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INTRODUCTION

By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold

The making of PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE, 2
In 2002 the Dutch artist Rene Rietmeyer initiated the project
PERSONAL STRUCTURES, an open platform, where artists can present
their work and thoughts in exhibitions, symposia and publications.

While exhibiting in Asia, North America and Europe, Rietmeyer met
several other artists who were also working with Time, Space and
Existence. These encounters made it feel logical to bring these artists
together in a try to make the more philosophical topics “en vogue”in
the world of contemporary art. Beginning in 1999, Rietmeyer con-
tacted several artists and explained his ideas to create a project with
them and in 2002 he had brought together a loose grouping of
“young” artists from different parts of the world.

The project title was chosen as a reaction upon the exhibition
Primary Structures from 1966, of the ‘minimalists’ Donald Judd, Carl
Andre and others, who, at that time, were claiming to create
‘non-subjective’art; art without the “touch” of the artist; non-personal.
Rietmeyer however claims his work is subjective, ‘personal’ His
Boxes, as well as all other artworks are PERSONAL STRUCTURES.

In 2003 the first book “Personal Structures: Works and Dialogues”
was published, containing interviews with 16 artists by the
German art-historian Peter Lodermeyer and exhibitions were held
in Japan, USA, the Netherlands, Austria, Hungary and Germany.
The first symposium was organized at the Ludwig Museum in
Germany; the project became larger and more complex.
Rietmeyer, who did all of the organization by himself, needed
assistance and started looking for a curator.

In February 2005 |, Sarah, met Rene Rietmeyer at the Rotterdam Art
Fair. | had just finished my Masters in Art History and | was working
as an assistant curator for the Caldic Collection in the Netherlands.
Rene gave me a copy of “Personal Structures: Works and Dialogues”
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and told me to contact him. | was 26 years old at the time and this
seemed an interesting opportunity: to be able to organize
exhibitions and have the chance to work at an international top
level. We started to cooperate.

Rene liked the idea of organizing more symposia, where artists can
speak for themselves, and wanted to publish the spoken thoughts in
significant publications. We felt that there was a necessity to do so;
according to our opinion words from a direct source give a better
insight than interpretations of an art historian. So we decided to ask
artists whether they would be interested to participate in future
symposia which we were to organize.

On 1 July 2006, when Rene and | were on our way to Moordrecht
in the Netherlands for an erotic evening, Rene explained to me
why Time, Space and Existence are the most fundamental subjects
he can think of and that they are essential for his work. Time,
Space and Existence not only seem to be the most interesting
philosophical subjects of mankind, but probably even long before
these topics were discussed under a Greek olive tree, the thoughts
about these concepts have been visualized in art works. So,
driving in the car, we decided to continue to organize symposia,
to which we would invite artists. Shortly after, one evening whilst
sitting in a bathtub, we decided to separate the topics, organizing
a symposium about Time in Amsterdam, Space in New York City,
and Existence in Tokyo.

We were able to arrange a symposium and exhibition date at the
oldest art society in Amsterdam, Arti et Amicitiae. However, to get
heard with a group of young artists was not easy. Better would be
to ‘glue’ some others to the project who already established a
name for themselves. Over the years, Rene had met in Japan a.o.
Lawrence Weiner and Joseph Kosuth and both liked the idea to
speak about Time.

That winter, 2006-2007 we stayed in Miami Beach, Florida, USA,
where at that time Rene had one of his studios. Besides some
exhibitions we had organized in Florida, we had to be present at
the art fair in Miami, in order to earn extra money to finance our
project. The finances would solely have to come out of the sales
of Rene’s artworks.

As usual money was scarce, but we started nevertheless, and back in
Europe, we had a meeting with Joseph Kosuth in Vienna, Austria.
Besides contributing to our Time symposium, Joseph said that he
would be interested in coming to Tokyo and speak about Existence.
He suggested to organize the symposium in 2008 during Sakura, the
cherry blossom time.

But before going to Japan, we had to realise our first symposium
in Amsterdam, which was scheduled for 15 and 16 June 2007.
One month before that symposium, |, Karlyn, joined into the
project—after responding to an ad on the website of Leiden
University in the Netherlands, where | was doing a Research
Master in Art History at that time. With the upcoming symposium
series, Sarah and Rene knew the project would be expanding
even more and were therefore looking for an additional curator. It
was 14 May when | met them for the first time and | immediately
took my chance to become part of PERSONAL STRUCTURES.

The day of the symposium came. Lawrence Weiner, Roman
Opalka, Jo Baer, Henk Peeters, Klaus Honnef... It was very special
to bring all these sincere people together and to hear them speak
about the passing of time. Now, almost two years after the death
of Roman Opalka and the death of Henk Peeters last week, it feels
even more special.

After the Amsterdam symposium, we kept in contact while |,
Karlyn, finished my studies and went to Italy for three months, to

work at the Venice Biennale. | remember well, that one evening in
September 2007, the three of us met in Venice. While walking over
the quay along the Bridge of Sighs to San Marco square, we spoke
about the future. Sarah and | had just visited some Biennale
exhibitions together and discussed the possibility of organising
our own PERSONAL STRUCTURES exhibition some day as an
official part of the Biennale. At that time, it was just a dream.

All our money went always into our project, the interviews, the
symposia; we could only survive because the Belgian collector,
Andre Carez, bought a large installation from Rene’s work. In March
2008, we flew to Tokyo together. Google had showed us that in
Tokyo the cherry blossom time was most likely to begin in the first
week of April, and we were able to get a symposium date scheduled
at the Setagaya Art Museum for 2 and 3 April 2008.

We had rented a traditional Japanese house with sliding doors,
paper walls and an old Japanese toilet and bath system. Japan
was a completely different experience. During the whole period
when we were in Japan preparing our symposium, it had been
very cold and wet and the trees did not show any sign that they
were to blossom soon. Also, for some weeks we had not heard
from Joseph Kosuth. I, Sarah, was very happy when on 31 March,
my cell phone rang and | heard Joseph saying “l am in Tokyo, let’s
meet”. The next day, out of nowhere, the cherry blossoms opened
up everywhere: Sakura had started.

The two days of the symposium were unusual. We were unable to
understand most of the contributions because our speakers
mainly spoke Japanese. Also we noticed that what we consider to
be logic is not universal. All the more, we were confirmed that also
these—for us often unusual—points of view are very interesting
and need to be heard just like other opinions that might be more
conform our own point of view.
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What we remember most from those two days was Toshikatsu
Endo, who represented Existence merely by the sound of his voice
and his being—and the lunch breaks with everybody eating sushi
in the museum park under the cherry blossoms. In the metro on
the way back to our Japanese house, discussing Endo’s speech and
his interest in Hermann Nitsch, we decided to minimize our own
judgements and document artistic achievements regardless our
own personal visual taste. To enrich our project also with artists
whose works visually seemed very different, but who are clearly
concerned with Time, Space and Existence, in their own personal
way. Shortly after we would have the first contact with Nitsch.

Broke as usual we went back to the USA. We recovered financially,
but in September 2008 the art-world almost came to a financial
standstill. Different people advised us that it would be wise to
postpone the last symposium and the printing of our book
PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE number 1, but we
felt that if we would do that, we might never be able to continue. So,
all of us decided not to stop, but spend privately as little money as
possible and continue to give this project our best efforts, the maxi-
mum of our capabilities.

For meetings with possible speakers for our New York symposium
we drove by car from Miami to New York. On the road we discussed
more in detail also another facet of PERSONAL STRUCTURES that
would run parallel to our exhibitions and symposia: the series of Art
Projects. We wanted to make special edition books of documented
Art Projects, to centralize the work and ideas of specific artists; to be
involved and learn from the inside what their work is about. We had
already started with the On Kawara project, and we were now trying
to create projects with Lawrence Weiner, Roman Opalka, Joseph
Kosuth, Hermannn Nitsch, Hamish Fulton and Lee Ufan.

Our next symposium about SPACE was held on 3 and 4 April 2009
in the New Museum in New York. Although Sarah and Rene were
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not able to join because the US immigration considered speaking
at your own symposium to be work and they had no work permit,
with serious contributions from a.o. Richard Tuttle, Keith Sonnier,
Peter Halley and Robert Barry, the New York symposium became a
great success.

Now we had completed three symposia and had recorded a lot of
spoken text. It was time to settle down somewhere in Europe in
order to finish our publication. Rene had been invited to participate
at the 53 Venice Biennale, therefore we decided to rent in May 2009
an apartment in Venice. Also, we had been asked to organize a small
symposium during the opening of the Biennale, we invited a.o.
Marina Abramovi¢. Being so closely involved, we learned several
aspects of the Venice Biennale.

It took us several months of non-stop work, but in October 2009 we
completed the publication PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE
EXISTENCE number 1 and it became time for new projects. Rene,
Sarah and | had started living together in Venice and the idea of
organizing an exhibition as part of the Venice Biennale came to the
foreground again. With hundred thousands of visitors, it seemed the
right surroundings to pursue our wish to create a more widespread
awareness about Time, Space and Existence.

In the years since we had joined PERSONAL STRUCTURES, Sarah
and | had, however, never really organized a very large and
complex exhibition. The city of Bregenz in Austria gave us the
chance ‘to learn;, and in January 2010 we organized an exhibition
there, presenting 27 artists. It became a wonderful exhibition in a
large beautiful Palais and although not many people visited our
exhibition, we learned a lot.

After the opening in Bregenz, we drove to the Netherlands and met
with Lawrence Weiner for our first PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART
PROJECT: we stayed 24 hours on his boat Joma in Amsterdam.

Having survived the cold and experienced Lawrence, we returned to

Venice where we took the first steps toward our own Biennale
exhibition: an appointment with Paolo Scibelli, director of Collateral
Events at La Biennale. It was a very promising meeting. He gave us all
possible support and said: “First, you need a space.”

There was this Palazzo which had the potential to fulfil Sarah’s
and my dreams: a prime location, a beautiful building with a rich
history and the potential of an incredible exhibition space:
Palazzo Bembo. However, there were some difficult aspects: the
rent was very high and the building was in a very bad condition,
but nevertheless we loved it.

In May 2010 we went to Naples in Italy for our second Art Project
with Hermann Nitsch, in which we were crucified and ‘fed’ blood.
It was an intense week, with many unusual experiences.
Immediately after that we needed a break and the three of us
drove with our old car to Sicily. There, overlooking the
Mediterranean, we decided to continue also privately together,
and, although we did not have the money for it, to take the risk
and to rent Palazzo Bembo.

But before we could start our Venice project, we got a unique
opportunity: our third Art Project with Roman Opalka. We could
document a day in his life, while the minutes were ticking away.
From Sicily, we drove almost directly through to Beaumont-sur-
Sarthe, the house and studio of Opalka, two hours South-West
from Paris, France. It was very unique, to watch him paint and to
hear him speak his numbers in Polish. To see the emotion in his
face and his body, it was very special.

Back in Venice, we started step-by-step the process of securing
Palazzo Bembo for our exhibition. By the end of October 2010, the
first artist came to see the space: Roman Opalka. The Palazzo was still
in a disastrous condition. But Opalka seemed to have ‘Venice

experience’ and said that this was quite ‘normal’ Days later, we
explained Joseph Kosuth our plans for Venice in his Rome studio. He
did not say “yes’, but he did not say “no” either. Instead, he suggested
to, just in case, reserve a space for him. And after all deadlines had
past, Kosuth wrote us*...in any case, do know that | will participate in
your show. This is what I've been wanting to tell you!” Shortly after,
Lee Ufan was to visit Venice. He climbed over scaffolds, slid through
narrow hallways, until he chose a ‘corner room; which he wanted to
cover with white marble split on the floor, combining it with a
painting and a‘medium size’ stone. And in between, we had to drive
to Austria, where we visited Nitsch in Prinzendorf to show him our
special edition HERMANN NITSCH: UNDER MY SKIN and proposed
our idea for PSAP #05 to Arnulf Rainer.

With the upcoming deadline for the Biennale application, the
organizational work became more intense. We had no ‘Venice
experience’ yet and there were many new aspects we had to deal
with, they all seemed necessary steps in order to get to where we are
today. At the end of December 2010, we were ‘prepared’ for the
Biennale, but we needed money urgently. With the help of the
collector Andre Carez, Sarah was able to place several of Rene’s
installations by different collectors. Now, we were financially stable
enough to start losing money again on our Palazzo Bembo project.

At the beginning of January 2011, the three of us went to Tenerife
for our fifth Art Project. As requested by Arnulf Rainer, we had
made photos, on our bed, showing us ‘veil dancing’ together,
naked. After giving Rainer the photos, he had new requests, many
more requests, and he did not stop until today. He understood
that with the two of us, he could live out all his artistic fantasies.
Unfinished into Death.

It had taken eight months of negotiations, until we finally signed
the lease contract for Palazzo Bembo in February 2011. Looking
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back, the way we financed our project was very unusual, we had
to do everything necessary and we still wonder how we financially
survived this. Fortunately, we also got a lot of support from the
artists, especially those who knew our project well and who had
already worked with us before, were very generous. Lee Ufan for
example allowed us to sell one of his paintings whereby giving
his share to our GlobalArtAffairs Foundation. Hermann Nitsch and
Arnulf Rainer made editions with us from the art works that came
forth out of our Art Projects. The money earned with selling these
PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART EDITIONS came also to the benefit
of our Foundation.

In the weeks before the opening several artists came to Palazzo
Bembo to create their work: Yuko Sakurai arrived from Paris, Judy
Millar from New Zealand, SASAKI came from Los Angeles,
Toshikatsu Endo from Tokyo, Andrew Putter from Cape Town and
Johannes Girardoni from New York. They all came to create their
individual installations. Rene painted his Boxes in his room and

finished just before the arrival of his intellectual ‘sparring partner’

Joseph Kosuth. Lee Ufan came to place his stone, painting and
metal plate and arranged the lighting. Everybody came to Palazzo
Bembo: Peter Halley, Arnulf Rainer, herman de vries and Tatsuo
Miyajima, all seemingly from different worlds. Encounters between
artists who had never met before or had not seen each other for
many years. It was beautiful to see our exhibition grow with the
active participation of all these artists.

During the exhibition, we were present every day to speak with
everybody about PERSONAL STRUCTURES; it was fantastic to see
over 70,000 visitors coming to see our exhibition. Ministers,
presidents, Trustees from many different museums, such as from
the Guggenheim New York, K21 Dusseldorf, the Stadel Museum
Frankfurt and Fumio Nanjo with the Board members from the Mori
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Art Museum Tokyo, and many more. Besides the enormous

financial pressure, we had a glorious time: a Palazzo on the Grand
Canal by the Rialto bridge, an exhibition with world-class artists
and artworks, and wonderful reviews in the press. Particularly
special was the day we had organized a brunch for Andre Carez
and his friends from Belgium, who had financially rescued us last
December. While we were drinking a Bellini on the balcony
overlooking the Grand Canal, the collector Gerhard Lenz and
Roman Opalka joined us. It would be the last time we would see
Roman before he died a few weeks later on 6 August 2011.

In the meantime, we had established a good relationship with the
owner of Palazzo Bembo and we had created an excellent operational
team, mainly students from the University of Venice, amongst them
Davide De Carlo and Valeria Romagnini. With such a great team, a
flexible Palazzo owner, a perfect location in Venice and an excellent
exhibition space, we decided to continue with ‘our’ Palazzo.

A large art exhibition in 2013 and 2015 seemed very well possible,
but 2012 and 2014 looked much more complicated. It were Manuela
Luca-Dazio and Paolo Scibelli, the two directors from La Biennale
who encouraged us to organize also an exhibition during the Archi-
tecture Biennale. The idea of including architects in our project had
been often thought about, especially in 2009 when we organized
our symposium about SPACE in the New Museum in New York.

An exhibition with a similar setup as PERSONAL STRUCTURES was a
logical choice: exhibiting architects of many different countries,
combining young and upcoming with well-established architects.
We also invited the Chinese artist Ying Tiangi, who in his artworks
often uses architectural ‘ruins’ to question subjects such as the pass-
ing of time and our relationship to the past. With the help of Valeria
Romagnini in the organisation, the exhibition became an interesting
cross-over between art and architecture presented by 57 architects,

raising all types of questions about time, space and architecture that
were also actively discussed in a symposium about Chinese Art and
Architecture on 28 August 2012.

With Davide De Carlo and Nicolas D’Oronzio, who had joined in
January 2012, now overseeing all works needed at Palazzo Bembo,
and them even handling the ‘Venice International Performance Art
Week’ which we hosted in December 2012, we could begin with
the organisation of our new Art Biennale exhibition. We started
exploring the art world also with the help of Google, looking for
artists ‘hidden’ in ‘far away’ parts of the world, but who are also
sincerely concerned with Time, Space and Existence. With the help
of several artists, we managed to find financial support from
governmental institutions and all kinds of different sponsors. Since
I, Karlyn, had re-started to paint, | wanted to be present in the
exhibition as an artist and | would be responsible for the catalogue
and the next big book, while Valeria and Sarah would curate the
exhibition together with Francesca Crudo and Carol Rolla, who
both had joined our Foundation in September 2012. It were tough
months for them filled with endless emails and telephone calls, but
on 15 December 2012, we handed in our proposal for a new
PERSONAL STRUCTURES 2013 exhibition to La Biennale.

Having now some ‘Venice experience;, we decided that besides
organising our own PERSONAL STRUCTURES exhibition, we would
expand our organisation and host five other exhibitions during
the 2013 Venice Biennale, with which we hopefully will earn
enough money to pay for our own exhibition and publications
and whereby we can give many more young people a chance to
getinvolved in the art-world.

In the meantime, we have published our sixth Art Project, with
Lee Ufan, and PSAP #07 Ben Vautier and hopefully PSAP #08 Yoko
Ono are in the making. From the beginning of our series of Art

Projects it was clear to us that we did not want to only publish
them in exclusive limited editions. To make our projects available
to a larger public, at least an excerpt had to be printed in our next
‘Big Red Book' For this publication again all artists were very
supportive: Marina Abramovi¢, Otto Piene, Arata Isozaki, Li Chen
and Carl Andre all gave last-minute interviews, to make sure that
this book can be ready and printed before the opening of the
Venice Biennale 2013.

We, Rene, Sarah and Karlyn, are living the PERSONAL STRUCTURES
project. And like us, like our lives, the project develops, keeps chang-
ing. This book is therefore different from our 2009 publication, and
of course, if we would have tried harder or if the situation of the past
3 years would have been different, we might have been able to
include more artists—such as Georg Baselitz—, more encounters
and better interviews, but at the moment this is what it is: PERSONAL
STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE, number 2!
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LAWRENCE WEINER

SKIMMING THE WATER
[MENAGE A QUATRE]

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #01
By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold

Weiner's houseboat Joma, Amsterdam, Netherlands,
26 - 27 January 2010

On one of the coldest days in the Netherlands that winter (2010), Karlyn,
Sarah and Sophia visit Lawrence on his houseboat Joma. The four spend
24 hours together. Lawrence, Karlyn and Sarah have met each other a few
times on different occasions; Sophia is new. The 24 hours are set up to be
formed into an artist book. Even though the eventual outcome is
uncertain, the four players know that the focus will be on Lawrence.

LAWRENCE WEINER: SKIMMING THE WATER [MENAGE A QUATRE] has been
published as a limited edition. The edition comprises 250 copies of which
50 DelLuxe, numbered from 1 to 50, and 50 Deluxe hors commerce,
numbered from | to L. The 150 Standard copies are numbered from 51 to
200. Each item of this limited edition consists of a book and a CD in a case,
housed together in a cassette. The DeLuxe edition is signed by the artist
and additionally contains an aluminum stencil. The following text is an
excerpt of the 24 hours and starts in the morning of 27 January 2010.

[The sound of coffee being ground and people brushing their teeth.
Karlyn changes the batteries of her recording systems. Lawrence is
making coffee. Sarah, Sophia and Karlyn are at the table and have a
talk in Dutch. Lawrence comes to the table with coffee mugs.]

LW: Does anyone have milk in their coffee?

KDJ: Yes, please.

SG: Yes, if you have some milk.

LW: It will not be the greatest coffee, but it will be coffee at least.

SG: It sounded and smelled very nice, with the ground beans.
LW:The only way to make coffee beans possible to use, is to grind them.
[Lawrence chuckles. Then he puts coffee on the table.]

LW: I never had these beans.

[Lawrence pours the coffee into the mugs. Then he goes back to
the kitchen.]
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LW: 1 am only used to making coffee for two people.

KDJ: Then it's very difficult to do it for four.

LW: Especially, when everything is only made for two.
[Lawrence returns to the table.]

LW: So, we did not freeze to death.

KDJ: No, we are still alive.

LW: It's amazing. | should put some clothes on.

[Sarah pours milk in the cups. Lawrence starts rolling a cigarette.
Lawrence asks Karlyn to take out one of the statements he gave the
day before and change it into another.]

KDJ: Yesterday evening you told us that you start each day with
questions. What kind of questions do you start with? What are the
questions you're thinking about at the moment, this morning?

LW: With Lisbon | have this problem of adaptation. About what do we
do when we deal with materials, in order to be able to understand
them or use them? And | start to figure out essentially a way that | can
tell myself about adaptation. That's where some of the drawings come
from. Those are the questions. They are really not very profound.

[Lawrence starts coughing.]
LW: They're really not very profound. Or what to wear that day.

KDJ: Well, that can be a very important question. But, is adaptation an
important issue for you?

LW: Yeah, | did that whole body of work years ago. Then | found
out about ALTERED TO SUIT, because things essentially are altered
to suit. And the whole concept of the level of adaptation, what the
interactions with either the expectations or the society are, are
extremely important to me.




KDJ: But also your work seems to be adaptation: you seem to adapt
to the space in which you...

LW: No, that’s the installation. Let’s try to keep it straight. Let's not
worry about consecutive things. The whole point is, that it’s just means
to place it in the public. It has very little to do with the work itself. Its
nature allows it to install it on a wall. Again, if you're going to install it
on a wall, you might as well try to get it right. It's true. Our society, it
tells us we should put on clothing, also the weather, then you might as
well just get it right. And that’s all it is. And then you realize that what
you do has political implications, there’s social implications and there’s
other things. And you try to deal with it. That's not to me a problem. This
part of the job, it's not an easy part. It's supposed to look simple, but in
fact that's something else. That'’s part of the job and you can't complain
about it. You didnt snore, by the way.

SG: Thank you.
LW: Why ‘thank you'? What's wrong with it?
SG: I'm happy. I've had this snoring complex ever since.

LW: | started to burp at some point. And then | had this incredible
vision of:“Oh my god, in the middle of the night she is going to wake
up and | am going to fart” Then this social pressure.

[All laughing.]
LW:“Gee, I'm going to fart and | will never have her in my bed again.”
[All laughing.]

LW: | mean, the adaptation of how you essentially are going to put
materials together. Because it's not haphazard, | wish it were. And |
have a problem: | am pleased with the things | end up showing, or
else | wouldn’t show them. | mean if | have a show, | don’t have to do
it, | could also cancel. But | don't like moving them from one place to
the other and | haven't, there was a point in the adaptation to putitin
one show, but it wasn’t made for a show, really. It was made because |
had the opportunity of the show. There is a difference. I've been very
upfront about it with everybody, that it's made special for them. It's
special because they ask me to make something for something. And
I would use the materials of what's around. So, if it's in a coal mining
area, | might try to be interested in coal or steam or whatever they
use to make the machines work. But that’s not really site-specific.

SG: Where do you think your interest in material comes from?

LW: The same as everybody else’s. | have to walk across the earth. If
they would have given me the opportunity to fly, | might've been
interested in air. Which is immaterial too. | have no idea where it
comes from. Do you? You're supposed to insight me.

[Lawrence points to Sarah:]
LW: She is supposed to make it possible for me to continue making art.
[Then to Karlyn:]

LW: She is supposed to make it possible for me to continue the things
I might just get away with being able to exist.

[And to Sophia:]
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LW: And you are supposed to make everybody feel that without
you they couldn’t do it. Is that true? Isn't that the way everybody
basically functions?

[Lawrence lights his cigarette.]
LW: | felt we were very old people last night, didn’t you?
KDJ: In what sense? Because we went to bed early, or what?

LW: No, because we were sleeping in one place and you were sleeping
in another place.

KDJ: If you would’ve had the choice, would you rather had us all
together in the same bed?

LW: I had no thought, | honestly didn't as a matter of fact. | was just
really a little embarrassed that it was not more comfortable for you.
And | didn’t know how to arrange it. But essentially? | hate to say it,
but when she falls asleep, she’s the same as you.

[All laughing.]

LW: It's just another nice, warm body. Let’s be honest about life.
[Sophia, Lawrence and Karlyn are laughing.]

LW: Ah, you don't like that.

SG: Oh no, | totally agree. | know what you mean.

LW: There is a pleasure principle in working together, but there is no
titillation, is there? The titillation is for people outside: free zone is
free zone. You know, free zones are quite normal.

SG:What is a free zone exactly?

LW: Free zones are when there’s a little bit of electricity between
people. That's really quite normal. It ceased being normal, when
people became very professional. When affection became a
commodity within the art world. Friendship became a commodity.
You used to work together with people you didn't even like, it didn’t
matter. And vice versa. | have to put some clothes on.

[Lawrence puffs his cigarette.]

LW: Don't ever put on weight, you don't know what to do with yourself.
[Lawrence takes another puff.]

LW: Life is really odd.

KDJ: You have said that a number of times...

LW: Yeah, I'm feeling it very odd lately. | feel like a distance. It's
because they did a show and a public talk, and | have to get on the
plane to do the same thing next week. It's the dedication to the
children’s project. And the kites.

KDJ: It's going to be a three-dimensional, public installation, isn't it?

LW: It's a public piece, it's permanent. And it’s really rather large and
it's very low, it’s only a meter high [3.3 feet]. And there is a tower, you
can see it from the tower. How are we doing with the coffee? | will
make some more, just let me finish my cigarette.

[Lawrence finishes his coffee.]

KDJ: So, mainly the questions that you have are related to your
next show?

ROKEN BOTTLEN

LW: Well, yesterday you asked me about spending all this time talking
about myself. When you then find yourself in the middle of the night,
no matter how many people are in the bed, you end up feeling alone.
It's about things | do not really have; | don’t know what to think. That's
why | said that life is odd. | don't quite know where [ fit into it.

KDJ: Do you feel lonely sometimes?

LW: Working? Yeah. Surprisingly, there have been periods when you
feel less lonely. When you feel that what you are doing well, you
know it's going to work, then it's making some change to somebody,
but you don't feel that much of a mosh around you. It’s about a mosh
really. | don't have a lot of fears and things, so it's not about angst
[fear] or anything. Willem is niet bang [William is not afraid] that’s
the strangest song in the whole world. Hup, daar is Willem met de
waterpomptang... want Willem is niet bang. [Hey, there is William with
the pipe wrench, ‘cause William is not afraid] living on a boat, you
understand what they have to be afraid of.

[All laughing.]

KDJ: Do you feel lonely also, when you're alone, working? Or is it more
the loneliness that you feel when you are...

LW: It is when you stop working. It's when you reach others. Also:
there is a change to one’s relationship to the world. | am objectified.
I am an object. | always politically say: “You are supposed to be an
object, not the subject and ta-da-ta-da-da.” But you are a person and
you have a subjective reality.

KDJ: When do you feel you became an object?

LW: That's been my problem somewhere in the 70s. | didn’t do it.
| never said | was. But in the 70s, something | did, crossed the line.
Once that crossed that line, you can't even feel that you are a polite
person and that everything will be fine. It all changes. It's going to
take me a couple of minutes to wake up. I'm sorry.

SG: No problem.

LW: | mean, to find you something to eat. I'm not a big breakfast
person. That’s the advantage of smoking.

[All laughing.]

LW: I will make fresh coffee and | will cover this body, more or less.
[And after a short pause:]

LW: Thank heaven it's not a video camera.

KDJ: Yes, we are happy about that too, | guess.

LW: Oh, I don't know. You are really speedy this morning. You are like
me: you don’t wear that much, so it’s not that big a problem.

[To Sarah:]

LW: And you are just a pro.
[And to Sophia:]

LW: You | just can't figure out.

[All laughing.]
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LW: I'm serious. | feel like that Mormon television program. The poor
guy: he is not that much of a pig as he is supposed to be, because he
spends his time figuring out what the hell is going on in the other
person’s head. | do like that part of that where he goes to his friend
who is a doctor and says: “l can’t see.” And the doctor says: “You can't
take that much Viagra.”

[All laughing.]

LW: Have you ever taken it?
SG: Yes.

LW: Did you like it?

SG: Yes.

LW: I had one pill once in my life and it never did anything, so | never
took it again, because | know two people who were loosing their
sight. Really, like clouding over and things like that.

KDJ: That's terrible.

LW: | think their relationship would have been terrible if they hadn't,
so, everybody’s got their own problems.

[Lawrence lights his cigarette.]

LW:The problem is that our society has reached a point where, in fact,
that’s the problem with art. We begin to use our desire for things,
because we feel so completely out of it, so completely not related.
| am relating it to something that has to do with people. There is a
desire, but there is no way to figure out what it’s supposed to feel like
or look like, so of course, it's never really satisfying.

[Lawrence takes a sip of coffee.]

LW: That after a while it won't be there anymore, you are more
intellectually interested than physically. That's interesting with art. Art
has become this problem where it's much more about the intellectual
necessity, then it's more a social necessity. It's this vergadering
[conference] thing, where people have to say something that has to
do with something. It's so much easier when you say: “Let’s talk about
time!” Or talk about green. And say you're talking about art, what are
you talking about? And talking about yourself: the kind of work that
I make, you cannot really think much about yourself. You have to step
aside and you have to do it all totally synthetic, because the work
doesn't allow for your personal feelings to come into it. It really doesn't.

KDJ: You mean, specifically your feelings?

LW: Yes, mine. That’s all | know. | don’t know how other people work.
Or why.

KDJ: What | understood yesterday, is that you do want certain people
to react upon it.

LW: I want anybody to react upon it. But then you are a human being:
there are certain people that you prefer if they would react upon
it. But it's anybody. As | said, | am really happy when some hunter
comes in with his family to the museum, only because they feel they
should go to a museum. And then they find themselves perplexed by
something. Anybody’s work. And they say: “Oh, | get it" That’s a luck,
a pleasure principle.
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[Lawrence puffs his cigarette.]
LW: It leaves you in these strange states.
KDJ: What do you mean with ‘these strange states’?

LW: It's this state where you find something and have to find out how
to make my own work relate to me. Because you find yourself that day
thinking in other terms and you don't really want to be somewhere.
But it got you there and now what do you do?

KDJ: Is it some sort of feeling of alienation from the work that you do?

LW: Each time it’s finally finished, yeah. | have to re-adapt to how am |
going to let it function. Because of course, you want to let it function.
Because you made it for other people to function with. You have to de-
cide what you are going to change in your attitude and things like that.

KDJ: Is it for you easier with the work you made in the 70s?

LW: I don't remember. Honestly and truly. This is what the problem was
when | was writing to you, that | don't know what we are supposed
to be discussing: | don't really remember how | felt in the 70s and the
80s. | remember what happened to me. | remember a lousy hotel or a
good hotel, and | remember | felt fine when | went to install. But | don't
remember the impetus at that moment. | am very outer directed as a
human being. The world changes so radically, that | don't know.

KDJ: Does that mean you have feelings about the work that you do
at this very moment?

LW: No, | have feelings when it’s finished. | don't really have feelings
before it's finished, because otherwise | will be altering it to suit.

[All laughing.]

LW: It's true. Whatever | will be doing, it will be a point in the
adaptation of what has fallen into place. | know that sounds very
pretentious. It's not that it's automatic, but you really do have to
follow what you're doing straight through and give it its dignity and
then say: “No, | reject it” So basically, you have to throw the whole
project away and start again, if you really cannot accept it. Or you
find yourself doing something that you realize will be used against
what your core beliefs are. And we all have core beliefs. You didn’t
realize it at the time, because it wasn't something you wanted, it's
just that the material itself led to it.

KDJ: What are your core beliefs?

LW: That the work can be used to propound certain things. That's
the political thing. That's the responsibility of the artist. And it's a
legitimate responsibility. That the work will not be used in a manner
that you probably don't approve of.

KDJ: Do you feel more responsible when you make work for a specific
group of people, like now with the children project?

LW: No, it’s always the same. | don't have a nicy, nicy thing about
children. | just find it sort of interesting to talk to them. Not in any
depth. | don't look to children to make you feel good: you can always
feel good, because children are always a pain in the ass. So, when you
are nice to them, you can always feel good about yourself anyhow. It's
a win win situation: you are nice to them, they feel a little bit better
about themselves. It's a win win and if you are going to make a big fuss

outifit, you are looking for credit. You're not supposed to get rewarded

for doing the right thing. And you have to believe, that maybe you're
going to get punished for doing the wrong thing. You have to keep
it within some sort of reason. No, don't make a big thing out of the
fact that | make editions for children. It's another part of the society,
but don't expect anything or else you're going to end up with that
expectation that bourgeois parents have, that the child becomes a re-
flection of you. That one, | know, ain’t fair. And it probably ain‘t a good
idea. And I am going to make some more coffee, before we all die.

[Lawrence goes to the kitchen to make more coffee. Sound of
coffee beans being ground. Karlyn joins Lawrence in the kitchen
to brush her teeth.]

LW: That’s a good idea.
KDJ: I think so too.

LW: | can get away with it, because | smell of cigarettes anyhow. So,
it doesn’t matter.

[All laughing. Sound of Karlyn brushing her teeth. Sophia and Sarah
pack one of the sleeping bags. Karlyn also comes to help to collect
all their things and prepare to have everything packed for when they
have to leave at 12 am. Lawrence comes back to the table.]

LW: One more cigarette and | will get dressed.

[Lawrence rolls his cigarette.]
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LW: That was very odd. Wasn't it strange to be married to somebody
dressed up like Elvis Presley?

[Lawrence chuckles.]

LW: In Las Vegas? Didn't you think it was like Las Vegas when you
were waking up? What if | cut myself in two?

KDJ: I am happy.

LW: I am so pleased. That's good. Yeah, me too. But...
[Lawrence sighs.]

LW: I don’t know about tomorrow.

[All laughing. Water is being poured into the glasses.]
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LW: At least we know she doesn't snore.
[They make jokes.]

LW: This thing about fear and trembling and angst as if that was the
problem, | don’'t mean to be populist about this, that's why I'm so
reluctant sometimes and why | can make jokes: don’t you think it’s
just as difficult for anybody who does anything?

KDJ: Probably.

LW: Probably. I have no way of knowing; it's just that you sort of take it
for granted that you might just be the same thing. So, they make such a
big deal about it for artists, but it's part of the reason why you get paid.

[Lawrence lights his cigarette.]

LW: It’s used to be a joke to explain to children why you don’t want to
be bothered or explain to someone what is going on. It is invariably
a problem of making things, that there is essentially not the fear of
failure, but the fear of not being able to engage.

KDJ: Do you mean that as in ‘being excluded’?

LW: No, not to be able to engage. You see alienation as a problem, but
that’s because you haven’'t made that decision to try to make art. Once
you have made that decision, you're very much like a diagnostic doc-
tor. Not to make a silly analogy, but you have absolutely no idea what
you're going to find when you go into something. Artists used to feel

very romantic and probably still do, | do as well. If you really carry

what you're thinking, you can go mad in terms of the society: you
don't fit in anymore. But | don't mean not fitting in as not being ap-
preciated. It's not easy to not be appreciated. | mean, I've been a lucky
person: | started a conversation and there were people to talk to. An
awful lot of people started conversations as artists and nobody will
talk to them. They get a little subsidie [subsidy] and they really are se-
rious, but nobody wants to have a conversation. So | think what hap-
pened was, and that’s where that term conceptual art and where it all
came in, that there were people intelligent enough to realize that the
profession was going to leave them left out sometimes. And in order
to cover that, they began today to talk things to death. They began
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to rationalize things to death. That’s the same reason why you start
conferences, you will be sure that there will be somebody around to
talk to. It's a hard one, isn't it? | don’t think it was a good idea. | think,
it's still one of those funny things where artists are supposed to take
the risk, that what they do will engage the conversation and what
they have to say about it.

[Lawrence puffs his cigarette.]

LW: | wish, if | hadn’t had this interaction, this political activity as a
child, | wish | were closer sometimes to the artists who really don't
talk. You never see them in public; they never go out. The problem is
that they then become gurus. | don’t want to be a guru. | don't know
how to balance it. | like engaging in a conversation about things,
like the four of us. But | don't like engaging in a conversation about
me. Not because I'm a private person, because | really don’t have a
fucking idea of what I'm thinking today. | don’t know how I feel now
about this. You asked me about this evaluation, but you have no idea
what you're supposed to say.

KDJ: But that could also be something. If you don’t know what to say,
you don't know what to say. That's also fine.

LW: You do know what to say, but you don't know how to phrase it.
That's the problem. And that’s the problem about installation. That’s
right back into the circle of the first question. Installation is: you do
know what to say; you don’t know what syntax to put it in. You have a
political syntax you would like to hold to. You believe grammar means
something. You also have an interaction syntax. And you may think
that your relationship to the rest of the world means something. It
goes on and on like that, doesn't it?

[Lawrence puffs his cigarette.]

LW:Those are all questions. But they are all questions you have to ask
every day.

KDJ: Are they questions that for you require an answer, or is it just
what keeps you going?

LW: They require an answer every day or every two days, but let’s not
dramatize all of this. But in fact: let’s not demean it. This existential
quest that artists have of finding a place for the work within the
world for a dialogue. One has a tendency to overinflate it. But don't
demean it. It's a balance thing. | don't feel I'm against the world, that
I'm fighting the world. But | do feel that I'm in a situation where, if |
don't get it right, the conversation will stop. And then you have to
waste all this time to start the conversation again. And it wastes a
lot of time. And it has nothing to do with this advancement of age
and all of that stuff that you have less time. You really don't notice
that, you really don't think that. If you have been in a relationship,
you can always relate it to that: every intellectual is in a relationship
with society. Where everything can get on your nerves that day and
yet you know you only have three days together before the other
one has to get on the plane. You end up schlepping around, while all
you wanted was three or four hours for yourself. And when you're by
yourself, all you can think about is this other thing. So, you have no
idea of where you are or what you're doing. Why shouldn’t that be the
same problem for an artist? It's not about outside things that happen,
it's about your own mentality and your own problem.
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KDJ: Is that also the romanticism you were talking about?

