	  feelings	  of	  1977....the	  smell	  the	  
fumes	  of	  burning	  tires	  as	  it	  swirls	  up	  into	  their	  nostrils....so,	  the	  orgy	  is	  really	  at	  head	  gallery	  and	  it	  is	  
a	  participative	  performance	  by	  James	  Lee	  Byars,	  full	  of	  golden	  dildos	  and	  marble	  butt-‐plugs,	  counter	  
working	  class	  accouterments	  as	  what	  is	  secretly	  desired	  by	  workerists-‐-‐this	  is	  why	  they	  all	  lecture	  
in	  the	  artworld....	  
	  
And	  so	  once	  they’ve	  welded	  the	  fire	  doors	  shut	  and	  started	  the	  fire	  it	  is	  obvious	  to	  everyone	  it	  is	  an	  
artwork.	  Double	  screen	  installation.	  With	  a	  shot	  of	  the	  exterior	  of	  the	  building	  –	  relatively	  calm	  –	  
and	  then	  an	  internal	  camera	  with	  all	  the	  textile	  working	  manically	  scrambling	  to	  get	  out	  and	  then	  
the	  inferno	  takes	  over.	  And	  just	  as	  this	  was	  all	  going	  on	  …	  well	  the	  perspective	  changed.	  
	  	  
To	  the	  left,	  two	  other	  films	  are	  playing.	  One	  of	  them	  is	  a	  12-‐hour	  fixed	  camera	  shot	  of	  a	  submerged	  
Bjarne	  Melgaard	  fiberglass	  sculpture	  of	  a	  white	  woman	  where	  the	  cratered	  aperture	  of	  her	  eaten-‐off	  
head	  is	  shrouded	  in	  a	  swarm	  of	  bubbles.	  She	  is	  sitting	  on	  a	  black	  woman,	  rendered	  in	  a	  sexualized	  
fashion	  with	  her	  legs	  over	  her	  shoulders,	  but	  with	  her	  head	  replaced	  by	  that	  of	  a	  taxidermy	  
ermine—more	  bubbles	  collecting	  around	  the	  rotting	  white	  fur	  and	  glass	  eyes	  reflecting	  back	  the	  
void.	  With	  a	  Reena	  Spaulings	  flagpole—with	  a	  stainless	  steel	  weathervane	  -‐	  the	  head	  of	  a	  rabbit	  
attached	  to	  it	  rather	  than	  a	  flag—	  planted	  in	  her	  asshole.	  At	  an	  angle	  -‐	  set	  against	  the	  stark	  
horizontality	  of	  the	  seabed.	  The	  installation	  is	  semi-‐buried	  in	  the	  sand,	  as	  fish	  and	  crabs	  move	  
across	  and	  the	  first	  coral	  takes	  hold.	  It	  seems	  the	  sculpture	  has	  been	  there	  for	  some	  time,	  its	  
surfaces	  tarnished;	  barnacles	  partly	  obscuring	  the	  rabbit’s	  face	  -‐	  factory	  perfection	  corroding.	  Lit	  in	  
high	  relief	  it	  stands	  out	  against	  all	  the	  war	  junk	  strewn	  around	  on	  the	  ocean	  floor.	  At	  one	  point	  a	  



shark	  swims	  past.	  As	  the	  film	  develops	  the	  murky	  waters	  clear	  once	  in	  a	  while	  to	  reveal	  silhouettes	  
of	  other	  artworks	  -‐	  the	  outline	  of	  a	  Cicciolina-‐Koons	  collab	  ‘Made	  in	  Heaven,’	  but	  overlaid	  with	  a	  
neon	  that	  reads	  “Since	  When	  is	  Police	  Brutality	  Sexually	  Unstimulating?”	  (This	  may	  be	  a	  
collaboration	  between	  Monica	  Bonvicini	  and	  Claire	  Fontaine,	  both	  now	  in	  their	  therapeutic-‐
autobiographical	  Reichean	  phase).	  
	  
**********	  
	  
Spreading	  his	  cramping	  hand	  	  as	  far	  as	  it	  will	  go,	  and	  raising	  his	  arm.	  Teardrops	  of	  jissum	  dangling	  
tenderly	  from	  his	  fingers,	  waving	  to	  the	  rhythm	  of	  his	  clumsy	  stride,	  pulsing	  in	  the	  moonlight	  like	  
blue	  gel.	  He	  unfurls	  one	  of	  his	  lizard	  tongues	  and	  expertly	  flicks	  up	  a	  dangly	  tendril.	  Then,	  as	  he	  
continues	  on	  his	  way	  to	  the	  exhibition,	  under	  an	  intermittently	  black-‐to-‐orange	  sky	  and	  in	  the	  heart	  
of	  a	  storm	  of	  jade	  dust	  (gathering	  strength),	  savoring	  the	  slide	  of	  the	  semen	  around	  his	  tongue.	  He	  is	  
getting	  addicted	  to	  this:	  the	  rub	  against	  the	  walls	  of	  his	  oiled	  vagina	  and	  the	  slick	  afterward,	  the	  
finger	  licking.	  Privately	  he	  calls	  it	  ‘the	  Healing’.	  
	  	  
In	  the	  middle	  of	  his	  chest,	  framed	  by	  an	  incomplete	  exo-‐ribcage,	  and	  proudly	  displayed	  (currently)	  
in	  his	  cut-‐out	  cycling	  shirt.	  It’s	  a	  cunt	  constantly	  feathered	  with	  olive	  oil	  to	  accentuate	  the	  intricate	  
contours	  and	  subtle	  colors	  of	  labia	  and	  clitoris.	  
	  	  
He	  is	  a	  casualty	  from	  the	  cataclysmic	  Apoc	  Wars	  of	  86;	  a	  twisted-‐up	  reminder	  of	  the	  heights	  of	  
brutality	  the	  conflict	  achieved	  and	  maintained	  for	  so	  long,	  fully	  paid	  up	  and	  sanctioned	  by	  the	  first	  
world	  Mega	  cities.	  He	  is	  one	  of	  the	  famous	  mutated	  ‘goblin-‐babies’	  from	  the	  Sino-‐Belarus	  peninsula,	  
who	  survived	  by	  living	  in	  tunnels.	  He	  was	  brought	  to	  Nu	  York	  by	  wealthy	  charity-‐junky	  foster	  
parents	  (following	  an	  emotional	  appeal	  in	  the	  media).	  To	  be	  fair,	  they	  tried	  their	  best	  to	  bring	  him	  
up	  right	  for	  a	  few	  years.	  But	  in	  the	  end	  they	  got	  bored	  and	  sold	  him	  to	  a	  low-‐end	  pedo-‐ring.	  
	  	  
But	  despite	  all	  this,	  Bifo	  is	  unstoppably	  cheerful.	  He	  never	  stops	  smiling.	  Spewing	  laughter.	  A	  
grotesque	  kind	  of	  laughter	  –	  brimming	  with	  imprecise	  threats.	  Rising	  to	  infernal	  guffaws	  and	  
guttural	  snorts.	  Bouts	  of	  laughter	  splitting	  his	  face	  without	  notice	  -‐	  contagious	  but	  aggressive,	  joyful,	  
sick-‐making,	  with	  morbid	  vibes	  welling	  up	  in	  it	  and	  spiraling	  around	  -‐	  because,	  make	  no	  mistake,	  he	  
is	  NOT	  a	  nice	  person.	  This	  much	  has	  been	  clear	  to	  you,	  ever	  since	  you	  met	  him	  a	  few	  years	  ago.	  Some	  
of	  the	  things	  you’ve	  seen,	  or	  half-‐seen.	  And	  there	  are	  many	  rumors	  about	  his	  behavior.	  
	  	  
As	  he	  gets	  closer	  to	  the	  gallery,	  five	  men	  are	  dragged	  out	  in	  front	  of	  the	  building.	  They	  are	  pulled	  by	  
the	  neck	  with	  short	  rope	  leashes	  and	  clubbed	  and	  tied	  to	  posts	  (which	  have	  suddenly	  appeared).	  
Bifo	  can	  hear	  the	  usual	  begging.	  One	  of	  the	  tied	  prisoners	  pisses	  himself.	  Urine	  stench	  fills	  the	  air.	  
But	  the	  masked	  soldiers	  don’t	  listen.	  They	  tie	  the	  prisoners	  impassively,	  but	  with	  firmness,	  to	  the	  
stakes.	  Then,	  as	  the	  rain	  subsides,	  they	  pull	  glinting	  machetes	  from	  the	  bedazzled	  sheathes	  attached	  
to	  their	  waistbands	  and	  start	  hacking	  at	  the	  screaming	  figures.	  Flesh	  is	  sliced.	  Blood	  splatters.	  Limbs	  
fly.	  Filleted	  meat	  flaps.	  Bifo	  walks	  right	  on	  through	  the	  scene.	  Cuts	  through	  the	  illusion-‐project,	  
dulling	  the	  fantasy	  scenario.	  The	  illusion	  zaps	  minimally	  and	  glitches	  out	  momentarily,	  shutting	  off	  
for	  a	  couple	  of	  seconds,	  to	  then	  flicks	  back	  on.	  He’s	  sick	  of	  these	  Alonxo	  Delaware	  projectionz.	  This	  is	  
one	  of	  his	  famous	  ‘Conflict-‐Zone’	  critiques.	  It	  is	  cut	  with	  the	  usual	  footage	  of	  preteen-‐on-‐animal	  sex	  
footage	  and	  random	  stuff	  off	  the	  TV	  –	  game	  shows	  and	  soap	  operas.	  He	  walks	  into	  the	  gallery	  space.	  
	  	  