LW: | think romanticism is when you decide you are an intellectual. It
is a very romantic decision. | shall existentially be responsible for the
decisions | make. Bullshit. But we really want to believe it, don’t we?

[All laughing.]

LW: You don't get the whole full implications. That's what everybody
thinks about everybody else. They don’t get the whole full implications.
You don't understand. It's not that you don’t understand that he or
she doesn’t understand you. It's that they don't understand the full
implications and yes, they are very good at what they do. But they
don't get the rest of it. You have to believe that in order for you to do
all the little bullshit you have to do, from the taxes to the forms to the
other things. It's true. That’s what | meant: it’s all part of the human
condition. That's why | really do believe that making art is one of the
things that really should be integrated in our society. There has to be
somebody who can ask questions. And not be the bitch. And still keep
asking questions. It’s a strange balance.

KDJ: You have said that your work is without metaphor. What do you
mean with that exactly?

LW: That it doesn't mean anything other than that. That even if |
know how to use it for something, | am not supposed to impose it
on somebody else. Because that takes away the richness of the work.
That's the Caspar David Friedrich thing from before: it doesn’t matter
what the work looks like, it's a matter of what the work portends.
Portends not what the work pretends or what it acts like, what it says
will happen. Once you will accept that existential responsibility, in
fact, | really feel | have been saying the same things for 40 years and
it's bothering me.

[Lawrence tells an anecdote about a friend of his.]

LW: You really, not romantically, think that if you do it well, it'll
make you a better person. | don’t think my work is going to make
anybody else a better person. It's just going to make them aware
of the responsibility for the wrong choices they are making. That’s
different, that's the anger part of it. | don't believe that | can change
somebody’s life. What I'm going to do is to confront them with the
decisions they are making, concerning even their relationship to an
ashtray. It doesn't much matter.

KDJ: Do you feel that has got something to do with ethics?
[Lawrence lights his cigarette.]
KDJ: With the feeling of good or bad?

LW: I'm not a religious person, as | said. | am not going to spend any
time deciding whether there is a godhead or not. But do remember
what the Jesuits always believed: ethica and aesthetica is the same
word.“She walks with grace through the day.” Ethica and aesthetica is
the same word for a group of people who do believe in God.

[Lawrence takes a sip of his coffee.]

LW: There is no double meaning. You can say ethics, you can say
aesthetics. It's the same word.

KDJ: Do you think your work is aesthetic?
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LW: Oh, of course it's aesthetic. It's not in dialogue with dead people.
It tries not to waste the time. You know, if somebody has figured out
the cure for something, and it's working, move on. You might get an
insight and make a better cure, but just move on. And if you have to
give credit to somebody because he got it right, that’s fine, isn't it?
But if you base that what you're doing only on the fact that they got
it right, | don't see the relationship. That’s the major problem we are
having with contemporary philosophy. You can't keep making things
just to get credit. And in order to get the credit you have to associate it
with something else, you will end up being the Japanese De Kooning.
Which still means that you do make a very decent painting that makes
sense, but it doesn't tell anybody anything they didn’t know before.

[Lawrence lights his cigarette.]

KDJ: Is that the morality that you are looking for? Did you want to
give people the opportunity to think new things or to learn more?

LW: Maybe, for them to take... Everybody is in a different situation, and
if you're paying attention, maybe to give them the tools that what they
make could be more useful to you. Maybe it’s not altruistic. Don't you
think that if one can figure out this XX, XY, correctly, it would make your
daily life a little bit more amusing? So, it’s not about altruism, is it? That
is at this point, what I'm caught in between. I'm desperately trying to
figure out what the essence of a line is. What does somebody mean
when they say:“Draws like a man, draws like a girl."What do they mean
exactly, when you are not sure what you are supposed to be meaning.
You have a synthetic thing you tell yourself every day what you want to
be, but that has nothing to do with what you are.

KDJ:Isn't it because you are in a certain way, that you make the things
you make?

LW: That's for you to figure out, not for me. If I'm having difficulties,
I know I'm very complicated to be around. If | find myself with really
imponderable things, where | can’'t get an answer, but | am working
towards it, | find the reactions of other people much nicer and you're
really basically functioning better.

[Lawrence sips his coffee.]

LW: Or so it feels to me.

[The sound of a boat through the water.]
LW: Some boat going through the water.
SG: An icebreaker.

LW: No, somebody trying to get to work and not wanting to use their
tram card, so they are taking the boat. Or they have to get their boat
to a shipyard or something.

[Lawrence tells anecdotes about the boat and a car crash in California.]
SG: Do you still have problems because of your car crash?

LW: Yeah, here.

[Lawrence points to his throat.]

LW: | had to teach myself how to talk again. | had to do the whole
thing and we didn’t have any money for physiotherapy. | remember
that two weeks later | had to be on a plane to Zurich and the
woman next to me had a mirror. | asked if | could borrow it. And
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| remember sitting there figuring out how the hell to put words
together. It worked.

SG: You don't notice anything.
LW: You hear it because | talk a lot from back here.
[Lawrence points to his throat again.]

LW: Rather than from up front. Everybody has problems with
everything: if you had a skiing accident, you walk differently.

KDJ: It is remarkable that someone who is so involved with language...
LW: What has language got to do with speaking?
KDJ: Maybe nothing...

LW: You're falling back into that pattern, that each thing has its own
specifics. It doesn't. That's why it’s so strange to make sculpture that
can be told to somebody, without losing anything. “This on top of
that” physically is language. You are showing somebody a sign.
Speaking it, writing it, it’s all the same, isn't it? It is not any different.
We are repressed by it. And the thing that troubles me about smoking
so much is that | have always been troubled that my voice has gotten
so deep. Because it's a mistake that there is an authority there. | don't
know where that came societally.

[Lawrence shows his notebook and tells an anecdote about the effect
of a voice and using his voice in public.]

LW: It should carry. But in our society everything is read in a different
way. We will never get rid of that, there is nothing you can do. | am so
tired of subjective art. And yet, in order to make what you make, you
basically have to be subjective with yourself. We've been talking for a
day, and we haven't been able to determine that difference between
making something, showing something and being something.

KDJ: For you they are three different things.

LW: For me, yes, they are three different things. And | think in reality
they are three different things.

[Lawrence takes a sip of coffee.]

LW: I cannot get it together this morning. We didn’t drink a lot and it
wasn't very strong dope. It was good though, because everybody got
a little bit of sleep because of it. We got warmer though afterwards.
Did you notice?

KDJ: 1 did.

LW: How genuinely odd. One began to appreciate the little corner
of the blanket. It's been years and years and years since we were
this cold on the boat. It's a remembrance of what it used to be like.
Because it used to be really awful. For the last couple of years, maybe
the climate was different. It's been so comfortable on the boat.

[They continue to speak about the cold in Holland.]

KDJ: Lawrence, can | ask you for the evaluation part?

LW: Why do you ask me if you are going to fucking do it anyway?
[All laughing.]

LW: I just love this.

SG: Just trying to be polite.

LW: We all went to Las Vegas, we all came back. We got our certificate,
leave it be! You don't have to keep asking.

[All laughing.]
LW: May | brush my teeth? Darling my feet are cold, | am so sorry.

KDJ: You may not be able to put it in one way, but could you give an
answer or three? What did you think of the whole 22 hours, so far?

LW: My god, is it 22 hours? Do we only have two hours for opruimen
[cleaning up] and get it together? | don't know how you put the
couch back. There must be a way.

[Lawrence takes a deep breath.]

LW: Let’s put it positively first. For me, from my standpoint, because
of having made these shows and because of lifestyle difficulties and
things, it took me a little out of domesticity for a while. It took me
out of the stream of life. Yes, so it cleared my head a little bit. And |
realized that a lot of the questions I've been asking myself probably
are unnecessary. But it brought up other questions about inter-
relationships and it put you back in a situation about what is now
a common conversation about what constitutes commune, how
do you constitute commune, it's all an attempt to develop a com-
mune, either synthetic or why it’s needed | have no idea, but it is.
On that level it was okay. | don't know what you can get out of this.
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Maybe it's best to take out the bon mots. We were all trying so hard
to be comfortable with each other, that we were not paying so much
attention to form. It would be like a performing group or a rock'n roll
group that comes together for jamming. That’s not a performance
and once you put things in a book it's a performance. You do have
an obligation to make that performance as professional, as dramatic,
as interesting for other people. But we got too comfortable. That’s
the point. That's an interesting thing about this responsibility thing.
Everybody wants to have fun when they're working. But if you get
too comfortable, you're forgetting that you're making this synthetic
thing that’s going to have to exist without people knowing that you
were at that moment comfortable. The jazz is a good example: if you
look at jazz musicians getting stoned together, they are just playing.
Especially when they are totally different, it's really charming, but it
ain't music. Music is something that when it’s given, that when it’s on
a scratchy cassette and somebody hears it, it has the real function: it
does something, it is something. That's what | thought about. That
maybe it isn’t that possible to be comfortable and work. There was
no real discomfort. The only discomfort was the physical thing which
we all have to deal with: the cold and, thank heaven, not the dark,
because we fixed the light. That was my obsession: that it was just
going to be so heavy because the light wasn’t working.

[Lawrence chuckles.]

LW: But the light was fine. It's a very nice space here to work. That
was what | was thinking of as well. It was worth the difficulty of
somebody finding another place to sleep and everything else not
to get interfered with it, because you're in the middle of the city.
You're in the middle of the city, but you're also floating in shag.
It has its own magic, in a way. Other than that, | don't have many
thoughts. Do you?

[Lawrence points to Sophia and says:]
LW: You can’t blame her for everything.
[All laughing.]

LW: It's easy, but you can't do it.

KDJ: Before | answer your question... The idea of this project was
to talk honestly and get as much information out of you in these 24
hours, with the four of us in one room. When we make a book out if
this, is that uninteresting for you to read? Why doesn't it work for you
when it is too comfortable?

LW: Not that it doesn’t work.
[Lawrence looks at the computer.]

LW: I don’t know what you got on there. It will be a lot of work on your
part, but you are supposed to be an intellectual. You are supposed
to go through all the crap around it and find the three words or the
three sentences. That was what | was going to suggest: that the size
of the book is not the question. Somebody opens it up, they find a
conversation that went on that has some meaning. | use the word ste-
vig [solid], but that’s dignity to me. Stevigheid [solidity] is a nice dignity,
because it is false: you pulled yourself together to walk down the street.
That's more stevigheid than anything else. It’s not really strength, you
pulled it together and gave the other people the dignity that you are do-
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ing a performance. That's important to me. As we were talking, | began
to realize that personally | am very tired of reading all this stuff that's
trying to humanize somebody. In fact: artists and intellectuals are not
human. They are human, but they are not human in the sense that they
are normal. They have to put it together in some way that it carries that
nobody has to know how it happened, but the people can use it. | kept
thinking in terms of performance, more than | did in terms of content.
As | said, I'm not frightened of content; | basically know that all the bad
thoughts | thought, | said out loud. Somewhere along the line. That’s the
advantage of being a public person for 40 years.

[Karlyn’s phone rings. She puts it away.]
LW: You can answer.

KDJ: No, no. | have one hour and 43 minutes with you and I'm going
to take them.

[All laughing.]

LW: Well, I'm going to put some clothes on. While we talk, if nobody
minds. You can phrase it: it takes me three minutes to put on a pair
of stockings. | am just as cold with clothes on as | am without. So, it
makes absolutely no difference to me.

[All laughing.]
LW: 1 don't like sleeping with things on.

[Lawrence starts telling about sleeping naked being in the Arctic and
his next film.]

LW: | don't have all that much to say. My work only works with a
receiver. | can make beautiful things all day, but as long as they don't
react with somebody, they are not functioning as art.

KDJ: What do you feel you do when you are directing? You just said
that you feel like an object, but when you are directing...

LW: That's different, that's synthetic. Then everybody comes
together, like we did here, and we make an accord of how we are
going to function. They can argue, they can talk, everybody has the
conversation. But once the red light goes on you don't lose yourself
by letting somebody else be the director, somebody be the actor and
another be the soundman. When the red light goes off again, they
will say: “What the hell did you do that for?”

[All laughing.]

LW: But no questions during it. Because you have accepted it. In the ideal
world of cinema, as it should be in the ideal world of art, you accord
people roles. And one person is in charge of putting it together. There
can only be one chef. But there have to be four or five good sous-chefs.
Thenit's no longer a hierarchy, is it? Everybody has taken on a role. That's
not what you're born into or who you are: you've taken on a role.

[Lawrence pauses.]

LW: It's nice, because if you take on the role and you fulfill it, your
project roles. You get a role. And every once in a while in the last 22
1/2 hours there has been a role. Or: | think there has been. | really
don't know. And we didn't have to be self-conscious about anything
physical, because we were not being filmed. The video is really a
terror. Film is not really such a terror because it's expensive and so

complicated to get on that each thing becomes totally synthetic. With

video there is the tendency that it doesn’t matter because it doesn’t
cost anything. You all let it go. | don't like “Oh, let it go." | would really
much rather prefer to put in three solid hours working on something
and get it over with than when you would have this wonderful life of
creativity that goes on and on and on. That’s not my nature. | don't
mind: there is a point and you damn well do it.

[Lawrence decides not to take a shower and just put clothes on.]
KDJ: Do you shower every day, usually?

LW: Yeah. Even: you talked about the hitchhiking, | washed.|am one
of those people who has to get their head wet for some reason. And
it's funny, because | don't have hair on the top of my head. It's not
about that. You clean yourself off in some way. Everybody has their
own little ritual.

KDJ: Since when do you have your beard?

LW: It's genetic. | don't know. A long time. | don’t know why or not why,
but it is. That's fine. Also | don't like that male thing that you get up in
the morning and that there is this ritual. There is no ritual, there is just
a matter of occasion. That’s it, it's just there. That's why people have
long hair: they don't have to think about it. That is no longer part of
the whole geist [spirit]. They don't participate in some certain gender
ritual. You just get up in the morning and get clean: you just brush
your teeth and you're fine, | think. We don’t know why we do certain
things. To make things out of it is really always rather silly.

KDJ: But you do seem to care a lot about what you look like.

LW: Doesn't everybody? But that's far more about what you put on
than what you are. Except for my getting a belly now, which | really
don't know what to do with.

[All laughing.]

LW:1I'm 68, what can | do? That comes with choices. You can take time
off from working and do the gym. But you can’t do both. And being a
little dissatisfied with things is not such a bad thing.

KDJ: Is dissatisfaction something that keeps you going?

LW: Again there is this thing between aspire and desire. | really don't
know.The more I getto the point where lam supposed to have a distance,
the less distance | seem to have. So that’s an interesting thing. They say:
“Well, you're looking at an artist” And they have been a public person
for 30 years, that's a long time. And they are upset about sometimes
being objectified, because they are a person too. And nobody takes it
into consideration but they have feelings too, or fears or anxieties. And
yet, instead of wisdom, what you get the more you work in the world
is more and more lack of distance rather than distance. The distance
in your mind is more and more read as cynicism. | think nobody really
wants to intentionally become cynical. They become cynical and that’s
the one thing you have to be very, very careful of. That, on a personal
level, is the major danger of being a lucky artist. That you can function
in the world is that you have a tendency, just because you're tired, to let
yourself become cynical. That you have to fight against. Unless you are a
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good person and | guess | am not a good person. I'm just as tempted by
all the things that make life a little bit easier. You really have to:“Hey, hey."
Maybe you can do that better than anybody in the whole world, but
what do you pay? What do you get upset about? Just do it, it'll be fine.
The minute that happens, once or twice, | watched people | had great
respect for that I've lost interest in, it's true. You get the feeling that you
are able to do something that somebody else has not yet shown that
they can do. It's not an answer; it still has to be exactly how it is supposed
to be, or else you really fuck yourself and you fuck the whole world over.
You have not fulfilled your responsibility. | much rather make a bad
work, than a cynical work. And | have made bad works, and that later
“Oh my God! I've changed them in the works book, the Green book. You
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notice, | show where the changes occur over time, because after the 70s
it was no longer necessary to say: “In relation to.” The relation became
another sculptural gesture. But | used to show people the relation, the
context that they are having put it into its place. It was an attempt to
communicate. But it has entered the culture. The few people who don't
accept that it has entered the culture, and not know that they have the
right to reject it, you can't worry about them all the time.

KDJ: So this placing, if you can call it that, became less important to
you over the years?

LW: No, placing became more important. But the explanation |
began to realize, putting it in the context that was taking away the
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MIRRORED SILVER VINYL WITH MATTE BLACK & MATTE RED VINYL
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possibilities for other people. They had to put it in that context.
Putting it in that context in the 70s, it had a reason. It doesn’t have a
reason in 2010. Anybody who doesn’t know they are looking at art:
that is really and truly their problem. And their fault. It's the same as
people saying: “Well, that’s not music.” But of course it's music, you
don’t want to dance to it.

KDJ: Yes, that's a different story.

LW: That's a totally different story. In the 70s we used to believe that
we were reaching the public that had no way to know what we have
been lucky enough to find out and see and be in. Bullshit. | am more
socially minded now. | basically give people the dignity and when

they fuck up, they fuck up. So therefore you change your work and
you change the presentation, but you don’t change the essence. The
essence is still that relation from human beings to objects. Now, if
you will excuse me for five minutes.

KDJ: Sure, sure.

[Lawrence gets up from the table.]

LW: | also feel absolutely insane having slept in underpants.
[All laughing.]

LW: It's this social pressure.

33



DISPLACING BY VIRTUE
OF INHERENT NSTBLY

- 2 B —ml
e

SAND

=5 |FERROUS OXIDE

_ i E ELHEH

[All laughing. Lawrence goes to his bedroom. Karlyn, Sarah and
Sophia talk in Dutch about how things are going this morning. Then
they start doing the dishes and pack the rest of their stuff. Lawrence
comes back and signs the books Karlyn and Sarah brought. Then he
starts looking for things he can give the women as a present.]

KDJ: You made about 70 artists books, didn’t you?

LW: | have no idea and you know what? It's a good idea that | don't
know how many | did. | believe in making books and things.

[Lawrence puts his presents on the table.]

LW: What you are getting now is not such a big deal, it's just what I've
been able to find on the boat.

SG: A few weeks ago, Karlyn and | were in a bar in Venice and all of a
sudden Karlyn was like: “"Hey, there’s a Lawrence Weiner.”

LW: On the mirror.
KDJ: Exactly!

LW: That was part of my deal: | would participate if they would just let
me put that thing, which we installed without any explanation. And
it worked.

KDJ: We were actually just discussing this project with you and then
suddenly | saw that mirror.

SG: Nobody knew, but we knew.

LW: They know it was there. That's really sufficient, isn't it? Look, as |
said, | got an ego like anybody else.

[Lawrence is looking for more things. Karlyn and Sarah admire the
presents they have gotten. Lawrence returns with a DVD. They talk
about the film and continue to speak about relationships.]

KDJ: Lawrence, you just said that the relationship of human beings
to objects was already important for you from the beginning of
your career...
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HAVING SPACE BY VIRTUE
OF INHERENT MOVEMENT

LW: That's pretty obvious. | always think that’s the way people think.
That's terribly profound. In fact, what the fuck is making a painting
and putting it on the wall? It's a relation of human beings to objects.

KDJ: But you have also said that you yourself are an object.
LW: No, sometimes | feel, I'm being treated like an object.
[Lawrence gets some vitamin C.]

LW: | feel that sometimes people forget that | might have... People
talk about me in the third person in front of me. And they have for the
last 30 years. | find that extremely rude.

[Lawrence walks away from the table and then returns.]

LW: | feel sometimes that | am seen as an object. That gets to you
sometimes.

[Lawrence takes the PERSONAL STRUCTURES book.]
LW: Is this for me, by the way?

SG: Yes.

KDJ: Yes, that's for you.

[Lawrence picks up the book, flips some pages and sees the interview
with Hamish Fulton. He then starts an anecdote about being with
Hamish Fulton on a tour in Japan.]

LW: | have some trouble with my leg.
KDJ: You seem to be working standing, isn't that difficult with your leg?

LW: | have to move around. So, | have to have a place where | can
walk. Here | go out upon the deck.

[Lawrence coughs.]

LW: Sometimes | don’t go on the land for a whole two days. It's all about
motion. It's all about drawing. Which is really rather interesting, that the
work is so outside of what people think it is. In fact it’s really all about
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drawing. If you can draw it, if you can put it together, then the work
falls into place. Otherwise: how is the work going to get its grace? It's
then going to rely on maciage, if you don't do it that way. You can’t have
things rely on maciage. If you look at it from the fashion world: after
a while it's going to be a little cakey. And that wasn't the point. It's a
non-understanding of what goes on. You can do it from the essence
correctly, then you don't have to worry about all this stuff that you have
to hang on in order to make it work.

KDJ: You just said that you have the feeling you've been repeating the
same thing for the past 40 years.

LW:You see, | hear itand it drives me... | want to turn off the bed. That
sounds crazy.

[Lawrence walks away to the bedroom and says:]
LW: It drives me absolutely, completely bonkers.
SG: | did turn off the electric blanket.

LW: Oh, you did?

[Lawrence is in the bedroom. Karlyn asks Sarah in Dutch about her
experience with the electric blanket. Lawrence returns to the table.]

LW: Well, | must say we have survived sort of well. Obviously, we have
been trying to take care of each other’s needs.

[Lawrence looks at the poster he has just given as a present.]

LW: 1 like that poster a lot. And | just happened to find some on board.
KDJ: Why do you like it so much?

LW: | love the way it works.

[Sarah points to something on the poster.]

SG: You often have these...

LW: That means something. It's a vector point. It's a vector that
accepts the fact that you move from A to B. But there is something in
between. You don't have to make a big fuss about it. You just have to
use it as language. It's simple, but | love simple posters.

[They continue to speak about working together with other people.]
KDJ: Why does this volgens mij [according to me] bother you so much?

LW: | don't know why they do, but it is so fucking boring. You say:
“Is that green?” Nou, volgens mij is het een beetje groen, maar ook een
beetje blauw [Well, according to me it is a little green, but a little blue as
well]. Volgens mij: it is or it isn't. It's actually somebody telling you that
what they are saying, is the way it is. It's one of those conventions that
people use, that allows them to be very pompous. It's a trick. It's like:
“I don't know much about that, but...” | don't think we need all these
tricks. Or maybe somebody else does, but the four of us don't need it
because we all are who we are. Now | got dressed and now I'm cold.

[Sarah asks about an artwork hanging above the table. Lawrence
lights a cigarette and tells about the work and anecdotes about the
artist. Then the conversation returns to relationships.]

LW: Do you know what it’s like, again being an object, where
everywhere you go, people are asking you and they push the oth-
er person out of the way? And in fact, all you've gone out for is to




buy cheese. Your life just takes over. It makes the relationship almost
impossible. It makes it harder and harder and harder. Each succeeding
day you get more objectified into the culture. You asked for honesty.
And it makes interpersonal relations impossible. You cannot really
relate to somebody. I'm not a particularly heavy sort of person. | have
my quirks about being possessive, just the same as everybody else
has. But in fact, I'm not. And you cannot have any relationship with
anybody, because you overwhelm them. But you don't. It’s a societal
thing that does. And | find that a bit difficult sometimes, quite frankly.
One can't even play, because by the virtue of the society one person
is in another position. And it’s not a necessity. You wanted to know
what one got from the 24 hours? That it's a relief for me that we were
able, even though we were constantly talking about me, to deal with
ourselves without having to ‘ass kiss, without all that stuff. For real:
everybody is who they are, and they are what they are and it’s not
going to change. That's the way life is. That’s why maybe | am more
aware of being an object. Otherwise it really doesn’t bother me. But
really, it makes interpersonal relationships so difficult.

KDJ: You do seem to have a lot of friends. You do seem to have good
relationships with other artists, friendships that go back a long time.

LW: Yes, but they do things that interest me. Why shouldn’t I? And
also a lot of it is professional. It's just affectionate professional. And |
don't see why professionally you cannot be affectionate.

KDJ: Do you then consider these people as friends?

LW: 1 don't know anything. You know, I've been in the art world for so
long. It’s the only world | know. That’s what | was trying to explain to
you: I'm not the kind of person to ask. I've been doing this since I'm
18. That's weird, that’s very kinky. | mean really out there with 18. It
took me a year and a half to get it out there. | don’t have any other
concept of the world. | don't get it. | really am the idiot savant. Not
quotable. | don’t know. You ask a strange question. | like artists. A stu-
dent is the person who's chosen the profession you've chosen. Why
wouldn't you like them? Even if they are trying to knock you off the
chair, so they can get on the chair or on top of the table. That's all part
of the job. All that old-fashioned stuff, if you look at the rhetoric from
the 70s, my positioning: it's a gunfighter, you can sit and have a drink
or play poker, but if you get up, it's about who is faster, that lives. It's
the job you chose. So, you can feel badly about somebody loosing it,
but you can't really take responsibility for it. For it is part of the job. If
you want it not to be part of the job, then you have to change the job.

KDJ: How long do you want to continue making art? Until the day
you die?

LW: | don't even think it's a question, what else would | do? | could go
and sit on the beach or to the Caribbean and be a famous artist and
being on the beach for a couple of years. As long as that lasts. But |
don’t think it will be very interesting. | have a need to make art. But it
is not a compulsion. It is the only way | can judge my relationship to
the rest of the world. Otherwise, | don’t have any sense of what my
relationship to the world is. | don't know what you do in the morn-
ing, but even this morning | was lying on the bed and | was just trying
to think of how to finish up what you needed and that | really didn't
like the idea that even the people | am enthusiastic about,... | would
appreciate it if you would just say:“l have a friend.”You can change that,
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that'’s editorially allowed. | am sort of socially polite: I'm not going to
say what I'm thinking, not about other people. Unless they've crossed
the line. If somebody rapes someone, then I'm going to talk out loud.
I really don't feel | have to be apologetic for them.

KDJ: If you say something like that, | do feel that you have a very
strong ethics...

LW: Obviously, | have the same desires as other people. But | have
trained myself over the years not to do it. The concept of ‘concubinage’
is really rather a pleasant prospect. It genuinely is. Basically, you think
it. But it's like | said: you really are not supposed to eat babies. So, es-
sentially you don't. But you're not going to run around preaching that
you're not supposed to eat babies. And you're certainly not going to get
any credit for doing that. It doesn’t mean you haven't thought about it.
Underneath this polite demeanor, there is a seething mass. You have no
idea about God knows what. | am very serious. We are human beings in
a society. You make your choices and you basically make them because
you think they are the right choice. And you just don’t do things. Some
things are a no-no. That's about crossing the line. And why cross the line
when basically you can zorg voor jezelf [take care of yourself] in a man-
ner that's reasonable. Why cross the line? Just because you can?

KDJ: Yesterday you have mentioned three ‘'no’s; are these the no-no’s?
Racism, Fascism and Sexism?

LW: That pretty much covers everything, doesn't it? Yeah, you can't have
concubinage without sexism. Where you really and truly don't think, but
it works. And racism is racism. Like | said, you lose your freedom with rac-
ism: you can't say that you don't like something. Why would you give up
your freedom? Basically you give everybody the same dignity, when you
say: “You've made the wrong choice.” “Your lifestyle really sucks. That's
not racism. That’s just 'your lifestyle really sucks; in relation to me. | don’t
want it. Fascism is something else: that’s organized religion, that'’s the
state, that's people telling you that there are ‘givens, and they are for-
ever. And you are not supposed to question them. That’s about heresy.
That's why | did all these seminars on heresy. Where this heresy comes
into the art world, it's really true: you can be a heretic. In fact, you cannot
not be heretic. If you want to be, if you aspire to be somebody, that's
heresy. If you reject what they are supposing, that's heresy. It's the same
thing. It’s the contentions that we've been given, because of Aristotle,
pro and con. It doesn't leave anything open, but we live in a world of cell
phones and computers. That explains to you every day in their existence
that there is a minimum for right answers. Minimum. And that’s the start
of the whole conversation. We live in a world where simultaneous reality
is a political necessity to understand.

[Lawrence tells about his piece on the Spuiin Amsterdam.]

LW: Art is supposed to do that. Art is supposed to bring these mate-
rial facts, that people have these heavy, heavy beliefs. And in fact,
if they would turn around they would just look at the wall. A dry-
wall that has been built somewhere in the field. All of their beliefs
don’t make any sense. Their physical world belies their emotional
and religious world. That’s what art is about. That’s what the whole
thing is about. It's about asking a question by showing a fact. Not
by asking a question. Because otherwise it’s just volgens mij.“l had
an insight. Oh, | had a realization” It's not about that. Art is about
putting the stuff itself right out there. | think; volgens mij.
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HERMANN NITSCH
UNDER MY SKIN

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #02
By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold
Museo Hermann Nitsch, Napoli, Italy, 23 May 2010

In May 2010, Karlyn and Sarah were ‘crucified’ in Hermann Nitsch’s
130th Aktion, in Naples, Italy. In the week before the actual event,
they took part in the rehearsals and met Nitsch every day to talk with
him about experiencing life and his Orgien Mysterien Theater. On the
day of the Aktion, Karlyn and Sarah were blindfolded, naked, bound
to their crosses, to feel, hear, taste and smell all that was happening
to them in the Museo Hermann Nitsch.

HERMANN NITSCH: UNDER MY SKIN has been published as a limited
edition. The edition comprises 250 copies of which 50 Deluxe, numbered
from 1 to 50, and 50 DeLuxe hors commerce, numbered from I to L. The 150
Standard copies are numbered from 51 to 200. Each item of this limited
edition consists of a book and a DVD of the 130" Aktion by Hermann
Nitsch in a case, housed together in a cassette. The DeLuxe edition is signed
by the artist and additionally contains a piece of bloodstained cloth
originating from the 130" Aktion of the Orgien Mysterien Theater. The
following text is an excerpt of one of the conversations Sarah and Karlyn
had with Nitsch, during their time in Naples, Italy.

Karlyn De Jongh: For me, being part of your Aktion is also a sexual experi-
ence. When | was 15 years old, | already had strong thoughts about your
Aktion, and also yesterday evening | masturbated while thinking about it.

Hermann Nitsch: Now | have to put something forward, there
definitely is a Pan-theism and a Pan-sexuality or Pan-eroticism.
For me, everything is erotic, every moment, every flower.
Therefore, something like e.g. Otto Mihl makes, that | do not
need at all. If people criticize me that far too few erotic things
occur in my work, then people do not understand the handwriting.
So, there is not only a Pan-theism, but also a Pan-erotic. This is
something | have always known; therefore, your behavior does
not surprise me.

Sarah Gold: Now it is up to us to report how we experience this week
with you and as a bonus, we hope that we get to hear from you how
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you experience it. Because, after all the literature that is written
about you and all the thoughts we have, we believe there is even

much more inside of Nitsch.

HN: I hope there is. | have no secondary education, because | was
thrown out of every school, but even so, | became a professor
and doctor, even without taking the civil and academic efforts
| reached it anyway and | am proud of that, but it was life itself
which made me who | am today. Unfortunately, | have achieved
all this after my mother died, she would have loved to see it.

KDJ: But perhaps she knew that you would be able to do it.

HN: She knew it exactly. She always scolded me and asked, “Why
are you doing this nonsense? Why don’t you go to a bank, or be-
come a schoolteacher? But, whenever | had visitors in my mother’s
apartment and | was, for example, on the toilet, she expressed her
pride to these people. Under the bed, she kept old drawings of
me, which she then showed to them. If | had not done my work
anymore, my work that she so hated, then my mother would have
been bitterly disappointed. Basically, she believed in me.

SG: Do you have any idea why you made this so called ‘nonsense’?

HN: In a positive way, you come very close to me now. Now | will
not answer you with academic rubbish, but | made it because |
was convinced that it was necessary and still is. To work in this
way and to question the world in this way. Christ said: “What is
truth?” It was Pontius Pilate and Pilate makes an incredibly great
figure in the New Testament. The fact that he washed his hands
and really did not want to have anything to do with politics and,
then plainly asks: “What is truth?” | want that too. | have always
fought for the truth. One cannot reach the truth, but you can
move in the direction of the truth. | never wanted to improve
the world as a whole for that, the world is far too great, too diffi-




cult, too complex. You can only extract great moments from the
world, in terms of large deep experiences that penetrate into
being. But Being is actually the thing in itself. Since everything
is inside of it: the terrible abyss, and the glorious splendor, the
greatest moments of joy and the deepest holes. And yes, | have
always fought. | would say, it was for the truth of Being.

SG: Have you fought for us, for the other, or more for yourself?

HN: That is all in one round. For example, it is the nature of art
that she is altruistic, that she is there for others. If Beethoven
would be sitting here now, with his last string quartet, then that
is transferable. Art is a language in which moments of joy and
deep experiences of Being can be transferred to thousands of
people. Would that not be the case, then art would be without
purpose and not socially intimate and it would to a large extent
not be useful, which art really is.

KDJ: Now you have been creating your work for about 50 years.
Having lived in Vienna | am of the opinion that the Viennese Ac-
tionism was destined to arise there, have you been able to change
something? Have you in your environment, or perhaps even to a
larger extent, made a difference?

HN: Look, a great example for me is Freud. Whether the thera-
peutic success of Freud was really so great is a question | do not
want and even cannot answer. But he had a great influence on
our whole culture, even on mythology and theology. Actually,
he preventively has eliminated dispositions towards the classic
Freud Neurosis through his educational work. In this sense, he
was therapeutic in insight therapy and that is for me also the
case.| do not believe in an improvement of human beings, or an
improvement of nature. But | think that we can use the condi-
tions that we have better and more intense and that everyone
by himself, can intensively develop his Being.

SG: Now, from today on, you will live maybe 10 years more...

HN: | would like to live another 10 years. But you have to have
good partners who can endure that you are not so fast anymore.
They have to be able to deal with my wisdom, just like with the
great painters, just like with Titian.

SG: These last 10 years, what can you still give us as a final acchord?

HN: | would like to make the most beautiful thing | am perhaps
still able to make. | would like my work to become more colorful
in every respect, and more undogmatic, unspeakably a message
of Being. That Being says: “Come to me,” you are created to be
and experience it. You do not experience it in hell, not in dis-
tress and not in pain, but you experience it in the greatest joy.
Just look the suffering and the Cross, the tragedy, the tragic and
death, in the eye. The images of wars and Holocaust unfortu-
nately, that all belongs to Being. | would like to be on the side,
just because | have intimately and altruistically experienced Be-
ing. In that moment | am then fully there, when | am completely
in luck, then | do not understand humanity. | do not believe in
isolation that is so awful now, that people grow up in big cit-
ies. They have lost contact to the whole, they are really isolated.
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They are really narcissistic and have a poor existence. But there
are also those who can enjoy honestly, in great pleasure there
are no restrains. Another 10 years? Visions for the future, | am
not really as interested in them as | am in experiencing the mo-
ment, the now, the experience.

SG: Do you not have the feeling that, for the younger generation, en-
joying honestly moved to the background?

HN: I think this was so at all times. At all times, it has always given
prophets who preached. He used to be called the Good Lord or
something like that. There were always those who called for inten-
sity, the essential. Perhaps it was a ridiculous figure, but there were
always people who have called for such a thing.

KDJ: A few weeks ago you met the two of us for the first time. Can you
tell us how you experienced that?

HN: | had seen your book, PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE
EXISTENCE with the interview inside that the German art historian
conducted with me.When | had seen the other interviews in the book,
| wondered why, like with the other interviews, the two pretty young
ladies did not come to me, | would have preferred the two of you.

KDJ: But now we are here. What do you think now?

HN: | cannot tell you, this is however not against you; rather
these are social considerations which | must take. You will write
it down then and that would not be good. Please do not think
anything negative at all, and that | am not saying it yet, should
not limit the intimacy of our cooperation.

SG: But | think we are very open. So, you cannot shock us, whatever
thoughts you might have, we are simply very interested.

HN: It is only positive. Maybe we come to the moment that | let
out anyway, but | would like to say that we will not continue this
direction for now, now it is still a bit early.

Do you see my lItalian assistant there; | have known him for a very
long time. He was such a handsome man. | am not at all homo-
sexual, but | would have liked to be both, and not be oriented in
one direction only. By the way, sometime, somehow today, | have
to undress you. | am sorry; are you washed?

KDJ: Yes. It is nice to see that we are coming closer to each other quick-
ly. Why does everyone call you just Nitsch?

HN: | wanted it that way. My wife calls me Nitsch, and all my
friends say Nitsch to me. | do not want to be called by my first
name. And | also do not like this kind of intimacy that you tap
people on the shoulder and say if someone is famous and his
name is Joseph, that they say: “Ah, yesterday | had lunch with
Joseph!” Furthermore, with the name Nitsch | have done some-
thing, there are lots of people called Hermann.

I am Nitsch, but in reference to our conversation, do not think,
firstly, that | am infallible, and secondly that | have a desire to be
infallible. We artists would of course like to become famous and
now that | am 71, and have been an artist for more than 50 years,
what is important to me is that | can say:“l am capable to do that”

It has developed in such a way, that today young people like you
come to me. Of course that pleases me; it should indeed be like

that. With regard to this, | have been spoiled my whole life. | was
known fairly quickly, perhaps notoriously, always polarized and
always questioned. | believe that my work will never stop to be
questionable, but | only show the world as she is.

SG: Karlyn and | have talked together a lot about you and your Ak-
tionen and it seems that a lot of people do not understand you, even
though you explain it often and so clearly that | had thought many
people should be able to relate to what you say.

HN: You are absolutely right. Bankers, lawyers, and many oth-
ers like that, are often not able to really read my art, and that is
sad. | can only teach them to a certain extent, and | can teach
them best through my work itself. | know that perhaps 80% of
the people, who have kept me alive, in the sense that they buy
my art, do not understand it.

KDJ: Why is that, do you think?

HN: A very drastic example: there is the Second Viennese School,
the Schoenberg School. Schoenberg is the one who has deter-
mined the music of the 20th Century. Once there was a day of
death, or something like that, of one of the composers of this
school, Anton Webern, and then the best musicians came to
Vienna. He had only written for small ensembles, that is, the best
soloists were there. Nevertheless, only a few listeners came. The
work is so great but nonetheless is discarded in the world. Itis so
unbelievable that something may go away empty-handed like
that. For me it is not considered empty and for the music and for
those who know, he has been essential and still is essential. Also
for example, like with Bach, someone who has made the most
wonderful things, but when his work is played in a concert hall,

perhaps only 1000 people will and can come, there are soccer
stadiums that can contain 100,000 people.

SG: Does that hurt you?

HN: Well, an enemy that can not be overcome, one should simply
join. Of course, these sports fights have also a lot to do with art,
football is dramatic, and it has a lot to do with drama. Today, sadly
enough, it is like that, but on the other hand, it is so that we have
a say in it ourselves as well. This may be something one does
perhaps not notice, but indirectly we together decide a lot.

KDJ: You will be 72 this year, but you work a lot with young models.
You told us that we, with 29 and 32, are almost too old. The age dis-
tance between you and your models seems to become bigger. What
does this mean or say to you?

HN: What shall | say now? Every age can identify itself with the
heroes of that age, and now today | am an older lover. If | would
say that | like women, but that | really am not constantly anxious
to play the bells in some way to impress the women, | would
actually be lying. Now it is so, the young people are easiest to
get, the older-looking, one will not get. What | do not like is
that bourgeois obesity, but one that is reasonable skinny, that
pleases me a lot, but one does not easily get a model like that. It
is just a convenience that | just take the people from a student’s
repertoire, but otherwise there generally is no age limit.

KDJ: So there also no limit for the models who are naked?

HN: No. Not at all. In a given case, | would also take those who
have this bourgeois fat. It is about the human, but then there is
of course the tradition of art history, with the beautiful bodies
of Michelangelo. And what always interested me... Why are you
laughing, Sarah?
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SG: | had to think of Rubens.

HN: Marvelous, marvelous. Without further protest, | would take such
people. But it is the Christ-ideal of sculpture that is an ideal that has
very much determined me. A woman with not so strong breasts has
such a similarity with the body of Christ. Something like that interests
me in particular. But the beautiful story comes through the Passion
of Christ, and through Greek sculpture, in that tradition | have grown
up, that is my cultural environment. Dionysus, for example, is not a
fat god, such as Bacchus. Dionysus is slim.

KDJ: What do you think about your own body?

HN: Perhaps by a not so happy upbringing, | have not learned to
love my body. But | am not against my body, | am for the body,
but | am very much against the exaggeration of the physicality
in sport. | have forgotten to love my body as it would perhaps be
nicer, but still loved it enough.

KDJ: Do you love the bodies of other people when you hang them on
the cross? What does the crucifixion of these bodies mean to you?

HN: It is an expression of many things. When | go into a museum
and | see a crucifixion by Titian or Rembrandt there, | would say
that, that is the human appearance, theatrical, until the tragic,
until the resurrection. | do not think that the human body is
more beautiful when it hangs on the cross, but it creates a dra-
matic expressiveness. Although | am not a practicing Christian,
that tragic has a monstrous adventurous element to me, never-
theless tragedy is always associated with great beauty. That can
also be seen in art history.

KDJ: Do you believe there is a god?

HN: I do not think that that is the most important question, how-
ever, our own existence, our Being, that is important. That is not
even a question, but a command. It is the way that we become.
We should enjoy our lives and in some way do it so intense, that
you get goose bumps.

KDJ: You seem to be a very intellectually oriented person, but at the
same time also a very emotional person.

HN: Yes, | am very much at the border of the intellect. And pre-
cisely for that reason, because | know | am on the border and
move at the frontier of science, | am not against emotionality.
Many are always against the intellect and say that nothing can
be achieved with the intellect. But | also believe that | am pas-
sionate. In the past | seem to have been much more terrible. And
now | do not know, but my work has always been a plea for sen-
suality. That is, however, done in such a way, that | always say,
“sensibility is a mental thing’, it is dealt with by consciousness.
So, with this platonic thing however, mind separated from body,
| do not play along with that. This is out of Christianity, that is
no longer my world. My work is an apologia for sensuousness.
We no longer live in the Middle Ages, when the mind was ev-
erything and the body was condemned, and our life was only
the preparation for the beyond. My life is no preparation for the
beyond. The beyond is there, when | am intensely present.
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KDJ: Do you believe that you are always intensely present?

HN: Yes, but of course | must die, but when | look around, when |
look at the universe, it is always moving, always recurring. Every-
thing that is destroyed comes back. | actually carry the whole uni-
verse really deep into my heart.

KDJ: How do you see your relationship to the universe then, what is
your position there?

HN: | do not say that quite exuberant, but | say: “l am all that, all
around, that is all me!” There is identification with the whole and
that gives me a great sense of happiness. Perhaps we are still on
our way, but we should all experience this great awareness.

KDJ: Are you yourself still on your way?

HN: [ will be my whole life; | will always be on my way, in the infinite
space of eternity or infinity.

KDJ: You stress the word ‘always!

HN: I have had to suffer a lot in my life and do not know how much
I still have to suffer, but nevertheless | want to experience it again
and again, because it shows me everything: suffering, death, joy,
lust. | would say that | regard myself as an intersection where a lot
of experiences meet and above all as a human subject in which,
by which, Being is experienced intensely.

SG: Do you have the feeling that you have been able to experience
intensely enough or would you have liked to experience more, do
more, live more.

HN: That is difficult to answer because | must be satisfied with
what | have learned.

KDJ: Are you happy?

HN: At the moment, yes. But | am also often very unhappy. To me it al-
ways gets on my nerves when people ask me how | am. The question
is incredibly hypocrite, for 95% the question is not meant genuinely,
and people are shocked when you answer the question honestly.

SG: Is there a moment in your life of which you say that you should not
have done that. Or are you generally satisfied with what you have done?

HN: Recently | have said to myself, | would not have decided oth-
erwise when | would live on, or if everything would be repeated
again. Itis actually so, that | think... Not that | have made the right
decisions, but | have been pushed into the right decisions.

KDJ: Does that mean that these decisions are not made consciously?

HN: For example: | told you already that | was a bad student. |
was kicked out of grammar school. In secondary school | was
then been put in the b-section. | got so angry, that school did
not really interest me anymore and | despised it. | have always
been a dreamer. When the teacher was preaching, | was always
writing novels. They were always hero-novels, in which | lived
in one country for a long time and then became a hero and, of
course, then | went home to my mother. It is a long story. There
is always so much energy in people, if we could channel that

a little... One did not know what to do with me. | have always
disappointed my mother very much, but she had always known
that | was good at drawing. There is a school in Vienna where you
can learn graphic art, there you had to draw incredibly much and
perhaps | learned more there than at the Art Academy. 300 children
wanted to go there and they took only 20 and | had the good fortune
to be among those 20. | was pushed into that, it did not depend at
all on my own will. That is what | mean; it was the greatest luck in
my life. The teachers encouraged my love for the old masters. That is
what | mean, certain decisions one cannot make oneself.

KDJ: With your hero-novels you always lived in a dream world. How
did you get into reality?

HN: Maybe | am still not there. But it is like that, what is real?
Probably the world, of which | have told you, is the reality. The
banking crises are not realities, because they only give anillusory
world. The illusory world suddenly shows holes. In addition, that
what we call reality, | would say, | do not recognize that as reality.
Thatis the black reality. | often ask young people what they study,
science or economics. Then there are always these cheaters who
try to imitate something they themselves cannot understand. In
that way we will all slip into a terrible imaginary world and forget
that we exist at all, even though that is the most important thing.
Zen Buddhism has very much dealt with this matter. So it is with
Being, we are in the middle of it and do not see it.

SG: How can you help someone to see that, do you have the feeling
that you can do that through your art?

HN: Yes, indeed, with my art and in the past for example, through
the endless sitting at heurigen, with wine, with good friends. | have
had wonderful conversations there. | learned more at the heurigen
than in lecture halls.

KDJ: At heurigen there is often a lot of alcohol involved. How does that
relate to wanting to create a conscious life?

HN: First of all, we humans are to some extent depending on
drugs. Of course, who can do without drugs, that is wonderful.
Alcohol, you have to be able to handle it, it can ruin you, but
thereis also a drinking technique through which you can handle
the alcohol. For example: you can drink every other day. Asians
for example, have other drugs. Also the Greek philosophers al-
ways drank a lot. In Taoism there is a sect, who have only been
drinking and singing and they were very happy. But, | will not be
an apologia of wine, and so far | have not exaggerated it.

SG: I have read something about excesses, were these excesses created
by intense Being? Or did they develop earlier on also through the use
of alcohol or other drugs?

HN: Look, existence or orgies are of course, to some degree almost
synthetic concepts, a vision however that can come close to it. It
is there as a vision and as a wonderful idea, as an excess in certain
cases, it is always possible, and perhaps even necessary.

SG: Why necessary?

HN: We need it for our blood circulation. Today they all go to this
wellness centers and things like that. | do believe that it is impor-
tant to purify ourselves, and by that to be able to live intensely, by
which intense life cannot be captured in a textbook.

43



HERMANN NITSCH
UNDER MY SKIN

23 MAY 2010

By Karlyn De Jongh
Naples, Italy

Today would be the day, after 6 days of preparations, Sarah and |
would become part of Nitsch’s 130" Aktion. | was in Naples, Italy,
and woke up around 6am, from sheer enthusiasm. How | looked
forward to this! Now it was really happening. | had this positive
tension. Especially for this day, | had promised myself to have no
moral restrictions, to just experience what happens, without
cultural boundaries, because that is what Nitsch is about. | stayed
in bed for a while, thinking about what was going to happen. What
a chance this was, to be part of Nitsch’s artwork. Not only would we
be part, we would be the centerpiece, the finale. We had build up
such a relationship with Nitsch that he changed his script and
rearranged it around Sarah and me. How fantastic that was! And
Sarah and | would be writing about our experiences, making a
beautiful book. What an adventure it had already been, spending
these previous six days with Nitsch, seeing so much of the
preparations, being able to ask him any question.

We had to be at the Fondazione Morra, the Museo Hermann Nitsch
at 8 o'clock and | had plenty of time. We did not have to prepare
anything: naked and without make-up was how we were supposed
to present ourselves to Nitsch that morning. Off we went to the
museum, it was around 7.15 am. It was quiet and beautiful, there
was this fresh heat as in summer mornings. Sarah and | walked hand
in hand as always. We passed large billboards with announcements
for the Aktion, for our crucifixion. It was early Sunday, but our
favorite café was open. We stopped for two cappuccinos and a
croissant and continued on our way to the museum. When we
arrived, we did not have anything to do and so we took a seat in the
sun on the museum terrace, chatting with the filmmaker, the Dutch
artist and the book lady, watching the others set up the space and
make it look beautiful. It was warm outside and | drank quite a bit of
water. Some active actors with experience had warned me for
dehydration and advised me to drink a lot, because we would not
get any water during the Aktion, just blood and slime. Although |
longed for it, | was still nervous about the blood being poured into
my mouth. It was 11 o'clock, the Aktion would start at 12, but we had
to be ready before the visitors would arrive.

| was sitting there, naked on my table, my island, and observed
the other tables and the objects lying on them. They were all
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covered with white cloth. Some were set with the fish and other
seafood we had bought on the market. They were placed
side-by-side, very straight. It was interesting to see that so much
attention was being paid to how all the fish were positioned.
Large lumps of intestines were brought in. It was very possible
that at some point one of these lumps would end up upon my
body. | tried smelling them, but it was too far away, there was only
this very light scent, and it was so light that | could not describe it.
The fish were more impressive in that sense, but also their smell
was not so strong yet. After a few minutes, the cloths were drained
with blood or water, depending on the object lying on it. Stuff
came out of the intestines. | remembered the liver having a
beautiful color, a very dark deep red. | imagined what it would
feel like, firm and soft and how slippery it would be. Everything
was seen by me from an erotic point of view. It was as if you are
bound to the bed and you know that in a certain amount of time
you will be taken and you, very consciously, watch what is going
on around you and put everything into question. What will they
do? How will they use me? Nitsch had told us in great extent what
was about to happen to us, but during the interviews he had also
made a remark that during the Aktion he sometimes changes
things, depending on the situation. | liked this idea of not
knowing completely what was about to happen, it triggered me:
everything was possible. | observed the other tables and the piles
of strawberries and tomatoes that were lying on them. It was
interesting to know that the objects could be used for my body.
There were the beautiful, natural reds of the strawberries, cherries,
tomatoes and also the intestines of animals, and all with different
shapes. Then someone came and blindfolded me.

Lying in my position on the table with my eyes covered, | was
ready to start. Sarah and | did not say much to each other anymore,
maybe just a few words in between, but most of the time | was just
lying in position. It was comfortable on my table and | entered my
own world, feeling a little distant on my island. Maybe | was just
tired from the previous days as | had not slept much. It had been
long days with many impressions and now lying there on my table,
| was very relaxed. The nervousness was gone. | closed my eyes
behind my blindfold and suddenly felt myself dozing off. This was




a bit too comfortable. Now when it was finally happening, | had to

be awake. | opened my eyes again and looked through the gap
between the blindfold and my cheek. Looking through that gap
felt like cheating, but it was for the better. When the Aktion actually
would start, | would close my eyes and really concentrate on my
other senses. It was interesting to experience the difference,
having your eyes closed or looking through that gap. Having the
ability to see, | automatically neglected my other senses and
focused solely on what | was seeing. People were moving around,
rushing to get everything ready in time, and upstairs on the
balcony of the first floor | could see the documentary maker in
position. | could not see whether he was actually filming, but the
thought of it was a pleasant one.

After some time, it became quieter in the space and | heard
Nitsch's voice. He spoke softly and | could not hear what he was
saying, there were other sounds in the space, but | do not
remember what they were, because | concentrated on Nitsch. The
tone in his voice seemed a formal one and it could have been
around 12 o'clock. I assumed he was making a speech as a preface
to the start of the Aktion. As far as | could hear, he mentioned
aspects of what he had been telling Sarah and me during our
interviews. | wondered how many visitors there would be. | closed
my eyes and took this sound of Nitsch as the actual beginning of
the Aktion. There | was, lying on my table, being one of the passive
actors in Hermann Nitsch’s 730" Aktion. All that was about to
happen would only last a short moment. To my recollection, | had
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experienced so much while just being in the moment, that | forgot
about the time that was passing. Sometimes | thought about the
sequence of events following each other, and sometimes |
wondered how long | had been hanging on the cross. | had
however, been thinking more in the sense that it was remarkable
that | did not experience the length of time, that it was as if my
sense of duration was gone. Later | was told the event in the
museum had taken about 4 hours, while | had just experienced
the ‘now’. At a certain point, it just was over. | had experienced all
the scenes in the sequence we had rehearsed in the days before,
but besides the feel, smell, taste and sound of things, in the
moment of the Aktion there did not seem to be anything else.

Naked, on my table, having my eyes closed, | tried to get as many
impressions as possible, to experience everything around me as
intensely as | could. At a certain moment, | felt the hand of Nitsch's
son on my arm. It was nice and warm. Already from the beginning,
| had been cold again and his hand came as a pleasant surprise.
“Here is the blood,” he said. When | heard him say it, | thought, “Oh
fuck!” I had feared this moment from the very beginning, and now
I would be served my blood. | opened my mouth, slowly. My lips
and tongue, the whole inside of my mouth and actually my entire
body, | felt everything longing for this taste. | opened my mouth.
The blood..., what a fantastic fluid! It was a little cold, but it was
this thick, really nice tasting, wonderful liquid. My mouth was
anxious, as if the complete surface of the inside of my mouth was
full of desire to get all the taste. My tongue reached inside this

stream of blood that was flowing into my mouth. It was filling my
cheeks and | let as much of this blood inside my mouth as possible,
to taste it as intense as | could, everywhere in my mouth. This was
such a fantastic experience. This was so erotic. This was so unlike
anything | had ever tasted. This was wonderful. The blood kept
coming. Nitsch’s son poured more and more blood in my mouth
while he slowly shifted my head to the left. | wanted to take as
much as possible and relaxed all the muscles in my face in order to
stretch my skin and make more room in my mouth. It took several
seconds before my mouth was filled to the top and was
overflowing. | felt the blood running over my lips and the corner of
my mouth. It run over my cheek and gone it was. Nitsch’s son
asked me to now slowly press the blood out of my mouth.
| listened to him, pressing it very slowly out. It was wonderful to
feel the counter-pressure of the blood while | was pushing it out
and at the same time feeling the delicious taste of a thin layer still
covering the inside of my mouth. There was something about this
thick, sticky fluid, it was so erotic. The blood felt warmer now,
which was even better and allowed for a fuller taste. The blood
was sticking on my lips, | felt them full and swollen as if they were
burning, as if my own blood was being aggressively pumped
through them. | felt my body reacting: my nipples were getting
hard, my pussy getting wet. It was as if my whole body was trying
to come closer. Even now, when | am writing this, it is as if my
tongue is again reaching for it, wanting to taste it. The blood came
again. Nitsch’s son poured another amount of blood in my mouth

and then pushed my head to the opposite side. Again my mouth
was filled with blood and | felt my cheek started hanging from the
weight. Slowly, | pushed the blood out. It was running over my
lips. They were swollen, thicker than usual. Everything in my
mouth was completely sensitive, my jaws, the blood sticking on
my teeth. When he was finished, the blood on my cheeks dried
quickly. It was sticky at first, but later | felt these two dry lines on
my face. They were tightening my skin and it felt as if this dry skin
kept my lips open. The blood on my lips stayed liquid for quite
some time. | imagined how red they must be now.

| heard some noise coming towards my direction. People lifted my
arms, placing my hands on the wooden stick, in the right position.
| was lifted up. It felt amazing. It was as if my legs were tied to the
table. The rest of my body on the contrary, felt very light. | felt the
openness of my chest, my breasts and the desire that came with it.
| wanted to be observed, to be touched, to be taken. More blood
came. | still had the taste of blood in my mouth from the previous
time, but now there was more. They poured it in. This time, there
was so much at once, that it flew over my chin down to my chest
almost immediately. Only a part came into my mouth. | felt the
blood running over my breasts. It was incredible. | had wanted to
be touched and now, instead of being touched by people, | was
being touched by the blood. It stuck to my skin. The blood was
running down, down over my belly and my pussy. The cold blood
was tickling my clitoris. There was a pool of blood growing under
me, and | was sitting in it, this wet spot. The blood was getting
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warmer from my body temperature and when they put me back

horizontally again, the blood was drying on my body. | felt its
presence: the places where the blood was and those where it was
not. My body was so sensitive and everything felt so good, | was
getting more and more aroused. | imagined the power these
actors now had over me and it felt fantastic. | wondered what it
would be like to fuck in the blood, to be rolling on that table with
another person, to be taken and that someone would lick the
blood off my body. To be licked clean and get penetrated, taken
with all these people watching, with the cameramen filming me.
| wanted it. | wanted to have it. | wanted it here, in the Aktion. The
desire for more blood was so strong that water came into my
mouth. My lips were still open, ready to take in more.

Nitsch came. He told me that now something new would happen:
“An octopus will be laid on your lower body." | enjoyed his presence,
hearing his voice. My lips, still sticky, swollen and curled up from
the blood, were burning. The rest of my body was trembling. Some
things were happening around me, | heard footsteps, rumbling
and some other sounds. There was also the music. It was as if all the
musicians were coming in my direction, positioning themselves in
a half circle around the top end of my table, close to my ears. The
moment the octopus fell on my pussy, was the moment they
started their fortissimo. The octopus was cold, | was shocked, |
moaned. | felt its long, slimy tentacles running down, immediately
reaching my pussy. With the overwhelming music and the tentacles
of the octopus around my clitoris, | nearly came. It was just a little

48

too cold to really reach an orgasm, but it was wonderful. Squids
came, all my muscles were tightened, and my skin and my nipples
were hard. They were such slippery, slimy animals, it felt fantastic.
| wanted the tentacles to go inside my pussy. | wondered what it
would be like to have the whole squid in my vagina, not just staying
on my lower belly, but going deep inside. How good would that
feel? More blood came, it was mainly poured over the octopus and
squid now and | felt the stream of blood bouncing against them,
making more pressure on my lower belly. The blood felt like a
fountain with quite some force, as if the octopus was spitting it out.
It was like a big power and it was on exactly the right spot, the
place where | normally push to force myself into an orgasm. Drops
were splashed everywhere on my body and the pool of blood | was
lying in was growing. The drops of blood splattered around. The
smell of it was great. It was light, but it was there. | was completely
in the moment, fully concentrated on what was happening right
there on my belly.

There was no more blood, they left the squids where they were
and poured warm water over me in a similar way. My body relaxed
for a short moment from this sudden heat and | nearly peed over
the table. The squid was still lying there like this hump of jelly and
I wanted to grab it and rub my pussy against it, to feel its slimy soft
texture even better. | was trembling on my table, breathing
heavily, while being inside this fortissimo music. It was very
intense, so loud, that it overpowered all possible other sounds. It
was as if | was one with the music. | felt very light, as if my weight

was gone. It was as if all the energy was taken out of me and the
blood in my body had disappeared somewhere. | was losing
consciousness. | tried to control my breathing in order to stay
‘present, although | was also tempted to just let it go. The
musicians left now and the music became less loud. | was still on
the verge of losing consciousness when Nitsch’s Italian assistant
laid his hand on me and asked if | was all right. That got me
completely out of my mode. It was for the better, | guess. It was as
if | was back amongst the living again. Although | had not moved,
it felt as if | was back on my table, back in the Aktion again.

A person took my hand and carefully helped me off the table. | had
to sit down for a moment first, to adjust to the vertical position.
There were two people now and both were very friendly to me
while assisting me to my cross. | was still trembling. | did not feel
strong. Slowly, | positioned myself on my cross. Ropes were placed
around my arms and | felt a knot was being made. | felt free. My
arms were spread again, bound to my cross. It was a liberating
feeling. | took a deep breath and filled my lungs with air. It had a
feeling of safety, to feel my cross against my back. | was being
lifted up and | was brought in the sun, until | felt the warmth on
my entire body. It felt really good to slowly heat up again. The
blood that was sticking on my skin, dried even harder. It felt nice
to have this dry blood tightening my skin and my body feeling the
direct heat of the sun. Then a soft sponge filled with warm water,
touched me. | was being washed, still tied to my cross. | had the
feeling | was parked outside for a moment, as if | was not part of

the Aktion now, no longer ‘useful’. There were voices around, not
this soft, sensitive way of speaking that was present inside the
museum. | wondered what was going on inside now. At a certain
moment, | heard people say something to Sarah, whether she
wanted some water. Apparently she was lying on my right hand
side. They asked me too, but | still had this taste of blood in my
mouth and was not sure whether | wanted to wash that away.
Everything in my mouth was thick; all had this layer of blood over
it. | did take the water and it felt great, this stickiness and then the
water, the blood became liquid again in my mouth and this time |
swallowed it. It felt clean and fresh. It had been something | did
not want, | had been so tense about the blood, but in reality it was
absolutely erotic. It has been one of the most erotic things | have
ever tasted in my life.

A little later, I was being brought back into the museum and placed
against the wall. There was the sound of the whistle, which had
been there each time there was a change of scene. This time it was
the start of the ravaging. | was hanging on my cross, next to the
pig. There was only a very light smell of meat. | wondered how
close the pig was to me. There was something going on somewhere
else and | noticed | had no clue of where that was. My feeling for
orientation was not well anymore. Sometimes | felt drops of blood
splashing on my body. Feeling these drops made me feel even
more distant to what was actually happening. And with the ropes
around my wrists loosening, it was less erotic for me. | felt the small
bar under my heels. Now | did not feel so light anymore. | felt the
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weight of my body. However, all pain had disappeared. The
previous days, during the rehearsals, it had been painful to be on
my cross, but being in the “Aktion” | no longer felt it.

Hanging on my cross, there were more scents around. | smelled
flowers, and | smelled strawberries, which made me hungry. | wanted
to eat them, to bite in them and feel their juices. Still, it was mainly
the sound that was present. The ravaging was going on quite close
to me. Actors, | heard their emotions, the screaming, the moving
around, the sound of meat being squeezed, of liquids being poured,
splashes. The emotions seemed controlled, the screaming stopped
and started whenever there was a whistle. They were shouting,
“Blood! Blood!’, but it did not sound convincing, the pain or the
desire was missing. At a certain moment, | was being served blood
again. The taste was still nice, but they poured it more along my
under lip. | felt the pressure of the blood and my under lip started
hanging. The blood was running over my chin, my chest, along my
nipples, down over my belly, to my pussy and over my legs. It was as
if the cold blood was cooling off my warm body, relieving it a little
from its desire to be touched. Another amount came. | took the
blood in my mouth and slowly let it flow. It was fantastic. Feeling the
blood run down my body.

Some time later, | was taken off the wall and brought back to the
center of the space. Two people unbound me. | was assisted back
to my table. | had to sit down first and felt the cold pool of blood
and water that was still lying there. It actually felt quite good, this
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cold liquid. It felt as if | had already peed, but | wanted to let it go
when | positioned myself horizontally again. | now felt Sarah’s
warm body. It felt comfortable and it was nice to be there with her
and experience it together now. | told her | had to pee. She replied
that she had already done it. | liked the idea of just letting it go,
but | felt restricted: we were about to have sex for the first time
together in public and to start by peeing now, seemed too much.
We started kissing. We took it slow. While kissing, | touched her
nipples. | felt how soft she was and started licking her breasts.
They had the taste of blood still on them. | felt her nipples hard in
my mouth and twirled my tongue around them. We were mainly
kissing a lot and | had my hand on Sarah’s pussy while still kissing
her nipples. Rolling in this pool of blood, pressing my pussy
against her thigh, it aroused me. It felt good to be with her: strong,
firm, warm, erotic. All of a sudden somebody touched us. There
was the voice of Nitsch’s son. | could not hear what he said, but |
stopped kissing Sarah to ask her in a whispering voice whether
she had understood what he had said. She was not sure either. For
a second, | feared that we had done something wrong. Nobody
had told us what we were supposed to do while lying on the table
together. We decided to slow down and just continued kissing
each other. We kissed and cuddled. Nitsch’s son returned, saying
that we could be a bit more active. This | heard clearly. | went down
with my hand and put two fingers into Sarah’s pussy. Slowly |
started fucking her like that. | heard her moan and | heard cameras
flashing. Still with my fingers inside Sarah, | started fucking her a

little harder. There was a sponge on my back, as if a person was

washing it. The presence of this other person and the soft feel of
the sponge were wonderful. | felt being watched and | liked it.
Sarah then put her fingers inside of me and it felt really incredible.
| felt myself sliding over the table backwards, with Sarah’s fingers
in my pussy. | was screaming, reaching for air and felt a weight
pushing me closer to Sarah. It was a nice soft push, as if someone
was pushing me with his belly. Unfortunately, | was too cold again
to be able to reach an orgasm. | would have liked it. We stopped,
we were probably asked to, | do not remember.

| was brought to my cross and sitting there, my blindfold was taken
off my head. It had gotten loose and had to be renewed. Now the
blindfold was gone | felt empty, incomplete, as if something was
missing. It felt as if my face was covered with blood. | opened my
eyes for a second and looked straight in a camera. My eyes felt as if
they were on fire. The blood was everywhere and for a moment | felt
like a predator, ready to take her prey. In this short moment, | saw a
dark line of people. There were many and many were looking in my
direction. It felt as if | had them in my power. | felt calm, serene.
| imagined what my light colored eyes would look like in this face
that was covered with blood. | was not ready to return to reality and
closed my eyes to get back in the Aktion. Someone took my head
and put a new blindfold around it.

They bound me back to my cross, | believe | even asked them to
tighten the rope stronger, and placed me on the wall. It was similar

to the previous time. More blood was poured in my mouth. This time
it had clutters inside. Before, when Nitsch had explained that the
blood was half cow and half pig blood, he said there was something
being put inside in order to keep it from cluttering. The clutters felt a
little strange and the pouring was less soft as the previous times. It
felt as if it was being done faster this time, abrupt, as if in a hurry.
| still had to pee. | wanted to let it go, have this warm rain running
down my legs. | tried several tricks, but it did not work. | gave up.

After some time | was taken off the wall and carried outside again for
another short break. After two people delicately washed me, the
ropes were released from my wrists. | felt close to the persons doing
it, although 1 really did not know who they were. The filmmaker
made himself known to me, by asking a question. | guess he wanted
to know whether | was all right. My face was washed, but my lips
were still sticking together from the blood, they were still swollen. It
felt awkward to speak and hear myself talk; | do not remember what
| told him. This time, | did not have to keep lying in the same posi-
tion; | could stretch my body a bit. It felt really good. The sun felt
amazing again, so light and warm. My muscles were loosening up.
I had not realized they were so tense. | spread my legs and felt the
warm sunlight on my body. Now it returned, this strong sense of
excitement. | imagined how the filmmaker was filming me, the idea
of his presence and that of the camera made me wet. | wanted him
to desire me. | wanted him to come closer, to touch me, to see every
part of my body through his camera.
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| heard other voices around, but | do not recall what happened next.
Someone bound me to my cross again, but | believe they did not
move me yet. It was only after some time that they lifted me up and
placed me on the wall outside. | heard the whistle several times
again and there was the smell of the white flowers. | was given more
blood and | heard the active actors during the ravaging. When the
whistle sounded again, | knew it was time for the finale. Now it was
my turn to get all the intestines on me, the moment | would get the
large fish, my fish, placed on top of me. They lifted me up and carried
me a little distance from where | was. Then | heard footsteps coming
my way, and voices. They were carrying Sarah closer and placed her
next to me. | felt the cool shadows over my body. Sarah and | were
now head to head. It was time for the finale.

| got a sort of mat on me. | felt its weight and pressure on my
body. It was relatively heavy. It felt like a prison, as if | was taken
and locked up behind bars. | would have much rather preferred to
feel the fish directly on my skin. It was as if the actors had taken
control over me and deprived me from my pleasure. Then the fish
was placed on top of me, its tale touched my face for a moment.
Immediately, it was moved away. Now | did not feel it anymore,
only its weight. There were voices mentioning something about a
knife. From the sounds around, the movements, the shifting
pressure, | got the feeling it was a long, thin knife. Nitsch had
already told me the day before, that the fish would be cut open
on top of me. Now | was quite happy with my mat. Apparently, it
was difficult to cut the fish open, because I felt them trying to
push the knife inside. Nitsch’s son was doing it, he had such a
power on the knife, | was quite afraid that he would loose control
and slide it right through my heart. To put myself at ease, | opened
my eyes and peeked under my blindfold. | saw the knife. It was
long and thin. | saw the belly of the fish, the knife on it, the long
thin blade and a pair of hands pressing it down. It did not make
me feel more at ease, not at all. But after some time, finally, the
fish was cut open. Now it really started. The sound of the whistle.
The music in fortissimo. They started ravaging. | felt pressure on
me, the mat was pressing into my body. Besides the varying
pressure, | did not feel much of what was going on, on top of me.
It was more the hard objects hitting my throat and face, as well as
the squids and intestines between my legs, that | felt. The fish did
not have a strong smell. It was more a combination of smells: fish,
blood, strawberries. There were several people around me. | could
not feel them, but | heard them ravaging, shouting, “Blood!
Blood!” Blood was being poured over me, my face was covered in
blood, and my nose was filled with it from all the splashing. The
music was very intense. It was overwhelming and the musicians
seemed to be standing very close to me. It made me breathe
intensely again. The music covered most other sounds, but | could
still hear the splashing of blood and squeezing of slimy objects.
| was being used now. It was what | had been hoping for. There
was no erotic feeling for me at that moment. It was more as if | was
sucked into the sound. The music became stronger and stronger.
Then there was the sound of the whistle. The ravaging stopped.
| heard Nitsch say something. Another whistle and the ravaging
started again. The music seemed louder now, the weight moved
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heavily on my body and the active actors were shouting again,
“Blood! Blood!” It was the grand finale. It really felt like being used,
they were using my body, all of me was being used. After all the
erotic of the previous moments, | had lost most of it now. Instead |
felt serene, numb. The last whistle and the Aktion was over.

There | was, covered in blood. Used. The fish and all the other
animals and things were taken off of me, and after that the ropes
around my wrists. They helped me into a sitting position and |
heard Nitsch'’s Italian assistant say, “Karlyn, it's me, it's okay." It felt
strange and empty for the Aktion to be over. Someone took off my
blindfold. Being able to see again was very unusual. Nitsch’s
Austrian assistant helped me get up and together with a young
woman he accompanied me inside. The floor inside the museum
was slippery. It looked like a battlefield where an explosion had
just taken place. There was blood everywhere, with dark red pieces
mixed into it. Fruits and tomatoes were lying everywhere. | saw it
all and was trying to adjust to my new situation; | was not really
present yet. | was mainly looking and did not hear much. There
was so much to see. They led me through the office space, outside
to where showers had been installed. There were many people
there. Some were taking a shower, others were observing them or
making photographs or filming. Sarah was already there and |
joined her under the shower. The water was cold, but felt pleasant.
| washed away the blood and it took quite a long time before most
of it was gone, off my body, out of my hair. | looked into the group
of people that were watching us, while rubbing myself with soap.
The two cameramen were filming, the Dutch artist was taking
photos and | heard many other cameras clicking. | looked straight
into the lens. Now | was able to see again, this felt very erotic. | did
not smell, nor hear, taste, feel anything. | just watched. Sarah was
done and | think she took me with her. After putting on my
bathrobe, | became warmer and slowly felt more ‘present’ again.
The filmmaker put his camera in our faces and started asking
questions. Sarah did most of the talking. When we were done, we
were told that there would be food and drinks up on the roof
terrace. The Dutch artist took my hand and we walked the winding
stairs together. There were many steps and somewhere halfway |
became incredible dizzy. | had to take a break. | nearly fainted.
| felt my blood flowing out of my head and tears were running
down my face. The Dutch artist held me tight, squeezing my body
just in time. We reached the roof terrace. Sarah was there together
with the film crew and the book lady. | sat in the sun, drinking
water and eating bread. | was doing a little better. There was a
warm atmosphere in the group, we were all together.

It was time for the procession and Sarah and | still had to put on
our Malhemden. We went downstairs, put them on and | carefully
walked outside to take position on my cross. My cross was the last
one in the row and had been lying in the shade. There was a pool
of blood on my cross, the surface was still wet. | sat down on it
first, so that someone could blindfold me. | felt my back and hips
pressing in the blood, leaving a mark on my Malhemd. My
Malhemd covered most of my body and | felt the cotton fabric on
my skin. There had been many voices around, but after some time
they were getting weaker, becoming sounds in the distance. | was

lifted up and carried through the museum alley. | heard my carriers

speak and now other voices were becoming stronger again.
Sometimes, | heard the musicians play in the distance. There were
many sounds: the mopeds, footsteps on the stones, people
talking, the music, but they mainly appeared from far away. The
exhaust fumes, the footsteps of my carriers, the bouncing of my
cross from their irregular steps and their voices, were the main
things | experienced during the procession. People were talking to
me, giving me their visual impressions of the procession. The route
was similar to the one we had been taking the last few days when
walking back from the museum to our apartment. When | was
carried passed our house, into the vineyard, the sounds were
softened and the scents changed: the earth, plants and trees,
flowers, fruits. At a certain moment | was placed on the floor,
unbound and released from my blindfold. When | looked up,
Nitsch was sitting on a chair and there were many people around.
Sarah and | went to Nitsch and spoke about the Aktion. Nitsch was
drinking the wine from the vineyard and we got a glass as well. We
toasted many times. There was a beautiful view over Naples.
| needed to be alone for a moment and take the last bit of
sunshine. | watched over the bay and was looking over to the
Vesuvius again. The view of the Vesuvius had been magnificent all
other days of our visit in Naples, and | had enjoyed it immensely,
and now, after having been blindfolded, it was even more intense.

Sarah and |, as well as everybody else were invited to the big
garden party which started immediately after the procession.

There were many long tables with many people and a lot of food.
| absorbed it all, but | still felt quite numb, | had lost my conscious
awareness. After Sarah and | thanked Nitsch, | took a walk up the
hill with the Dutch artist. We sat in the grass, looking over the bay
and spoke about what had happened. When it was getting dark,
we went down again to the celebration. There was a really nice
atmosphere. | changed into my regular clothes and went looking
for something to eat. During the celebrations of that evening, |
thought about the experiences of the past few days. How
interesting it had been and how special it was with Nitsch.
| thought about my fantasies and how erotic the event had been
for me. Now the event was over and | was still not really in this
world, still trying to realize what all had happened, but |
considered it was time to live some of the fantasies | had had
during the last week. So, | asked a man | knew and went with him,
I needed sex, and | needed to come back to reality. What an event
this had been. What a life.
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HERMANN NITSCH
UNDER MY SKIN

23 MAY 2010

By Sarah Gold
Napels, Italy

Today was the day | had so long been waiting for. In a few hours
Karlyn and | would participate in the Aktion of Hermann Nitsch in
Naples, in Italy. Having learned about the Viennese Actionists as a
child, being familiar with the photographs from the sixties and
seventies, | felt privileged and grateful to participate. Karlyn and |
would document the Aktion, describe our experiences, our
thoughts and feelings as honest and sincere as possible, and
therewith creating our own Personal Structures Art Project #2
HERMANN NITSCH: UNDER MY SKIN. The awareness about this all
had a positive impact on me, | had kept repeating these thoughts
in my head.

I woke up before the alarm and felt very horny. | did what | needed
to do. Now | was ready for the day. We arrived around eight o'clock
at the Museo Nitsch. The “active actors” were already preparing
the tables and placing them in a certain order, inside and outside
of the museum. | was standing on the terrace which has this
marvelous view over Naples. What a melting pot of activities, of
life, overseen by the Vesuvius. | had a feeling which best could be
described as stage fright. | was keeping close to Karlyn and
holding on to a bottle of water; we had been advised to drink a
lot, since the Aktion would take the whole day.