The	  exhibition	  is	  installed	  in	  a	  cavernous	  semi-‐derelict	  industrial-‐unit-‐-‐or	  a	  simulacrum	  of	  one,	  
erected	  with	  quartzed	  coral	  sponge-‐cinderblock	  and	  decorated	  with	  nano-‐engineered	  vines	  lodged	  
in	  the	  faux	  crevices	  that	  continuously	  seep	  sap-‐clone,	  lime-‐flavored	  human	  cum	  as	  neo-‐margarita	  
mix	  simple-‐syrup	  with	  a	  citrus	  twist	  hallucinogenic.	  The	  exhibition	  is	  organized	  so	  that	  a	  multitude	  
of	  films	  are	  projected	  in	  the	  space	  –	  each	  onto	  a	  separate	  screen	  (there	  are	  innumerable	  screens	  
hanging	  in	  the	  space,	  planes	  bisecting	  anything	  quadrilateral).	  And	  each	  of	  the	  films	  has	  the	  
appearance	  of	  a	  series	  of	  separate	  bubbling	  aquaria	  -‐	  this	  is	  the	  curatorial	  conceit	  -‐	  each	  pumping	  
endless	  tendrils	  of	  rising	  spheres,	  like	  animated	  hanging	  gardens	  in	  reverse.	  An	  ironic	  red,	  militant	  
flag-‐parody	  curtain,	  embroidered	  with	  a	  thousand	  miniature	  white	  carnations	  and	  a	  political	  slogan,	  



tacked	  to	  a	  beam	  near	  the	  entry	  door	  using	  a	  bio-‐thread	  which	  vibrates	  at	  high-‐pitch.	  As	  your	  hand	  
pushes	  it	  aside	  there	  is	  a	  looped	  acid	  house	  sequence.	  
	  	  
You	  go	  up	  to	  the	  bar	  to	  procure	  a	  cup	  of	  neo-‐margarita	  at	  the	  ice-‐carved	  bar	  -‐	  the	  bartender	  is	  tall	  
and	  her	  face	  is	  the	  result	  of	  one	  of	  the	  facial	  asymmetricalizing	  surgeries	  that	  were	  in	  vogue	  a	  few	  
months	  ago.	  If	  the	  face	  works—and	  it	  does,	  but	  barely—it’s	  because	  she	  has	  stretched	  the	  oval	  
aperture	  around	  her	  eye	  sockets	  so	  that	  her	  head	  looks	  like	  a	  slip-‐cast	  white	  cherry.	  The	  brilliant	  
part	  is	  that	  she	  has	  refilled	  her	  sockets	  with	  milky	  resin	  and	  reinserted	  her	  pupils,	  but	  in	  a	  surgically	  
reduced	  size,	  and	  faceted,	  so	  that	  they	  look	  like	  talismans	  of	  carved	  ebony.	  Your	  eyes	  meet	  her	  small	  
black	  optical	  beads	  –	  like	  lobster	  eyes,	  as	  you	  saddle	  up	  to	  the	  bar,	  in	  search	  of	  your	  own	  neo-‐
margarita.	  You	  nod.	  She	  understands	  the	  request.	  Pours	  you	  a	  cup.	  ‘Bonjour	  Comrade.’	  You	  smile	  as	  
you	  turn,	  taking	  that	  first	  glorious	  sip,	  you	  meet	  Bifo’s	  slightly	  squinted	  eyes.	  You	  greet	  him	  with	  a	  
vacant	  smile.	  But	  he	  doesn’t	  acknowledge	  it.	  You	  feel	  buffeted	  by	  the	  indifference.	  A	  few	  other	  
visitors	  are	  milling	  about.	  
	  	  
The	  film	  playing	  behind	  the	  bartender	  is	  a	  long-‐lost	  work	  by	  Chris	  Marker.	  It	  uses	  footage	  
appropriated	  from	  a	  documentary	  about	  the	  geriactri-‐sex	  industry	  where	  ninety-‐year-‐olds	  pay	  
30,000	  credits	  a	  shot	  for	  orgasm	  augmentation	  and	  Old	  Aged	  Citizen	  Units	  schedule	  twice-‐daily	  
viewing	  sessions	  of	  tightly-‐trimmed	  young-‐flesh	  genitals.	  This	  young	  guy	  interviewed	  with	  a	  
polarizing	  lens	  on	  the	  camera	  is	  saying:	  “Every	  time	  my	  Father	  cums	  that’s	  thirty	  large	  off	  my	  
inheritance.”	  He	  is	  just	  a	  red,	  green	  and	  yellow	  blob	  with	  a	  nauseating	  personality.	  The	  film	  is	  
bookended	  by	  old	  school	  animations	  of	  saber-‐tooth	  tigers	  running	  in	  a	  burnt	  city	  that	  has	  been	  
appropriated	  from	  a	  video	  game.	  	  
	  	  
Outside	  the	  exhibition	  space,	  shooting	  out	  in	  the	  opposite	  direction	  from	  which	  Bifo	  came,	  a	  Mexican	  
night	  has	  been	  coded	  molecularly	  into	  an	  artificially	  proliferated	  cloudscape	  by	  the	  Second	  Weather	  
Underground.	  You	  can’t	  tell	  anymore,	  in	  the	  wake	  of	  the	  SWU’s	  constant	  thermo-‐meteorological-‐
phenomenological	  sabotage,	  what	  time	  of	  the	  day	  it	  really	  is.	  Or	  what	  time	  of	  year.	  Nothing	  as	  
unimaginative	  as	  daytime	  to	  contend	  with	  any	  longer.	  No	  fucking	  dawns,	  no	  cycles	  of	  light	  and	  dark.	  
No	  seasons,	  one	  behind	  another,	  in	  their	  predictable	  formation.	  Like	  a	  disciplined	  line	  of	  meathead	  
soldiers.	  Instead,	  the	  erratic	  switching	  from	  day	  to	  night,	  often	  in	  high-‐speed	  flicker	  sequences.	  
Strange	  flip-‐outs	  from	  devastating	  drought	  to	  beautiful	  autumn	  dusks.	  This	  arbitrary	  climatological	  
re-‐sequencing	  has	  infused	  what	  used	  to	  be	  called	  everyday	  life	  with	  something	  grotesquely	  electric.	  
New	  kinds	  of	  experiential	  impoverishments	  and	  new	  kinds	  of	  ecstatic	  release.	  It	  has	  certainly	  made	  
perception	  no	  different	  from	  any	  other	  kind	  of	  neuro/sensory-‐stimuli.	  All	  is	  just	  manipulated	  data	  
juicing	  up	  the	  synapses.	  Which	  means	  that	  eyes	  are	  now	  dead	  equipment.	  Optical	  infrastructure	  is	  
carcass.	  The	  weather	  is	  less	  outside	  than	  a	  torrent	  of	  script	  slicing	  through	  you.	  
	  	  
Algorithms	  fix	  what	  feels	  like	  late	  evening	  Mexican	  air—no	  other	  name	  for	  it	  and	  it	  occurs	  to	  
everyone	  simultaneously—to	  the	  skin	  of	  anyone	  or	  anything	  walking	  around	  -‐	  a	  kind	  of	  evanescent	  
sting	  riding	  lightly	  through	  it.	  Very	  subtle.	  We	  are	  on	  the	  verge	  of	  becoming	  Aztec	  communards,	  
heart-‐eaters.	  Jade	  dust	  embedding	  itself	  in	  pores	  as	  receptor-‐blanket	  for	  the	  pulsations	  SWU	  is	  
shooting	  out	  into	  the	  city.	  The	  stronger	  the	  storm	  grows,	  the	  more	  impact	  the	  SWU	  can	  have	  on	  
individual	  neuro-‐epidermic	  loops.	  You	  like	  it.	  You	  like	  it	  when	  they	  unleash	  this	  Mexican	  
atmosphere.	  Something	  nice	  about	  it,	  about	  the	  way	  in	  which	  it	  reels	  you	  out	  into	  some	  
indeterminate	  remoteness.	  
	  	  
Then	  a	  stream	  of	  cyclists	  pour	  through	  the	  gallery	  or	  a	  projection	  …	  of	  the	  final	  stages	  of	  the	  
infamous	  Paris-‐Roubaix	  race,	  across	  the	  cobbled	  roads	  and	  mud	  of	  Old-‐Belgium,	  through	  the	  reek	  of	  
broken	  drains,	  raw	  sewage	  and	  the	  stench	  of	  rotting	  cattle.	  Trees	  with	  blackened,	  ragged	  stumps,	  
and	  twisted	  branches	  pushing	  to	  the	  sky	  like	  the	  crippled	  arms	  of	  a	  dying	  man.	  And	  everywhere	  
mud.	  The	  cyclists	  seem	  to	  be	  moving	  but	  somehow	  fixed	  in	  the	  same	  place.	  
	  