Walking through the museum, awaiting the moment, | saw a pile of
bath robes lying in the office. Karlyn and | got undressed and put
on the robes, so it would be easier for us to get naked when
needed. Immediately | felt more comfortable, more like a ‘real’
model. We went back into the main space of the museum where
Nitsch was sitting and we had a short talk with him. All week he
had been taking time for us, | felt spoilt. He was always in such a
good mood, and communicating as far as | could tell, as truthfully
as possible: A grown man who has lived a full life. Today would be
his 130" Aktion, for me it was the first and most likely the last. We
asked if it would be okay, in case we needed to pee during the
Aktion, to just let go. If the moment was suitable, we got told, it was
fine. | was happy to hear that, although | should have known that it
would be all right to do so; Nitsch’s Orgien Mysterien Theather was
there to help us to learn to let go of all your boundaries, to free
yourself from your social restrictions, to live life to the maximum.
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While still feeling anxious, | also felt at ease in my bath robe,
beautiful and special; alive, a small part of it all. | was happy that
over the duration of the week, | had gotten more and more
comfortable getting undressed, being naked in front of many
people, which had until now been the most difficult part for me.
At 10.45 we were told to get undressed and to lie down on our
table. This seemed very early, the Aktion would start at noon, but
since the Aktion is like a theater play with set guidelines, | fol-
lowed the instructions and took off my comfort shield. Standing
next to my table a woman blindfolded me by rolling standard
gauze around my head. Now, | could hardly see anything anymore;
only by looking down | could get a glimpse. | was assisted getting
onto my table and several soft feeling hands helped me to lie
down into the Egon Schiele position Nitsch wanted me in. The
“come and fuck me” pose, in which Schiele often depicted his
models, was named after him by Nitsch and was now part of a
very different kind of artistic expression.

All of a sudden the orchestra, 10 Italian musicians with nearly all
brass instruments, started to play. “Will it be 12 o’clock?” That
would mean that | had been lying on the table for more than an
hour already. | had started to feel the pressure in my bladder
slowly building up; | had drunk a lot of water. Usually, the need to
pee can be sexually stimulating to me, especially whilst sitting in
the car, being the passenger, but now it was not the moment, to
make myself come. | was a so called “passive actor”, here just to
withess, to experience.

The second the music started and the sound waves hit my ears,
my body reacted by making goose bumps, and shivers were
going through my whole body. This was feeling very good. Just
lying there, not having to feel bad for doing nothing. I tried to
focus; my hearing and feeling were totally occupied by the music
and the soft cool breeze which was stroking my body. | tried to
memorize all | was feeling, in order to be able to write it down
later. The music was definitely a very special element for me,
grabbing me, blocking out all other sounds which were around.
I do not know what exactly was happening, not being able to see,
but that was all right; | was alive, living life, experiencing life to
the maximum possible at this very moment. Doing nobody harm;




hopefully even trying to do good through this art project.
Describing as honest as possible what | felt, by feeling my sheer
existence and trying to share this feeling, trying to share my
awareness with others. Me, trying to live according to my
thoughts, to be a good human; kind, to give freedom, to be
supportive and flexible, and to try to be without any culturally
imposed moral restrictions; trying to experience as much as
possible, each and every day; today, tomorrow, the rest of my life.

| live according to three important aspects, in order to have an
interesting and fulfilled life. The first being: having an interesting
professional life; | live my work, my work is my life. Of course |
sometimes have to do also things which are less my favorites, but
that keeps me flexible. Secondly: to travel; to see different
countries, different landscapes, experience the differences in
cultures, all this making me a richer, a more knowledgeable
person. Understanding that things develop differently from
region to region. Like realizing that different cultures have
adapted different moral restrictions. Third: | like to experience
other humans, to encounter people on a very personal level by
which | mean also sexually. Through communication and sex, you
get a thorough understanding for the other person.

Thinking about my life, | tried to focus again on the Aktion, which
was not difficult since often a whistle would get you back into the
moment of Being. Nitsch and also his son, who was assisting
during the Aktion, had to notify the actors with a whistle when a
new scene would be coming up, it reminded me of the lifeguards
in Miami Beach. Lying on my table, my ankle bone was hurting,
but knowing today would be the last time, | felt fine with it. “Now,
you will be given the blood’, Nitsch’s son told me. Finally | would
find out how this would be.

| had been a little nervous about the blood; the taste, the smell.
“Open up your mouth”; | obeyed. For the sensation | was about to
feel, | could not have been prepared for. | never had even thought
about this possibility at all. The feeling of getting blood poured
into my mouth was more than surprising, the cool substance felt
fantastic. This cream like liquid, filling the cavity of my mouth,
running down along the side of my face onto my neck, this felt
highly erotic. Immediately | wanted more, but | could not ask for
it, | had to wait. Having the taste of blood still in my mouth, | was
trying to think what it reminded me of; it tasted like the smell of
raw meat, and there was this saltiness to it. | cannot remember
how often exactly | got given blood whilst lying on my table, but
it must have been several times. | felt at peace. This sensation was
every time so strong, | could have laid there forever while being
fed with blood.

The music was still playing, filling the space and me. Now, with
also the sensation of taste and smell, all of my senses, except
sight, were triggered to the maximum. | was told to hold on to a
wooden bar, two people were pulling me up until | was sittingin a
90° degree angle, my arms stretched far above me, holding onto
the bar. | knew from the rehearsals that in this position | would be
given blood again and | was looking very much forward to it.
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| opened up my mouth slightly and the blood got poured in;
immediately leaving my mouth, running down my neck, over my
breasts, straight into my pussy. This felt so exiting; | imagined
sitting on my partner while blood was being poured over us and
surrounded by beautiful horny women; feeling their slippery
bodies against ours and me demanding my partner to fuck the
girls whilst | was kissing and touching their sliding bodies.

| seldom have sexual fantasies; | normally live them in reality. If it
is being in a gangbang or fucking girls senseless with a strap-on, |
try it all, but getting aroused by blood, that, | had never even
thought about. Whilst thinking all off this, | was so aroused, | did
not care anymore, | had let go of all my shame, | needed to pee
and | did. It felt wonderful, the awareness that two hundred
people were watching, photos and films where made, and | just
let it shamelessly run.

Blood kept coming and in between the blood, | got given
something which was called, slime. During the last week, | had
seen the boxes with tapestry glue, recognizing the particular
shape of the box. Knowing this substance very well, | was aware
of the sensual feeling it used to have for me and normally | would
have liked it, but after being so impressed by the sensation of the
blood, the slime felt not special at all. After the slime, | got given
warm water and was ordered to rinse my mouth. Fortunately, | did
get blood again.

I had lost total sense of time, | really was experiencing just being
in the Now, an act of life, my life. | could hear the wife of Nitsch
asking Karlyn if she was okay. How long had | been lying on the
table for? Nitsch’s son came again and told me: “Now, you will be
given the octopuses on to your crotch”.

Shortly before the Aktion, they had told us about their plan.
Maybe Nitsch had decided upon this just the night before, adding
it into the “Partiture”, the script for the Aktion. It sounded like an
interesting idea to me: the soft and slimy feeling, the substance of
the octopuses and also the squids, their tentacles. Nitsch had
selected them for Karlyn and me and now they would be united
with us. The thought felt sensual and sexual. Being already very
aroused by the blood, now it would be even topped, by getting
the octopuses.

The second they touched my body, it felt as if they were still alive,
cool, touching my lips with their tentacles, sliding down, feeling
my pussy, as if they had long fingers, trying to make me come.
Maybe because | was blindfolded, my other senses much more
sharpened, this was so sensual. | had the blood still in my mouth,
and | decided to swallow it, this making me even more aroused.
Now blood got poured onto all what was on my body. | felt the
blood splashing into my face. The octopuses got stirred, the
sensation of their bodyweight, feeling their tentacles again
searching for my pussy, this all nearly made me come; it just
stopped too early.

This was one incredible sensual and sexual experience for me. |
could not see all the blood, but | could totally focus on the feel-

ing; the touch, the tentacles caressing my pussy, the blood stick-
ing onto my body. The way it felt, the way it tasted, at that
moment, | really would have loved to have sex, rolling around in
the blood, in total ecstasy.

The music still surrounded me, covering me like a big blanket, the
blood slowly started to dry, it felt like a second skin. Often | could
hear a whistle from Nitsch or from his son, directing the next
move. | had no clue what was happening and | was very fine with
it. Lying on my table, just being in the now, experiencing. | had
felt very comfortable, but now | got cold by lying still for so long.

| started to shiver, | tried to control it, but | could not, my body
was not listening to my mind. Fortunately, two women brought
me to my cross, which was lying on the floor in the museum. | lay
down on it and | was bound with rope to the crossbar. Straight
away | got carried outside onto the terrace. The sensation of feel-
ing the heat of the sun was incredible; | felt like a lizard having to
heat up in order to function, | started to stop shaking immedi-
ately. | remember being washed, feeling a big sponge on my skin;
it felt hard, although | know the sponges they were using were
very soft. | had become very sensitive.

I knew everybody was watching Karlyn and me. What an interest-
ing phenomenon in our society, our social rules normally do not
allow us to look so shameless at two naked women but now, in
this situation it was allowed, because that is what Nitsch is about;

losing your shame, losing your boundaries, experiencing life, live

your life today. | liked these thoughts and it felt very good know-
ing that these people were standing around me, watching me. |
had always pushed myself to try to overcome my boundaries, and
as long as it would not leave any permanent physical or mental
damage to pursue and experience it, whatever it is. | really felt
alive, and that is what Nitsch is all about; whatever you do, when-
ever and wherever you are, experience life with all its aspects to
the maximum and most important, enjoy it.

Sitting on my cross which was still lying on the floor, | had warmed
up. | assumed that Karlyn was next to me, and | asked if she was
alright, which she was. | could hear my partner, the Dutch artist,
checking if we both were ok. | still had no comprehension of time
passing; | was just being in the moment. | got bound to my cross
again, with big tough pieces of rope, lifted up and carried back
inside the museum. Carefully | got put straight up against a wall.
Karlyn should be next to me and the pig probably in between us,
but | was not sure how exactly | was positioned, | had also lost my
sense of orientation.

The music was still playing. | got given blood again, | felt like a
junkie, relieved. | felt the cool thick blood running over my chest
again, over my belly and in between my legs, into my pussy. This
could have gone on forever, | felt so good, the blood coming and
coming. | had to pee again and mixed it with the blood running
down my body in between my legs. While receiving the blood, |
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got cleaned very softly and caring. This time, the sponges were

feeling like unusual strange objects, caressing my body. Blood
was again running down and it became a second skin, covering
me all over. | was wondering how Karlyn was, would she also find
this feeling, the blood, so unbelievably erotic?

| must have been on the cross for quite a long time because my
feet were having trouble to stand on the small supporting bar.
Again a whistle, | heard things flying through the air, moaning
and other sounds of excitement. That must be from what they
had been talking about, the so called rummaging; was the pig
being rummaged with intestines, octopuses, grapes, tomatoes
and that all mixed with blood and water?

At a certain moment | got taken away from the wall and laid softly
down on the floor with my cross. | got untied and two women led
me to a table where | was joined with Karlyn. Nitsch’s son was
there, talking very nicely, making us feel at ease with the situa-
tion, saying something like: “Now you are with your girlfriend,
enjoy yourselves” We had kissed a little during the rehearsals, but
now there was a lot of public and now was not the moment to
have any boundaries, now | should follow my natural instinct,
which is, to take Karlyn.

With my hands and legs | could feel Karlyn next to me; | felt the
blood, her slippery body, warm and cool at the same time. | was
aroused; we were holding and really feeling each other. Touching
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each other’s body with our second skin, the blood, sliding. We
started to kiss, tender but strong and passionate. Now | could feel
Karlyn very good, her tongue was playing with mine, what a nice
texture and shape. It felt very stimulating and sexy. | do not know
for how long it went on. While we were caressing each other
intensely, | got cleaned with sponges and warm water, fortunately
that took not too much away from the slipperiness of the blood.
We were sliding so much on the table that | could feel an arm or a
belly making sure that | did not fall off. | went down with my hand,
touching Karlyn's pussy and circling the area of her clitoris. | could
hear Karlyn moan. Should | fuck her also with my fingers?

Karlyn responded to my action and also slid down with her hands
and she softly started to fuck me with the top of her fingers. Now |
knew | could fuck her too. | could hear a camera making photos at
such a high-speed, trying to capture every moment of Karlyn and
me having sex. Who would it be? At a certain moment there was a lot
of commotion, something was being shouted. Did we do something
wrong; did we go too far? Taken out of our rush, we stopped; now we
were lying in each other’s arms, covered in blood, surrounded by
spectators and musicians. | felt tranquil and exited at the same time;
still enjoying the moments | had with Karlyn. The blood on our skin,
sliding and slipping, feeling each other, | wanted to have real sex, no
uncertainties or hesitations, touching and caressing, being
penetrated by all kinds of objects, blood being poured all over us.
Karlyn got taken away; | was left alone on the table.

Although so much was going on, | was in my own world, but
being at the same time part of the whole happening. The son of
Nitsch checked how | was doing and then | was brought to my
cross again. | lay down and got bound on to the crossbar with the
rope. | got lifted up and carried to the terrace again, but now the
sensation of feeling the sun was a lot less. It is fascinating to feel
the blood when it dries; it is like a second skin and at the same
time it shrinks making your skin feel wrinkly. | felt beautiful and
free of worries, no fear, just very much alive. | got cleaned and this
time the sponge did not feel hard anymore.

They lifted me up and put me carefully against the wall. The
musicians seemed close by, making my body shiver. | got given
blood and of course, it felt very good again feeling this natural
erotic sensual material, but my body was slowly giving up on me.
My legs were starting to shake. | had been on the cross for a long
time today and it seemed that | had reached the maximum.
Because | was shaking so much, two active actors, women, rubbed
my feet in order to stop the shaking. | could feel by the way they
touched me that they really cared. Unfortunately, in daily life, it is
very unusual to get this kind of attention from total strangers
which you cannot even see and perhaps because of that, | will
never forget their caring touch.

You cannot imagine how relieved | was when my cross was lifted
from the wall and taken away, being put onto the floor
somewhere, still outside, on the terrace. Was this the end, was this

the grand finale? The whistle was being blown again, things were
happening. This was the finale for sure. Additionally to being
blindfolded, | had my eyes closed for most of the time but, now |
could not withstand the urge to have a quick look and by the little
| could see from under my blindfold, | saw the pig coming towards
me. The little stiff tail coming closer and closer to my face. Being
told that the rummaging is extremely wild, | was not too keen on
having his tail too close to my face. Now the pig was on top of me,
the little tail close but not too close to my face, his large head in
between my legs. The weight of the pig was spreading my legs, |
had to give way and | liked it, | surrendered to the pig. It felt erotic
and finally | would find out what this rummaging is all about.
| could hear many people around me; they seemed to put all
kinds of things inside the pig. | knew that that must be intestines
like livers and kidneys, but also octopuses, squids, fishes, straw-
berries, tomatoes, grapes and other natural materials.

The whistle was blown and | could feel many people going wild;
like a feeding frenzy of piranhas. Objects were flying, hitting my
face, sliding down my neck, this felt good. | could go nowhere.
Give it up, let all your worries go, feel life, and experience death
on top of you. Unite. Blood was being poured all over, splashing
on my face and | had to stop myself from licking it off my lips. As a
passive actor you were supposed to be as neutral as possible, not
laughing, not speaking, just Being, and being used. It felt very
intense and | felt safe. At a certain moment | realized what the
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things were that were hitting my face, they must be mainly the

tomatoes and that big thick soft slimy thing, which was running
down my neck, was probably a squid, or was it a liver or a kidney?
What an interesting feeling it all together was, although | had lost
my orientation about time and how | was lying, | was consciously
aware that | was very much alive, laying in Naples, being right
now part of the Aktion of Hermann Nitsch, while again blood was
being poured over me. What an incredible experience this all was,
being used, by the actors, by the audience and being taken by the
music, by life.

| heard a whistle, was it over now? Swiftly my pig got taken away
from me and | got untied, the blindfold taken of my eyes. It felt
unusual after so many hours having been blindfolded, now being
able to see again. It felt like facing the world again, it had felt so
safe not being able to see, knowing people are looking after you
and nothing bad could happen, you did not have to worry. Your
visual input being stopped, no eye contact, just hearing the
music, feeling the air touching your skin, the blood, the octopuses
and the squid, the warm water, the sponge cleaning your body,
taking your second skin off, the fruits and organs hitting you, the
blood splashing in your face, the smell, now that all was over.
| was back in normal life again.

Karlyn and | got taken to a shower which had been installed at the
back of the museum. The water was cold, but it did not matter, |
remember the blood gushing out of my hair, the water being red
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for ages. We showered for a long time, trying to get ourselves
clean, although the blood had been feeling so good, it was nice to
get back to ‘reality’. All what was left were the memories and new
gained experiences. My feeling of solely Being got replaced by
the awareness of the factual time-space experience. | remember
that after the shower, the Austrian filmmaker came with his cam-
era and asked us how it had been. | cannot remember at all what |
said, but | hope | was able to express my feelings at that moment.
While | walked upstairs, the Dutch artist took care for Karlyn who
had lost orientation. | remember being on top of the museum in
my morning robe and people coming up to me to congratulate
me. It was very nice of them, but at the same time strange; for
most of the day | had been only lying around.

It must have been from all the sensations, the music, the blood,
not being able to see, trying to capture all the thoughts and
moments in full awareness in order to write them down later.
I was worn out. After maybe half an hour brake we had to put on
our Malhemd, a kind of big ‘over through’ dress, which Nitsch has
used in his Aktionen for many years while the idea apparently was
taken from the painter Gustav Klimt, who painted in it. | got my
eyes covered again with the blindfold and had to lie down on my
cross; | felt it was still a little wet from the blood. | got tied on to
the cross again and now Karlyn and | would be carried 2 kilometers
in a procession to the vineyard, uphill, over the same street we had
been walking on so often. | got lifted up, | felt very bad that people

had to carry me. | remember that the tune of The Godfather got
played by the brass band. It felt odd being carried lying on a cross
over the streets of Naples; blood stains everywhere. It took a long
time until we were in the vineyard, there we stopped half way up.
| took off my blindfold, now | could see that all the visitors and
participants of the event had gathered. Food and drinks were
prepared. | could see over Naples, what an amazing view that was,
with the Vesuvius on the background.

Karlyn and | went over to Nitsch and asked him how the Aktion
would proceed. He told us that he had wanted to finish off the
Aktion in the vineyard, but that for the first time in his life, the
blood had run out. Apparently all the blood had been used; all
the 300 liters. The procession had to continue for another 500
meters. | was lying on my cross for the last time, and although |
had the blindfold on, | remember that | could fully enjoy the view
of the sky, thinking what a wonderful, unusual and exiting life |
have. After a steep hill, we arrived on top of the vineyard; | got
placed on the floor and untied.

| could see that in a cluster, many tables and benches were pre-
pared for a big dinner. Now we would get to eat the animals
which had been on my body; | especially waited for the pig to
come, | wanted to taste him. Karlyn and | thanked Nitsch for the
wonderful experience. | told him how erotic the blood had felt
and | was delighted to hear that not only Karlyn and | had gained
new experiences, but that for Nitsch it had been the first time that

two women had sex during his Aktion. | was very pleased hearing
this, now | felt | had not only taken but also given something to
Nitsch. After the food | walked down together with the book lady
and my partner the Dutch artist, accompanied by many glow-
worms. | felt very happy that the week was over; | was already
curious what new experiences would be awaiting me. To finish
the day, | needed to feel my partner and after short but intense
sex, | fell asleep feeling his sperm inside my pussy.
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ROMAN OPALKA
TIME PASSING

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #03
By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold

Opalka’s house and studio, Beaumont-sur-Sarthe,
France, 9 June 2010

On 9 June 2010 Sarah and Karlyn visited Roman Opalka in his house near
Beaumont sur Sarthe, France. That day they were for almost twelve hours
an active part and witness of Roman Opalka living. A detailed record of all
spoken words and activities in the life of Roman on that specific place and
time. Discussing, eating, painting, sleeping, walking, discussing, eating,
and during these events, time has been recorded while it was passing.

ROMAN OPALKA: TIME PASSING has been published as a limited edition.
The edition comprises 100 copies of which 50 DeLuxe, numbered from 1 to
50, and 50 Deluxe hors commerce, numbered from | to L. In addition,
there have been created 10 Artist Proofs, numbered from 1 to 10. Each
item of this limited edition consists of a book and a photograph of Roman
Opalka painting in his studio, mounted on dibond and behind plexiglass,
housed together in a cassette. The edition is signed by the artist.

Today is 9 June 2010. The two of us, Sarah and Karlyn, are walking over a
driveway with various roses on each side. It is 11:22 hours when we see
Roman waiting for us. He is standing close to the barn in his garden and
welcomes us from a distance. We say hello and after continuing our way
towards him, Roman greets us with kisses and invites us to his house.
We carry our suitcases in preparation for our new art project: TIME
PASSING with Roman Opalka. We want to spend as much time with him
as possible to document a part of his life, while the minutes are ticking
away. Together with Roman, we slowly walk the graveled path towards
his house, carrying our suitcases, now and then pausing to speak.

11:23
-“How are you doing?”

- “Good, good. And you?” Before we can answer, Roman looks at
Sarah and says:

- “White hairs. Already?”

-“Yes, already for a long time.”

In previous meetings with Roman it became clear that German
is the best language for the three of us to communicate in. So,
in German, we talk about the roses, about their different colors
and scents, and about the house and its beautiful location near
Beaumont-sur-Sarthe in France. When we reach the house, Roman
makes a remark about our suitcases and asks to leave them outside
on the terrace. While Roman goes inside we do as he asks and follow
him a few seconds later. We enter a small hallway with a mirrored
hat stand with two piles of hats, and continue into an office room,
where his wife, Marie-Madeleine, is sitting behind a writing desk.
There are three other women present: Roman’s stepdaughter
Alexandra, his secretary Catherine and a woman who appears to
be the cook. We start greeting them.

11:24

Roman positions himself in the corner of the room, close to the
hallway and leans against the doorpost, while we continue to greet
everybody. When we are finished, Marie-Madeleine starts speaking
to us in French and explains that we can only stay one day, not the
two days we had hoped upon. She asks us practical things, about the
hotel where we are staying and how we are going to get there. In
the meantime, Roman is still standing in the same place and quietly
observes what is happening.

11:25

We answer Marie-Madeleine’s questions and explain that, if wished
for, we could leave any time. After that, Marie-Madeleine asks
whether we have been at her house before and we tell her her about
our previous publication PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE
EXISTENCE and the interview with Roman that is published in it.
Mentioning this meeting of two years prior, Roman says something
to his wife, which we cannot understand so well.

11:26




It seems to have a good effect, as Marie-Madeleine now starts to
inform us about today’s program. She tells us that Roman will take us
to his studio where we can stay together and talk until around 13.30,
when it will be time for lunch, and after lunch, he will need some
time to edit an interview text for an Italian magazine. Roman does
not seem too thrilled about this. He makes several remarks about it in
French and laughs. Marie-Madeleine continues making clear today’s
program and adds that the lunch would be enjoyed together with
her, her daughter and Catherine.

11:27

After a few seconds, he gets Marie-Madeleine’s attention and in
French the two discuss the situation around the interview text. When
they are finished, we leave the office, following Roman outside to
the terrace where our suitcases are still standing. Roman watches us
lifting up our bags and then turns around, silently leading us into the
house. We follow him, through the dining room and a narrow hall
into his studio. A large bookshelf existing of two parts with agap as a
sort of doorway divides the studio in two parts, an entrance area and
a spacious working place.

11:28

We close the door behind us and place our suitcase next to the wall
in the smaller half of the studio where carton boxes are standing.
Roman looks at the boxes and says:

-“These are preparations for an exhibition.”
-"Which exhibition is that?”
-“In New York, at Yvon Lambert”

We suggest to Roman that we take a seat somewhere in his studio
and he chooses a spot on the other side of the bookshelf. He points
to two benches along a small table and a rocking chair. Sarah takes
one of the suitcases with her to the small table, the place where we
also sat with him two years ago.

- “You can sit over there and | will sit here, like a king,” Roman says
while pointing to the two wooden benches. We prefer a place closer
to him and when Roman takes a seat in his rocking chair, we position
ourselves on the cold, brown tiled floor in front of him.

11:29

-“"We have done that before, haven't we? What was the result of that
meeting?”

Sarah takes PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE, number
1 out of our red bag and hands it to Roman. He recognizes it and is
happy that we brought more copies for him. Roman flips through
the book, until he sees a picture of a young woman standing in front
of Rene Rietmeyer’s artwork at the Venice Biennale 2009. He asks
about her and we inform him about her relationship to our project.
While Roman closes the book and puts it on the floor next to him, we
take the opportunity to tell Roman in more detail what we intend to
do today, the reason of our visit. Sarah takes the special edition we
recently made with Lawrence Weiner out of our bag and places it on
the floor in front of us. Roman bends forward a little with his chair
and looks at it. We explain that we brought the edition as an example,
so that we could better show what we want to publish with Roman.
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11:30

We repeat the intention of our project, that we want to document
a part of Roman’s life, while the minutes are ticking away. Roman
remembers that we had told him that also during a meeting in Venice,
Italy, at Café Florian on Piazza San Marco, some months ago. He likes
the concept of our art project TIME PASSING, so, we leave that subject
and continue to speak about the larger context of our art project, the
series Roman’s book will become part of.

11:31

Roman asks whether there will be other artists in his publication, and
we assure him it will be just Roman. We tell him that we have respect
for each artist we have chosen for our series, but that we have more
than just respect for him.

-“For us, you are at the top.”
-“How high? Totally at the top?”
We confirm and Roman laughs.

-“We admire the fact that you yourself and your work are one,” Sarah
explains.

-“The unity.”

- “That is something you do not see so often amongst young artist
nowadays.”

-"Or not at all,” Roman suggests.

Roman laughs again and continues to speak about his position in
relation to other artists:

-“My work has a trace-history.
11:32

Now art can no longer develop as Avant Garde, that is not possible.
This concept ‘Avant Garde Art’ is, now we are talking about it... In
my case, my work is the only possible example that we can interpret
as an Avant Garde art. After Opalka it is no longer possible, no lon-
ger will there be made Avant Garde. Perhaps one can get something
from Bob Ryman, or artists such as Sol LeWitt. He was a theoretician.
Something like Concept Art, that is no longer possible.”

Having said that, Roman wants to continue to speak about our
project TIME PASSING, his book.

11:33

We explain more precisely what we intend to do with our publication,
that it will not only be a special edition, but that an excerpt of the text
will also be published in our next, large substantial book, PERSONAL
STRUCTURES: TIME « SPACE « EXISTENCE number 2.

11:34

Roman utters confirming sounds and shows that he likes that. Step
by step, we show him the Lawrence Weiner special edition and tell
him that we will discuss all aspects with him and make the visual
appearance of the book according to his wishes.

-“Yes, because | do not like this blue!”

-“For you we were considering to make it white on white.”

-“That would be beautiful”
11:35

We then mention that we would like to have part of the edition
signed by him.

-“100 signatures? That is a lot.”

When we promise Roman to come over personally again, he laughs
and then he makes clear that he understands the financial aspect of
the special edition. He promises to sign the books.

11:36

We continue to discuss the details. Roman jokes about the editing
that has to be done.

11:37
11:38
11:39
11:40

While he tells us about the difference between his sound recordings
and the passing of time in his paintings, Roman points to the white
canvas, which is standing on his easel at the other end of the room.

-“That is linear”

We look in the direction of the painting and because of the light in
the studio we can see the difference in shine between the top and

bottom, the difference between the part that is already painted and

that which is not. We keep looking, while Roman goes on:

- “But look at one of my pictures. That goes into all directions. | am
probably repeating myself, but this was also the case from the very
beginning. But it is very important and you should not forget it. It
should not only be linear, it should result in a certain dialogue.”

11:41

The three of us continue to speak about time and how quickly it has
passed since the first time we saw Roman. For me, Sarah, that was in
St. Etienne at the Musée d’Art Moderne, during Roman's exhibition
of his Octagon in 2006; and for me, Karlyn, it was at our symposium
PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME in Amsterdam in 2007, where Roman
spoke about his program.

11:42

He says he recalls seeing us there and then changes the conversation
back into the direction of his special edition.

- “White would be very beautiful”
11:43

Now, having an agreement on the color, we continue to discuss
the material and the type font. Roman points to Lawrence Weiner’s
special Margaret Seaworthy Gothic type font and says:

-“This font, | do not like it

-“That is Weiner’s special font. We will not use it for your book.”
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-“The other font is much better, as it is easy to read and minimal.”
11:44

-“l do like the idea of white letters on a white surface, although it is
not so easy to read.” More thoughts follow.

11:45

Roman then promises to tell us exactly what he wants, before the
actual printing of the book.

11:46

We softly bring the conversation back to the 100 DeLuxe copies of
the edition we plan to make and mention the photo we would like to
take of him, painting in his studio, later on that day.

11:47

In summing up some of the possibilities that crossed our mind to
include in the DeLuxe copies, we also mention the clock. Roman says
that he indeed likes the photo much better:

-“A clock is simply a form of knowing at what time you come here,
at9orat 10 o'clock. It is only a means to meet, perhaps for the train
or for a flight. The time is inside. | once had a conversation with the
artist On Kawara.

11:48

On Kawara creates these so-called Date Paintings, from his Today series.
He says:“If | am not finished between Berlin and New York, then | must
destroy this space-time, this period, this Date Painting.’ To me that is
not logical, because time is in everything and because that is the case,
it should not be necessary for him to destroy his painting. This determi-
nation or fixation that he has, seems to be completely Japanese. It has
nothing particular to do with time. It is simply a tool so that we can find
each other somewhere at a certain moment, in an infinite space-time.

11:49

Still in the Middle Ages, humans have determined themselves by the
path of their life, by specific moments of their lives. But that has very
little to do with time. The time in their heads, that really was perhaps
time. It is in our bodies, in our minds.”

-“What do you mean that time is something ‘inside’?”
Roman continues and answers Karlyn’s question:

- "Your body, your experience, that is something one cannot make
precise, that is something one cannot determine. That finds itself
between the time of Opalka and infinity.

11:50

In this period of time, my life happens. But that what passes in this
period, OPALKA 1965/ 1 - o, is not to be specified in the sense of
time. In my case, in my concept, the physical aspect of existence is
strongly present. On Kawara, for example, makes this documentation
of newspapers, to show what has happened. Who wants to look at
that afterwards, when that day has passed? People do not even have
time to read today's newspaper! This documentation of On Kawara is
so archival. In the future we will have no time for it.

11:51
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We already do not have time for our own lives. Why should | be
interested in his? What would be the time of On Kawara? In an
artwork, as in everything that happened in the artworld... If you
would for example take a look at La Gioconda, the Mona Lisa, then
Leonardo da Vinci is there. There is this interpretation that considers
the possibility that La Gioconda would be a self-portrait. | am sure,
that is true as well, because a painter would very much like to make
a beautiful portrait, whether it is a portrait of a woman or not, it is
always a self-portrait. You do not need to look at the eyes or look
whether the hair is white or not, it is always a self-portrait.”

Roman points to his painting again and adds:
11:52

- “This concept is completely unknown as an idea about space-time,
the space-time of a work, of a life, of an artist. Perhaps | have already
said it, but maybe in this case you must always be clear: What is time?
Basically, it is not possible to measure time. My time is not measured.
At one moment it is painted with three or four figures and at another
moment with only one figure. But the time itself cannot be measured”’

11:53

-“The last few days we have spoken a lot about time,” Sarah says, “So
that we might gain a little understanding of what it is. We thought
that time is measured by light.”

-“Yes, yes, the trace of light. But of course, that is again a concept that
belongs to the instrument, to the measuring of time. Naturally the
mind wants to know a lot, but the French physicist and philosopher
Blaise Pascal has already thought about this concept very precisely.

11:54
This moment as a unity, is as the smallest in the cosmic space.”

Roman brings his fingers close together and demonstrates the size
of this unity.

- "But the largest one as well, since we cannot imagine it, this infinite
time span.”

- “You often mention the infinity of time, but on the other hand, as
you have mentioned in interviews, you seem to see a beginning of
time,” Karlyn remarks.

- “Yes, this so-called Big Bang. But perhaps there are several great
ideas. This is something that can be considered. It could be possible
in the cosmic space, maybe we are in the aftermath of a Big Bang.

11:55

It is only our own little history, that we have understood. Today there
are already theorists and astrophysicists who say that it is possible that
there are billions of Big Bangs. This is really terrible and at the same
time fantastic, we have shown us our space-time. In my work also our
universe is shown. Basically, what | am painting today, my concept, in a
certain sense could have already been realized in Greek times.

11:56

They just did not have the chance that the figures... For example,
the zero was not there yet. Zero is a very wonderful concept, because
with zero one can count infinity.”

—— e




- “But you have started your program with the number one and not
with zero. Why did you choose this?”

Roman complements the question and then answers:

- “Zero was outside,’ and after a pause he adds: “Of course, | have
asked myself this question: should | start with zero or with one? A
child does not come from zero; a life does not come from zero. Also
the Big Bang does not come from zero. At least there was a certain
energy present. It was possible for the Big Bang to explode. The idea
to start something from zero is meant as a mathematical tool.

11:57

For example, when you count human beings, then you start with
one, not with zero. Zero was always outside. Zero was outside of
the painting. At the beginning of my program, | have asked myself
incredibly deep questions. In that sense, | could not afford to make
any mistakes. Would | have started from zero, mathematically it
would not have been a scandal. But in a philosophical way, zero is for
me outside. At that time, when | painted this figure...”

Roman shapes his hand as if he is holding his brush, looks straight
ahead and moves his arm slightly downwards, painting a 1 in the
air and following his movement with his eyes. During the move, he
simulates the sound of his brush on the canvas:

-“Shhh...
11:58

../Painted’is not well put, but the one... | do not know, you write the
number one down in a telephone number. But basically, the number
one is different here, in my program. The Greeks have already said
it: the number one is everything; it is not just a one, it is a sign that
creates everything. The number one is the basis of everything, it is
the beginning”

While making a similar hand gesture as that of Roman, Sarah asks
him whether he can still remember the moment he first started and
painted his number 1.

-“Yes, that was an incredible emotion. | do not remember how long it
actually was, but | had difficulties with the rhythm of my heart. That
comes from this emotion, this unity, this Being [Dasein].

11:59

And this stroll, about which we have already spoken, that was not so
relaxed. | was very tense. | heard my heart beating. This arrhythmia
was the reason that | was in the hospital for a month. | had good
connections in the hospital and thus | was registered as an officer.
| was saved. Had it been otherwise, it could very well be that | would
no longer be alive. Because one can see even today in France, there is
no place in the hospital, all beds are filled.

12:00

Back then, in Poland, it was even worse of course. Because of these
connections, | had a chance!”

- “When this 1 already contains everything, why did you continue
painting?” Roman complements the question again and continues.
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-"One can ask the question: why? Strictly speaking, it is this dynamics
or power of existence, of nature. | could have said: “l do not want to,
I will not!” A child could know what is our existence. No, no, | do not
want to. | do not want to exist; | do not want to live. But this strength
of life, this power, is so strong.

12:01

It is strong like an animal. We know how that happens in nature. Of
course: man has that ability, that he can ask himself philosophical
questions. Animals do not have the difficulties that we humans do
have: why are we born? That is a very well known and very banal
question. If a child asks such a question however, his parents do not
have an answer, at least not in a philosophical sense.

12:02

But this is without any intellectual right. A philosopher can say that
it makes no sense to exist, but he is already there, he is alive. But
what do you do? Commit suicide? This question also belongs to my
work. Should | buy myself a pistol? Or should | nevertheless execute
my program? | decided to do that, to realize my program. Doing it is
a certain type of suicide, but it is a suicide that creates a work. This
moment in time is a work. But that is only one aspect of the question
why we exist, why we live.

12:03

The other is in my case also a response to this time, this situation
in contemporary art: what is there still left to do with regard to the
history of art?”

Roman reminds us of what he said before about Avant Garde and sug-
gests that maybe in the future, it would be possible to make something
like his concept. Intrigued by what Roman said about suicide, Karlyn
asks him whether he had ever thought about killing himself.

- “Yes, it is a certain type of suicide,” Roman lightly replies and
continues, “But at the same time it is a work. The French call it an
intellectual pirouette. It means that | can be very aggressive towards
existence, but that | have not killed myself. | did not commit suicide.

12:04
| was rescued. To paint a work, that was my rescue.”

Roman refers to a story by Marguerite Yourcenar about a person building
a boat and rowing into infinity. He explains that it is important for him,
because the suicide of the Chinese is represented as a metaphorical act.
The Chinese is‘'simply gone’and looses himself in space-time.

12:05

- “In a sense, that is also my work. | have determined that | move
towards the horizon and the horizon moves along with me as well.
In my case, infinity is like an instrument for death. Let me repeat
that Leonardo cannot say when his St. John the Baptist is finished. He
knew already, he was incredibly intelligent, he had no answer to the
question: ‘when is a work finished?' He has used the sfumato as his
painting technique for the Gioconda, because of that one cannot say:
“My painting is finished

12:06




One can go ever more deeply. And my work—only just—has an
answer. A work of mine is always finished, completed. Always. Just
like our existence. In the moment that a child is born the completion
is already there. In the moment of birth, death is already there. For
that reason, my method is so fantastic. My number one, | could have
died immediately. Of course, it was complete inside of my existence.
But with regard to my work? It was an idiot, there in Warsaw, there
on the roof, who considered to give himself such a life, like today...”

Roman sticks his finger in the air and pauses, before continuing:
12:07

-"“...Fortunately, already for 45 years, it has created itself. And maybe
that is a good message for my current existence. | am often asked
why | did not create other things after | painted my number one,
why | have continued to paint my numbers. | was already quite
known as an artist before starting my program and could have done
it. But when | would have done that, my work would have been an
anecdote, and not a program. It would not have been meaningful.
The work would have been like a gimmick, like a plaything.”