************	  
	  	  



Still	  some	  distance	  from	  the	  show	  but	  approaching	  rapidly,	  along	  the	  curvy	  glide	  afforded	  by	  high-‐
end	  hovva-‐travel,	  cutting	  through	  this	  Mexican	  night	  air,	  in	  their	  chauffeur-‐driven	  Li-‐moou-‐scene,	  
the	  seven	  Hatori-‐hyenas	  are	  jacked	  into	  the	  Hindro-‐Fi.	  Their	  hoooowling-‐laughter	  traces	  a	  hive-‐
connect	  back	  to	  the	  tube-‐tank	  servers	  murmuring	  in	  the	  pyramidal	  towers	  of	  NeverBangkok.	  Synth-‐
tears	  cut	  a	  path	  down	  their	  powdered	  cheeks.	  They	  are	  coming	  down	  from	  some	  designer-‐lube	  
cranked	  high.	  Stretched	  out	  across	  the	  whole	  synapto-‐slide,	  melted	  in.	  Their	  edges	  are	  gone.	  Total	  
de-‐parameterization.	  Flesh	  dissolved.	  
	  	  
CarlY7x	  Hatori,	  the	  most	  pretentious	  of	  the	  quasi-‐indivisible	  seven	  sister-‐sisters-‐hyenas-‐Hatori,	  
looks	  out	  the	  window,	  shored	  up,	  as	  they	  say,	  and	  whispers	  in	  her	  low-‐pitched	  voice,	  which	  rises	  out	  
of	  surgically	  implanted	  ostrich	  vocal	  chords,	  laced	  with	  chiropter	  sonar	  capabilities:	  	  
	  
	  “It	  is	  said	  that	  this	  is	  where	  the	  working	  classes	  come	  to	  kill	  their	  own	  children,	  in	  Aztec	  rituals	  -‐-‐-‐	  
so	  that	  they	  might	  not	  provide	  surplus-‐value	  for	  future	  generations	  of	  Capitalists,	  to	  cease	  
perpetuating	  the	  structures	  of	  Capital	  and	  let	  the	  whole	  thing	  implode	  -‐-‐-‐	  A	  killing	  field	  where,	  after	  
gouging	  into	  baby	  chests	  and	  extracting	  hearts	  that	  are	  set	  to	  ferment	  in	  mescal	  bottles	  -‐-‐-‐	  on	  the	  
way	  to	  sustaining	  all-‐night	  binges,	  the	  workers	  might	  smash	  in	  their	  heads	  so	  their	  brains	  become	  
like	  shit	  mixing	  with	  the	  blood	  -‐-‐-‐	  Battering	  rams	  against	  private	  accumulation;	  sliding	  neuromatter	  
as	  allegorical	  mush	  of	  -‐-‐-‐	  rampant	  currency	  devaluation.”	  
	  	  
The	  rest	  of	  the	  Hatori	  turn	  mechanically	  to	  watch	  her,	  but	  seem	  unable	  to	  register	  any	  
acknowledgement	  of	  these	  words.	  Its	  like	  a	  micro-‐tragedy	  of	  communication.	  And	  then	  the	  Hatori	  
tune	  out	  again.	  CarlY7x	  remains	  looking	  out	  the	  window	  for	  a	  few	  moments	  with	  her	  lips	  slightly	  
open.	  Moisture	  collects	  at	  the	  edge	  of	  her	  eye.	  A	  tear	  falls.	  Then	  she	  melts	  back	  in.	  The	  Hatori,	  when	  
fully	  plugged	  in,	  cannot	  determine	  where	  they	  each	  start	  or	  end	  or	  at	  what	  point	  they	  dissolve,	  each	  
into	  the	  other	  -‐-‐	  epidermally	  and	  affectively	  -‐-‐	  multi-‐sharing	  a	  low	  frequency	  and	  ineradicable	  data-‐
panic	  as	  “substrate	  feeling”	  across	  the	  whole	  lobe-‐zone	  and	  also	  a	  kind	  of	  pumped-‐out	  elation.	  They	  
are	  unable	  to	  conceptualize	  or	  even	  sense	  where	  their	  collective	  body-‐sprawl	  ends.	  Or	  where	  their	  
emotional	  interiorizing	  begins.	  Or	  what	  it	  is	  made	  of	  …	  or	  into.	  
	  	  
Someone	  says	  something	  about	  the	  glass	  being	  tempered	  glass.	  What	  glass?	  Who	  said	  that?	  Some	  
random	  clip	  of	  conversation.	  Maybe	  it	  was	  the	  driver	  who	  is	  opening	  the	  door	  for	  them,	  now	  they	  
have	  arrived	  at	  the	  Head	  Gallery.	  Maybe	  he	  said	  something	  a	  few	  miles	  back	  or	  a	  few	  hours	  ago	  
about	  raising	  the	  glass	  partition.	  Or	  who	  knows.	  Maybe	  it’s	  a	  fragment	  of	  a	  conversation	  that	  took	  
place	  years	  ago,	  in	  one	  of	  their	  childhoods.	  Or	  something	  that	  they	  read	  stamped	  on	  a	  tray	  in	  their	  
refrigerator,	  when	  they	  still	  ate	  solid	  food.	  But	  however	  it	  happened,	  the	  tempered	  glass	  has	  
returned	  and	  its	  not	  nice.	  It	  has	  materialized	  as	  the	  colonizing	  advance	  of	  tempered	  glass,	  as	  the	  
vicious	  stalking	  of	  transparency.	  And	  at	  this	  very	  moment	  –	  dilating	  -‐	  with	  the	  swish	  of	  the	  
Limousine,	  to	  infinity.	  ‘What	  the	  fuck?’	  the	  Hatori	  think	  in	  unison,	  the	  question	  ricocheting	  along	  the	  
outer	  edges	  of	  their	  collectivized	  neurospacing,	  in	  what	  remains	  undissolved	  at	  the	  fringe—not	  
quite	  them,	  but	  some	  vague	  thing-‐almost-‐them.	  ‘What	  the	  fuck?’	  The	  question,	  its	  echo,	  melts	  into	  
the	  hive,	  weaves	  itself	  somehow	  within,	  like	  the	  hand-‐eye	  coordination	  diagram	  of	  a	  crab.	  You	  can	  
see	  it	  happening.	  You	  can	  feel	  it.	  As	  an	  index	  of	  absorption	  -‐	  of	  this	  new	  perturbation	  data	  plugging	  
into	  their	  system—a	  jolt	  down	  in	  their	  labial-‐receptors.	  Tempered-‐fucking-‐glass.	  They	  can’t	  move.	  
Glass	  becoming	  predator.	  In	  the	  neuro-‐lines.	  Across	  the	  entire	  synapto-‐slide.	  They	  feel	  a	  kind	  of	  
vitrification	  of	  their	  bones.	  	  
	  	  
The	  driver	  just	  stands	  there	  holding	  the	  door,	  unshaken,	  kind	  of	  bored,	  waiting.	  He	  has	  seen	  this	  all	  
before.	  It	  always	  takes	  the	  Hatori	  a	  few	  minutes	  to	  get	  their	  shit	  together	  after	  he	  opens	  the	  door.	  
They	  sit	  stiffened-‐stiffening.	  Waiting	  for	  a	  new	  command	  for	  their	  collective	  circuitry	  to	  move.	  Some	  
new	  disturbation-‐data	  that	  will	  rearrange	  things	  again.	  Finally	  it	  comes.	  Memories	  of	  their	  
Mother(z)	  crying	  and	  looking	  down	  at	  them,	  as	  babies	  about	  to	  have	  their	  hearts	  gouged	  out.	  They	  
recall	  the	  police	  raid	  that	  prevented	  this.	  And	  then,	  the	  tragic	  death	  of	  their	  parents,	  beaten	  to	  pieces	  
with	  truncheons:	  And	  holding	  two	  limp	  pre-‐corpses	  in	  their	  arms,	  telling	  them	  they/we	  love	  them	  as	  
they	  slide	  out	  of	  consciousness.	  But	  they	  are	  doing	  this	  still	  as	  babies,	  so	  the	  whole	  thing	  is	  perhaps	  
only	  an	  animation	  coded	  for	  voluntary	  recall	  into	  their	  collective	  circuitry.	  They	  realize,	  prodded	  by	  



who	  knows	  what,	  maybe	  by	  the	  love	  in	  their	  dying	  mother’s	  eyes,	  that	  although	  their	  bones	  are	  
tempered	  glass,	  now	  stiff	  and	  transparent,	  they	  are	  also	  hinged.	  Like	  the	  Limousine	  door.	  Their	  
bodies	  still	  have	  joints.	  Full	  mobility	  is	  possible.	  They	  slowly	  make	  their	  way	  out	  of	  the	  Limo.	  Adjust	  
their	  polyester	  pink	  mini-‐dresses	  and	  rub	  their	  oversized	  prosthetic	  orb-‐flowerz,	  rimmed	  with	  
stylized	  protrusions	  along	  their	  edges,	  and	  flick	  on	  the	  scent	  receptors	  inserted	  where	  their	  eyes	  
once	  were.	  Turquoise	  looksmellz	  and	  other	  stylings.	  They	  feel	  the	  jade	  dust	  of	  the	  storm	  engulf	  them	  
like	  a	  materializing	  serape.	  They	  begin	  to	  absorb	  something	  that	  makes	  them	  feel	  Mexicanized.	  
	  	  