-"You have often said of your work that it is nonsense.”
12:08

-“Yes, our existence, it does not make any sense. When you would be
religious, you would probably say something else.”

Roman tries to remember a story in which this situation was being
discussed, but it he cannot recall it. Then he comes up with:

-“But what was there before God? This is a diabolic question.”
12:09

Roman seems to be looking for words in German, Sarah takes over
and says:

- “But Roman, for us, your work is no nonsense at all. For us, it is
very important as it shows humanity the importance of time, the
consciousness about time.”

Roman remembers now what it was he wanted to say and asks
whether he can continue his explanation.

-“The sense in my work has a really strong dimension of nonsense.
12:10

In French we call it le sens du non-sens [the meaning of non-meaning].
That means the sense of nonsense, this strength or power. Never has
a work demonstrated this nonsense so heavily.”

Roman repeats in French what he just said and then continues to
explain in German:

-“Perhaps ‘answer’is not the proper word, but my work is a response
to nonsense. Such nonsense has never happened before. At least not
as a work of art”

After sketching an anecdote of a situation where people are
complaining about the nonsense of life while drinking liquor in a
bar, he refers to Marcel Duchamp. Roman tells us that he was a stu-
dent of Duchamp, but that he criticizes his teacher for not asking the
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question about ‘what can still be done?’ and instead of making art,
rather chose to continue playing chess.

12:11

When Roman seems to have finished his statement, Karlyn continues
asking about his work.

- "You have been painting numbers now for 45 years now and you
seem to only be painting a few numbers a day. How do you feel about
dedicating even the last moments of your life to painting, realizing
your program?”

- “Yes. Of course. You can always and extensively ask yourself this
question. An old man who wants to continue living forever, but in an
intellectual or logical sense you could say:“l quit.”

12:12

Elderly people may not have the material possibilities to continue
living. But this nonsense, and the difficulties with the body... You
might say that it is not sufficient enough and that you make an end
to it. This idea is a really great idea and it is always there. Suicide is a
very strong freedom. But then still you can ask: is it still possible? If
you do not want to continue to exist. This suicide is good news.

12:13
Itis good news, just like death itself is good news.”

Sarah disapproves of this and softly whispers that she does not agree
and wants to live forever.

- “Yes, we always have this physical aspect that is included in death.
Yes, of course, when | am saying this, | am not thinking of the people
whom | have known and who are no longer alive, such as my first
wife. The physical condition of my body is terrible at the moment,
now that | am telling you this. But these thoughts are present as well:
“What is still left to do? What is still inside of it? Not much, but still.

12:14
Itis a very strong feeling when you visit the graves.”

Speaking of graves, Roman mentions Leonardo da Vinci again and
talks about the uncertainty regarding the location of his grave and
adds that today’s technique makes it so easy to find out details about
corpses. Concerning a possible location for Leonardo’s grave, Roman
sees a possibility in a spot in Bologna where an unbelievably large
skull was found.

12:15
-“How do you feel about your own death at the moment?”

- “Terrible! That, which is so terrible about death, is precisely this
physical part. But in a philosophical sense, in the sense of Being, of
existing, death is a gift. It is a gift, because we are finally liberated from
our bodies. Sleeping is comparable with a certain ‘little death; because
at such a moment, we are no longer there. Perhaps we are dreaming.

12:16
Perhaps there are dreams which give certain information.”

Time is passing, while Roman speaks about the enigmatic quality of
dreams. He tells us that he does not dream often, but remembers the

strong feeling of information he had each time he dreamt about his
mother. For the next few minutes, he wonders that something like
that can happen, although his mother has been dead for a long time.

12:17
12:18

We try to bring the conversation back to his work and Roman’s
concept of time and ask whether he would be able to give us a
‘definition’ of what time means to him at this moment.

12:19

- “Basically... There is a definition that has already been said by the
philosopher Immanuel Kant: time does not exist. Time is an idea, like
we have when going for a walk. For Kant it was at approximately 11
o'clock. When, back then in the 18™ century, people would see Kant,
that was the moment on which they could determine: this is the
stroll. But what has happened in Kant’s head during this stroll, this
is time and that cannot be measured. Then Kant made a mistake by
saying that time does not exist. But time is the only thing there is.
Time is not there in the sense of measuring time.

12:20

| repeat: what has happened in his head during his walk, that is time.
The steps are already there, but in between the steps that we take, is
our life, our thoughts.”

12:21
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The stroll of Kant, reminds Roman of another philosopher whom
he considers very important: Martin Heidegger. Roman mentions
Heidegger’s Feldweg and we shortly discuss the political climate that
was present during Heidegger's lifetime.

12:22
12:23

Roman compares Heidegger’s Nazi complications, with the concessions
he made himself because of the communist era he grew up in. In
addition, he mentions Malevich, who—as Roman puts it—as well,
made “communist propaganda.”

12:24
12:25

Karlyn wonders whether this communist climate he was living in, was
not also fruitful, because of a lack of commerce.

- “Yes, that was my chance. Maybe it was the biggest chance | have
ever had in my life. It was because | have lived in a system where such
a work could come about. The work has no sense of course, but the
nonsense was so strong that it could happen. It was not a political
work, but on the other hand, when you would go deeply into it, that
is not correct: in a certain sense it was also political.

12:26

| had an exhibition in Warsaw, Poland. At the moment | would have
that exhibition in Warsaw, | myself was actually in New York, so | filled
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12:27 time. We turn around again and look straight ahead at Roman, who is

The nonsense in my work is so strong. It does not make any sense, just sitting in front of us today, now.

like our existence makes no sense. For a communist life is meaningful: -“That is really a very strong situation. That what belongs to my work,
you have to work for the society! also belongs to this Marxist dialectic, in which one makes a project, a

12:28 program. The Soviet had planned everything.

For your country! Of course, there is something to it, to be active in 12:34 5 OIYIO
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the people. And also in my work there is a certain program, but my
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- “No/" and after a pause, “No, and especially not for the society.  rogram is nonsense. But this nonsense creates an artwork. Because of

Did Socrates do something good for the society? Philosophy has this planification [precise planning], my work could happen.

absolutely no purpose for society.

12:35
12:29

In Paris or New York it would not have been possible. The whole

There is a part of philosophy that deals with the society, but  pjhie| Buren group was than close to art, but they may not have

the Greeks were already an elite. We were the ones who have ;e it How can you develop yourself? Buren makes very different

popularized it” things nowadays.

12:30 - “Does that also mean that you have programmed your own life?”

-“By displaying your Autoportraits, your self-portraits, in an exhibition, Karlyn wonders.
you usually have a certain distance between the photos, larger or ~“Yes, exactly, that is because of this programmation [programming].
smaller, depending on the time that has passed between making
them. In this case, how is for you this relation between time and

space?”Karlyn wonders.

This man in my exhibition, of whom | just spoke, had understood my
work exactly.

12:36

-“It does exist, but not in an entirely accurate way, because it belongs

and depends on the space. If | have to prepare an exhibition in a This planification for nonsense. A laborer will work and sleep. | am

gallery, | make a journey to this gallery. It is necessary, | do it to know going to work and sleep, but what about my work? What is my

what works to exhibit and how many. Maybe | do not go back and artwork? It has no sense: | cannot eat it, | cannot... Yes, it is nonsense.

forth to New York; in these cases | will get a floor plan of the building. Itis perfect nonsense. Such aworkin this contemporary system would

have no chances of surviving. The government, the Communist Party

12:31 has—quite paradoxically—bought it.

From these plans | already have certain information, but it is always
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12:43

-“You have just spoken about the Prime Minister of Russia, Vladimir
Putin, who according to you, cannot forget the past and moves into
a certain direction and makes decisions according to that. Roman,
are there for you certain restrictions that you cannot free yourself
from? Or things that determine the decisions you make?” Karlyn
wants to know.

12:44

- “No, maybe in the sense of the power that was present there, that
was a chance to live. And it is also important to say, | was not so naive
as perhaps the artists in New York and Paris were. In a philosophical
sense, that was the world, that was the future. | did not dream of
a revolution, of course. | had already gotten to know about it and
experienced it as something negative and bad, as far as it comes
down to the result of the revolution. | knew that the result would
always be the same.

12:45

Sooner or later, each power seizes the same: a certain confiscation
of freedom. The ancient Greeks had considered freedom for their
people, but that was only meant for the elite. The others lived like
animals. It is always possible that the elite uses the other people.”

After this part about politics, the conversation moves in another
direction when we ask Roman about the religious aspects of his work.

12:46

Roman comments that the word ‘religion’ is maybe not so adequate
in this context. He prefers the word ‘metaphysics’: his work is more
metaphysical than religious.

- "Metaphysical is physical. It is strong, and it is meta: it is larger than
that, it goes beyond that. And that is something that always belongs
to a work like mine.

12:47
The power of metaphysics is this nonsense.”

Roman’s words remind us of what he said in his interview for our book
Personal Structures two years ago, about the ‘path to white’ We wonder
whether that cannot be seen as something religious or metaphysical
and ask Roman what this path means to him. As a response, he
compares the white on white square of Malevich with his own work in
relation to the possibility to continue painting, the question whether
there came an end to art. Roman mentions the planification of his
work, its programmic aspect, which—as he puts it—is nothing like the
contemporary programming in computer-based art.

12:48
12:49

- “When you first started your program, you made that choice to
show time with numbers. Why did you do that?” Sarah asks.

-“That belongs to what you see here on the wall”

Sarah and Karlyn look at the interesting, dotted painting that is
hanging on the wall next to the window behind Roman’s rocking
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chair, while Roman explains that this was painted possibly in 1963,
as a result of the wish to show time. He had considered several
instruments then and at that time in his life, the hourglass seemed
a good way to show the passing of time. It became the start of a
series of works, called Chronomes.

12:50

But—as Roman adds—the hourglass had the disadvantage of
repeating itself and was limited to an amount of three minutes,
which to him was not enough to show time passing.

- “This work was the last stage in the experiment | made about how
one can make a time manifest.

12:51

At that time, | painted with tempera. Again and again, | always
washed it off and then painted these time-dots new again, just like
they are in an hourglass.”

Roman paints dots in the air, in a seemingly random way.

- “In the hourglass however, you cannot tell where you are. “In this
picture,”you could say, but that is a little vague.”

Roman shows the chaos regarding the ‘moment’ in his hourglass
painting by moving his head in many directions.

-“I was here, here, here, here, here, here...,"he adds, while still moving
his head, “There is no completely precise point where | am. | was here
when | showed this point.”

12:52

Roman tells us that he noticed that people had the feeling they were
looking at the cosmos, when viewing his work. As a consequence he
stopped the series, because:

- “This dot," he paints a dot in the air, again shaping his hand as if
holding a brush, “Was not obvious.”

He tells us he painted other things for about a year, but he was not
content with them.

12:53

“They were the type of canvasses that the French artist Pierre
Soulages makes nowadays, the difference being that Roman made
them white on white and Soulages black on black, but forty years
later,” he adds.

12:54

- “What you just said about your hourglass paintings, that you are
here, here, here, sounds similar to your voice recordings of Polish
numbers, the mixage [mix], that there is no direction, nothing to hold
on to,"Karlyn remarks.

-“Yes, if this mixage is here as well, we know that we are dealing with
a part of the whole. | mean, one of the many different parts of the
entirety of the program. If we take a walk, speaking of Heidegger's
Feldweg, what happens in the mind, goes in all directions.”

Roman points to the hourglass painting on the wall behind him
again and continues:
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- “That goes also in all directions, but in this painting the directions
are not precise.

12:55

If you take a point here, in one of my Chronomes, then you are in this
total. Here, in the Chronomes, you are in the whole. But where has it
started? If | look at the figures that | painted today, | know that this
number 1, this figure, moves itself. This number one that was there
at the beginning, is the same figure, but has a different meaning. It is
like our existence. A number is only its potential. After this moment
comes this space-time. And my program makes that very clear.

12:56
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But in my hourglass paintings it used to be like this: each point is a
number one. And that is what happened to me, when | was waiting
for my wife in Hotel Bristol in Warsaw, Poland. When we have time,
we have the chance to ask ourselves interesting questions. Because
normally we are running from one place to the next. In philosophy
that is well-known: when one is waiting, that is the chance that we
have, because then you have time.

12:57

To be waiting is a gift,”but he adds, “When you are intelligent. In other
cases it is just like: “Oh, shit...”

Together we laugh at Roman’s acting. Then Karlyn continues asking.

-"You have determined your program in 1964. In the years that came
after, have you ever had the temptation to change the visualization
of your concept? That you thought, maybe | should make the figures
a little bit bigger, for example.”

12:58

- “Yes, that is one of the very important questions that | have asked
myself. | have made sketches for example. We had laid them on the
floor of my studio and my brother found them there and sold them
to a museum. In a certain sense, by selling them he saved some of
these sketches. This is the paradox; otherwise they would have just
ended up in the trash.

12:59

On these sketches you can see how | have considered my way of
showing the passing of time. You can see how | tested the size of
the figures, but you can also see how | considered painting a one for
example. And 2, and 3 as well, of course, and the figure four especially:
shall | paint it like a chair or like a hill? Angles would naturally not
be good. To make sketches like that... that is the way it was back
then. Nowadays, with the computer, that all became much easier. The
figures have already been programmed beforehand.

13:00

For me this was very important and | have made such sketches for
almost a year. But then | said to myself: now | will start. And that was
really a very great emotion. | thought, | have to keep away from my
studio window, because the building stories are so high. This moment,
this one, was so incredibly important. It was so very strong that [—but
I have already mentioned that—developed a problem with my heart.

13:01

This is not only because of the tension, because of the intellectual
emotion, but also because of my body. If you paint or present
numbers like that, whether they are large or small, you are very free
with regard to respiration, breathing in and out. That is something |
have learned afterwards. | have found a certain profession for myself,
my Opalka-job. And in this job that | created for myself, | now have to
let my body function in a certain way. The first picture that | painted
in my program took me seven months.

13:02

That is not exactly the right amount of time, but it certainly did not
take longer than those seven months. | placed the picture against
the wall, with its surface facing the wall, not with its back. | did that
so that | could not always look at it. From time to time | looked at
this painting, repeatedly. A magical piece. And the size? The size of
the number is derived from the size that | am able to see when | am
standing in front of the canvas. On the Travel Details the numbers
are much smaller, that is because the format is smaller. Once, | have
made a gift for someone on which the figures are still even smaller.”

13:03

Roman remarks that he does not make gifts anymore and tells us about
a situation regarding his Travel Details for an exhibition at a Gallery in
Vienna, Austria. The gallery apparently never sent him back his work.

-“The Travel Details have developed from the idea to work differently

some times. Otherwise, it would always be like that,” Roman says
while pointing at the unfinished canvas resting on his easel.

13:04

- “I' had to travel to bring my propaganda into the world. Because:
what do | do in the time that | am in New York? The Travel Details are
in a format of at least A4, they are not exactly A4 because they are
not so precise.”

-"How is the continuation of your numbers with regard to your Travel
Details? Do you continue painting your numbers? Or is there a gap in
your painting of the numbers that you used for your Travel Detail?”

-“No, | have to finish it first”

We can sense the dedication of Roman to his program and the three
of us joke about the things he has to do before going on a journey.

13:05

- "Of course, in this case | have to finish it to the end. But today this
is no longer my problem, because since the border between East
and West is no longer there, | do not make any more Travel Details.
Back then, when | went to New York, | did not only go to make an
installation at John Weber’s Gallery for instance, | had also used this
trip to stay in New York for some time. Nowadays, | do not have time
to stay in New York. A week is already too long for me.

13:06

In the communist times, | had to work for months to get a passport
and afterwards three more months to obtain a visa, in order for the
Americans to accept my trip to New York.”

13:07

-“So you did not make any Travel Details in the last 20 years?” Sarah asks.
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-“No, the last one was maybe in 1990."

Karlyn suggests the possibility that it might have been a pragmatic
or financial decision to start with the Travel Details, that because of
them, Roman would have a painting that might be easier to sell. But
this is not the case. They are even more expensive when considering
the number of figures on the picture, Roman says.

13:08

- “In the case of my concept of white on white, that is so very
complicated that | may never in my life bring it to an end.”

We look at the prepared canvasses that are leaning against the wall.
There are five. Karlyn notices that two years ago, when they visited
Roman, there were seven paintings lined up. The other two are still in
the studio and Roman shows them to us from his rocking chair. The
seventh is finished and stands behind the others; the sixth is standing
on his easel and is now painted halfway. We are told that Roman keeps
them there just in case, because he already sold his last two paintings:
the next-to-last to a museum in Poland; his very last, unfinished, painting
of Roman’s program, he sold to the Sammlung Lenz Schonberg, which
bought it together with the complete studio-installation of microphone,
tape recorder, easel and camera. When Roman finishes the one he is
working on right now, he will be able to move this ‘sixth’ canvas. He tells
us about the paintings that he has sold and the ones he bought back. He
tells us that the painting where he passes the 1,000,000, is in the back of
his studio, on a stand behind his easel. Then an anecdote follows about
how Roman got that painting back into his possession.
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13:09
13:10
13:11
13:12

- “You have spoken about your number 1 and your 1,000,000, are
there any other numbers that have been similar important for your
own life?” Karlyn asks.

- “In a personal sense, no, but in the sense of my program, yes. The
special passages, the million-passages. Because these structures are
very, very strong and particularly in this picture from the first million,
this painting has such a moment... The structure with six figures and
after that each number has seven figures.

13:13

And especially it was the moment that | knew: | am going into the
million. And that is an incredible emotion. To get to this moment,
to reach my one million, has taken as long as seven years. And this
structure is phonetically in Polish... Have | already done that for you
once?”

-“No, you have not,’

-“So, | was painting my program already for seven years and then |
come to the point where the numbers consisting of six digits change,
into numbers of seven digits.

13:14

I am saying,” after a short pause, Roman straightens his back and

seems to concentrate himself on what is about to come, then he
continues in Polish. His voice is softer and deeper now and has a slow,
monotonous rhythm. We are impressed and quietly watch as Roman
is approaching his one million.

“Dziewiecset dziewiecdziesiqt dziewie¢ tysiecy dziewielset
dziewiecldziesigt dziewiec... Maybe | am going a little fast, but the
rhythm is there. The emotion was so very strong on the tape that |
recorded... Unfortunately, a gallery owner has lost the tape. Back then,
I had not taken this emotion, this passage, so seriously. | repeat,’'Roman
pauses and goes back into his position of pronouncing his numbers
in Polish, “Dziewiecset dziewieldziesiqgt dziewiec tysiecy dziewiecset
dziewiecdziesiqt dziewieé... Then Roman states that the French count
very badly, “The history of the physicist and philosopher Blaise Pascal
with his systems of numbers... The French count illogically.’

-“That is different in Polish?” Sarah asks.
13:15

- "Yes, for example 21 in German language, is not right, because
one comes before twenty: einundzwanzig [one and twenty]. The
Polish language and Latin are perfect. In Italian it would not be
a problem either. So to come back to the story with the millions, |
repeat: six times the figure zero. They do not repeat themselves. You
always communicate the six digits in one total. When | reached that
particular moment...” Roman pauses for a moment and straightens
his back. His right hand bends, pretending to hold a brush. In his

left, he is holding an invisible cup of paint. He dips his brush into the
paint, while describing to us in words what he is doing.

-“Now |l am preparing my brush and everything that is about to come.
13:16

I say jeden [onel... So, | am not announcing this million immediately.
| take the air into my lungs.”’

Roman does as he says. We see his chest move up.
-“Jeden,” he says in a deep, slow voice.

We hold our breaths and watch while Roman quietly paints six zeros
in the air.

- “Then | paint these six zeros. | do not say a word, because there is
nothing to say. Listen to me. | say: jeden... milion [million]. First come
the six zeros, and then | say milion,” while saying it, Roman breathes
out, “After the six zeros, | can say milion, previously there was only the
figure one: jeden then a pause in which | am painting these six zeros
and milion. It is very difficult to understand, this emotion, and also
this moment in time. And the emotion that | have as an artist...

13:17

And then it continues: jeden and this time followed by five zeros and
then the figure ‘one’ again. Twice the figure one. Because of the five
zeros, the logical right is created to represent this other ‘one”’

Watching Roman, painting the million in the air and saying the words
in Polish, his eyes seem to be filled with tears. There is still quite a
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strong emotion present. We ask him about these emotions which he
still seems to feel very strongly.

- “What | have experienced... Of course, | could not go on. My work
has already become known, but as good and as strong as | have felt
it, no one else has felt it like that.

13:18

This means: | can continue to function in this work. We have already
discussed that. But it is this emotional part that is really wonderful
to experience. What is without emotion is this Big Bang, which is
making itself always stronger. If God had existed, he would also have
been very excited about this space.”

Sarah proposes to take a look at Roman’s work. We get up and
together we walk through Roman’s studio to where his work is
standing on his easel.

- “Roman, are there any specific numbers that you are still looking
forward to paint?”

13:19

At the moment there is not, he says while switching on the light
in front of his canvas: the lamp he uses for taking his Autoportraits.
Because of the white on white it is even with the light on difficult
to see where Roman painted his last numbers. Slightly we can
decipher the place where he stopped painting the day before. But
which number it is, also Roman does not immediately know. He has
to put on his glasses to see it. While walking away to get his glasses,
Roman remarks that he can see without his glasses, but that he needs
them for the contrast: 5 million 591... Even with glasses, it is almost
impossible to see. We try to decipher it.

13:20

13:21

-“Itis terrible,” Roman says.

-“It is not so easy anymore to see it

-"“Yes, of course,"Roman puts on his glasses, but he still has difficulties
to read his last number. Slowly he reads in German:

-“5,591,675"

-“It is an incredibly meditative work,” Sarah remarks while looking at
the painting.

13:22

-“Yes, now with my glasses on, | can see it, but to paint it... Of course,
when | am already painting, | have the numbers fixed in my head.
And then I know: now | should paint a number more, so then comes
676 and so it continues like that. This means, that | do not necessarily
think about the last number, because | have it fixed in my head.”

-“Do you work every day?” Sarah goes on asking.

- “Yes, but nowadays | cannot do very much. | paint approximately
one hour per day. No more. | cannot do that anymore. That is not due
to my eyes, but because of the standing. And that is precisely the
time, the conceptual time, when | say that my work is connected to
my own personal life.
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13:23

When | look at one of my Details, | see my life. Every artist can say that,
Renoir or someone else: my painting is my life. It is like a playground,
but much deeper. ‘Play’is a bit too banal. It also has to do with: it is
my moment in time. There is nothing like a space-free space. These
microsomes, these dots, they are like a body.

13:24

When you are looking at a body that is painted by Leonardo da Vinci
or any other artist, the shape of that body is only an image. Here it is
not only that which you see, but also very clearly that what you carry
in your body. Everyone, including Leonardo, could say: “That is my
painting, thatis meThat is correct. But it is not as strong as in my work.

13:25

My life and death, everything is inside of my work, in the eternal time,
in the work process. That means,”Roman clears his throat and contin-
ues, “That is already defined in Christian thinking: it is my blood, my
body. Body is blood. That is a logical error, actually, the body alone
is enough. This is the host. It is everything: my blood and my body.

13:26

And like this,” Roman points at his canvas, “It has never been shown.
At least, not as strong as ‘this is my body" It is almost religious, but |
am not religious. Speaking of believing: it is so strong present here,
my Being in a painting.”

Standing in front of Roman'’s work, Sarah asks whether it would be pos-
sible that, when Roman would paint today, that we would be there, too.

13:27

Suddenly, Roman wants to be aware of the current time. We do not
know what time it is and Sarah walks quickly to the other side of
the studio to check her phone. In the meantime, Karlyn asks more
questions, about how it feels to see one of his old paintings.

- “When your work is so closely related to your life and your own
body, do you see yourself as a young man again and who you were at
the moment that you painted the work?”

- “You always see yourself every time you represent yourself, our
existence. You also see yourself as a child and what we have been like
in our existence.

13:28

But that is like a stroll, the Feldweg [Pathway] of Heidegger if you wish.
That is when the other moments in time show themselves along the
way and in the sense that they are thinking... These are the various
pathways and the reliefs of this pathway, at the time when | read this
text. It was only much later, when Heidegger was seen very critically
in Poland, as a fascist.

13:29

Of course, | could not read a text by Heidegger. Later | read it and saw
that it is like an Opalka. Maybe there is something else that could be said
in this context. Philosophers and poets are always much more difficult
to understand than art, visual art. He could have understood them, my
stupidities. But in a logical sense, the pathway is perfectly well meant.

13:30

Speaking of Feldweg, this story of the million-passages, the six-digits
and afterwards the seven digits, they are very, very strong. | am not mak-
ing myself a compliment. He [Heidegger] would probably have been
impressed by it. But that remains only a probability, because | know a
lot of people, friends and so from Warsaw, who did not understand it.

13:31

To read Heidegger's Feldweg takes a couple of hours, maybe a
few days, but my own Pathway takes such a long time. To under-
stand this, why you would do something like this, it is almost like
a sacrifice. Such a concept, to realize a work like that, in this sense

that is a certain insight. The word‘sacrifice’ does not sound very well

to me, but it certainly is a sacrifice.
13:32

I had to do it, although it is better not to work, better not to do
anything, to just lie down and look at the stars. Someone had to
do it. That is why it is a sacrifice to the history of art. | understood
that, but who wants to realize that? No one. | could not say, “Do
that, please.”In order to do it, you have to understand its necessity,
that you have to do something like that. In that sense it is not a
sacrifice, because | knew that this sacrifice would also be a chance
for my existence in the history of art. So, now we are talking about
it:  do not fear history.
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13:33

It is not possible to wipe out such a work. That is simply not possible.
| have no fear. Death is also a gathering of everything. Probably,
apropos the number one, everything is contained in it and this period
between birth and death... In the theory of Raymond Moody, for ex-
ample, a time span takes in the whole, and that cannot be measured.

13:34

And with him, death would be an ending. But this end would already
be present in the time between death and ‘one; which you cannot
measure. And this little point of Pascal, this unit, is the largest. This
means: death carries all of that inside of itself.”

After Sarah's remark that it is already half past one, Roman explains
that we will soon have lunch and that he will take a short siesta
afterwards. After that we will be able to continue with him. While
switching off the light in front of his canvas, Roman asks us about our
plans for the night.

13:35
13:36

On our way to the door we pass a wooden sculpture of Jesus on
the cross, hanging on the back wall. Karlyn remembers that Roman
once mentioned it as being important to him, and asks him about it.
Roman pauses next to the sculpture and looks at it while saying:

- “I am an agnostic, but that what is happening here within this
sculpture, in this statue, is better than the sculptures that we see in
churches. The pain of Christ is often shown in a bit of a banal way,
with blood and all, but here the wood is creating it. The pain is so
strong, it is inside the wood. That is why | bought it.

13:37

We know the artist Lucio Fontana. His works also have a sexual
part. Here in this sculpture the pain is so strong, a sculptor cannot
do that. This has been done by the material. The pain is so very
well present.”

13:38
-“Do you see similar pain in your own work?”Karlyn asks.

- “Yes, | repeat: Christ has also made a sacrifice for the people. | am
not religious, but already the way we know the story of Christ, you
understand that that was a sacrifice. And he wanted to do it. | myself
also have this question.”

13:39

Slowly, we leave the studio and go through the dark hallway with its
low ceiling into the dining room. On the wall are two paintings by
Roman from 1949, from before the start of his program, and a light
installation that is placed in most corners, lights the room. The long,
antique wooden table is already set. It is luxurious, with beautiful
plates, wine glasses and silverware. Alexandra is looking through
a service hatch, between the kitchen and the dining room. We say
hello. Roman starts speaking to her in French and walks over to the
kitchen. He returns after a few seconds.
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13:40

The three of us take a seat on a divan that is in the corner of the
dining room next to the large, stone fireplace with piles of wood on
the side, and wait for the lunch to arrive. In the meantime, Roman
tells us about what his days usually look like:

-“Itis not very German.”
13:41

The Germans always have the problem of their schedule, the
timeline. | am going for a walk, but not necessarily in the way the
philosopher Immanuel Kant did it. | go for a walk before or after
taking an afternoon nap. Or often | do not sleep at all, maybe today |
will not. But maybe it is for the better and we can talk again later on,
in the afternoon. | am not so disciplined or organized with my time,
not like the German mentality.

13:42

I am more relaxed. The Feldweg of Heidegger is quite beautiful in
this line of works. The works are not all the same, they are different.
This is also the rhythm of my existence: sometimes | do not sleep,
at other times | do sleep, sometimes | sleep more, or less. This is the
best: not to program yourself like that. In my work | have created a
program, but this program has a lot to do with this imprecise time
span. Speaking of which, in the beginning | could have died.

13:43

Every artist, when he is painting a picture, can say that he is making
a certain sacrifice.

13:44

Speaking of Feldweg, sometimes it rains. | was a realist once and
then at times | had problems with the weather. It rained and then |
painted anyway. This is almost anecdotal. In my case, the program
is that, which belongs to my life. It is always like it is in our lives,
meaning: anecdotal.

13:45

| can sleep or not, but that is entirely voluntary. With you here, |
have to watch my energy a little. It costs energy to tell you about
everything, these stupid things. If | so terribly say “stupid things", you
can see our existence, or interpret it like that. Our life has no meaning.
My work is the nonsense that manifests this. It is comparable with
the Germans drinking a glass of Schnaps, or the Frenchman having a
glass of wine: life has no meaning.

13:46

The German and the Frenchmanareright.Theyarealso philosophers,
but then they have to show it. That is almost hypocritical, but |
think they should show it. The consequences are very different
when you very seriously have these thoughts that our existence
has nonsense””




ON KAWARA
UNANSWERED QUESTIONS

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #04
By Karlyn De Jongh
2007-2011

From 2007 until 2009, Karlyn De Jongh has collected questions for On
Kawara—who seems to have never published any personal written
statements. It resulted in a collection of 80 questions by people from
all over the world, who know the artist or his work very well. After
several attempts to present these questions to On Kawara—visiting his
apartment in New York, sending postcards and contacting his closest
friends— until this day, the questions remain unanswered. The following
text tells the story about the sequence of events that became the Art
Project ON KAWARA: UNANSWERED QUESTIONS.

ON KAWARA: UNANSWERED QUESTIONS is the documentation of
Personal Structures Art Projects #04. It has been published as a limited
special edition. The edition comprises 250 copies of which 50 Deluxe,
numbered from 1 to 50, and 50 DeLuxe hors commerce, numbered from |
to L. The 150 Standard copies are numbered from 51 to 200. Each item of
this limited edition consists of a book and a CD in a case, housed together
in a cassette. The DelLuxe edition additionally contains a postcard with a
question for On Kawara, returned to sender.

Today is Saturday, 19 December 2009, and right now | am in my
apartment in Venice, Italy. My name is Karlyn De Jongh. | am
an independent curator and author from the Netherlands. The
past two years, | have been working on the project Unanswered
Questions to On Kawara.

Unanswered Questions to On Kawara consisted of collecting questions
for the artist On Kawara. | gathered questions from all kinds of
people who are somehow connected with On Kawara, people who
either know the artist or his work very well, asking them to submit
a question they themselves wanted to ask him. Their questions
have all been formulated in the languages | was certain On Kawara
would understand: Japanese and English. It resulted in a collection of
questions posed by 79 people from different parts over the world—
Africa, Asia, Europe, North and South America. As they are, the
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questions provide information about On Kawara’s life and work. This
special edition contains all questions asked.

On Kawara

On Kawara (born in Japan in 1932) has been making work that
addresses time, space and existence since the 1960s.To say something
about On Kawara, to give a biography or to state something about
the meaning of his work, is complicated. It seems that On Kawara
has never published any personal written statements, that he doesn’t
give any public speeches, and that he doesn't give interviews.

Catalogue texts about On Kawara are often formal descriptions
of his work. Biographies of On Kawara have been made without
detailed facts concerning his personal history. Often they only
state the amount of days the artist has been alive at the time of
writing. For example:

“Biography of On Kawara (August 16, 1974) 15 211 Tage™

Taking the information from his 700 Years Calendar, On Kawara seems
to have been born on 24 December 1932. Today that means On
Kawara would now have been alive for 28,119 days.

Because of all these elements, most people—who, like me, have
never met On Kawara personally—only seem to be able to‘’know’the
artist through his work. But what if you think his work is so important
that you want to include him in a publication with texts by, and
interviews with, other living artists? How do you include someone
who solely communicates through his work? Someone who never
publishes any personal written statements? What do you do?

The only thing we can do to get information about On Kawara’s life
is to rely on statements from people who have met the artist and
said something about him. Having to rely on such statements, we can
only guess about reasons why On Kawara does not speak publically.
Franck Gautherot and Jonathan Watkins, for example, state: “There
is too much and therefore nothing for the artist to say.? In a recent
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catalogue, curator Charles Wylie says: “Kawara, as an artist, does
not, in fact, wish to be quoted nor to have his ideas and thoughts
paraphrased: his project is not that of subjective autobiography
but of steady, disciplined recording, in universally recognized and
accepted objective terms, of experience and time that stretches from
the year 1966 to today.”® Or: as Ulrich Wilmes clearly pointed out
in an email to me: “I know Kawara and for quite a long time. And if
you do some research you will find out that he never wrote a text or
published a statement, nor did he ever give an interview. This is not a
caprice of an eccentric artist, but part of his artistic concept. The only
way that he communicates is via his works!”

On Kawara created several series of works that seem to manifest his
existence. Most of these series he started in the 1960s. For example:
Since 1966 On Kawara has been making the Today Series; the series
I met and | got up both started in 1968 in Mexico City; his I am still
alive telegrams have been sent at irregular intervals since 1970.
Of these series, the Today Series—also called Date Paintings—is
probably the most well known: a monochrome ground on which
month, day and year are painted in letters and figures, the spelling
being influenced by the country he was in. On Kawara continues to
paint such works until the present time.

To me, On Kawara's work seems to be a self-portrait. The series of facts
that these works present, say something about On Kawara’s life. The
series lend presence to the artist, while he himself remains physically
or, depending on the viewer, even personally, absent. His works seem
to state something similar to the number of days in his biography: at
that specific point in time On Kawara existed.

The questions in this book are a way to learn more. They give
additional information and add to the knowledge we have about the
artist: the 79 questioners, the questions they ask, the statements they
give, all these things provide information about On Kawara.

The beginning of my collection

The project Unanswered Questions to On Kawara started in April
2007. It was the result of the wish to incorporate On Kawara in the
publication PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE (2009)
which includes interviews, essays and symposium texts by 53 artists,
communicating their thoughts verbally or in written word.® Given his
artistic concept, including On Kawara was a challenge.
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To ask an art historian to write about his work was not an option for
us. Instead, Rene Rietmeyer suggested asking people who know On
Kawara personally, or at least his work, to submit a question and then
try to present these collected questions to On Kawara. And: in the
expected case that he would not answer, we would publish these
questions in PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE as the
Unanswered Questions to On Kawara.

| met Rene Rietmeyer for the first time on 14 May 2007. At that time
I was a student, on the verge of finishing my M.Phil. in Art History at
Leiden University, Netherlands. | was asked to work with the project
PERSONAL STRUCTURES as a curator. Together with Sarah Gold, |
organized the PERSONAL STRUCTURES symposium and exhibition
TIME in Amsterdam, Netherlands. As part of the exhibition we
showed twenty / am still alive telegrams, which On Kawara had sent
to the German art critic and writer Klaus Honnef in 1971. 1 placed this
installation in the exhibition: it was my first opportunity to work so
directly with On Kawara, and | was deeply impressed.

After finishing my studies, in September 2007 | went to Venice, Italy,
where | worked for the German Pavilion at the Biennale di Venezia.
Rietmeyer was in Murano at that time where he was creating his
Venezia glass-boxes. During a dinner on the island of Murano, he
asked if | would be interested in taking on this On Kawara project.
The artist and this project intrigued me and, without thinking, | said
“"yes.” Unanswered Questions to On Kawara became my project.

Our initial idea was to collect approximately 50 questions. And at
that point in time, when [ first heard about the project, we had only
collected one: Rietmeyer had asked Klaus Honnef for a question,
because of his connection to On Kawara. It was 7 May 2007 and
Honnef had spontaneously reacted with “Do you still remember me?”

After hearing about the project, |l immediately started doing my home-
work. Sitting outside of the pavilion that October, in cold and rainy Ven-
ice, | searched the Internet for names that showed up in connection
with On Kawara. | was looking for answers to my own questions: To
whom did he send his telegrams? Who received postcards? Who did he
meet? Who wrote about him? Which museums have his works in their
collection? What galleries handle his work? At first, | was overwhelmed
by the number of names that came up. | realized: this was not art in
theory; this was art in reality and | was new to it.
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Dublin, Ireland, Winter 2007

After Venice, | moved to Dublin, where | would spend most of my
time for the next 18 months. Full of naive confidence, | started
contacting the first people on my list. A few people reacted to my
request, but without actually sending me a question to pass along
to On Kawara. Amongst them was Jean-Marc Avrilla. He said that, to
him, it seemed difficult NOT to accept my request and participate
in my project. Avrilla added that he considers On Kawara's work
as one of the most important in contemporary art, “dealing not
only with concept but with poetry and corresponding precisely to
changements of the time perception.”® Xavier Douroux also reacted.
Together with the Le Consortium co-director Franck Gautherot, he
had done several books and exhibitions about On Kawara; Douroux
was traveling at that moment and wanted me to call him the week
after. | was naive and did not foresee, that it would actually take
a very long time to get the result: 7 months for Avrilla’s question;
12 for that of Douroux. But at that time, that they hadn’t sent me
a question yet did not matter to me: the fact that they replied was
enough. I was full of hope that the project would become a success.
Until this: a message from someone at David Zwirner Gallery:

“Thank you for your email that you sent to the gallery regarding
On Kawara. | have sent this on to On. However, On Kawara does
not indeed do interviews, nor is quoted or have published
dialogues. We thank you for considering him, but he is declining
participation with this project. We wish you luck”

I thought | would die. | kept thinking about their response for weeks
afterwards: what happened there? What did | do wrong? For a while,
| left the project as it was.