The	  Hatori	  make	  their	  way	  to	  the	  door	  of	  the	  gallery,	  but	  only	  to	  realize,	  double-‐quick	  -‐	  all	  at	  the	  
same	  time	  -‐	  that	  it	  is	  not	  their	  bones	  that	  are	  glass.	  They	  have	  only	  become	  this,	  de-‐calcified	  and	  
brittle,	  because	  a	  viral	  colony	  is	  coursing	  inside	  their	  bodies,	  a	  slimy	  amoebic	  set	  of	  capillary	  
organisms	  that	  are	  slowly	  feeding	  on	  their	  wet	  insides	  and	  leaving	  behind	  not	  putrid	  slush	  but	  
hardened	  glass	  replacements	  of	  what	  they	  consume	  and	  digest.	  But	  in	  perfectly	  carved	  replica	  
shapes.	  Glass	  doubles	  slowly	  aggregating	  into	  a	  crystalline	  ocean.	  
	  	  
The	  Hatori	  fear	  the	  amoebas	  will	  soon	  climb	  into	  their	  lungs	  and	  vitrify	  them.	  They	  will	  choke	  from	  
the	  inside.	  They	  should	  panic	  at	  this,	  were	  it	  not	  becoming	  obvious	  to	  them,	  all	  at	  once,	  that	  the	  
amoebas	  are	  uninterested	  in	  their	  vital	  organs.	  Instead,	  they	  have	  drilled	  their	  way	  through	  to	  the	  
surface	  of	  the	  skin.	  Their	  epidermal	  layers	  are	  slowly	  turning	  to	  tempered	  glass,	  a	  sharp	  crystal	  
savannah	  with	  tiny	  jade	  insets.	  They	  freeze	  at	  the	  entrance	  of	  the	  gallery,	  in	  the	  makeshift	  vestibule,	  
hypnotized	  by	  the	  vibrating	  carnations,	  but	  somehow	  manage	  to	  waft	  their	  way	  inside.	  	  
	  	  
Once	  inside,	  the	  amoeba	  colony	  dies.	  This	  viral	  holocaust	  was	  brought	  on	  maybe	  by	  the	  change	  of	  
temperature	  or	  light	  or	  airborne	  pollutants	  inside	  Head	  Gallery.	  Maybe	  it	  was	  the	  Mexican	  air	  
outside	  that	  was	  feeding	  the	  colonizing	  amoebas.	  No	  one	  can	  be	  sure.	  But	  they	  also	  sense	  a	  much	  
bigger	  problem.	  Panic	  grows.	  Their	  glass	  skin	  is	  distending.	  Stretching,	  relieving	  itself	  of	  the	  
contour-‐tyranny	  of	  their	  petite	  bodies.	  It	  wants	  more.	  To	  encase	  large	  expanses,	  interface	  with	  
unexpected	  things.	  It	  wants	  to	  be	  SPACE.	  To	  wrap	  other	  bodies.	  And	  it’s	  stretching	  itself	  as	  it	  chases	  
this	  goal.	  The	  skin	  is	  becoming…has	  become	  the	  very	  substance	  that	  the	  air	  in	  the	  room	  is	  made	  of—
not	  the	  same	  as	  the	  Mexican	  air	  outside,	  but	  a	  nouveaux	  proletarian	  atmospherics.	  An	  atmosphere	  
like	  glass,	  but	  gelid	  and	  gelatinous	  now.	  More	  Chinese.	  There	  is	  something	  erotic	  about	  this,	  and	  the	  
Hatori	  feel	  that	  they	  want	  to	  rub	  themselves	  with	  this	  slimy	  and	  sharpened	  atmosphere.	  They	  want	  
to	  re-‐wrap	  themselves	  in	  their	  now-‐razored	  skin,	  prick	  themselves	  with	  its	  sharp	  barbs	  and	  
decorate	  their	  thin	  limbs	  with	  rivulets	  of	  blood,	  some	  caked	  and	  some	  running	  perennially.	  
Fountain-‐arms.	  They	  start	  to	  twirl-‐dance	  in	  order	  to	  fold	  again	  into	  their	  sharpened	  surface.	  Move	  in	  
unison,	  choreographed	  by	  some	  inner	  command-‐section,	  shredding	  themselves	  with	  razor-‐air.	  They	  
love	  this.	  They	  are	  twirling	  themselves	  from	  one	  orgasm	  to	  the	  next.	  Swimming	  in	  this	  vast	  
aquarium.	  Their	  blood	  becoming	  its	  contents,	  rising	  tendrils	  of	  revolutionary	  blood	  bubbles.	  
	  
After	  who	  knows	  how	  long,	  the	  Hatori	  grow	  exhausted	  with	  their	  dance.	  Now	  only	  in	  jeweled	  
underwear	  and	  boots	  -‐	  with	  slashed	  arms	  -‐	  they	  move	  further	  inside	  the	  exhibition	  space.	  
	  	  
It	  finally	  dawns	  on	  the	  girl-‐girls-‐hyenas	  that	  there	  are	  quite	  a	  number	  of	  films	  playing	  in	  the	  space.	  
Hundreds.	  Maybe	  thousands.	  Each	  film	  projected	  onto	  its	  own	  screen.	  Hanging	  in	  the	  half-‐light.	  
	  	  
The	  Hatori	  walk	  in	  front	  of	  you,	  as	  you	  slurp	  the	  last	  of	  your	  first	  drink.	  Bifo	  is	  rolling	  along	  a	  couple	  
of	  feet	  behind,	  laughing	  every	  now	  and	  then.	  The	  few	  other	  visitors	  are	  scattered	  around	  -‐	  too	  
dispersed	  to	  evacuate	  a	  sense	  of	  emptiness	  from	  the	  space.	  Bifo	  gives	  you	  a	  nod,	  finally	  
acknowledging	  your	  presence,	  the	  low-‐vibe	  friendship	  the	  two	  of	  you	  share.	  He	  smiles	  weirdly.	  And	  
then	  he	  laughs,	  crosshatching	  a	  sick	  vibe	  into	  the	  atmosphere.	  It	  seems	  in	  consonance	  with	  the	  
ambiance	  of	  the	  structure/exhibition	  space	  itself,	  which	  feels	  military	  and	  proletarian,	  at	  once.	  The	  
whole	  thing	  could	  just	  be	  the	  insane	  project	  of	  some	  mad,	  wealth-‐engorged	  oligarch	  zimploid	  like	  
Anita	  Zabludowicz,	  who,	  having	  just	  walked	  through	  the	  door,	  jacks	  into	  her	  own	  Hantri-‐Fi,	  wasting	  
some	  credits	  to	  get	  onto	  the	  same	  wavelength	  as	  the	  Hatori.	  She	  links	  up	  with	  their	  authenticity-‐
porn	  in	  order	  feel	  a	  little	  wet.	  She	  is	  touching	  herself.	  She	  knows	  that	  the	  Hatori’s	  twirling,	  and	  the	  



ways	  in	  which	  they	  are	  scratching	  and	  tearing	  into	  their	  arms	  and	  shoulders,	  and	  tearing	  off	  their	  
dresses	  -‐	  it	  may	  be	  pain,	  but	  it	  is	  also	  a	  (sort	  of)	  life.	  	  
	  
You	  join	  the	  Hatori	  and	  Bifo	  	  and	  follow	  them	  toward	  what	  seems	  to	  be	  the	  centerpiece	  of	  the	  
exhibition	  –	  a	  film	  projection	  looming	  vast	  in	  front	  -‐	  maybe	  50	  feet	  high	  -‐	  projected	  at	  inhuman	  scale	  
-‐	  documenting	  the	  working	  day	  of	  a	  sub-‐aquatic,	  Atlantic	  ‘processing-‐squad’	  as	  it	  tracks	  the	  dark	  
form	  of	  a	  whale	  moving	  through	  the	  gloom	  of	  waters	  200	  miles	  from	  the	  toxic	  coastline	  of	  
NuGreenland.	  At	  first,	  the	  camera	  focuses	  close-‐up	  on	  the	  whale’s	  pitted,	  textured	  skin,	  as	  if	  the	  
animal	  were	  brushing	  up	  against	  an	  aquarium	  glass.	  Screen	  as	  glass	  wall;	  glass	  wall	  as	  frontal	  lobe.	  
It	  feels	  live	  in	  such	  a	  deep	  and	  undeniable	  way.	  The	  Hatori	  feel	  the	  animal’s	  cold	  slide	  across	  them,	  
through	  them.	  As	  they	  are	  disappearing	  into	  this	  sensation,	  however,	  they	  realize	  that	  the	  film	  has	  
become	  a	  verité	  documentary,	  shot	  in	  archaic	  16	  mill	  subaquatic	  film	  and	  affecting	  a	  ‘handheld’	  
jitteriness.	  It	  captures	  the	  process	  of	  ‘cubing’	  –	  that	  is,	  the	  on-‐site	  harvesting	  of	  exact	  1M	  cubes	  of	  
blubber	  from	  the	  body	  of	  the	  living	  whale,	  using	  the	  latest	  anesthetic	  hot-‐wire,	  vacuo-‐packing,	  and	  
insta-‐portation	  technology	  to	  service	  restaurants	  across	  the	  US/Chinese	  delta.	  This	  involves	  
simultaneous	  extracto-‐quarterisation	  (including	  auto-‐septic)	  and	  max-‐extract	  of	  the	  meat	  facilitated	  
by	  the	  squad’s	  precise	  techno-‐bank	  of	  organ-‐persistence.	  The	  whale	  continues,	  oblivious	  to	  the	  
removal	  of	  its	  body-‐chunks	  -‐	  tracing	  its	  prehistoric-‐trajectory	  through	  the	  darkness	  -‐	  as	  its	  form	  is	  
progressively	  staircased	  out	  as	  a	  flesh	  cut-‐out,	  ziggurated	  -‐	  across	  its	  body	  like	  the	  spread	  of	  a	  
geometric	  virus.	  Silhouetted	  from	  below	  against	  the	  feint	  purple	  glow	  of	  the	  sky	  above,	  it	  moves	  like	  
strange	  gothic	  archetype.	  	  
	  
	  	  
The	  Hatori,	  in	  unison,	  glitch	  out	  for	  a	  moment.	  This	  registers,	  to	  anyone	  looking	  at	  them,	  as	  a	  high-‐
speed	  facial	  tic	  that	  they	  all	  suffer	  at	  the	  same	  time.	  They	  glitch	  in	  and	  out	  in	  this	  way	  because,	  on	  
the	  one	  hand,	  they	  begin	  to	  feel	  that	  cubes	  of	  their	  own	  flesh	  are	  being	  extracted.	  Parts	  come	  out	  as	  
glass	  bricks.	  Tempered	  glass	  bricks.	  And,	  on	  the	  other	  hand,	  they	  feel	  themselves	  covered	  in	  a	  
soothing	  coat	  of	  whale	  fat	  and	  felt.	  A	  coat	  of	  blubber,	  like	  a	  large	  and	  slimy	  mink	  coat.	  Mongolian.	  Or	  
Northern	  Chinese.	  The	  Hatori	  squeeze	  it	  tight	  against	  their	  flesh.	  Begin	  to	  roll	  in	  it.	  Roll	  it	  into	  them,	  
as	  they	  roll	  out	  of	  the	  glitch.	  It	  works	  until	  they	  realize	  that	  the	  fat	  has	  an	  agent	  that	  is	  eating	  away	  at	  
their	  skin,	  extracting	  cubes.	  Cubed-‐out	  twice.	  Instant	  panic	  that	  leads	  to	  full	  paralysis.	  From	  glitch	  
into	  glitch-‐loop.	  The	  soothing	  of	  the	  fat,	  the	  terror	  of	  the	  extraction,	  the	  soothing	  of	  the	  fat	  of	  the	  
terror	  of	  the	  extraction.	  The	  Hatori	  stand	  stiffened	  in	  a	  corner	  -‐	  faces	  contorting	  at	  high	  speed	  as	  a	  
flickering	  repertoire	  of	  grimaces.	  	  
	  	  	  	  
After	  about	  50%	  removal	  of	  whale	  flesh,	  the	  squad	  checks	  their	  life	  support	  monitors	  before	  moving	  
into	  the	  terminal	  phase,	  with	  the	  hot-‐wire	  process-‐coordinated	  according	  to	  a	  ‘last	  breath’	  checklist	  
hierarchized	  around	  retaining	  whale	  balance-‐momentum	  mechanism	  operative	  for	  maximum	  
retrieval.	  One	  of	  the	  divers	  moves	  towards	  the	  viewers.	  The	  Hatori	  howl	  as	  they	  feel	  him	  splash	  up,	  
the	  cold	  water	  hitting	  their	  faces,	  snapping	  them	  from	  the	  glitch-‐loop.	  He	  gives	  a	  thumbs	  up	  (as	  if	  he	  
knows	  we’re	  here	  and	  that	  the	  sister-‐sisters-‐hyenas	  are	  OK	  again).	  
	  	  
With	  the	  premium	  blubber	  now	  removed	  and	  reconstituted	  in	  Nu	  York	  processing	  plants,	  the	  divers	  
move	  on	  to	  harvesting	  organs	  and	  muscle	  tissue,	  working	  upwards	  from	  genitals	  to	  lungs	  to	  heart.	  
And	  finally,	  after	  approx.	  sixty	  percent	  extraction	  of	  body	  mass,	  the	  whale’s	  nervous	  system	  goes	  
into	  shock.	  They	  slice	  off	  the	  tail	  and	  fins	  as	  whole	  slabs,	  allowing	  the	  still	  convulsing	  whale	  -‐	  
serrated	  flesh	  now	  resembling	  a	  badly	  pixelated	  image	  of	  a	  post-‐digital	  artwork	  -‐	  to	  sink	  away	  from	  
camera	  into	  the	  depths.	  	  
	  
As	  you	  snap	  back	  from	  being	  mesmerized	  by	  the	  film,	  you	  turn	  and	  look	  at	  Bifo,	  who	  you	  can	  hear	  
sobbing	  behind	  you.	  Whimpering.	  He	  is	  curled	  on	  the	  floor	  holding	  his	  head	  in	  his	  hands.	  His	  
alabaster	  skin	  is	  pressed	  between	  his	  grotesque	  fingers,	  like	  kneaded	  dough.	  This	  is	  odd	  because	  he	  
is	  not	  usually	  given	  to	  this	  sort	  of	  emotional	  display,	  not	  if	  you	  judge	  from	  past	  behavior.	  But	  
something	  about	  the	  scene	  has	  cut	  into	  and	  defiled	  whatever	  it	  is	  that	  he	  protects	  …	  and	  interiorizes.	  
It	  has	  reached	  some	  limit.	  And	  whatever	  it	  is	  that	  has	  unmoored	  itself	  from	  his	  pain	  and	  become—
how	  to	  word	  this	  right?—a	  desperate	  inaudible	  frequency,	  a	  momentary	  atomic	  densification	  or	  



concretion,	  formally	  imprecise	  but	  somehow	  affectively	  micro-‐focused—wrapping	  around	  you	  and	  
squeezing	  in.	  You	  wince,	  feel	  bifurcated.	  You	  know	  there	  is	  more	  than	  empathy’s	  flimsy	  connection	  
assuming	  shape	  here.	  It’s	  hard	  to	  say	  what.	  It’s	  bewildering	  somehow.	  Words	  refuse	  to	  come.	  Until	  a	  
thought	  finally	  clots:	  you	  are	  a	  proletariat.	  It’s	  hard	  to	  explain:	  you	  know,	  because	  of	  your	  own	  shape	  
and	  your	  deep	  and	  secret	  pains,	  what	  it	  feels	  like	  to	  be	  working	  class	  without	  being	  one	  yourself.	  	  
	  	  
The	  camera	  tracks	  the	  whale’s	  recession	  into	  the	  lightless	  void	  until	  the	  screen	  breaks	  up	  into	  
pixelated	  black,	  except	  for	  the	  haze	  of	  plankton	  and	  the	  odd	  iridescent	  fish-‐body.	  Plaintively,	  a	  squid	  
floats	  across	  the	  screen.	  Its	  giant	  eye	  seems	  to	  catch	  sight	  of	  the	  viewers	  in	  the	  exhibition	  space.	  It	  
moves	  purposely	  up	  to	  the	  screen/picture	  plane,	  and	  then	  looks	  down	  as	  if	  searching	  for	  its	  whale	  
friend,	  then	  back	  at	  us,	  as	  a	  kind	  of	  accusation.	  Hatori	  make	  eye	  contact	  and	  flip	  out	  into	  collecto-‐
hysteria,	  as	  they	  think	  they	  can	  read	  its	  thoughts.	  Start	  mewling.	  A	  new	  osmo-‐ride.	  But	  it’s	  not	  quite	  
that	  they	  read	  its	  thoughts.	  It’s	  that	  something	  is	  bulging	  on	  the	  surface	  of	  the	  screen,	  something	  is	  
blistering,	  releasing	  a	  strange	  and	  unmistakable	  odor	  to	  announce	  its	  presence.	  The	  squid’s	  
thoughts	  are	  articulating	  themselves	  through	  their	  very	  rotting,	  in	  putrid	  stench.	  The	  Hatori	  read	  its	  
mind	  through	  their	  olfactory	  passages.	  They	  begin	  to	  understand	  how	  the	  animal	  is	  uploading	  an	  
antagonistic	  strain	  into	  a	  work	  of	  straightforward	  documentation.	  As	  a	  critique	  of	  art-‐as-‐critique	  of	  
art	  as	  vanguard	  of	  non-‐reproduction	  -‐	  politics	  cancelled,	  radical	  pseudo-‐negativity	  &	  Bourriaud	  style	  
market	  utopia	  back	  as	  we	  repeat	  the	  90s	  in	  normcore	  paralysis?	  Are	  you	  complicit?	  It	  demands	  to	  
know	  of	  the	  audience.	  Are	  you	  voyeurs?	  Enervated,	  the	  Hatori	  imagine	  that	  they	  may	  write	  a	  review	  
of	  the	  show	  -‐	  for	  Anita’s	  blog,	  because	  no	  one	  is	  picking	  up	  on	  the	  squid’s	  critical	  demeanor.	  
	  	  