Tokyo, Japan, March & April 2008

For the PERSONAL STRUCTURES project we went to Tokyo, where
Sarah Gold and | organized the symposium EXISTENCE at the
Setagaya Art Museum. Between meetings, | looked for anything
related to On Kawara: | went to the National Museum of Modern
Art where | was confronted with On Kawara's early, figurative
work. And | went to Gallery 360°, a gallery that shows several
Japanese and Western artists and also handled work by On Kawara.
| remember sitting at a small table with the gallery owner Toshiyuki
Nemoto, his wife Miyuki Sugaya and the artist Yuko Sakurai. We were
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served tea and sweet, sticky rice balls. With Yuko's help, | was able to
communicate with Nemoto, who gave me a question on the spot:
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Nemoto's question meant, for me, the real start of the project.

The PERSONAL STRUCTURES symposium was a success. | especially
remember our lunch breaks under the blossoming sakura trees in
the museum’s park: having sushi together with all the artists who
spoke at the symposium. Choosing this specific time of year had
been Joseph Kosuth'’s idea, who had come especially to Tokyo to
speak at our symposium.

One day after the symposium, it was 4 April 2008, we met Joseph
Kosuth again. It was a Friday night and we went out for dinner in a
traditional Japanese restaurant. We were sitting on the floor, in acircle.
In the middle were plates with carp. As | remember, at first Kosuth was
as he always was, but his behavior changed when he heard about
my project Unanswered Questions to On Kawara. He impulsively
reacted with the question “When will you call me?” Seconds later,
he considered having the question translated in Japanese. Later, he
withdrew his question and didn't want to contribute it at that point
in time. He then explained to us why he came up with this question:
Kosuth told us about how he and On Kawara used to play Risk
together. That Kosuth always took the initiative for their meetings
and that once he had said something like:“On, why don’t YOU call ME
next time.” On Kawara apparently never did.

Dublin, Ireland, Spring 2008

With Nemoto'’s question in my pocket and a freshly developed love
for Japan, my enthusiasm for the project was enormous and | had
forgotten about the difficult start a few weeks earlier. Back in Dublin,
| started searching for and contacting new people. Now it appeared
that 50 questions might be obtainable.

Miami, USA, Spring 2008

On 1 May 2008 | went to Miami, where Sarah Gold and | curated
two exhibitions. Being in Miami, | started contacting new people,
focusing on the ones in the USA. The Americans seemed easier to
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reach: | spoke with Christian Scheidemann who stated that he met
On Kawara once, with Charles Wylie who had just curated the On
Kawara exhibition in Dallas, and with several other people.

Even though Wylie declined my request for a question, because
he was not sure about how it would fit in with On Kawara’s artistic
concept, slowly more questions came. From Ute Meta Bauer, who
came to her question because of a death in her family. From Gregor
Jansen, whose question | received the next day, with compliments on
the project: “Mr. On Kawara, What day is today?” From William Wells,
who allowed me to choose one of the following:

1- 29%-05-08 “What is the identity of today's date.” or

2-"If the validity of time is reduced to the man-made construct that
is the date, is our existence annulled if a day is undocumented?”

And from Fumio Nanjo:“What is time for you?”Nanjo had contributed
to several books on On Kawara and as the director of the Mori Art
Museum in Tokyo, for me he was one of the key figures on my list. |
felt 1 was getting closer to reaching my goal.

Continental Europe, Summer 2008

Back in Europe, | went on a tour together with Rene Rietmeyer
and Sarah Gold. For the PERSONAL STRUCTURES project we had
some meetings with artists. One of them was Roman Opalka, in
Beaumont-sur-Sarthe, France. Meeting Opalka for the first time,
impressed me tremendously: his house, his studio, the prepared
canvasses leaning against the wall waiting to be painted, the white
shirt on a hanger, the tape recorder, the man himself and the way
he spoke... Opalka took us out for lunch to his favorite restaurant.
| remember sitting next to him. He came up with a question for On
Kawara straight away, as if it had been on his mind for years: “How is it
possible that there are often two date paintings of one day?” A critical
question, as might be expected from a person who has been working
with the concept ‘time’ for over forty years.

After we visited Roman Opalka, we went on to Dillingen in Germany,
for a talk with the owner of our printing company about the
PERSONAL STRUCTURES publication. While driving, we discussed
the project Unanswered Questions to On Kawara: the questions that
I had collected so far and the ones that were still to come. It was
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at this point in time, right there in the car, that the concept of the
project developed to its final state.

We were considering ways to exhibit the questions, possibilities for
including On Kawara in our exhibitions and presenting the project
in a visual or audible form. We decided to display the questions on
a wall and fill the space with the sound of my voice presenting the
questions to On Kawara in New York City. We also decided that we
should not only publish the questionsin the PERSONAL STRUCTURES
book, but that we should print them as a separate publication too, a
project standing on its own.

To make a more complete statement, 50 questions did not seem to be
enough. As a new number, we set 80. | knew from the time and effort
I had already put in the project, it would not be so simple. But | was
crazy about this idea of the special edition and thought it was fantastic.

Dublin, Ireland, Fall 2008

After my return to Dublin, | continued collecting during the next few
months. Now it became easier for me to collect questions: | would not
be traveling so often and had more time to focus on the remaining 62
questions | somehow had to gather.

The next response | received on my 28" birthday: a statement from
Kasper Konig. Kasper Kénig and On Kawara are said to be good
friends, going back to the 1970s, at least. They have worked together
on numerous projects and On Kawara sent him several telegrams
and postcards. Although Koénig did not submit a question for On
Kawara, he had taken the time to write me his statement and that
fact counted. His statement meant a lot to me.

A few days later, Sarah Gold and Rene Rietmeyer had a meeting
with Joseph Kosuth in Rome, Italy. It was 2 September 2008. They
spoke about my project again. Kosuth repeated his question:
“When will you call me?” Unfortunately, he gave the question
without the permission to publish it. That did not count. And so, in
the time that followed, | tried to contact Kosuth; | would hear from

him only months later.

Because | did not have a telephone at my home in Dublin, | went to
the Chinese Internet Café around the corner. It was a shabby place.
From one of the telephone booths—my favorite was number 2,
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because it had a little bit of leg-space and what they called a ‘ta-
ble, a piece of wood big enough to put my On Kawara Address
Book on—I phoned all over the world. Although there were days
when | did not reach anyone, on some days | was luckier, receiving
two questions on the same day.

For me, one of those lucky days was 11 September 2008: | reached
Andreas Bee, Gunnar Kvaran, and Pétur Arason. The conversation
with Arason was quite strange. Through various channels, | had
gotten hold of the number of his mobile phone. Normally, | prefer
to call people using their home numbers, but in this case | had no
other choice. Arason picked up. | explained to him my project and
then straight away—in broken English—he said, “Will you come
to Iceland?” | never had a question this quick before. | thought
he was asking me: he had not said a word in the minutes before
and suddenly came that question as a reply. Then he changed his
question to, “Would you like to come to Iceland and fish salmon?”
This wasn't meant for me. | thanked Arason for his question and he
hung up the phone. When | got home, Andreas Bee had emailed me
his question: “Is death simply a mistake?”

| felt | needed at least one of the galleries working directly with
On Kawara in the project, as a confirmation. For many people my
project was still seen as a tricky thing: On Kawara himself had not
yet been contacted—at least not by me—and had therefore never
given an approval. So, after having sent several messages and
without receiving any reply, | phoned Michéle Didier in Brussels,
Belgium, the owner of a gallery that produced One Million Years
and sells editions by On Kawara. A friendly voice explained to me
that she liked the project and that she was sorry for not replying
to me, knowing about my previous attempts to get in touch with
her. Didier said she was happy | called, and explained that she had
promised On Kawara years ago never to publish any statements
about him. For her, that included questions.

The Netherlands, November 2008

Relief came on 10 November: Thomas Rieger, of the Konrad Fischer
Gallery in Disseldorf, Germany, sent his question. On Kawara had
his first solo exhibitions in Europe at Ausstellungen bei Konrad
Fischer. Since 1971 at least, the Konrad Fischer Gallery has been

working directly with On Kawara. Being the assistant director of
this gallery, Rieger was one of the first to learn about my project.
In summer 2008, he had promised to send me a question. But |
had not heard from him in months, and | feared that | would never
get the confirmation | was looking for. But it came:

“KNOWING THAT THE ARTIST WILL NOT ANSWER INTERVIEW
QUESTIONS THERE'S STILL ONE DETAIL THAT OCCUPIES ME:
WHY STOPPED THE ARTIST INSERTING NEWSPAPER CUTTINGS
IN THE CARDBOARD BOXES OF HIS DATE PAINTINGS?”

And: Rieger gave me the artist’s address in New York, a possibility
to actually get in touch with On Kawara.

Dublin, Ireland, Winter 2009

Contacting the Japanese was particularly interesting: the
pachinko tunes or Viennese waltz music while waiting to get an
English speaking person on the phone, the spelling of names: L
or R, London or Red? But somehow it came to a result... At a time
| did not expect to receive any questions at all anymore—all of
December had been quiet and by now it was those days between
Christmas and New Year’s Eve—I got mail from Japan: a question
from Fumihiko Tanifuji, curator of a collection that includes date
paintings by ‘On Kawahara'

In the New Year, the flow of questions started again. At this time,
Xavier Douroux responded to my request. A year had now passed
since | had first contacted him; his name had already been on
my very first list of people. More questions came in: from René
Denizot, who has written several times about the artist since the
early 1970s; Rudiger Schottle, On Kawara’s gallerist in Munich;
and Sheena Wagstaff at Tate Modern in London, UK, who sent a
question instantly: “When exactly is now?”

Paris, France, January 2009

16 January 2009: together with Peter Lodermeyer, | met Lee Ufan for
an interview in Lee Ufan’s studio. Early in the morning | left Dublin, to
arrive in Paris in time for the encounter. It was my first time in Paris.
And it was my first personal encounter with Lee Ufan.

The encounter was strange to me. We had asked Yuko Sakurai to join
us as a translator, but still | could not really follow Lee Ufan. Around
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the end of the interview Yuko asked Lee Ufan who his favorite artist is.
Lee Ufan named On Kawara. From the smile on her face, | knew good
news was coming my way. When Yuko translated her conversation
into English, | knew | had to get Lee Ufan into my project!

| tried to explain my project to Lee Ufan and asked him, begged him,
for a question. He smiled. He did not give me a question, not yet.
Lee Ufan stated that On Kawara has a studio around the block, just
a one-minute walk from his. We were all curious: Was On Kawara in
Paris at the moment? Unfortunately not.

But Lee Ufan told us about how he often met On Kawara, that he really
respects On Kawara, that they drink tea together and have discussions
about art. | feared that Lee Ufan was avoiding my request... | tried to
bring it to a point. Lee Ufan explained that he was sometimes also
critical about On Kawara’s art. Then came his question:

BEHFZANDIDOTLELEOD, HFICICDBDIE HFIC
FBONHBEFEEZZDTINRIAFESBDNET D,

The next day | was having breakfast in the café across my hotel,
still perfectly happy from my encounter with Lee Ufan. | had taken
my laptop in order to check my email. Daniel Marzona sent me his
question for On Kawara on the day | met Lee Ufan: “Dear On Kawara,
Do you think the meaning of your work will change essentially after
your death?” It came with a message: “l wanted to wish you all the
best with your project, which is one of the most exciting | have heard
about in a while!” This | considered to be a big compliment, coming
from the director of the Konrad Fischer gallery in Berlin. | now had 58
questions in my pocket. | was getting closer to On Kawara.

Miami, USA, January & February 2009

A few days later | went back to Miami. Wanting to search for new
names, | learned that the number of names seriously related to that
of On Kawara is limited: there might be an end to the project. | kept
in mind that there must be many people who, for whatever reason, |
had failed to contact up to now, people who might be very close to
On Kawara. And also, there had been others | had actually tried to
contact, but who—at least at that point in time—were ‘unreachable’
It seemed there were only relatively few people left who could still be
asked for a question.
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Be that as it may, there were still a few people left | really did want
to ask. And so | contacted Harry Cooper from the National Gallery
in Washington, USA, which has On Kawara's work Title from 1965 in
its collection. And John Baldessari, who replied by sending me four
questions. | could pick one of the following:

Has any of your work taken the form of a question?

Do you ever use spell check?

Are you still alive?

What's with the ionized air in the Kawara room at DIA Beacon?

The last day of my stay in Miami came; we would drive to New York.
It was during this trip to New York that we came up with the idea to
make more Art Projects, to create a series of special edition books:
PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS.

New York, USA, February 2009

Sarah Gold and | went to New York for a week to make arrangements
for our PERSONAL STRUCTURES symposium SPACE at the New Museum
that would take place in early April. | considered passing by On Kawara's
building, to see if he would be there. But it did not feel right; it was not
the right time. | had only 69 questions at this point and there were still
afew people | wanted to approach; it was too early to go to On Kawara.

Vienna, Austria, March 2009

At the beginning of March | left Dublin. | gave up my apartment and
went to Vienna. | would stay there a few days until it was time to go
back to New York again for the symposium in the New Museum. | did
not have Internet access in my apartment, and was ‘forced’ to go to
one of the Viennese coffee houses. Café Sperl, my favorite, was around
the corner. | remember sitting in the middle of the over-crowded café
and receiving a question from Olle Granath, director of the Moderne
Museet during the time that On Kawara had his exhibition there in 1980
and got robbed on the streets of Stockholm, Sweden:

“Dear On, What exactly was the content of the chapter of your life be-
ing erased when you were robbed in Stockholm in connection with
your exhibition at Moderna Museet in the beginning of the 1980’s."

By the time I left Vienna for New York, | had a total of 75 questions.
I was close. But with the symposium coming up, | did not have the
time to go to Greene Street.
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The Netherlands, April 2009

Upon my arrival in the Netherlands after the symposium, Sarah Gold
contacted me. She had asked Georg Kargl, who believed he had a
photograph of On Kawara buying a hat and Luca Beatrice whom she
had met in Venice while | was in New York.

The collection was now reaching its ‘ideal’ number of 80 questions. At
least to me, 77 was close enough to 80. And besides: | knew | could
count on the one from Rene Rietmeyer, to whom | had promised that
he could ask the last question. | knew he had his question ready and
would send it whenever | needed it. And so, | booked a flight back to
New York. This would be the moment; | would go to Greene Street
and present my questions to On Kawara.

New York, USA, May 2009

Around the end of April, | arrived in New York: the time had come;
it was the right moment to make an attempt to contact On Kawara.
I knew from Thomas Rieger that On Kawara lives on Greene Street;
it was the only information | had. To go to On Kawara’s apartment
was the only possibility for me to get in contact with him. It was 1
May 2009. It was almost exactly two years after the first question
from Klaus Honnef, when | received Rietmeyer’s question. | now
had 78 questions for On Kawara.

In the meantime, | received phonetic ‘translations’ of the Japanese
characters in a cross-over between an English and Dutch
pronunciation, which—in the end—was—for me—sort of readable
(someone did recognize it as Japanese when | was reading it out loud
on the street). Lee Ufan:

“Nasee soe-chie-o mochie-iroe-noodee sjookaa. Soe-chienie
kodawaroe-nowa, Soe-chienie shinkogaa aroetoo waatashiwa
kanga-eroe-no-dessga, Onsanwa doo omowaremasska.”

| practiced the Japanese. | bought a nice, furry microphone. | printed
out my questions. And off | went. To On Kawara.

During that week, | went to On Kawara’s apartment several times.
From 42" Street to SoHo. The first time in particular | was very
nervous, mainly about the possibility of standing face-to-face with
On Kawara. It was after a meeting with Richard Tuttle in Café Café, at
the corner of Greene and Broome Street that | went for the first time.

“Uenezia

It was Saturday morning. | was in the neighborhood and for me that
meant | could not escape: | had to try.

After standing in front of his door reading my questions to him, |
took my chance and rang On Kawara'’s doorbell: no one answered.
Then, three days later, | tried another time. This time—what |
assumed to be—On Kawara's wife was there and | spoke with her
over the intercom. Again On Kawara was not at home. But at least
he was in New York.

Greene Street, 7 May 2009

On my last day in New York, it was Thursday 7 May 2009, | had to do
it; it was my last chance. | went to SoHo by subway. | walked across
Greene Street, holding the questions in my one hand and my
microphone in the other. As | approached his apartment building,
an older Japanese man and woman crossed the street. They were
walking together with a younger man, who was carrying suitcases.
They got into the car and drove away. | am sure it was On Kawara.
| realized that when | saw the number of the apartment house; the
car was standing almost in front of it. Impossible that it could have
been someone else.

| waited in front of On Kawara’s house for nearly two hours, reading
over my questions to him and trying the doorbell several times. No
one answered and no one returned. | had missed him.

After I returned from New York, | don't remember the date, | got a nice
surprise: | may have missed On Kawara, but Joseph Kosuth suddenly
gave approval for the publication of his question.

(Venice, December 2009)

But the story continued:

In October 2009, we published the 79 Questions as the Unanswered
Questions in our book PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE
EXISTENCE. It was what | had been dreaming of since the start of the
project in 2007. The pages in the book looked beautiful and | wanted
to show them to On Kawara. Excited and with two freshly printed
books under my arm, | took the plane to New York. Especially directly
after the struggle to get the book printed before the deadline (the
Frankfurter Buchmesse in Germany), it was wonderful to be in New
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York, the sunny weather, life... Walking in the streets of New York, |
remembered the previous times | had been there and how | then had
just missed On Kawara. | did not think | would ever see him again, but
a few days later, | thought | had a chance. When visiting the Museum
of Modern Art, | saw the same woman again who | had seen with him
in May. Did this mean that also On Kawara would be in New York?
| passed by his apartment the next day, there was no sign of life.

London, UK, Fall 2009

| left the questions for what they were—unanswered—and in the
weeks after, | worked on the text for this special edition. It was
planned to be the first book in the series of PERSONAL STRUCTURES
ARTPROJECTS and | wanted to have it published before the opening
of the exhibition we were organizing in Bregenz, Austria. We would
exhibit the visual presentation | had made as part of this project (we
had planned its creation earlier, summer 2008), and we had con-
sidered it to be a good idea to have the book ready then as well. It
was a strange time for me, having just finished the book PERSONAL
STRUCTURES and also the ‘On Kawara’ project was reaching its end.
It was time for new projects, a.o. LEE UFAN: ENCOUNTERS. | went to
London, to Lisson Gallery, for an Encounter with his work.

On 4 December, a friendly young woman showed me two Lee Ufan
paintings in a warehouse on Bell Street. It was an intense encounter, Lee
Ufan was on my mind. Before leaving the gallery, | noticed On Kawara'’s
Phaidon book standing on a shelf behind the counter. | asked if | could
have a look at it. | knew the book very well, but this time, it felt differ-
ent to me. “He is a wonderful artist” | turned around. It was Nicholas
Logsdail. | took the opportunity to tell him about the project and
showed him the Unanswered Questions in the PERSONAL STRUCTURES
book I had brought with me. He seemed to like them a lot and told me
stories about some of the people that had asked a question. He asked
whether | had ever met On Kawara and in return | told him about my
“unlucky” encounter on Greene Street. Logsdail explained: if | wanted to
meet On Kawara, | would have to do that soon. Apparently, On Kawara
smokes several packs of cigarettes each day and is not in good health.

Bregenz, Austria, January 2010
In the first week of January | made a test version of my On Kawara
book. | was in Bregenz at that time for the setup of the exhibition |
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curated together with Sarah Gold. Two hours before the opening,
the German printing company owner arrived. | was in the office
space of the museum, when he came over to me and pointed to a
light grey box lying on the table. It were the first eleven proofs of
the Unanswered Questions special edition!

After long consideration, we decided to print the edition
Unanswered Questions after publishing first a few other titles in the
series PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS. We used the proofs
as examples for future publications.

Venice, Italy, Fall 2010

Time passed. Sarah and | published two of our Art Projects and
had decided to organize the exhibition PERSONAL STRUCTURES
at the Venice Biennale 2011. When we were in the process of
finding artists to participate, On Kawara came to the foreground
again. Of course, it was our big dream to include On Kawara in
this exhibition, showing a sign of life. Konrad Fischer Gallery in
Germany was contacted and we heard that one of its directors,
Daniel Marzona, was planning a visit to New York in November to
meet On Kawara. | asked, begged if it would be possible to join
him, telling it was my great wish to meet the artist and talk with
him—if only for 5 minutes. Marzona welcomed me on his trip, but
told me that his ‘appointment’ had not yet been confirmed. Since
we had so many things to do in Venice, | decided to wait until
there was a confirmation from On Kawara’s wife.

The day came that Daniel Marzona went to New York, but still no
sign of On Kawara. Apparently it had become very difficult to meet
him. Nicholas Logsdail confirmed this in a telephone conversation
later that month: On Kawara’s physical state is critical and he
does not want to see anybody anymore. According to Logsdail,
Jonathan Watkins was one of the very few people who were still
in contact with the artist—and even this was uncertain, he added.
On Tuesday 23 November 2011, Sarah and | sent On Kawara an
email: “Dear Mr On Kawara, onegashimas...” Maybe it was a little
farfetched, but at least we tried.

Venice, Italy, January - April 2011
We did not hear from On Kawara, no sign of life. There seemed
only one last possibility to reach On Kawara directly: postcards.

Telegramm
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I bought a whole bunch of them, 1 for each question plus another “Dear Karlyn,

one for myself, my own question to On Kawara, and a few extra
just in case some would get lost in the mail. On 5 January 2011, |
posted all of them, at San Marco Square in Venice. In the months
after, | received back the postcards | had sent to On Kawara.
Stamped: Return to Sender.

In the meantime, also the Art Project with Roman Opalka had
been published and it became time to print this special edition
ON KAWARA: UNANSWERED QUESTIONS. In a last attempt to get
a sign of life from On Kawara in this book, | contacted Jonathan
Watkins. In a two-minute staccato telephone conversation, | ex-
plained him my dream and that he was my last hope to make this
dream come true. He understood. | had to send him my request
to his email address and he replied some days later. On 22 March
2011 he wrote:

“Dear Karlyn,

I'll be in touch with On and get back to you as soon as possible.
He will say no most probably, and of course that will signify he
is still alive.

With best wishes,

Jonathan”

| appreciated his support very much and was full of hope. Would
there still be a chance to hear from On Kawara? Two days later, on 24
March 2011, Watkins wrote again:

It's a‘'no’ I'm afraid.
With best wishes,
Jonathan”

At first, | was thrilled about the email. But did this ‘no’ come directly
from On Kawara himself? | asked Watkins kindly for a confirmation.
Until today, | did not hear from him anymore.

No answer.

(Venice, April 2011)

1 On Kawara. 1973-One Year’s Production. Kunsthalle Bern, Bern, Switzerland,
1973,p 5.

2 On Kawatra. Consciousness. Meditation. Watcher on the Hills. Les Presses du Réel &
IKON, France, 2002, p 7.

3 Charles Wylie, Of Today. In: Charles Wylie, Ervin Laszlo and Takefumi Matsui, On
Kawara. 10 Tableaux and 16,952 Pages. Yale University Press, New Haven and Lon-
don, 2008, p 34.

4 Ulrich Wilmes in an email to the author on 29 April 2008.

5 Peter Lodermeyer, Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold, PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME
SPACE EXISTENCE, DuMont, Cologne, 2009

6 Jean-Marc Avrilla in an email to the author, on 11 December 2007.
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ARNULF RAINER
UNFINISHED INTO DEATH

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #05
By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold

Rainer’s studio, Tenerife, Spain, January 2011-

This April 2013, it is more than two years ago that Sarah Gold and |,
Karlyn De Jongh, started an Art Project with the artist Arnulf Rainer
(*1929, Baden, Austria). Since the 1950s, Rainer’s work is characterized
by over-painting: he uses existing images (paintings, photos or drawings
of his own art or that of others) to work over, in order to make them
“better”. Besides his Crosses and Finger-paintings, Rainer became well-
known with his Face Farces, a series he started in 1968. The Face Farces
are black and white self-portraits—photographs that Rainer took late at
night in a photo booth at a train station in Vienna—showing his face
contorted in grimaces and his body twisted in uncomfortable poses. At
home, Rainer then accentuated these photos by working over them
with pen and chalk. Using his own body as a vehicle, these and other
self-portraits seem to have been a way for him to explore human expres-
sions. But, after several years of using his own face and body, he became
tired of ‘himself’ and started using other images instead, other faces to
work over. Two years ago, Sarah and | became two of these faces.
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It began with our dream that Rainer would over-work one photo of us.
We easily managed to convince him to consider including us in a series
he was working on at that time in December 2010, called Schleiertanz
[Veil Dance], and received his letter with initial ‘instructions” you
should dance in synchronized poses with a fishnet or other type of
‘veil. And so, we started dancing together naked on our bed, with a
veil. After meeting Rainer on Tenerife, Spain, in January 2011, the situa-
tion changed. Rainer was very eager to learn, to develop himself and
to challenge us in doing things we had never done before. We were a
good match. Soon, the veil-dance photos were too boring for him. In
his mind the project quickly transformed: from slapstick and belly
dancers in Chinese negligees it turned into SM, bondage and later
developed into series of angels, opera singers, masked gods and even
a series of orgasms from Sarah and me. And it continues until today,
with requests from Rainer that include itching powder, bondage and
positions only done by highly skilled circus athletes.

In 2011, together with Rainer we decided to present the Art Project until
where it was at that point in time. 100 works out of this series were
published as a limited edition book, comprising 250 copies of which 50
DeLuxe and 50 DeLuxe H.C. Each item of this limited edition consists of
a book and a DVD, showing Arnulf Rainer working in his Tenerife studio,
in a case, housed together in a cassette. The DeLuxe edition is signed by
the artist and additionally contains a photograph by Arnulf Rainer of
Sarah and Karlyn, between plexiglass. A selection of 12 photos out of
the erotic series was published by the Global Art Affairs Foundation as a
limited edition, with a certificate of authenticity signed by the artist,
presented together in a black linen bound box.
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WOMEN, FIGHTING, HISSING
(A SHORT CHRONOLOGY)

By Arnulf Rainer
Tenerife Spain, March 2011

Am | as an unworldly, hermit artist ever allowed to create series of
works, when behind them may stand the whisperings of the devil?

After an automatic camera had been installed in my studio in
Tenerife, and its background had been covered with white linen,
so that you would perhaps be able to see blood and tears, the
first séance began. A rival fight: “Ladies’ Wrestling” and similar
acts were planned. | had to be cinematographer, referee and
story editor, all at the same time. | had, however, never attended
a sports academy, and although | was a professor once, | did
not know any duel tricks, nor various clandestine strategies and
neither any possible danger for the referee.

Two young Dutch art historians were to compete, the lovable
Sarah and the bolder, naughtier Karlyn, who knew each other
much better than | knew them. They did not care about how |
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had imagined this, and with loud screams they started attacking
each other. We had pushed the room inventory to the side—

only the old faded pink armchairs and an Italian iron bed with
its accessories, we could not remove. The two ladies got into
a wild foreplay. They pinched and bit each other, pulled each
other’s hair and then put on hair-nets. Half-naked, dressed in a
kind of veil nightgown, they felt most free. Under the bed they
had secretly hidden “Sado-Material”.

I had the feeling that they were somehow attuned to each other.
Could it be that they practiced more often at home?—Headlocks,
knuckle crushing, tearing out body parts, etc.? At first everything
went smoothly, as if it was rehearsed. So, | had to cheer them up.
As a reaction, they were cursing in Dutch (at me, as | later learned).
Karlyn's nose and chin were getting redder and redder—will blood
be spilled now? Which of the two is scratching and choking harder?
The camera shot one picture after the other. The automatic shutter
responded quicker than | could see.

| suffered from this brutality. Karlyn stuffed some sort of ball in Sarah's
mouth so that she could not talk to me anymore. Then she whispered
something in her ear, both women focused on me and Karlyn pulled
arope out of a corner. It was the famous, Dutch three-mast-rope, with
a kind of “devilish circle-sock structure’, which is so very dangerous
because it can wrap itself around your body like a snake.

| gave Sarah a red curtain to divert Karlyn, “the tall one’, away from
me like a bullfighter. But she then bound Sarah with one end of

the rope. The other end she threw over me like a lasso, tied me up
and announced that she would now tickle me “to death” using the
famous Chinese-Dutch torturing method. Sarah, however, bravely
freed first herself and then me.

During the turmoil the camera had fallen, so no more pictures
were taken. The tripod, however, was in my reaching distance.
Although | was the referee, | could not blow the whistle for the
end of the scene, because in the meantime “the tall one” had
put a Venetian tennis-ball into my mouth. Now all | could do
was swinging the tripod against her. It hit her on her back, down
from the shoulders.

Right after that, we immediately started using our camera again.
Sarah insisted on this photographic documentation. We started a
new series. | now had the role of the beast; they played the Angels,
“Angels in Négligée” For that, | put (self-painted) Dionysian masks
on them, after which they positioned themselves or lay down as if
they would give birth to a god.

’

Next, | proposed a series of “Sabbath of the Witches”. Witches
brew was quickly taken care for. My terrace neighbor cultivates
daturas, and the thorn-apples keep falling over and over again
into my studio.

The women retreated and rubbed each other in. Karlyn was the
first one to come out of the bathroom. She had the hypnotic,
crazy, piercing look of a giraffe. Scared, | ran into my bedroom

and put on my cross-embroidered nightgown. That calmed her
down and she began to softly and melodically sing lullabies.
That moved me very much.

Meanwhile, Sarah was looking in every room for brooms, but found
nothing. Frustrated they left me, kissed each other, before going
up into the sky, flying into heaven.

Left alone, | watched the resulting film. Everything was just
black. Next time we will have Rene join us, the photographer
of darkness. Even if he has never taken snapshots of embracing
angels before. Over time, we might be able to make it happen,
to provoke these secrets from the sky. For a new series, of
course. But what do angels do when they are not singing, flying
or kissing each other?
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FRAUEN, RAUFEN, FAUCHEN
(EINE KLEINE CHRONOLOGIE)

Von Arnulf Rainer

Teneriffa Spanien, Marz 2011

Darf man als weltabgewandter, eremitischer Kiinstler iberhaupt
Werk-Zyklen schaffen, wenn hinter ihnen die Einflisterungen des
Teufels stehen kdnnten?

Nachdem in meinem Atelier in Teneriffa eine automatische
Kamera aufgestellt und der Hintergrund leinenweiss ausstaffiert
war, damit man eventuell Blut und Tranen sehen konnte, begann
die erste Séance. Ein Raufduell:,Damen Wrestling” und Ahnliches
war geplant. Ich sollte gleichzeitig Bildregisseur, Schiedsrichter
und Dramaturg sein. Ich war zwar einmal Professor, hatte aber
keine Sporthochschule besucht, kannte weder Duellantentricks
noch diverse Hinterlisten, auch nicht eventuelle Gefahren fir
den Schiedsrichter.

Zwei junge hollandische Kunsthistorikerinnen, die gutmitige
Sarah und die frechere, schlimmere Karlyn, die sich gegenseitig
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besser kannten als ich sie, traten an. Sie kiimmerten sich nicht
darum, wie ich mir das vorstellte, sondern gingen mit lautem
Geschrei aufeinander los. Wir hatten das Zimmerinventar zur
Seite geriickt,—nur die alten, rosa verblichenen Fauteuils und ein
italienisches Eisenbett samt Zubehdr konnten wir nicht entfernen.
Die beiden Damen kamen in Anfangsrage. Sie zwickten und bissen
sich, zogen sich an den Haaren und setzten dann Haarnetze auf.
Halbnackt in einer Art Schleiertunika fiihlten sie sich am freiesten.
Unter dem Bett hatten sie heimlich ,Sado-Material” versteckt.

Ich hatte das Gefiihl, dass sie irgendwie aufeinander eingespielt
waren. Ubten sie vielleicht &fters zu Hause?—Schwitzkasten,
Haxenrumpler, Gelenke ausdrehen, etc.? Zuerst lief alles
vorsichtig und wie eingelibt. Ich musste sie also anfeuern.
Daraufhin schimpften sie hollandisch (auf mich, wie ich spater
erfuhr). Karlyns Nase und Kinn wurden immer roter, —wird jetzt
Blut vergossen? Wer kratzt und wiirgt fester? Die Kamera schoss
ein Bild nach dem anderen. Der automatische Ausloser reagierte
schneller, als ich schauen konnte.

Ich litt unter dieser Brutalitat. Karlyn stopfte Sarah eine Art
Ball in den Mund, damit sie nicht mehr mit mir reden konnte,
flisterte ihr etwas ins Ohr, beide fixierten mich und Karlyn zog
aus einer Ecke ein Seil hervor. Es war das berlihmte hollandische
Dreimastentau, mit einer Art ,teuflischer Ringelsockenstruktur®,
das so gefahrlich ist, weil es sich wie eine Schlange um jeden
menschlichen Korper wickeln kann.
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Ich gab Sarah einen roten Vorhang, um Karlyn, ,die Lange®, wie
ein Torero von mir abzulenken. Diese aber fesselte Sarah mit
dem einen Ende des Taus. Das andere warf sie wie ein Lasso lber
mich, schnirte mich ein und kiindigte mir an, mich jetzt durch
die berlihmte chinesisch-hollandische Foltermethode ,zu Tode”
zu kitzeln. Aber tapfer befreite Sarah zuerst sich und dann mich.

Die Kamera war im Tumult umgefallen, sodass es keine Fotos mehr
gab. Das Stativ war aber in meiner Greifndhe. Als Schiedsrichter
abpfeifen konnte ich die Szene nicht, da mir,die Lange” inzwischen
einen venezianischen Tennisball in den Mund steckte. Jetzt blieb
mir nichts anderes Ubrig als das Stativ gegen sie zu schwingen. Es
traf sie riickseitig, von den Schultern abwarts.

Gleich danach waren wir mit der Kamera wieder da. Sarah bestand
auf der photographischen Dokumentation. Wir begannen eine neue
Serie. Ich hatte jetzt die Rolle des Ungeheuers, sie spielten die Engel,
+Engel in Négligées” Dafiir setzte ich ihnen aber (selbstgemalte)
dionysische Masken auf, woraufhin sie sich so stellten bzw. legten, als
wirden sie einen Gott gebaren.

Als nachstes schlug ich eine Serie ,Hexensabbat” vor. Hexengebrau
war schnell angeschafft. Mein Terrassennachbar ziichtet Stechapfel,
die immer wieder in mein Atelier fallen.

Die Damen zogen sich zurlick und rieben sich damit ein. Karlyn
kam als erste aus dem Bad. Sie hatte den hypnotisierenden,
irren, stechenden Blick einer Giraffe. Ich rannte verangstigt ins

.-}¢_,.I‘. =i y ‘/ 4 .f-./f' }“ r "'(T.-!"f' i‘}iﬂ"--’h{' J;p(.'.. e

Schlafzimmer und zog mein kreuzbesticktes Nachthemd an. Das
beruhigte sie, und sie begann leise und melodisch Wiegenlieder
zu singen. Das riihrte mich sehr.

Inzwischen suchte Sarah in jedem Raum nach Besen, fand aber
nichts. Frustriert dartber verlieBen sie mich, kiissten sich, um dann
auf in die Luft, in den Himmel zu fliegen.

Allein gelassen sah ich mir den entstandenen Film an. Alles
war nur schwarz. Nachstes Mal nehmen wir Rene, den
Finsterphotographen dazu. Aber der hat noch nie umarmte
Engel geknipst. Mit der Zeit schaffen wir es vielleicht, dem
Himmel diese Geheimnisse zu entlocken. Natirlich fiir eine
neue Serie. Aber was machen Engel, wenn sie nicht singen,
fliegen oder sich kissen?
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LEE UFAN
ENCOUNTERS

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #06
By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold
2007 - 2012

Since their first encounter with Lee Ufan in Venice in September 2007,
Sarah and Karlyn have had many different encounters with him: inter-
viewing Lee Ufan in his studio in Paris, private viewings of his works in gal-
leries in New York and London, transporting his works for their exhibition
in Austria, publishing texts and assisting Lee Ufan in the set-up of his Ven-
ice Biennale installation. Living a life in art, experiencing “otherness’.

LEE UFAN: ENCOUNTERS has been published as a limited edition. The
edition comprises 250 copies of which 50 DelLuxe, numbered from 1 to
50, and 50 DeLuxe hors commerce, numbered from I to L. The 150 Stan-
dard copies are numbered from 51 to 200. Each item of this limited edi-
tion consists of a book and a DVD of Lee Ufan’s installation at the exhibi-
tion PERSONAL STRUCTURES as part of the Venice Biennale 2011 in a
case, housed together in a cassette. The Deluxe edition is signed by the
artist and additionally contains a metal plate.

28 JUNE - 30 JUNE 2007, VENICE, ITALY

SARAH GOLD

In the late afternoon of Thursday the 28t of June in 2007 we arrived in
Venice. This was the first time that | visited this city, and the tranquil,
romantic feeling still accompanies my thought of that day.

The next morning the Dutch artist Rene Rietmeyer, initiator of the
project PERSONAL STRUCTURES, and | had an appointment on the
island next to Venice called Murano. Due to a previous meeting on
an art fair in Austria, | had established contact to a glass factory who
had invited Rene to speak about a possible cooperation. For most of
the two days we were occupied in meetings, no time to see the city
or visit the Biennale itself. But somewhere in those two days | think
to have had my first encounter with Lee Ufan. | cannot recall the time
or place, but | do believe to remember seeing the poster of his Bien-
nale exhibition. Showing a large white canvas with a ‘dark square; a
boulder in front of the painting. Did the poster really look like that?
Ordid limagineiitall...
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In hindsight | believe that this was the first time | met Lee Ufan. Little did
I know that 5 years later | would be writing about this first encounter.

16 JANUARY 2009, LEE UFAN STUDIO, PARIS, FRANCE

KARLYN DE JONGH

On 16 January 2009 was my first personal encounter with Lee Ufan. The
meeting was at 3 o'clock at his studio on Boulevard de Clichy in Paris.
I had a cheap Ryanair ticket and left my apartment in Dublin around
4.30am to catch my plane. A few hours later, | arrived at some airport
far away from the center of Paris. It all did not matter: it was my first visit
to Paris and | was very excited about this and at the same time having a
chance to meet Lee Ufan—as well as Christian Boltanski a few days later.