The	  building	  is	  larger	  than	  one	  imagines:	  Head	  Gallery	  may	  have	  expanded	  since	  its	  last	  exhibition,	  
or	  maybe	  this	  is	  an	  offsite	  project.	  As	  you	  move	  around	  this	  large	  screen,	  now	  all	  black,	  like	  a	  block	  
of	  a	  ‘cubed’	  Reinhart	  monochrome,	  as	  the	  squid’s	  eye	  presses	  against	  it,	  the	  scale	  of	  the	  installation	  
becomes	  clear.	  There	  are	  hundreds	  of	  screens	  stretching	  off	  into	  the	  distance–	  the	  furthest	  so	  far	  
away	  that	  for	  a	  moment	  it	  seems	  like	  an	  optical	  illusion.	  And	  located	  some	  distance	  away,	  there	  is	  
another,	  smaller,	  projection	  which	  seems	  at	  first	  to	  be	  simply	  an	  octopus	  floating	  in	  a	  tank.	  The	  scale	  
and	  perspective	  of	  the	  projection	  conforms	  exactly	  to	  the	  experience	  of	  standing	  in	  front	  of	  a	  tank.	  
This	  effect	  is	  heightened	  by	  the	  lighting	  (slanted	  upwards	  from	  below	  with	  blue-‐inflected	  tonalities).	  
A	  line	  of	  seaweed	  fringes	  the	  bottom	  of	  the	  screen	  and	  a	  black	  border	  bolts	  in	  the	  image	  –	  as	  if	  the	  
edges	  of	  the	  screen	  are	  the	  edges	  of	  a	  tank.	  You	  watch	  the	  octopus	  and	  its	  strange	  intermittent	  
jerking	  movements.	  The	  Hatori	  watch	  it,	  too.	  They	  feel	  compelled	  to	  imitate	  it.	  They	  tune	  into	  its	  
strange	  dance	  of	  propulsion-‐paroxysms.	  And	  slowly	  begin	  to	  mimic	  it,	  slowly	  putting	  more	  effort	  
into	  it.	  
	  	  
Bifo	  has	  recovered	  from	  his	  cathartic	  breakdown	  and	  joins	  in,	  flinging	  himself	  into	  a	  series	  of	  moves	  
of	  his	  own,	  rubbing	  the	  crotch	  of	  his	  leather	  leggings,	  and	  then,	  after	  cracking	  open	  his	  zipper,	  
squeezing	  his	  engorged	  penis	  and	  rubbing	  it	  raw,	  over-‐enthusiastically.	  ‘The	  Healing’,	  he	  thinks.	  ‘The	  
Healing’.	  The	  whole	  thing	  is	  like	  a	  crazy	  puppet	  dance,	  or	  epileptic	  marionette	  ritual.	  
	  	  
Behind	  the	  octopus,	  instead	  of	  ink,	  a	  strange	  pink-‐to-‐crimson	  plume	  spirals	  upwards.	  After	  five	  
minutes,	  the	  octopus	  starts	  to	  slowly	  rotate	  (either	  that	  or	  the	  camera	  starts	  to	  move	  around	  it—it’s	  
not	  clear),	  and	  with	  the	  Hatori	  and	  Bifo	  and	  you,	  now	  collapsed	  in	  exhaustion,	  prostrated	  before	  the	  
screen	  as	  if	  worshipping	  an	  Octopus	  God,	  a	  human	  figure	  becomes	  visible	  behind	  the	  octopus.	  Once	  
the	  rotation	  is	  complete,	  we	  see	  it	  is	  the	  figure	  of	  a	  young	  man.	  A	  Palestinian	  freedom	  fighter.	  His	  
torso	  is	  crisscrossed	  with	  whip	  marks,	  nailed	  through	  the	  wrists	  to	  the	  octopus’s	  back.	  We	  are	  
informed	  by	  a	  caption	  that	  vintage	  crucifixion-‐era	  nails	  have	  been	  used.	  These	  were	  discovered	  
recently	  during	  an	  archeological	  dig	  in	  Gaza	  and	  purchased	  at	  Sotheby’s	  in	  what	  was	  a	  vicious	  price	  
war	  that	  involved	  off-‐planet	  Neo-‐Vaticanists.	  	  
	  	  
The	  crucified	  figure	  is	  a	  fiberglass	  reconstruction/reanimation	  produced	  by	  the	  artist	  Helen	  Marten.	  
Finely	  carved	  in	  extinct	  zebrawood	  with	  an	  animated	  look	  of	  optimism,	  expressed	  through	  the	  eyes	  
looking	  upwards	  and	  lips	  minimally	  parted	  in	  expression	  of	  joy.	  The	  naked	  body	  is	  carved	  with	  
detailed	  musculature	  and	  a	  penis	  represented	  by	  a	  large	  wooden	  tubular	  wind	  chime	  (poplar)	  and	  
oversized	  shiny	  plastic	  purple	  glace	  cherries	  hanging	  beside.	  The	  cherries	  wittily	  inject	  a	  sense	  of	  



genital	  ambiguity	  or	  even	  a	  sense	  of	  (non)	  castration.	  The	  playful	  un-‐phallus	  of	  the	  un-‐presence;	  or	  
presence	  as	  stand	  in	  for	  ‘lack’.	  The	  arms	  are	  depicted	  in	  a	  cubist-‐style,	  in	  a	  quiet	  nod	  to	  Art	  History.	  
And	  the	  blood	  coming	  from	  her	  wounds	  turns	  out	  to	  be	  cherry	  aid.	  This	  is	  why	  the	  plume	  in	  the	  
water	  is	  pink-‐to-‐crimson.	  And	  also	  why	  there	  is	  a	  certain	  sweetness	  in	  the	  air.	  The	  artwork	  is	  titled:	  
‘In	  the	  Art	  world	  no	  one	  can	  hear	  you	  cherry	  poppin’’	  (2026-‐	  on-‐going).	  
	  	  
The	  octo-‐cifixion	  seems	  to	  float	  closer	  to	  the	  viewers	  at	  one	  point.	  The	  super	  HD	  res	  allows	  you	  to	  
inspect	  the	  intricate	  carving	  of	  the	  wood-‐face.	  It	  includes	  skin	  pores,	  eyelashes	  -‐	  and	  as	  the	  
expression	  of	  the	  face	  changes	  through	  material-‐manip-‐programming	  we	  see	  terrified	  eyes,	  and	  
even	  a	  detailed	  version	  of	  the	  interior	  of	  the	  screaming	  mouth	  (the	  tongue	  is	  made	  of	  chair	  canning).	  
You	  can	  even	  follow	  the	  progression	  of	  individual	  bubbles	  emitting	  from	  the	  man’s	  mouth	  (which	  
are	  doubled	  in	  the	  space,	  you	  just	  noticed,	  by	  glass	  orbs	  suspended	  by	  monofilament	  from	  the	  
ceiling),	  upwards	  to	  the	  top	  of	  the	  tank/screen.	  The	  Hatori	  realize,	  in	  unison,	  imbued	  with	  new	  
energy,	  that	  they	  are	  inside	  the	  crucified	  figure’s	  mouth;	  that	  the	  gallery	  IS	  this	  inside,	  a	  wood-‐lined	  
Victorian	  drawing	  room.	  And	  that	  we,	  the	  rest	  of	  us	  viewers,	  are	  like	  unmoored	  teeth,	  cratered	  
molars	  with	  exposed	  nerves,	  maybe	  able	  to	  walk	  on	  exposed	  roots	  but	  often	  dragged	  by	  saliva-‐
currents.	  And	  after	  five	  minutes	  the	  octopus	  rotates,	  slowly	  again,	  and	  we	  are	  re-‐presented	  with	  the	  
frontal	  image,	  this	  time	  armed	  with	  our	  knowledge	  that	  there	  is	  a	  figure	  nailed	  behind	  and	  that	  we	  
are	  teeth.	  Or	  like	  teeth.	  Hard,	  enameled	  bodies.	  But	  with	  arms	  and	  root-‐legs	  and	  wooden	  face-‐
masks.	  	  	  
	  	  
Suddenly,	  a	  gigantic	  dead	  octopus	  on	  a	  hook	  descends	  from	  the	  ceiling,	  cutting	  through	  the	  sea	  of	  
glass	  orbs.	  Is	  it	  real	  or	  is	  it	  in	  the	  film?	  It	  is	  unclear.	  The	  animal	  is	  studded	  with	  crystal	  minerals.	  The	  
light	  hits	  it	  and	  it	  is	  shot	  back	  as	  beautiful	  rainbows	  of	  darting	  beams.	  The	  animal	  twirls	  like	  a	  disco	  
ball.	  As	  its	  tentacles	  touch	  ground,	  at	  the	  end	  of	  the	  animal’s	  first	  full	  rotation,	  we—everyone	  in	  the	  
room,	  including	  you,	  is	  now	  jacked	  into	  the	  Hatori	  lines	  and	  feeling	  like	  aggregated	  calcium	  clumps-‐-‐	  
see	  it	  is	  gagged,	  but	  still	  alive,	  with	  a	  vagina-‐penis-‐beak	  refurb.	  Plastic	  cherries	  coated	  with	  glycerin	  
dangle	  beside	  the	  prosthetic.	  A	  multitude	  of	  scorpions	  crawl	  out	  from	  around	  the	  cherries,	  from	  two	  
small	  incisions	  that	  look	  like	  whale	  gills.	  They	  are	  blood-‐stained	  and	  swarm	  between	  the	  
cephalopod’s	  tentacles.	  The	  climb	  into	  its	  vagina-‐penis-‐beak	  and	  the	  prosthetic	  swells	  up	  and	  splits.	  
It	  turns	  transparent	  and	  glistens	  like	  a	  sun.	  The	  Hatori,	  and	  everyone	  else	  as	  well,	  moving	  as	  though	  
lobotomized,	  cannot	  help	  but	  start	  licking,	  like	  a	  litter	  of	  hungry	  pigs,	  the	  octopus’	  broken	  vagina-‐
penis-‐beak	  refurb.	  Licking	  it	  intensely,	  you	  in	  particular,	  you	  and	  Bifo,	  spitting	  on	  it	  and	  biting	  it	  and	  
rubbing	  it	  with	  our	  thumbs	  and	  digging	  your	  nails	  into	  it	  as	  blood	  drips	  down.	  Blood	  and	  fluoride.	  
Bifo	  is	  digging	  in,	  beside	  you,	  in	  a	  particularly	  ferocious	  manner,	  with	  both	  of	  his	  tongues,	  allowing	  
others	  to	  finger	  and	  lick	  his	  chest	  cunt,	  and	  jamming	  his	  finger	  into	  one	  of	  your	  rectal	  orifices.	  After	  
about	  ten	  rotations,	  everyone	  realizes	  that	  the	  film	  is	  looped,	  although	  it	  is	  not	  possible	  to	  identify	  
were	  the	  cut	  is	  -‐	  the	  looping	  of	  the	  film’s	  narrative	  syncs	  perfectly	  with	  the	  physical	  movement	  of	  
the	  octopus.	  Everyone	  has	  been	  licking	  the	  screen.	  
	  	  
When	  you	  look	  around	  you,	  you	  realize	  that	  the	  Victorian	  drawing	  room	  is	  again	  an	  old	  industrial-‐
military	  folly	  and	  that	  the	  Hatori	  have	  moved	  off,	  unplugged	  everyone	  from	  their	  lines.	  You	  feel	  
grounded	  again,	  but	  unsure	  as	  to	  where	  the	  sister-‐sisters-‐hyenas	  are	  any	  more.	  You	  hear	  their	  
howls	  every	  now	  and	  then.	  And	  Bifo’s	  laughter	  booms	  out	  from	  one	  dark	  corner	  and	  then	  another.	  
The	  cold	  dampness	  of	  the	  interior	  clings	  to	  your	  face,	  to	  your	  eyes	  and	  to	  the	  inside	  of	  your	  nostrils	  
as	  you	  look	  around	  and	  acclimate	  to	  the	  interior,	  appreciate	  its	  vastness.	  It’s	  the	  closest	  thing	  you	  
know	  to	  the	  lightless	  void	  into	  which	  the	  cubed-‐out	  whale	  was	  lost.	  
	  	  
Moving	  on,	  deeper	  into	  the	  space	  and	  into	  neo-‐margarita	  drunkenness,	  you	  find	  a	  series	  of	  linked	  
projections	  titled	  ‘Nauman	  1	  to	  6’.	  It	  is	  a	  re-‐screening	  of	  Nauman’s	  classic	  studio-‐series	  projected	  
blurrily	  onto	  the	  side	  of	  the	  Titanic	  wreck	  in	  its	  location	  off	  the	  coast	  of	  Newfoundland.	  But	  the	  
Titanic	  is	  really	  a	  remake	  of	  the	  Costa	  Concordia	  with	  Godard’s	  sarcophagus	  supposedly	  chained	  to	  
a	  bedpost	  in	  the	  captain’s	  quarters.	  (The	  insufferable	  JLG	  was	  finally	  buried	  alive	  by	  a	  group	  of	  
paratroopers	  hired	  by	  the	  descendants	  of	  the	  cyclist	  Eddy	  Merckx.)	  An	  oscillation	  between	  historical	  
reconstruction	  and	  cinematic	  entropy,	  complicated	  by	  our	  realization	  that	  the	  bubbles	  from	  the	  
cameraman’s	  breathing	  equipment	  are	  streaming	  up	  in	  front	  of	  both	  projection	  and	  hull	  of	  the	  



shipwrecked	  vessel	  -‐	  a	  complex	  layering	  of	  gaze,	  perspective	  and	  surface.	  It	  also	  slowly	  becomes	  
obvious,	  in	  the	  decipherment	  of	  cinematic	  syntax,	  that	  these	  are	  not	  the	  actual	  Nauman	  pieces,	  but	  
fuzzy	  ‘remakes’—that	  is,	  torture	  videos	  downloaded	  from	  the	  ‘Blows	  of	  the	  Apparatus’	  blog.	  
Truncheon	  rape	  sequences	  mostly,	  with	  various	  sections	  subtitled—‘Algerian	  Pleasure	  Howls’,	  
‘Black	  Out	  (and	  In)	  and	  Sometimes	  Red	  Right	  After’,	  ‘Africa	  on	  a	  Stick’…	  
	  	  
At	  this	  point,	  deciphering	  these	  downloaded	  and	  degraded	  images,	  you	  feel	  a	  series	  of	  small	  
creatures	  brush	  past	  your	  feet.	  When	  you	  look	  down	  you	  see	  it	  is	  a	  massive	  flock	  of	  some	  kind	  of	  
beetle	  or	  scorpion,	  the	  size	  of	  a	  human	  hand,	  with	  green	  witch-‐fingers	  instead	  of	  stingers.	  They	  are	  
the	  creatures	  that	  fell	  out	  of	  the	  octopus’s	  penis-‐vagina-‐beak	  refurb.	  Although	  disconcerting	  at	  first,	  
it	  is	  clear	  that	  the	  beetles	  are	  harmless,	  scuttling	  back	  and	  forth	  beneath	  the	  screens.	  Nevertheless,	  it	  
is	  not	  a	  pleasant	  experience	  and	  you	  decide	  it	  would	  be	  a	  good	  time	  to	  leave.	  Looking	  around,	  
however,	  it	  is	  not	  easy	  to	  locate	  the	  exit.	  The	  screens	  block	  your	  view	  and	  you	  are	  not	  sure	  exactly	  of	  
where	  you	  came	  in	  or	  where	  you	  are.	  Some	  of	  the	  screens	  are	  projected	  on	  both	  sides,	  sometimes	  
with	  the	  same	  film.	  Some	  of	  them,	  on	  the	  other	  hand,	  seem	  to	  alternate	  with	  the	  projection	  of	  a	  
series	  of	  different	  and	  unrelated	  films.	  And	  now	  you	  notice	  that	  it	  seems	  as	  if	  some	  of	  the	  screens	  
rotate	  or	  move	  slowly	  around	  the	  space.	  All	  of	  which	  makes	  orientation	  problematic.	  As	  you	  move	  in	  
what	  you	  think	  is	  the	  direction	  of	  the	  exit,	  you	  grow	  aware	  that	  you	  are	  going	  exactly	  the	  wrong	  
way.	  There	  are	  further	  projections	  that	  catch	  your	  attention	  and	  fend	  off	  any	  despair	  around	  the	  
possibility	  that	  you	  may	  be	  eternally	  trapped.	  
	  	  
To	  the	  right,	  a	  projection	  of	  Bill	  Viola’s	  ‘Ocean	  Without	  a	  Shore’	  (2007;	  recovered	  2189)	  onto	  the	  
body	  of	  a	  swimming	  dolphin.	  This	  rearticulates	  Viola’s	  lyrical	  meditation	  on	  Life	  and	  Death	  and	  the	  
Mystical	  River	  Beneath	  into	  slapstick	  comedy,	  as	  the	  diver/projectionist	  struggles	  to	  keep	  the	  film	  
projection	  legible	  on	  the	  side	  of	  the	  fast	  moving	  dolphin.	  The	  dolphin	  joining	  in	  this	  game	  of	  high-‐
jinx,	  twisting	  and	  turning	  erratically	  to	  make	  the	  job	  as	  difficult	  as	  possible	  -‐	  at	  certain	  points	  
completely	  losing	  the	  projectionist	  and	  coming	  up	  to	  the	  screen	  to	  perform	  its	  bobbing	  head	  
laughter	  and	  flapping	  its	  fins	  in	  pseudo-‐applause.	  Like	  a	  comedy	  character’s	  aside	  in	  a	  
Shakespearean	  play.	  Or	  Jerry	  Lewis.	  But	  this	  may	  be	  no	  Viola	  film	  at	  all.	  It	  may	  be	  a	  Ryan	  Trecartin—
who,	  it	  was	  finally	  revealed	  in	  2082,	  never	  existed,	  being	  simply	  Viola’s	  alter-‐ego,	  side-‐projected	  as	  
the	  final	  distillation	  of	  his	  Maimonian	  thinking—the	  video	  moves	  from	  the	  dolphin	  to	  a	  school	  of	  
jittery	  mackerel,	  further	  fragmenting	  the	  already	  fragmented	  narrative	  of	  white-‐trash	  
ventriloquism/mystical-‐contemplation-‐through-‐hidden-‐messages-‐in-‐hideous-‐voices	  onto	  the	  
million	  silvered	  bodies	  of	  the	  fish	  swarm.	  The	  fish,	  at	  irregular	  intervals,	  reconfigure	  into	  a	  number	  
that	  marks	  the	  exact	  time	  that	  has	  elapsed	  in	  the	  film—1:17;	  2:39,	  5:44,	  9:12.	  This	  self-‐referential	  
time-‐stamp	  marks,	  as	  the	  critic	  Nemamin	  Nemanon	  has	  insta-‐reviewed	  XV$XV$	  XV4	  Journal,	  
	  	  
‘the	  apogee	  of	  the	  purging	  critique	  of	  the	  residual	  dimensions	  of	  representation	  and	  narrative.	  This	  
systematic	  restriction	  to	  the	  elementary	  principles	  of	  a	  critique	  of	  representation	  combines	  all	  the	  
strategies	  previously	  applied	  separately	  in	  the	  pictorial,	  sculptural	  and	  filmic	  conventions	  of	  
representation:	  in	  this	  manner	  the	  real	  time	  principle	  is	  combined	  with	  the	  principle	  of	  self-‐
reflexivity;	  the	  indexical	  gesture	  is	  superimposed	  on	  the	  language	  of	  pure	  performativity.	  Filmic	  
representation	  in	  this	  advanced	  state	  of	  tautological	  self-‐reflexivity	  recognizes	  only	  the	  temporal	  
and	  the	  kinetic	  dimension	  of	  its	  medium	  as	  the	  essential	  conditions	  of	  film	  (not	  its	  narrative	  
conventions	  or	  its	  illusionistic	  representations).	  
	  	  