When it was three minutes to 3pm, Peter Lodermeyer, Yuko Sakurai
and | walked over to Lee Ufan’s door. Yuko who had joined us as a
translator, had an access code of the main door that opened to a
courtyard. At the end, at the right hand side, was Lee Ufan's studio.
It looked very dark, as if no one was there. We knocked. No sound.
Would Lee Ufan be at home? Then, after a few minutes, a tiny, fragile-
looking man opened the door: Lee Ufan. It was a strange experience
to suddenly see him in reality.

We greeted each other warmly, but not in what | knew as the Japanese
greeting-ceremony: we got a handshake. Lee Ufan invited us in and
made tea. In the meantime, we prepared for the interview: voice
recorders and questions on the table, the correct position for taking
photos. It was only a very small table, just a simple desk. | sat in the
corner; Lodermeyer opposite of me, so that Lee Ufan could sit between
us. It was such a small space, that | could see a lot from this one position.

In the back was a bathroom; behind the other door seemed to be a
small kitchen where Lee Ufan was preparing tea. | imagined his studio
would be completely different, more something in the direction of
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Antony Gormley’s giant space in the north of London. This was
humble, quiet and modest. AlImost too modest for an artist whose
paintings sell for approximately half a million Euro. It made me
wonder about Lee Ufan’s life.

From my chair, | looked at the paintings that were leaning against
the walls—three walls were used for this purpose, the fourth had the
entrance door and the table we were sitting on. There were several lined
up. On the wall next to the entrance door, the painting on the front was
facing us. It was beautiful, seeing a Lee Ufan painting in his own studio.
From the paintings against the wall between the bathroom and the
kitchen, | could only see the back side: Dialogue, with a year. And next
to me were even more paintings until almost into the kitchen. High
windows were above the little table, but not much light came in. Lee
Ufan returned with tea, in what seemed to be Lee Ufan teacups.

Lodermeyer opened the conversation in a very nice way, very honest
and direct, asking Lee Ufan about encounter and communicating

through language. Soon it appeared that Lee Ufan did not want to an-

swer in English. The question required a serious answer and Lee Ufan
preferred to give it in Japanese. But his English was fine enough to un-
derstand our questions. So, whenever Lodermeyer or | said something,
Lee Ufan replied in Japanese and Yuko translated his words. Of course,
it was too much for now to translate everything Lee Ufan had said, in
a few sentences she communicated what to her was the point of Lee
Ufan’s answer. The answers were quite different than what Peter and |
discussed beforehand and what | ‘expected:-

After one and a half hours, the interview was over. When we started
packing our things, Lee Ufan left for a moment to the ‘kitchen’ We
took the opportunity to look around the studio, to the canvasses that
were leaning against the wall. | was drawn to one of the paintings
that was facing us. | had seen it when entering the space and during
the interview | had been looking at it, because Lodermeyer had been

sitting in front of it. After some time, Lee Ufan returned with three
catalogues. It was the book that | saw lying in the Biennale bookshop
at the Giardini last year and could not afford to buy. Now | got the
book from Lee Ufan himself. | asked him for a signature. He sat down
and took his time. He was quiet during the signing. Mine, he signed
in Roman letters; Yuko's catalogue, in Japanese.

When he had finished, we exchanged business cards and spoke
about our project PERSONAL STRUCTURES: TIME SPACE EXISTENCE
(2009). We showed him the preliminary cover of the book. It was
nice to see how Lee Ufan carefully checked all the names, pointing
to some that he did not know, from others—quite many—he said
they are his friends. A little later, he showed us his brushes and
told us about the grinding of stones to make pigment. | was happy
to be there together with Lee Ufan, Yuko and Lodermeyer in Lee
Ufan's studio. It was great sharing time together. But unfortunately,
it was time to go.

Feeling full and empty at the same time, we left Lee Ufan. The three
of us walked next to each other without saying a word. Although I did
not know what to say, | did not want to be alone either. It must have
been around 5 o'clock and we decided to go for a drink together in
another part of Paris. | was exhausted. It was one of these moments
where | had been looking forward to and experienced with great
pleasure, but at the same time had to give my maximum to endure
a good conversation with Lee Ufan and to contribute in making it a
success. Now it had come to an end.

We found a nice café close to the Centre Pompidou. At a certain
moment, the conversation broke loose again and for hours we
discussed everything that had happened. Together we tried
understanding what Lee Ufan told us about his work. It was
interesting to see: Three people, experiencing the same situation
together, but all having a very different view. Again, a real encounter.

4 JUNE 2009, PALAZZO CAVALLI FRANCHETTI, VENICE, ITALY
KARLYN DE JONGH

It were the opening days of the Venice Biennale. It were busy times,
with so many artists now in our ‘home town’ that we took every
opportunity to meet as many as possible and take as much out of
them for our project—photos, interviews etc. We had also planned a
symposium in Palazzo Cavalli Franchetti, next to Academia Bridge. The
speakers were fantastic, especially Marina Abramovi¢. To sit next to this
power-woman and be able to ask her questions, was very special.

After the symposium, there was a reception going on in the garden of
the Palazzo. The reception was mainly planned for the visitors to the
Glass exhibition that was at the first floor. We ate and drank something
in the garden, where a work by Dan Graham was prominently placed
in the grass. For the interview section in our book, we still needed an
introduction photo and the idea was born to have our photograph
taken in the installation. Lodermeyer and | stood inside, talking about
Liam Gillick who | was supposed to meet that evening at the opening
of the German Pavilion. Sarah stood outside. When we were done,
we collected our voice recordings and finished everything properly
in the Palazzo. At 4:10pm, we wanted to go home.




The Dutch artist Rene Rietmeyer and Sarah waited at the exit, while
| picked up some bags that we left lying in the garden. | squatted
to pick up my bag from the floor... Still halfway between squatting
and standing, | looked up. All of a sudden, | was face to face with Lee
Ufan. We bowed and shook hands. | was a little confused by this sud-
den encounter, but we greeted each other heartily. To my surprise,
he now spoke English. It was the first time | had a direct conversation
with him, without an interpreter. We chatted about his schedule for
the next few days, about the weather, about where he was staying
and fixed the appointment we had already planned for the following
morning: 9.40am at Hotel Monaco. Although it was a spontaneous
and pleasant atmosphere, | do believe that | popped back into the
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behavior that | had learned in Japan. Soft and with the Japanese po-
liteness, we spoke. Sarah and Rene came to check what was going
on. They had never met Lee Ufan and did not know what he looked
like. Them Lee Ufan greeted with reserve.

After a few minutes, we said goodbye. Lee Ufan was with a very
beautiful Asian woman and they had to leave. Because | had already
scheduled an appointment with Lee Ufan for the next morning, this
felt like an ‘extra’ To just meet Lee Ufan in Venice, was very special.

Slowly, we walked to the front entrance of the Palazzo and stayed
there some time, discussing the schedule for the rest of the day.
We had the opening of Rene’s Biennale exhibition, | had to meet
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Liam Gillick and at a certain point we were supposed to visit
Joseph Kosuth. Peter Halley also called for an appointment and
there were other meetings regarding our symposium that was
planned for the next day, with Anish Kapoor, Roman Opalka and
Tatsuo Miyajima.

We were in the middle of this discussion, when—fifteen minutes af-
ter we had said goodbye—Lee Ufan returned. We all became quiet,
instantly. Lee Ufan now came from the side entrance of the Palazzo,
where there is a nice cast-iron gate. It looked as if he was lost and did
not seem to realize that we were standing there. Rather he focused
on some people who were installing a sculpture, unwrapping it and
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taking it off a pallet. He seemed intrigued by this spectacle and circled
around it for a few minutes. Then he walked away through the fence.

5 JUNE 2009, HOTEL MONACO, VENICE, ITALY

KARLYN DE JONGH

Around 8am, Yuko Sakurai and | left our apartment in Murano to
be in time for our meeting with Lee Ufan. Before 9.40am we were
in Hotel Monaco, close to San Marco Square in Venice. It was only a
short meeting, maximum ten minutes. Lee Ufan had answered my
questions—the ones | made in London, a few days earlier. We would
meet to pick up the paper with his handwritten answers. We were
early and waited in the lobby for his arrival.
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It was interesting to see Lee Ufan again, when he came walking in the
lobby: this fragile-looking Asian body in a big, quite modern space.
Especially after having seen him the day before and having so many
meetings with other artists myself, it almost became ‘normal’ to pay
him a quick visit.

When Lee Ufan came, he immediately apologized saying that he
had another meeting right after. He gave Yuko the little yellow paper
with Japanese characters on it, saying something to her that I could
not understand. | watched Lee Ufan while they were speaking. He
seemed tired. | thanked Lee Ufan for taking the time to answer my
questions. We continued chatting about his program for today, while
Yuko took some photos of us and portraits of Lee Ufan alone.

6 JANUARY 2010, LEE UFAN STUDIO, PARIS, FRANCE

SARAH GOLD

For our upcoming PERSONAL STRUCTURES exhibition at the
Kinstlerhaus in Bregenz, Austria we decided that we would like to
include a work by Lee Ufan. We arranged that this would be possible
and because Lee Ufan was not there at that moment, we had to meet
with his assistant Mr. Moon. The studio of Lee Ufan is close to the
Moulin Rouge and driving there with a rental bus and little parking
possibilities, | remember feeling to come alive; real life.

Because the work was not crated, Rene Rietmeyer had constructed
a wooden frame, in order to place the large canvas inside. Until now,
I had never seen any work by Lee Ufan in reality. All | knew was that
the work was called Dialogue, which had been created in 2007 and
the measurements were 227 x 182 cm. After calling Mr. Moon on his
mobile he opened the big gate and we entered the courtyard.

The mysterious Mr. Moon turned out to be a friendly Korean man,
maybe late thirties, early forties; he did not speak English, but could
speak French with Rene. He guided us through the courtyard, to
the right side of a building. When we entered, | could see to the left,
in front and to the right, probably around thirty paintings leaning
against the walls of the studio. They were looking at me as to com-
municate, “Take me with you’,; but without being unhappy with their
present location. What paintings: they conveyed curiosity, tranquility,
stability and presents all in one. We took off our shoes and got given
slippers, which were in abundance—as if awaiting a lot of guests—
on the left of the door you entered the space.

Now, the moment of truth had come. Mr. Moon pointed to Dialogue
and Dialogue looked huge. My worries about the frame being too
small were steering up. We lay the transport frame on the floor, took
the paining which we had packed before with special foam and care-
fully but without hesitation, placed it into the wooden structure. It
fitted perfectly; what a relief! We handled the further packing very
clean and finished with the paperwork, the famous loan forms.

6 JANUARY 2010, LEE UFAN STUDIO, PARIS, FRANCE

KARLYN DE JONGH

On 15 January 2010 would be the opening of our exhibition in Bregenz,
Austria. It was planned as a test for our Venice Biennale exhibition one
year later, in 2011. Sarah and | had never organized a large exhibition
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before and since we expected that in Bregenz there would anyway not
be many visitors, it was a good start, where nothing could go wrong.
It was large, though, with 27 participating artists and 700m2 to fill.
It were interesting times, we had just published our book and now
trying pay back the money we owed to the printing company as well
as starting new projects.

The budget for the exhibition was very limited and we had little time
to organize it, four weeks, which included Christmas and New Year.
Through the contacts we had build up thanks to our book, we could
easily call up some artists: Giuseppe Penone, Lawrence Weiner, Arnulf
Rainer... Lee Ufan was also part. | was excited about the presence of
Lee Ufan’s work in our own exhibition and a possible new encounter.
Lee Ufan’s assistant, Mr Moon, handled the affairs.

For different reasons, we decided to do the transportation ourselves, in
the sense that we would actually drive 3000km to pick up most of the
artworks. We rented a Hertz bus and made a little tour through Europe.

On 6 January we drove to Paris to meet Mr Moon and pick up a
painting at Lee Ufan’s studio on Boulevard De Clichy. There was a lot
of trafficin Lee Ufan’s street and it was difficult to find a good parking
space. After a few rounds around the block, we stopped at the gas
station near Lee Ufan’s studio. Mr Moon was already waiting for us.
He was smoking a cigarette in front of the door to Lee Ufan’s studio.
Rene stayed inside; Sarah and | got out of the bus to greet him.

Mr Moon took me to the studio to show me Lee Ufan’s painting. The
interview had made such an impression on me that | could still draw
the space in my head. To actually be there again, was like coming
home, in the sense that everything had a history and felt very much
part of my life. The paintings leaning against the wall, the table we
had been sitting at, the posters on the wall, the little kitchen in the
back... At the same time, | knew that it was only my perception. The
feeling of familiarity | had, depended only on one meeting and Lee
Ufan might not even remember me.

Mr Moon showed me the painting. It was beautiful. An immaculate
white surface with one brushstroke approximately in the center. In
my best French, | asked Mr Moon if he could help us with the front
door, so that Rene could drive the bus into the courtyard. Luckily,
he understood and he rushed away from me. | followed—carefully,
because it had been snowing. He opened the doors to the courtyard,
but the bus could not go through. It was too wide. While Rene parked
our bus opposite Lee Ufan’s studio on the other side of the green
park that divides the two lanes, Mr. Moon and | went back into the
studio. Sarah waited outside. Now, | was alone with Mr. Moon. With
hands and feet and in a combination of French and ltalian, | tried
communicating with him. From what | could detect, Mr. Moon, a Ko-
rean, did not seem to speak French very well either. But we seemed
to do fine together.

From what | understood, Mr. Moon was already 10 years working
with Lee Ufan, as his assistant. He arranges everything for him in
Paris. With a smile on his face, he told me about a secret studio that
Lee Ufan uses to ‘make’ his sculptures and where he himself works
as a sculptor. | wanted to tell him how special it was for me to be
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here again. By pointing to the little desk in the corner, | told Mr. Moon
that one year ago | sat there during an interview. He smiled. A second
later, Sarah and Rene entered the studio. Rene introduced himself
and asked Mr. Moon about his name. With his finger, he pointed at
his face and made a circle: moon-face!

We packed the painting in a frame that Rene had built especially. It
went very easy. Together, we brought the work to our bus. Mr. Moon
and Rene carrying the painting; Sarah and | stopping cars, so that the
others could quickly pass. Over the street, crossing the little park to
where our bus was standing. We attached the painting to the side of
the bus. After Mr. Moon signed the loan form, we drove off. There we
went, through the heart of Paris, over the Champs Elyses in our Hertz
bus with a painting of quarter of a million chattering in the back.

4 FEBRUARY 2010, KUNSTLERHAUS BREGENZ, AUSTRIA

KARLYN DE JONGH

After the opening of our exhibition in Bregenz and some meetings
that we had there, we went to the Netherlands, where Sarah and
I would have the 24-hour meeting with Lawrence Weiner for the
first book in this series of PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS.
We rented a holiday home in a park close to Amsterdam, where
we prepared questions for Weiner. It was a highlight, to be with
Weiner on his houseboat on the coldest day of the year... On
the way back to Venice, we were supposed to meet Gotthard
Graubner at the opening of his exhibition in the Kunstmuseum
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Liechtenstein in Vaduz that evening on 4 February. Because we
were early, we decided to pass by our own exhibition in Bregenz
to take some photos for future publications, and besides: it was a
perfect excuse for another encounter with Lee Ufan.

Rene took photos from me in front of Lee Ufan's painting. It was
interesting to encounter the painting in this way, to me it made a
difference that Rene was not only present, but was taking photos of
me as well. It was beautiful to see the work again, but although | felt
it was a part of me, | could not get close. The painting felt familiar and
like a stranger at the same time. It was like seeing an acquaintance
after many years: you have a shared past and know a little bit about
each other, but were never close.

The presence of the camera did make a difference. Much more
than the previous encounters, | became aware of my own body,
my position in the space and my position with regard to Lee Ufan'’s
painting. There have been many photos taken of me and | am
used to it. With clothes on, | was usually not insecure about my
body, but this time | did not feel at ease. | could not concentrate on
the painting as much as | would have liked to. | heard the camera
clicking and felt my own body. | felt very aware of it: the space my
body was taking in and the ‘empty’ space around it as well as the
other ‘bodies’ in the room. In comparison to my encounter of 16
January, this was a very physical experience. How am | standing?
Where am | standing? Where is Lee Ufan? And the camera? How is
the camera seeing me in relation to Lee Ufan?

It was as if the camera was spying on me—indeed, it was as if Rene

had disappeared and only the camera was left. It felt like an intru-
sion, as if someone was coming very close to me, without my ‘ap-
proval’ This may sound very strange, especially coming from some-
one who has no secrets. But what | try to make clear is that for me
the encounter was so intimate, that—at that time—the camera was
too much for me. It changed the situation. It made the encounter
look ‘staged; not ‘real’ Plus: it was as if the viewpoint had shifted
away from my body to that of the camera. | felt being watched. Of
course, | was encountering the camera too, but not in the same
proportion as he was ‘seeing’ me. It felt like an unequal relationship
in which the camera was only ‘taking’; | was more ‘being looked at’
than actively ‘looking’ myself.

Despite this awareness of my own body in the space and the feeling
of being watched, it was still relatively easy to be absorbed in the
painting. It was as if the painting was pulling me towards it. At the
same time, however, the camera pulling me back to my position
again. By each click, it took me out of Lee Ufan.

7 MAY 2010, GEORG KARGL FINE ARTS, VIENNA, AUSTRIA

SARAH GOLD

Part of our PERSONAL STRUCTURES exhibition which was on display
in Bregenz, we brought to Vienna to show at the gallery of Georg
Kargl. So did Dialogue. Being in a new environment and having not
seen each other for months it felt, without being boring, more than

familiar. Placed in the most prestigious room of the gallery, with
the whole ceiling being sky light, it looked at ease. The natural thus
sophisticated surrounding suited the painting and | was wondering
how Lee Ufan himself would be as a person. On the right of Dialogue,
on a curved wall were hanging the big, red, vividly painted SHARK
VALLEY, USA Boxes of Rene Rietmeyer. Although both artists
obviously come from different cultures and backgrounds, their work
clearly communicates and does raise thoughts. As Rene Rietmeyer is
what he makes, and what he creates in turn influences him. | had the
feeling, that also Lee Ufan would be one with his work.

To me Dialogue, because of its subtleness and its meditative
brushstroke, feels “Asian”; Lee Ufan expressing his existence at that
moment in time when he created the work. Whereas the Boxes
depicting Shark Valley, a nature reserve in Florida, which at the
moment of visit mostly consisted of aggressive mosquitoes and
alligators, are an expression of Rietmeyer’s existence at that specific
moment in time and space. But not only because of the relation to
the subject matter, is the work of Rene Rietmeyer compared to Lee
Ufan “in your face’, far from Asian, typically Dutch. It was interesting
to see these artists next to each other, so different yet so similar, and
my curiosity to find out about the human Lee Ufan grew.

24 MAY 2010, TATE MODERN, LONDON, UK

KARLYN DE JONGH

In May, | was a few weeks in London. It was mainly for private reasons
that | went there, but | could work there too. | was writing an article
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aboutTimein contemporary art for the scientific magazine Kronoscope,

discussing the work of Roman Opalka, Rene Rietmeyer as well as
Tatsuo Miyajima, who would have a presentation at TATE Modern
on 24 May. Because | wanted to ask Miyajima a few more questions
about his concept of time, | went to see him that day. His presentation
was fantastic. With a lot of charm and spontaneity, he discussed his
thoughts. Because of the interview | had done with him almost exactly
one year prior, | knew a lot of what he was saying already, but it was
great to hear everything. Miyajima spoke English this time and so it
was a different experience, being actually able to ‘understand’ him.

Miyajima spoke about there being no focus, no goal in his counters.
Time just continues to exist: it keeps changing, continues forever and
everything is connected. He explained about what he called ‘personal
time”: the experience of time; that time can feel long or short. To
elucidate his thoughts, Miyajima asks: “can | show a film?”The lights
went out. On the big screen behind him, first there was a projection
of Miyajima’s desktop with different Kanjis. The film started to play
and suddenly, in a 2 x 3 m size, | saw Lee Ufan sitting behind a bowl
of water. He was wearing a red shirt and looked straight into the
camera. | knew this project from Miyajima Counter Voice, but | did not
know that Lee Ufan had participated in it. It was a nice surprise!

It was fantastic to see Lee Ufan participating in the artwork of
another artist, especially Miyajima who |—like Lee Ufan—appreciate
very much. To me it showed that also Lee Ufan respects Miyajima so
much, that he would participate in this and show himself in such a
vulnerable position.

| heard Lee Ufan's voice and thought he was speaking either Japa-
nese or Korean. Because | had seen a similar video before, | imagined
he was counting down from 9 to 1. At zero, he stuck his head in the
bowl of water and—in comparison to the other people | had seen do-
ing this—quite long. After a few seconds, he slowly took his head out
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of the water again. Water was dripping all over his face and Lee Ufan
had difficulties looking into the camera. He was blinking with his eyes
and was making faces as if he did not like it. He was supposed to start
counting down again, but he seemed to have so much trouble with
the water that he could not start.

Miyajima commented: “It's very difficult!” and started to laugh at the
look on Lee Ufan's face. More time elapsed before continuing the
countdown. Then Lee Ufan caught himself again and started counting.
While time was passing, it seemed to become easier and easier. In the
meantime, Miyajima explained that this person on the screen is Lee
Ufan, “A very important Korean artist”

After Lee Ufan, other people did the same thing. “Normal people,’
Miyajima comments. In comparison to these so-called ‘normal’
people, Lee Ufan’s movement and way of doing seemed very
controlled. Counting down like this, was meant as a countdown until
one’s own death. | wondered how Lee Ufan’s encounter would have
been, what he was thinking.

9 DECEMBER 2010, RIVA LONGA 17B, VENICE, ITALY

SARAH GOLD

Since the beginning of the year 2010 we had been developing and
planning our exhibition PERSONAL STRUCTURES as part of the 54
Venice Biennale. After nearly 8 months of negotiation we were on
the brink of signing the lease for the space we had set our minds
on: Palazzo Bembo, located just 70 meters from the Rialto Bridge,
overlooking the Grand Canal. Now we felt secure enough to actively
invite artists to participate and get involved in our project. | received
the following email.

Dear Sarah,

I'm delighted to inform you that Mr. Lee Ufan is planning to visit
the space in Venice for the group show that you'll organize during
next Venice biennale.

His stay in Venice will be from December 8 late afternoon to morn-
ing of December 10.

Could you kindly inform me of the address of the place, and
around what time he should come visit the space?

Also, could you please confirm that the following phone number
is correct?: 39-3490889763

Sincerely yours.

Esra - Lee Ufan’s assistant

Because of severe weather conditions in Paris the flight had a serious
holdup, and our meeting was delayed for a day. We met just behind
Piazza San Marco in hotel Monaco, where Lee Ufan apparently
likes to stay. We were waiting in the lobby and when | saw an Asian
woman walking towards us, | knew that must be Esra. | was amazed
by her beauty; | could look at her for hours for sheer pleasure, what a
delight. She told us, while we were still waiting for Lee Ufan, that also
she is Korean and that she just had moved, after living in Paris for a
long time, to the United States.

Some minutes later, Lee Ufan came walking though the hall of the
lobby, he looked confident, and contrary to the first time when | had




seen him, he did not feel fragile at all. He felt freely and was dressed

fashionable but effortless. We went to sit down in the café area of
the hotel; | believe we all ordered coffee and established the best
language to communicate in, which was basic English. Rene started
to put in plain words who we are and what our goal in life is; carefully
he explained PERSONAL STRUCTURES and his Time-Space-Existence
concept and goal. Although language was not a strong point in this
meeting, Lee Ufan understood. He connected with Rene; quality rec-
ognizes quality; and saw that he is, like himself, a real artist. After ex-
plaining our passion for what we do, and the need for us to spread the
word, we walked to Palazzo Bembo.

At that moment, the Palazzo still looked a real mess and | lively
remember how Lee Ufan had to climb through scaffolding, which he
did with agility and | even had the feeling he liked it. We showed him
all the rooms, and because we knew that he would prefer a room
“from one of four corners’, we wanted to offer him the prestigious
corner room in the front of the building with view to Canal Grande
and Rialto. But he had looked at it, grumbled something in a friendly
way and had moved on. When he entered the room we had thought
of dedicating to Rene his work, he immediately made clear that
this room he would like. It was set, Lee Ufan made his choice and
he seemed satisfied. He invited us for lunch and first we walked to
Fiaschetteria Toscana, not far from Rialto, but it was closed. Now, Lee
Ufan guided us, walking fast to La Colomba, a restaurant located
behind San Marco, but also this, was closed. We decided to enter any
restaurant, of which there are many; | remember sitting in the back of
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arestaurant, checkered tablecloth and Lee Ufan being at ease, telling
all kinds of stories of his life. It was a true pleasure to share life and
time with him.

9 DECEMBER 2010, VENICE, ITALY

KARLYN DE JONGH

On 8 December 2010 Sarah, Rene and | had scheduled a meeting
with Lee Ufan. We were supposed to go out for dinner together, but
Lee Ufan was stuck in the snow at Charles de Gaulle Airport in Paris.
He sat in the plane for six hours before it finally took off around 9pm.
Instead, we met the next day at 11am in the lobby of Hotel Monaco,
the hotel where he was also staying the last time | met him in June
2009. Lee Ufan had come to Venice to see Palazzo Bembo, to see if
he wanted to participate in our Biennale exhibition and possibly to
choose a space for his installation. Another thing we had to discuss
with him, was the sales of one of his paintings to a German art dealer
who had a client for it—Lee Ufan knew about this already and had
sent us a photo of the work the week before.

It was going to be a tricky meeting: we were not sure what to expect,
how Lee Ufan would react and we figured he might be tired and not
in a good mood because of the delays in his flight. Besides, it was cold
and very dark outside; it were not the best conditions for viewing a
Palazzo. But | felt fine about meeting Lee Ufan and was quite relaxed.

Five minutes before the meeting, the three of us took a seat in the
lobby of the hotel. Around 11am, first the assistant of Lee Ufan
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arrived—it was the same woman he was with last year. Then Lee

Ufan came walking into the lobby. He seemed in a very good mood.
Apparently, they landed in the airport of Venice around 11pm and it
took them quite some time to reach the hotel. But it did not seem to
affect Lee Ufan too much; he was fresh and lively.

Lee Ufan invited us for a coffee at the hotel bar. We were the only
ones in the space and all had a cappuccino. | took a seat opposite of
Lee Ufan, next to Sarah. Rene did most of the talking. From the three
of us, he is the one with most experience. He introduced our project
PERSONAL STRUCTURES, who we are and our approach to life and art.
Then, slowly, he told everything there was to know: that the Palazzo
was still a disaster, the plans of the other exhibiting artists, the two
rooms that we had in mind for him, that if necessary we could help
him finding stones. It all seemed to be fine; Lee Ufan spoke very well
English and seemed open for everything we told him.
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We offered Lee Ufan that if necessary, Sarah and | could travel a week
through Italy to find the right stone. “Finding stones in Italy is very
difficult Lee Ufan commented and adds, “A Japanese stone has a
Japanese face; an Italian stone has an Italian face; an American stone
has an American face. There is a difference. | have experience in this
for over 40 years.” He started telling us a story—in Korean. It was re-
markable to see the dedication with which he seemed to want to tell
it. It was a story about one of the first exhibitions he had in France.
Lee Ufan needed stones for his installation and looked in a circle
with a diameter of 500km around Paris. For about a week, he looked
everywhere, but could not find anything that was ‘right’. Even though
there were stones, he did not see any stones. When he returned
empty-handed to the location of his exhibition, he found some‘good’
stones in a garden close by. It appeared to be a Japanese garden. Lee
Ufan said that, without being aware of it, he used to only have an eye

for Japanese stones. From that moment, he opened himself up for
‘local’ stones. Now he can find stones anywhere.

Lee Ufan told us about the feeling he has, that he is always a
stranger: in Korea they say he is Japanese; in Japan people say he is
Korean.”l am a traveled man.” He continued: “My work is not Asian,
not Korean nor Japanese; my work is Lee Ufan.” It was a statement
that he also made in Peter Lodermeyer’s fax-interview with him
that | read in preparation for our meeting in Paris. That interview
addressed the topic of Orientalism and so, it did not surprise me
that Lee Ufan made a remark about it.

This time, however, it came out of the blue. It seemed as if Lee Ufan
felt he had to defend himself against being seen as an Asian artist.
To me, his work is indeed Lee Ufan—I keep describing works as “Lee
Ufan” rather than as “Lee Ufan’s painting” or “Lee Ufan’s sculpture”.
But | must admit—and this might sound contradictory—that | do
think that when seeing the work for the first time, you would guess
it is made by an artist coming from Asia. | mean this in the way
that Hermann Nitsch’s Orgien Mysterien Theater came forth out of
a certain region at a certain time; and without giving any ethical
judgment, you can know the artist did not come from Holland. In
the case of Lee Ufan, | also feel that you can see the work is made
by a person who was born in Asia—at least: an American could not
have made such a subtle work.

Because of our meeting at the Palazzo at 1pm, we still had some time
after all the necessary things were discussed. We enjoyed our coffee,
while Lee Ufan went to his room to pick up some books that he had
brought for us. It was the catalogue of his new museum in Naoshima,
Japan. Lee Ufan flipped through the catalogue with us and showed
the works that he has in his museum.

He commented that many Europeans are more toward the object.
“There is a strong ontology there,” he said. In Asia people apparently
look more at the relation between objects and their own relation to
the object. According to Lee Ufan, we, Europeans, look more to the
object itself, as if you are projecting your own position. Rather than
showing objects, Lee Ufan said he preferred to show the space. Indeed,
the catalogue had many photos of spaces in and around the museum.
I wondered what he would be thinking of our Palazzo and the spaces
we had given him as an option.

We left the bar at Monaco to visit Palazzo Bembo. We had to take a
special exit, because the street in front of Monaco and Harry’s bar
was under water. They had built a bridge over a piece of metal that
was supposed to keep the water outside. Without trouble, Lee Ufan
stepped over it. It was cute to see and | realized Lee Ufan had become
human, to me—or better: | had become more human and could now
enjoy this in others. | had lost the blind respect | had had for certain
artists. | still had a lot of respect for Lee Ufan, but now it was more
based on experience, being able to see him for what he is.

Before our meeting, we had carefully checked the best route to Palazzo
Bembo, so that our walk over there would be smooth and easy. But it
was all for nothing. San Marco square was flooded. We took one of the
walkways, but soon it appeared it would not be possible to continue

that direction. Venice was again like a labyrinth, where we were trying
to find the right way without getting wet feet. | like these sudden
surprises, just not so much when | am in an important meeting like
this. But it did not seem to trouble Lee Ufan. We cannot go that way?
Ok, fine! Or he would go through alleys that were actually closed off.
“No entry”-signs did not impress him either.

We took the long route to Rialto, but | believe | never walked it in such
a short time. Lee Ufan has a very quick pace. 74 years old, but he was
the most fit from all of us. We chatted about Venice; he had come
here already since 1973—7 years before | was born. He was nothing
like the helpless tourists that you often see wandering around; Lee
Ufan knew his way around.

Full of energy, Lee Ufan walked up the stairs of the Palazzo.
Everything was still in a disastrous state. Our exhibition would be
on the second floor, but a particular room that we had selected
for Lee Ufan was at that time only reachable through a separate,
secret staircase on the first floor. They were renovating that part of
the building; a scaffold blocked our route. We explained Lee Ufan
the situation on which he took the initiative to climb through the
scaffold to the other side of the building. When we entered the
space that we thought was suitable for Lee Ufan, he looked around
and started measuring it, taking big steps. He did not say much;
he just observed. At a certain point he asked about the windows,
whether they could be closed or should stay opened. We clarified
that he is the boss of the space, that he can decide everything
himself and can do as he wishes. Lee Ufan commented that this
room was quite narrow, but made also clear that he was pleasantly
surprised by the space.

We went up to the second floor, where we showed him the spaces in
the horrible state they were in, each time telling Lee Ufan about the
great plans we had for it. “Here comes Toshikatsu Endo."“Here comes
Arnulf Rainer and we will build the space like this"“This room is for
Kosuth.” It is that | myself knew that we could make it happen, but
going back at it now, it is quite surprising that it did not discourage
him. We went through the space quite quickly; Lee Ufan did not need
much time to see it.

We entered the corner room that would become Lee Ufan’s space.
He was quiet again for a few seconds and then said he wanted
to make an installation here, with marble split on the floor (like a
Japanese garden), that he would place a medium size stone (we
did not have to worry; it would only be 500kg) and one painting.
| imagined how it would look and liked the idea very much. It
seemed that Lee Ufan wanted to give his best to make a strong
statement here, in our exhibition. We had opened the windows,
because on the phone Lee Ufan had indicated that he wanted
to have natural light coming in the space. But apparently he had
changed his mind. He asked if the windows could be covered and
said he wanted to hang his painting there. Lee Ufan explained
that visitors would be allowed to enter the space and could sit on
the ‘marble’ floor. Lee Ufan took quite some time, standing in the
space, as if he wanted to feel the atmosphere of it, how it feels.
Taking large steps, he measured the space. To be extra clear, he
again said: “l want this space.”
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Our visit to the Palazzo was over and Lee Ufan invited us for lunch.

From one of the participants in my On Kawara project, a French cook, |
had heard Lee Ufan was a very good ‘taster: In high speed, we walked
through Venice on search of a good restaurant that was open at this
hour. Lee Ufan had two favorites, but both of them were closed.
Around the opera house, Lee Ufan seemed to have lost his orienta-
tion. We went back again and passed by a regular restaurant, operated
by some Chinese. It was great to be sitting there with Lee Ufan. We
spoke about Toshikatsu Endo, who said that the basis of his thoughts
comes from Lee Ufan. Lee Ufan knew him well and commented that
Endo is living too much in his head, that he does not travel enough to
see other countries and therefore is not open to new influences. We
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told him about Endo’s text in our book and the time and effort it had
taken to translate it. “Endo is very difficult...” From what | had heard
about Lee Ufan before | first visited him in Paris two years earlier, | had
understood he was a philosopher, a big intellectual. Here it became
again extra clear to me that to Lee Ufan all this theory is not most
important. He just lets things go and be as they are. He is not focused
on himself, his own thoughts and is open for change.

It was so great, talking with Lee Ufan like this and being together, | had
a smile on my face the whole time from sheer happiness. | sucked in the
moment, trying to get as much of the experience as | possibly could. It
made me feel very present and alive. From this day on, the freshness of
a‘fresh encounter’had something light, something easy and positive.

16 DECEMBER 2010, LEE UFAN STUDIO, PARIS, FRANCE

SARAH GOLD

In order to realize our Venice endeavor we had to raise an enormous
amount of money. Until that time, we had financed all projects through
the revenue of Rene’s artwork, but this was going far beyond our pos-
sibilities. Other ways had to be found. We were just in Naples to speak
to Peppe Morra from the Hermann Nitsch Museum (and our car had just
broken down) when | got a call saying that we would be able to place a
Lee Ufan painting in a private collection. We contacted Lee Ufan; he had
understood the needs for our exhibition. As a sign of goodwill he would
allow our Foundation to place his work in a good home. On 15 Decem-
ber Rene and | drove from Venice to Paris to meet Lee Ufan and pick up

the painting. The weather condition worsened by driving to the north
and at a certain moment the snow was tremendous, but we did arrive
in Paris in time. Again we passed the Moulin Rouge and found a parking
spot. When it was time, we went to the studio. | felt a little uncomfort-
able, this was the first time | had to deal with such an artist and while
Rene brought the paining to our car, | explained Lee Ufan the situation.
He understood and because he wanted to support our Foundation he
was very generous. Drinking the tea | had been served, | could hardly
believe what just had happened. This was a big help for our project.

Because of the severe weather conditions, we decided not to drive
but to ship the work. We found a shipper in Paris and left the painting
to be shipped safely to his new home.
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14 -21 MAY 2011, PALAZZO BEMBO, VENICE, ITALY

KARLYN DE JONGH

The exhibition grew day by day. It was wonderful to see each day a
bit more result of what we had been working for every single day for
the past year. One weekend, probably three weeks before the opening,
there was little else we could do at that moment and so | started
with Lee Ufan’s installation. After painting all the electricity lines and
covering the linoleum floor with an anti-slip cloth, | began with the
first layer of split.

Besides the weight of the bags, it was a simple job: putting the
marble on the floor and spreading it out to an equal layer. But it was
great to do it. Normally we sit for hours behind the computer; this
was hands-on work. The preparation, the setup of an exhibition like
this and seeing it grow, was amazing: each action you take brings
you one step closer to a real, visible result. With each bag, the cloth
got more and more covered, the piles in the corridor outside of Lee
Ufan’s room were getting smaller, and the room was getting more
and more special.

But the act itself was an interesting experience too, that | enjoyed
with almost all of my senses. | was part of the creation process of Lee
Ufan’s installation and it was great. The sound of the stones falling
on the floor; the sound of them grinding over each other while
spreading them out. The marble was still wet from the water they
had used for splitting it, which left a strong scent: the smell of the
moist, the ‘liquid marble’ The grey color over the white cloth. | used
my bare hands to spread the split, making them white, wet and tin-
gly. | wanted to feel the stone. When | was done, my hands were still
‘burning’—reminding me of Lee Ufan for the rest of the day.

The next morning the first layer of marble was dry and had become
white. It looked very special! The sound in the space had changed.
Now, it was soft, giving the room a quiet, contemplative atmosphere.
But rather than contemplate, | continued with the next layer. There
was no time to ‘waste’ Again the sound, smell, feeling... and seeing
the grey marble covering a white surface. This time the experience
was slightly different. | heard my own footsteps over the white
marble, softly grinding it. The sound of the falling marble and the
spreading was less hard. The smell of the moist stones triggered the
smell that was already hanging in the room. The grey, wet stones left
a beautiful cover over the white, dried split, marking exactly where
| had been. Even when Sarah joined me, | remember not thinking
about much else than this experience, repeating it until only a few
bags of marble were left.