“In	  this	  rigorous	  reduction	  of	  the	  filmic	  image	  to	  its	  elementary	  functions	  (pure	  duration,	  pure	  
recording,	  pure	  indexical	  presence)	  the	  dialectic	  of	  late	  modernist	  rationality	  suddenly	  appears:	  that	  
the	  elimination	  of	  narrative	  and	  agency,	  of	  representation	  and	  the	  imaginary	  from	  the	  (filmic)	  
image,	  driven	  by	  the	  desire	  to	  dismantle	  the	  ideological	  conditions	  of	  media	  representation,	  makes	  
manifest	  the	  very	  order	  of	  technocratic	  and	  media	  rationality	  that	  the	  calculated	  and	  industrially	  
produced	  forms	  of	  narrative	  and	  myth	  conceal.	  Stripped	  of	  narrative’s	  compensatory	  function	  and	  
of	  representation’s	  substitutional	  effects,	  the	  actually	  governing	  conditions	  of	  vacuity	  and	  
separateness,	  the	  absence	  of	  sociality	  and	  communication	  ruling	  public	  space,	  appear	  now	  in	  
undisguised	  violence	  within	  the	  restrictive	  prohibitions	  of	  the	  aesthetic	  structure	  itself.’	  
	  	  



As	  you	  move	  on,	  the	  objects	  in	  the	  distance	  you	  were	  looking	  at,	  without	  much	  comprehension,	  
come	  into	  focus.	  At	  first	  they	  seem	  like	  strange	  trees	  or	  cacti	  or	  some	  kind	  of	  strange	  desert	  flower.	  
But	  you	  quickly	  realize	  that	  they	  are	  crucifixion-‐like	  structures.	  Each	  one	  is	  lit	  from	  below	  with	  a	  
strange	  mauve	  light,	  more	  substance	  than	  just	  waves	  and	  particles.	  And	  at	  the	  top	  of	  each	  of	  these	  
structures,	  there	  is	  a	  human	  figure,	  seemingly	  tied	  to	  it	  and	  squirming	  in	  agony	  or	  ecstasy.	  It’s	  not	  
clear	  which.	  Only	  the	  level	  of	  animal	  intensity	  at	  which	  it	  is	  happening	  is	  easy	  to	  understand.	  
	  	  
Suddenly,	  a	  figure	  moves	  in	  from	  the	  left.	  A	  large	  figure.	  A	  large	  version	  of	  the	  beetles	  that	  you	  saw	  
scuttling	  by	  your	  feet	  earlier.	  Now	  that	  the	  creature	  is	  standing	  erect,	  walking	  on	  two	  legs	  with	  
grafted	  oversized	  gorilla	  feet,	  the	  green	  witch-‐finger	  that	  was	  its	  stinger	  is	  transformed	  into	  a	  giant,	  
fluorescent	  and	  throbbing	  phallus,	  the	  unpresence	  materialized	  and	  frightening.	  Lack	  undone.	  	  
	  	  
‘Please	  come	  this	  way,’	  the	  beetle	  says	  to	  you	  in	  a	  strange	  metallic	  voice,	  gripping	  your	  shoulder	  
with	  a	  claw,	  at	  once	  sternly	  and	  reassuringly.	  You	  try	  to	  say	  something,	  but	  instead	  follow	  
subserviently	  as	  the	  beetle,	  moving	  beside	  you,	  wrapping	  his	  arm	  around	  your	  shoulders	  like	  an	  
understanding	  pastor,	  explains	  the	  predicament	  you	  now	  find	  yourself	  in.	  	  
	  	  
‘I’m	  glad	  you	  finally	  arrived.	  I’m	  sure	  you	  must	  have	  had	  prophesy-‐dreams	  about	  this.	  In	  some	  ways	  
this	  is	  what	  you	  have	  always	  desired.	  First,	  we	  insert	  a	  flesh	  root	  in	  your	  rectum	  and	  another	  up	  
your	  vagina.	  The	  whole	  process	  will	  be	  lubricated	  by	  cherry	  cough	  medicine.	  We	  will	  castrate	  and	  
insert	  the	  flesh	  root	  directly	  into	  your	  digestive	  system,	  with	  subsidiary	  life	  support	  insertions	  into	  
your	  nose	  and	  mouth.	  Then,	  we	  have	  to	  extract	  your	  eyeballs.	  YOU	  WILL	  no	  longer	  have	  
responsibility	  for	  your	  own	  experience	  which	  is	  obviously	  a	  curse.”	  
	  	  
The	  beetle	  turns	  to	  you,	  gazes	  into	  your	  eyes	  tenderly,	  and	  says	  ‘These	  are	  wounds	  of	  love.’	  And	  a	  
strange	  emotion,	  a	  kind	  of	  mystical	  awe	  that	  words	  could	  never	  capture	  falls	  over	  both	  you	  and	  the	  
insect.	  You	  feel	  can	  feel	  this	  in	  him.	  You	  can	  feel	  each	  other;	  feel	  yourselves	  inside	  each	  other.	  He	  
kneels	  before	  you	  as	  if	  you	  are	  a	  little	  child	  again,	  the	  child	  you	  were	  when	  your	  parents	  died,	  during	  
a	  police	  raid	  on	  an	  Aztec	  ritual	  ceremony	  in	  which	  they	  were	  going	  to	  extract	  your	  heart	  in	  order	  to	  
ferment	  it	  and	  drink	  the	  essence	  of	  what	  was	  left	  of	  you.	  This	  is	  like	  a	  fault-‐line	  in	  the	  moment,	  in	  
time,	  through	  which	  you	  are	  freefalling.	  The	  bliss	  would	  be	  complete	  if	  the	  shadow	  of	  a	  worry	  that	  
you	  will	  eventually	  be	  snapped	  back	  into	  a	  miserable	  and	  barren	  existence	  could	  be	  eradicated.	  	  	  
	  	  
The	  beetle	  says,	  "You	  let	  me	  play	  once	  in	  your	  garden,	  to-‐day	  you	  shall	  come	  with	  me	  to	  my	  garden,	  
which	  is	  Paradise."	  And	  the	  shadow	  of	  the	  worry	  is	  drained	  of	  something	  vital.	  This	  is	  your	  Healing.	  
	  	  
Hoisted	  up,	  you	  feel	  nails-‐tentacles	  slide	  through	  your	  hand	  and	  wrap	  back	  on	  themselves.	  Then,	  
you	  feel	  your	  eyes	  scooped	  out	  and	  vortex	  nerve	  cut	  –	  black	  -‐	  as	  your	  penis	  and	  vagina	  are	  gutted	  
out.	  You	  are	  sliced	  up	  your	  chest.	  Insects	  move	  into	  the	  cavity	  left	  where	  your	  viscera	  once	  sat.	  The	  
beetle	  orders	  you	  be	  hoisted	  up	  on	  a	  green	  and	  fluffy	  cactus-‐cross.	  Its	  spikes	  dig	  into	  your	  back	  and	  
come	  out	  of	  your	  torso,	  around	  the	  crevice-‐wound	  through	  which	  the	  insects	  are	  crawling	  in.	  The	  
tips	  of	  the	  cacti	  spikes	  are	  crystal.	  Or	  they	  are	  just	  polished	  tempered	  glass.	  They	  glint.	  Your	  
disfigured	  dwarf	  body	  has	  been	  invaded	  by	  the	  sensations	  that	  are	  impossible	  to	  remake	  as	  words.	  
A	  collapse	  of	  language.	  These	  sensations	  are	  overtaking	  you.	  Extracting	  you	  from	  the	  banalities	  of	  
life.	  You	  can	  remember	  exactly	  where	  this	  happened	  before—at	  the	  Fiat	  plant	  in	  Turin.	  Eddy	  Marckx	  
was	  there.	  With	  the	  light	  playing	  through	  his	  sideburns.	  	  
	  
And	  then	  the	  light	  is	  returning	  and	  you	  see	  the	  crowd	  in	  front.	  Crude	  features	  of	  workers.	  Odourous	  
bodies	  and	  hairy	  limbs.	  You	  look	  down	  and	  the	  Hatori	  and	  Bifo	  are	  looking	  back	  up	  at	  you.	  The	  
beetle	  is	  nowhere	  to	  be	  seen.	  You	  may	  be	  behind	  a	  screen,	  part	  of	  a	  movie	  in	  the	  exhibition.	  This	  
sounds	  right.	  The	  crowd	  are	  stripping	  off	  and	  masturbating.	  Bifo	  is	  laughing,	  as	  he	  furiously	  pumps	  
his	  penis	  into	  his	  cruciform	  vagina.	  Bifo	  is	  about	  to	  explode	  and	  heal	  himself	  again.	  Heal	  us	  all.	  	  
	  



406 W PICO BLVD LOS ANGELES 90015
CHATEAUSHATTO.COM  +1 213 973 5327
GALLERY@CHATEAUSHATTO.COM