29 MAY 2011, PALAZZO BEMBO, VENICE, ITALY

SARAH GOLD

When we had met Lee Ufan in December the year before, he had
told us, that he probably would not be able to come to the opening
because he would have to attend the set up of his solo exhibition
at the Guggenheim in New York. | remember to have felt a little
sad, because it is the nicest when the artist is there for setup and
the opening as well, because PERSONAL STRUCTURES is alive, real
and sincere and by meeting or seeing the artist, the right people
will recognize this, creating positive dynamic. We were in full set
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up mode, when Lee Ufan showed up. | was happy to see him and
he was in a good mood. We walked over to his room where Rene
had hung Lee Ufan’s painting earlier. When entering the space
he became very serious, he spoke in Japanese to Yuko Sakurai,
maybe to express his thoughts more precise and freely. It felt like
all was wrong. But it turned out, less dramatic than it felt to me.
The metal plate had to be re-placed, off center from the paining.
Together with Rene, Toshikatsu Endo (who was installing his mas-
sive sculpture in the front of the building) and several other peo-
ple, we re-placed the plate. Also the stone had to be adjusted, so its
“face” was looking towards the plate and the stone—Relatum. Lee
Ufan looked pleased and satisfied and so were we.

29 MAY 2011 -1 JUNE 2011, PALAZZO BEMBO, VENICE, ITALY
KARLYN DE JONGH

During the days before the opening we were extremely busy:
finishing the last installations, lighting, discussions with Joseph
Kosuth, giving tours to surprise guests, such as Glinther Uecker,
and many, many other things. Lee Ufan arrived in Venice around
this time, before going to New York for the installation of his
exhibition at the Guggenheim. Not exactly sure when he would
come to Palazzo Bembo, it was a great surprise when he just came
walking through the door. We greeted each other heartily, like
old friends. He seemed very happy to be here as well. In between
everything, we took the time for him. It was great to show him
around our ‘exhibition to be, sometimes meeting artists who
were putting the finishing touches on their work. Lee Ufan and
Kosuth did not seem to have met each other; with others, such as
Toshikatsu Endo, it was an interesting rendezvous.

The stone, metal plate and painting as well as the 2000kg of
Carrara marble were already in Lee Ufan’s space. We knew where
the painting was going to go—that one was easy—and of course
the marble was already ‘done; but the stone and metal plate?
When walking into his room, Lee Ufan seemed to concentrate
on his installation. He looked at the painting and marble split,
commenting, “Good, good”. The rest was no good, yet. The stone
was lying on top of the metal plate; it had to be moved—it was only
a medium size, nut still approximately 200kg. Lee Ufan seemed to
have a very clear idea of what he wanted.

The metal plate, which was oblique on one side, had to be turned
180° to be with its widest side towards the painting. Now the place
of the stone was adjusted: it had to be moved a little bit away from
the metal plate in the direction of the wall opposite the painting.
And it had to be turned. Lee Ufan explained that, “the face of the
stone has to look that way,”and pointed in the direction of his paint-
ing. At first, this way of expression surprised me, but then | saw
what Lee Ufan meant: a pointy, upwards-looking part of the stone
was indeed like a ‘front’; compared to the rest of the stone, it felt
like a logical way to talk about it as the rest clearly was not a‘face’ It
was as if the stone was looking directly at the painting now; start-
ing with its ‘back’ on the marble, going in an upward movement
to the front. A few workers helped to place the stone where Lee
Ufan wanted it. “Ok, ok,” Lee Ufan said. But when the workers left
again to continue what they were doing, Lee Ufan did not seem




convinced yet. He looked carefully at the stone and decided it had
to be turned a few millimeters to his right. On his own, this thin,
fragile-looking man bent over the stone, placed his arms around it
and with what seemed all his power, tried to move the stone. This
was no success. For four heavyweights it had already been difficult
to move it; for Lee Ufan on his own, this was impossible—of course,
the marble split floor did not help either. Lee Ufan stepped away
from it, had another look at the stone’s position and waved his
hands next to his body, “Ok, ok.” He had another look and start-
ed—in a very gentle way—to flatten the marble split next to the
metal plate, sometimes removing pieces that were ‘out of place' It
indeed looked cleaner. When he straightened his back, he seemed
satisfied and said: “Finished!”

It had went very quickly and there was still time to show Lee Ufan
the exhibition spaces he had not seen yet, like that of Tatsuo
Miyajima whose work was in the space that Lee Ufan had decided
not to take. In comparison to what he had seen a few months ago,
the building was transformed. He seemed to like it.

The next day Lee Ufan returned. | believe | was installing Lawrence
Weiner’s work, when he came to get me.“There is a big problem!
A big problem.” He immediately got my attention; a problem was
the last thing I needed, and especially for Lee Ufan. Some possible
disasters went through my head, but nothing seemed plausible.
Relaxed, | followed Lee Ufan to his space. There he pointed to the
lights, clarifying their position was “no good.” This was an easy
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one to solve. Someone got a ladder for us and started adjusting
the position of the lights. An extra light was needed and the
assistant went to get it. The ladder was free and Lee Ufan—as if it
was nothing—climbed up with the greatest ease and continued
finding the right lighting position: two spots, one on the stone
and one on the plate. With an extra floodlight on the painting,
Lee Ufan was happy. But there was another ‘problem’: the metal
plate needed to be rubbed in with a slight bit of baby oil to make
it shine. That was the last thing; Lee Ufan was done.

In the next days, Lee Ufan returned several times, with collectors
and the directors of museum in Japan and his future museum in
Korea.We greeted each other with kisses now, which seemed a little
bit unusual to him, but pleasant enough to do as often as possible.
They were cute encounters, these surprise visits. Lee Ufan seemed
to like being in Palazzo Bembo and proud of his installation in our
exhibition, showing it to everybody. Unfortunately, there was so
much to do that we could not spend more time together. Also at
the opening, | recall seeing Lee Ufan and exchanging a few words,
but that was the last time | saw him.

22 SEPTEMBER 2011, PALAZZO BEMBO, VENICE, ITALY

KARLYN DE JONGH

On 22 September 2011, we had organized a brunch for a group of
Belgian collectors on the first floor of Palazzo Bembo which was
followed by a tour by Sarah and me on the second floor, where was
our PERSONAL STRUCTURES exhibition. Around 3 o'clock, when

the Belgians had just left, | went downstairs to pick up something
that | had forgotten. In front of the closed door at the first floor
stood a Japanese woman, about 40cm shorter than | am. For as far
as | could tell, she looked 65 and seemed a little helpless. “Exhibi-
tion?” she asked. | softly guided her to go upstairs.

When I returned to the second floor a minute later, the same woman
was in discussion with one of the students who was working for
us. “My husband’s work is in this exhibition.” It was not likely to be
anybody else and indeed it was Lee Ufan. “Where is my husband’s
work?” Together we walked through the exhibition. | wanted to
take the opportunity to tell her about our project and show her the
exhibition and its location, so | did not take a direct straight line to
Lee Ufan. We took a little detour, via Toshikatsu Endo, Carl Andre,
Arnulf Rainer and the view over the Grand Canal. In the mean
time, | slowly explained her about PERSONAL STRUCTURES, the
philosophical topics it addresses, that we offer artists a platform to
speak about these topics and that we make symposia, exhibitions
and especially books. It was clear she did not speak much English,
but | think we both tried our best to communicate. At least, when
she told me Lee Ufan fitted good to what we were doing, | took it as
a confirmation that she had understood. | had the feeling she liked
the exhibition, but that her eagerness to see Lee Ufan’s installation
was stronger. So, we went through relatively quickly.

When we passed Francois Morellet, | announced Lee Ufan’s space.
Not sure whether she could enter, she halted at the entrance of
the space, the point from where you can only see the painting,
the metal plate and, of course, the marble split on the floor. “Dozo,
dozo,’l said, making a gesture that she could enter. With a Japanese
surprise reaction, she carefully stepped on the marble. Another
surprise came when she saw the stone, then she slowly moved her
head in all directions. “Very special,” she said. And then:“So simple”
She quietly and carefully walked through the space, seemingly tak-
ing everything in, softly repeating: “So simple...” It was wonderful
to see her move like that and | quietly observed her: a little bit bent,
taking conscious steps, looking all around her.“The marble is new.”
I had never seen any image of an installation in which Lee Ufan
used marble (or a different kind of split) like this, but | figured that
did not say anything. Hearing Lee Ufan’s wife say this was for me a

confirmation that Lee Ufan really made something special for us.

When [ feltit was alright to say something again, | asked her whether
she had already been to Palazzo Grassi to see Lee Ufan's installation
there. She had. “But this one is more special. It's better,” she added.
To be honest, | was happy to hear that. | felt that in comparison
to Palazzo Grassi we were like ‘the underdog”: with relatively no
money we managed to make an impressive exhibition. It may
sound naive—or like wishful thinking—but hearing her say this,
felt as if we have a connection with Lee Ufan that Palazzo Grassi
could never have.

Lee Ufan's wife stopped looking at the work and opened her bag.
A camera came out, which she handed over to me. “Please, take
a photo.” She took a position as central as possible in the space.
She straightened her back and stood there as a strong, proud and

serious woman. | took a few photos of her, and included as much
of the installation as possible. | imagined she wanted to have the
proof that she had seen her husband’s work.

We continued with the rest of the exhibition: Lawrence Weiner,
Marina Abramovi¢, SASAKI, Roman Opalka and in the last room
Tatsuo Miyajima. Slowly, we return in the direction of the entrance.
When passing Lee Ufan, again she says, “So simple...” Passing the
other spaces, each time she looks inside to the installation that
is presented in there. | invite her for a prosecco on the couch
and show her the publications we made: Lee Ufan's pages in the
exhibition catalogue and the pages of our Tokyo symposium with
Japanese text as well as the interviews with Miyajima and Lee
Ufan. She seems to like it very much.

Lee Ufan's wife wanted to continue her way to Palazzo Fortuny.
She did not know where it was and | offered to join her. Together
we walked over to Fortuny. It was interesting to be with her like
that. We could only communicate in a very basic way, but while
talking | remember thinking what a nice woman she is, what
a warm atmosphere she has. We chatted a little: about good
shoes for walking in Venice, about her daughter who arrived
the day before, about her plans for the upcoming days and how
she liked Venice. She told me she does not travel so often, but
that she had been in Venice four years ago, when Lee Ufan had
his solo exhibition at Palazzo Palumbo Fossati, but that still she
always got lost. Laughing, she told me that already after the
second corner, she did not know where she was anymore.

Fortuny was getting closer and felt | needed to try to take my
chance to ask her information about Lee Ufan. At that moment,
| wanted to know how it is for her to encounter Lee Ufan's work,
knowing him and his work so very well. It was not easy to make
my question understandable; | tried in several ways. But it did not
matter. Lee Ufan’s wife was talkative and did her best to answer
the questions she thought | was asking. From her answers |
understood that they were already together in the time that Lee
Ufan was still writing text for Mono-ha, before he made his first
work, over 40 years ago. She smiles and tells me that Lee Ufan is
“very difficult”.“He always goes his own way, always choosing the
difficult way. Sometimes | wonder why. But he does not deviate
from his path.” When we reach Palazzo Fortuny, she halts: “Now,
Lee Ufan’s work became more simple. He found peace.”
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BEN VAUTIER

INTROSPECTION
TRUTH SEX & ART

PERSONAL STRUCTURES ART PROJECTS #07
By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold
Nice, France, 17-19 February 2013

From 17 - 19 February 2013, Sarah and Karlyn introspected Ben Vautier in
Nice, France. Through different performances—round table conversations,
body painting, communication through written texts, or by lying together
in bed in the ‘Ben Room’ of their hotel—'Ben’ was investigated, openly
discussing any topic. The following text is part of one of these
performances, whereby Sarah and Karlyn each hold a mirror in front of
their faces and ‘introspect’ Ben, while he is looking into these mirrors.

BEN VAUTIER: INTROSPECTION TRUTH SEX & ART is the documentation
of Personal Structures Art Projects #07. It will be published as a limited
special edition in 2013.

Sarah Gold: This is introspection on Ben.

Ben Vautier: Introspection... This is a nice word ‘introspection’ I'm
looking at myself in the mirror and I'm hoping | change, and the
more | look at myself, the more | see a stupid old man who is always
the same and cannot change. So, art is change, but we cannot
change; we are just the same.

Karlyn De Jongh: | think you are too afraid of change. You do not seem
to go into reality, you do not act.

BV: I would be a serial killer, if | could change. | would kill humanity.
SG: Why would you kill humanity?

BV: Because all humanity is ego. We cannot get rid off ego.

KDJ: What means ego?

BV: Ego means you cannot get rid off thinking: 1, 1, I... | want this, | am
there, | am here. Je suis, je suis, je... AlwaysI.

KDJ: But you are, your work is about that. You are ‘I

BV: But | do not want to be. That is why | want to become a serial killer.

SG: Are you a jealous person?

BV: | am jealous of other artists, never of women. Not ‘never,
really... | say | am not jealous, but maybe | am jealous of my wife
fucking with someone else, that could be... It excites me, it excites
me but at the same time that it excites me, it gives me anguish,
both... It goes up and down.

KDJ: So why are you jealous? Is it because you cannot do it yourself?

BV: Because you do not want to do it with me. No, no... It is because |
cannot do it myself. | am jealous, because... it's complicated.

SG: Are you afraid?

BV: We are always afraid. Afraid of being oneself, afraid of death,
afraid of losing or not being who we want to be, afraid of wanting
to be another.

KDJ: Who do you want to be?

BV: I want to be truthful. | just want to find the truth and to say:“l am
not a liar”.

SG: Do you think, you have been truthful in your life?

BV: No, | have been a liar. You know, once George Brecht told me he
liked a painting in which | wrote “l am a liar”. | said: “why do like that
painting?” He said: “Because it is not true: you are not a liar! And if it is
not, and if it is the truth, then you are not a liar. So, to write “l am a
liar”is a truthful sentence.”

KDJ: Can you still look in the mirror and be serious about yourself?

BV: When | look in the mirror, I... | once did a piece called Mirror
Piece, in which | looked into the mirror, hoping to see myself
change. But it takes a lot of time. Now, when | look at myself in the
mirror, | have bags under my eyes. When | was young, | did not
have bags under my eyes.




KDJ: But that is a visual impression. Can you look at yourself in an
human way? Are you proud of yourself?

BV: No, | always see the same. | suppose, | always see the same ego.
SG: Ifyou have to choose one: art, sex, truth. Which one would you choose?
BV:Truth!

KDJ: What does it mean, ‘truth’?

BV:1do not know.

SG: What is the most elementary emotion you have?

BV: Anguish. Not knowing what to do.

KDJ: Not knowing what to do? Or not daring to do?

BV: Not knowing. Anxious. Looking for. Worrying. Thinking of.

SG: Where do you think this comes from?

BV: Survival. Art survival.

KDJ: Is art about your survival?

BV: Yes.

SG:Is it survival of the fittest?

BV: It could be.

KDJ: Are you fit enough, Ben?

BV: No. Truth is sometimes against survival.

KDJ: Are you afraid? Of yourself?

BV: | am tired. | want to go to sleep. | have been afraid, but not of
myself, no. | want to go on, continuing...

SG:Whoam 1'?
BV:1do not know. I'm tired.
KDJ: Who is Ben?

BV: A boring artist, who is looking for something new and does
not find it.

KDJ: Is there a difference between | and Ben?

BV: Who is I? Who is behind there? We are all the same in a way. A
mirror is... | wonder who discovered the first mirror and what he
thought when he saw himself for the first time. He must have said,
“what is that?!”

KDJ: I think you are trying to avoid giving an answer.
BV:Yes
KDJ: Why?

BV: | do not know the answers. | am not so clever. | do not know
the answer.

KDJ: After fifty years of performance, of making art, can you not give an
answer to the question ‘what is ego’?
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BV: | can show off, that is all. To know ‘why’ and philosophy is too
complicated this morning.

SG: We spoke about your mother yesterday, tell us about her.

BV: My mother was very, very important to me, because | lived with
my mother and she used to say: “Ben, the only thing that counts is
the truth, the truth, the truth!

KDJ: What did she mean?

BV: She always used to meet her friends and play bridge together,
and my mother used to make horrible fights between them, because
she used to say, “In the name of the truth, | must tell you that you
went with another man and your husband does not know it!” So, that
were horrible stories!

KDJ: If you cannot say now who 1'is, can you tell us: who is the other?

BV: Who is the other? On a morning like this, | am not a good
philosopher. | would love to talk with you about it. The other is
always. You cannot be someone else, but another. Marcel
Duchamp once said: cest le regardeur qui fait le tableau. This
means: the man who looks at the painting, makes the painting.
Then: you always need another to exist: a big one to become
small; a rich one to be poor; a poor man to be richer; a strong man
to be a weak man. You always need another; you cannot be alone.
You are beautiful, because there are girls who are—I suppose—
less beautiful. You are tall because there are people who are less
tall, because there are midgets. In a world full of midgets, maybe
one of the midgets would be a giant compared to some small
midgets. So, to be another is always to be in comparison with
others. And let’s say in art, we have those who succeed in bringing
something new and those who repeat themselves and are not
new enough. We are fighting to try to find newness. We are trying
to find something that makes our difference; if | am different from
the others, people will say: “I recognize it! That is a Ben!” Or: “I
recognize it! That is a Rembrandt!” So to be, to exist, is to be
someone in comparison to the others. But maybe today it is
interesting for artists to NOT look like another, but to (on purpose)
look like everybody. So that is another simple art, too. But then
they also cannot get away from being different. When John Cage
says: “Everything is music” At the same time he is changing the
games, the world’s games. In previous times composers had a
certain personality. The personality of John Cage was to open up
a window in which everything could fall into.

KDJ: Ifit is like you told us that ‘ego is jealousy’ | am not a jealous person.
Do I still have ego?

BV: Maybe you do not know your jealousy sometimes. | think,
jealousy is culturally different. Maybe. | do not know, | can't tell you.
For myself and | think for most artists when they look at another
artist, they think in their mind: “Oh, that’s good! | would have liked
to have done it So, “Oh that’s good, | can do better” or “that’s not
good, mine is better” It's a way of ‘the other’ If it is a degree different
in jealousy. It is the presence of the other. There could be jealousy
in a way, when you say: “l did this! He took my idea. Why did he get




success and | don't and | did before him?” So, there | would say is a
more condense jealousy. But that is always, for example when you
go into a show and you look at the work, you think: “That is good!
I would have liked to have done that.”

KDJ: So when you see some writing and you know that you have
done it before, then the jealousy starts? Or how does it work? | think
you have a very strong tendency to prove yourself. You want to prove
that you were there first.

BV: That was true. | used to even write texts, but now it’s different.
Now it is 2013, and | have changed. These days | am pleased when
somebody recognizes what | did, and | am less anxious than before.
It is not becoming more ‘zen;, but it is about taking life as it comes.
Now, | do not bother as much. But when | was 30 or 40... Now | am
78.1think time has changed me a bit.

KDJ: But you still talk about it very often. So, that would mean that
during your 30s and 40s, you must have been impossible!

BV: No no, it is that time: Lu-ci-di-té. Lucidité means... Sometimes
you meet people who reject art. | say: “be lucide”. Do not tell
yourself stories! You can say: “I'm not jealous.” Others might say:
“I don't care. | do this for god. | will pay for others to help humanity.
| say: “be lucide”. Your ego is there. You are in front of the world.
You react to the world. To be lucide, means to be aware.

SG: You just mentioned God, do you believe in God?

BV: Yes, | could believe in God. But | am closer to being an atheist
than to believing in God. But still when | look at science and we are
talking about the Big Bang, and we are talking about our ego
presence, then | think there is an interrogation point.

KDJ: So you did not throw God away completely? You threw him out
of the country, but then you were traveling quite a bit and took him
back home?

BV: He does not look like me and he does not do bad things. He is a
kind of... I have some theories... | do not know. | cannot tell you... It
is a mystery. But | had to take him away. But there is a mystery in the
words'life} ‘survival, ‘ego, ‘reproduction; ‘time; ‘space’.. and if you put
all of these words together and combine ego with time and space,
you only get an interrogation point. You do not get an answer. To see
time, space, ego, survival... these ‘things’ exist. But the ‘why;, the
‘when; ‘how’... We don’t understand them.

SG: Are you fine with not knowing?

BV:No! I'm always trying. But you see... When Copernicus said that the
world is round. And when Newton said that the world has gravity. And
Einstein said the world is time. Then Hawking said something about
the black holes and that the universe started many millions of years
ago and before that was a Big Bang. Each one has given an explanation.
Then came another explanation, and another one. Today we have the
explanation of the quantity. The world is full of explanations.

KDJ: What is your explanation?

BV: My explanation of the universe is a funny one. [Ben starts
drawing] My explanation of the universe is that there was—at the

beginning of time—an ejaculation. Just as when | fuck. This
ejaculation contains ego, reproduction, survival. Now: what
happened before, | do not know. But | feel that the world today is
an expansion. The universe expands, the galaxies... This is the
ejaculation of ego. Why do | see ego as more important than
galaxies? It is because ego contains the explanation of these
galaxies. | mean to say that we need the ego of Hawking to say
this-and-that about the world, we need the ego of Einstein, we
need the ego of Freud, we need the ego of Heidegger, we need
the egos of the ones who spend their time explaining things. So
what do we have? We have the universe, which is full of
explanations. These explanations come from ego, because
Einstein was jealous of so-and-so. All these egos are there.

That interests me as a theory. I'm actually trying to find the
particle of ego, which | want to be able to scientifically find. And
then | will call it ‘particule de Ben' [Ben’s particle]. And people will
be able to say:“Of course, the particule de Ben! Cest trés important!”
And it is all a joke! But somebody will see the particle of love,
which is very important too!

SG: So what you drew here, that is ‘all’? Everything?

BV: Yes, it contains all. The ‘particle of ego’ means lucidité. It means
‘introspection’. You cannot speak of ego unless you know what it
is made of. What is ego? Ego is the name of jealousy, ambition,
wanting to be, not wanting to be, lucidité, lucidité over the others.
What means ego? We come back to my famous verse [Ben
searches the right plate out of the collection he made that day].
This one! and it becomes this one! How did the ejaculation come?
It comes from an ego which was all alone in the universe. There
was nothing. And he met another ego by chance, we do not know
how they met. He became very angry and started to fuck the
other one. And then... BANG!... the ejaculation! The bang of two
egos gave the ejaculation.

KDJ: Are you afraid of sex because your ejaculation is not as powerful
as this one?

BV: Yes this one is very powerful...! But | have two children and five
grandchildren.

SG: This was such an intense ejaculation that he must have died after his
ejaculation and we do not want that to happen with you, of course.

BV: This one? Yes! But | have another theory. Today we have the
extremes, the extreme world. We have the extreme big and the extreme
small. We are losing this sense of knowing where is the middle. So, | was
thinking: if you take your brain... Your brain is full of billions of neurons.
It could be that my ‘ejaculation of ego’ has led to tons of other egos that
are ejaculating too. So, we have not one universe but we have many
universes. I'm still working on this. It is very complicated.
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MARINA ABRAMOVIC

By Karlyn De Jongh, Sarah Gold, Carol Rolla &
Valeria Romagnini

23 April 2013

Marina Abramovi¢ (1946, Belgrade, Serbia) has been a performance
artist since the early 1970s. Using her own body as the subject as well as
the medium for her work, she has pioneered the use of performance as a
visual art form. Her works are an exploration of her own physical and
mental limits.—Marina Abramovi¢ lives in New York.

Valeria Romagnini: In your work you have tried to understand and
discover the meaning of pain, the limits of endurance and often you
took great risks. Today your perception of life will probably be different
from the moment you started. What is the value that you give to your
life today? Do you think that you have ever put your life in real danger?

Marina Abramovi¢: | think that at the beginning, many things, many
ideas about my work, were done more by intuition, without really
knowing where I'm going. The older | get and the more experience |
have, | understand that taking risks is incredibly important and it is a
crucial step to get to a new territory and to understand your own limits.
| think, especially as an artist, when you find the one way to express
yourself and then start repeating yourself to please the public or the
market, then you kind of stop respecting yourself. So, to me it is really
important to be always looking for new territories. Right now, for
example, | am choreographing in the French opera the Bolero which is
a completely new territory for me. | have never worked with dancers,
especially not with classical dancers. To see how | can actually bring my
new ideas into this kind of category—which is very, very traditional—
and to see “can | make a revolution here?’, that is what | am really inter-
ested in. The more | am, the more time passes, the more | take a risk to
go to places where | have never been. Not just in art, but also in life.

Karlyn De Jongh: How does it help you then, when you performed Lips
of Thomas in 1975 and ‘repeated’ the performance in 2005 at the
Guggenheim in New York City? By doing a similar performance, are you
then still taking a new risk in the sense of ‘finding new territories’?

MA: No this was... First of all that example was only one example. It
was unique and this was really meant to give an example to
everybody else who is taking the works from the 1970s and putting
these works into different categories—like fashion, like design,
theatre, film, dance—without actually giving any kind of recognition
to the original sources, to the artists who made these works in the
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1970s. | was thinking that, of the few artists who are still alive and
performing that | should take some of these examples, especially
examples from other artists of whom | have never even seen the
piece, but which | liked (like Vito Acconci or Joseph Beuys) and find
out: if | repeat the piece, what kind of example should | be giving to
the people who are doing it? And what is the difference? The
difference would be to ask and pay for permission, to understand
the original material and put the name of the artist where the
material comes from first, and then your own name in second place;
this is the example how it should be done.

My piece Lips of Thomas... The original piece lasted one hour.
| repeated this performance and it lasted seven hours. And | was
sixty years old. People said to me: “Oh, but you have done such
strong performances before.” But | could never do seven hours when
| was 20 years old, because | never had that kind of concentration
and knowledge. Now, for this piece, | have just changed the time. So,
I was repeating the performance, but not exactly ‘repeating’ it,
because | put the dimension of time into this piece.

KDJ: So, the boundaries that you have been trying to ‘explore’ in your
live, they have actually shifted and it is not ‘simply’ a matter of knowing
where they are.

MA: Yes, it has really shifted and | am still constantly searching. | just
spent three months in Brazil working with the Shamans and studying
in co-operational entities about the spirits and how that kind of
energy... | can learn about that kind of energy, it's the invisible world
that actually deals with this. To go to the places in nature that have
that energy and power, like waterfalls, like certain rock formations
and so on, and to expose myself and see what | can learn... Because,
you know, | have learned about energy, but not enough yet.

Performance art is about immateriality, and this is only something
that you can feel. It is energy that you can feel. You cannot put it on
the wall like a painting. So, you have to learn every day more and
more about how to deal with this and how you can deal with it much
further than I have done until now.

KDJ: To cut open your belly again 30 years later, must have had quite an
impact on your body. Aren’t you afraid that by taking these risks with
your body, your life will be a few days shorter?




MA: You know, | have never felt better in my life. Now, this year |
will be getting 67. My body is excellent; my immune system is
good. | went to the doctor the other day, to have my organs
checked, you know: my liver, my skin, my heart. He said: “your
organs look 20 years younger than your age!” | think because of
my performances | am only becoming stronger. | think that
anybody who thinks their life finishes when they are 60 and must
go into pension, has a much bigger risk to die, than | have.

KDJ: Are you afraid of dying?

MA: No. | am even planning my own funeral all the time. And now [ am
playing my own funeral in a theater piece with Robert Wilson, titled
The Life & Death of Marina Abramovi¢. First of all, | do not think that
death exists. This is what | discovered lately. It is just another form, a
transformation of energy. If you deal with energy and understand
energy, then you understand that death is not there. Another thing is
the physical death, but that is something completely different. There is
no spiritual death, that does not exist. So when you really understand
that and you see this other reality outside of the now—Ilike | did just
now in Brazil—then your death is not something to be afraid of.

KDJ: You have indicated that your work is mainly about your ideas,
rather than about what it looks like. With your Center for the
Preservation of Performance Art you seem to be teaching other people
about your ideas. In this way, your work, your thoughts will continue to
exist after you yourself have died. Do you wish your work and thoughts
to live on forever? Do you think this ‘energy’ will continue to exist?
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MA: You know, it is not about me. | am not so concentrated on myself,
I'm just concentrated on what | learn, on how | can transmit this to
other people and how they can benefit from this. And the really
important thing is: today, in our western society, how can we change
consciousness? | mean: you live in Italy and what is happening there
is such a real disaster. There are so many problems! If only the Italians
can change the consciousness of their leaders and bring some kind
of spirituality—at least a different view of the world—then
everything will look different. | think it is very important that if
nobody is doing it, then artists should be doing this.

But also for me, every journey starts with a big step. It is very easy to
criticize society and say what is wrong, but much more important is
what the individual can do on his own. | am trying to do my best in
my own work, in my own art. If | can change just some individuals,
for example the people | am dealing with in my institute, | would be
very happy. This is really very important. It is so easy to just be in an
ego trip, and then you can see your name is going to live to eternity.
It is not about that. Much more important is that people can benefit
from what | learn and | have really learned my lessons in the hard
way, because that is what | am doing. | have spent so many years
working with indigenous cultures, being in nature. Everything | have
learned, | have actually experienced. | do not learn from the books; |
have learned from the direct experiences.

VR: Your Center, designed by Rem Koolhaas, will serve as a performance
and education center of long-duration performance art and it will represent

the home to The Abramovic¢ Method. What do you hope to transmit to your
students? How do you hope performance will develop after you?

MA: They are not students any more. | am talking about my public.
I am talking about the people who would come to the institute,
but this is another also important thing. This institute it is not just
about my work. It is going to be a combination between artists,
filmmakers, theatre directors, dance, opera, music, scientists, the
new technology, the spirituality, the new ideas about spirituality;
it's going to be a kind of laboratory between everything. | wanted
to create a commune with different people who can benefit and
can create and then expose their creations to others. | wanted to
create a platform. It is not that | am showing them my work; I'm
showing the unity of different media together.

KDJ: A few weeks ago we went to Michelangelo Pistoletto, and it seems
that the aim of his project Love Difference is similar to what you are
doing. To me, it seems very, very difficult to achieve something like that.

MA: But Pistoletto works with students. | do not want students, |
want creative people in different fields and | also want to do
something, like Bauhaus, you know. Here the best people in the field
come together and when you put them together you create a
miracle. The best architects, the best philosophers, the best spiritual
leaders, the best people from technology, the best people from art; if
you put them together then something happens. This is what | want,
a very large kind of platform where you can really work on changing
the consciousness of our society today.

KDJ: When you spoke at our 2009 symposium at the Venice Biennale,

you have said that in your performances you give yourself 100% and
that the presence of the audience is very important. Besides giving
yourself, do you take something back? Is there something you want
back from your audience?

MA: | do not, you know. | am not thinking in that way. | am only
thinking that | as individual have to give 100% and then they can do
whatever they want with this. The moment you are giving something
in order to get something else back, it is already wrong, wrong
energy. You have to give unconditionally and you should not expect
anything back. If it happens it is wonderful, but if it does not, it is
wonderful too. You have to have a purpose in your life and | have
always been interested in knowing: “what is my purpose?” Since |
was a child, | have had a very clear idea that | am an artist and my
purpose is to be in this field, as good as | can.

KDJ: But | think it is also about ‘sharing the moment’ You have said that
you do not feel pain so much when you stand in front of your audience,
but when you cut yourself when you are at home, you cry.

MA: You know, the most important thing about me is to show
everything. We are not heroes, we have vulnerable sides and | think it
is important to show every part of yourself. | mean like now with the
piece that Robert Wilson made, it shows exactly all the different
parts of myself: the one who is very heroic and pushes the limits, the
other who is very fragile and full of vanity and the third one who is
very spiritual and wants to become a monk. Everything is true. | think
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that every single human being has his own contradictions with
himself, but there are only few people that have the courage to show
them. Most people are ashamed of things and try to hide them. But |
am not. | do not even have personal email. | do not have it.
Everything, anybody knows about me is common knowledge. | do
not have secrets, and it is so liberating especially when you show
things you are ashamed of.

KDJ: Me too, | do not have secrets, | always try to speak open and honest
to everybody. But if you are always the same and live your life for art,
could you see your life as a total durational performance?

MA: | do not know. Everybody’s lives are long durational
performances. Everybody starts with the birth and every single
day is closer to your death and then one day you die. But | think
what is very important is that in that life every single moment you
feel happy and that you are really happy with what you are doing
and do not make compromises. That | think is the most important:
to not make compromises to society, nor to yourself.

KDJ: If you can still make a distinction between your ‘private’ life and your
life during a performance, where is the difference? Is it about the location?

MA: It's a completely different purpose. | mean, it is like with any
other artist: first you get idea. | get my ideas from life. When | get the
idea, then | figure out what is the best place, the best situation, the
best moment to realize. It is very important. And then you create the
moment when performance is going to happen. | have always said
that performance for me is the mental and physical construction
when you enter in a precise space and time in front of the public.
Then the energy happens and that is what performance is about and
then when performance is finished. Whether I said, “I'm going to do
ten days” or “three hundred days,” | will do my job and when it is
finished and then that part has ended and then you go home. It is
simple, like everybody else: you do a pop-concert, you do your work
and then you go home.

Sarah Gold: To me, you fill’ the space you perform in with your shear pres-
ence. What significance does the space where you perform have for you?

MA: To me space is very important. | prefer much more museums
than private spaces or galleries, because to me museums are the
modern temples. That is where where the public comes to see art.

I am an artist and | like the context of art. | do not like other places
where this context of art is missing. Let’s say, when | wanted to make
Seven Easy Pieces (2005), it took me 12 years to get the place | wanted
and the place | wanted was the Guggenheim museum, because the
Guggenheim museum was built with the idea to show spiritual art
and | want exactly to be there and nowhere else. So, | waited 12
years. But | didn’t want to make it in any other place.

| want a particular space, a particular architecture. And, you know, the
people who come to the museum, they are not just an art public. Let's
say in Moma, when I made my work there, there are many people who
come because it is a tourist location. They came just to see the
museum. But when they saw my work, they started coming back and
became really my very preferable audience. You see, it's in the museum
because you can reach all kinds of public, not just an art public.
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Carol Rolla: In an interview with Germano Celant, you affirmed that the
demands you put on yourself are very different than the demands you
put on the public, which you would like to be involved and go through
changes as you do. Do you feel responsible for your public?

MA: Extremely. For me, my public is... every single person is important
and | am very aware of my public. | really keep connected to my
public, always. My public loves me. | feel that love and that gives me
lot of energy.

KDJ: Are you not afraid that you have become an idol—something that
according your own manifesto, an artist should not be?

MA: | am not afraid of anything. | think that being an idol or not being
an idol is a side effect. But this is not the reason why | am doing things.
You know, | always go back to myself and | have the reason why | am
doing it and the reason is really to change the consciousness, to lift
human spirit. That is my main reason. Whatever the public projects in
my work, that is their problem, it is not my problem.

KDJ: In our 2011 Venice Biennale exhibition, we exhibited your film
Confession (2010). Instead of human beings, there is a donkey in front of
you. Is there for you a difference in the experience of being here-and-now,
depending ‘who' is in front of you? Or is it about the fact that you are not
alone, that ‘life’ or ‘something living’is there with you to share the moment?

MA: No. | need real contact with real people and you know, I
understood that always in reality performance was always being
seen as a group of people but never as individual one to one. | prefer
this idea of the individual experience, because this one-by-one
experience is much stronger and deeper.

Can | just say a bit more about the ‘idol’? You know, artists should not
be, should not become an idol. Actually, when an artist is becoming
an idol in public, that is one thing. But an artist should never believe
that he is in fact an idol. That is the problem. That is the danger,
because if that would happen, his ego becomes an obstacle to his
work. But if he is idolized by his public, that is something that he can-
not control. But he himself should not believe he is an idol. And I've
never believed myself that | am an idol.

KDJ: That means you must be criticizing yourself the entire time.

MA: | am the worst critic of myself, because | always demand from
myself—always—100% and more. And if | do not give it, then | am
very unhappy.

SG: One of the other ‘rules’ in your Manifesto is that you say that an artist
should be erotic. | understand that a woman can be erotic and convey this,
but for me, a man cannot. Could you explain why an artist should be erotic?

MA: It is very important, because this is the energy that we have. It is
the one main energy that we have, to survive: reproduction energy,
which is about eroticism. | think that good art always has this aspect of
eroticism. It is not only about eroticism, it has many other layers, but
one layer is eroticism. One layer is the erotic, one layer is the spiritual,
one layer is the social, one is the political... So, many different layers, but
one would be for sure eroticism. So we have to think about it.

KDJ: Another subject that seems very important for your art is duration.
Hermann Nitsch told me, that when you were in your twenties, you took




partin one of his performances. In 2010, | was a passive model myselfin
Nitsch’s 130" Aktion. The performance took seven hours in total. For
me, one of the most interesting experiences from this event was that |
had no feeling for duration. | mean: Time was passing, and | experienced
the sequence of events, but the feeling of duration was missing. It seems
that in your performances you strive for this feeling of being in the ‘now’
and aim to not feel the duration of the passing time, but be in the
‘present’ as long as possible. Some of your performances took several
days. Do | understand correctly that you use ‘duration’ in your work in
order to not experience duration itself? Did you ever manage to stretch

this state of being, when the performance was over?

MA: First of all, from the now 40 years of experience in performance
art, | understand that duration is the most important of all, because
the performer needs to get into a certain state of consciousness. Then,
after | get into this state of consciousness, | can bring the audience to
the same state. But | need the time and the audience needs the time.
This is why the length of the performance is extremely important. This
is why my institute in Hudson is going to be based on duration. That is
why you as an audience have to sign the contract to stay six hours
with me as the public in order to give the experience. Because the
duration... One thing we don't have enough in this 215 century is time,
time for anything. That is what | want: to claim time back.

KDJ: But in OCEAN VIEW, your 12-day performance at Sean Kelly
Gallery, for example, people could just walk in and out.

MA: Yes, also in the museum and everywhere else. You know, | did
not get this idea until | finished the MoMA performance. It is my
new idea. Every performance brings new ideas and a new idea is
that of actually restricting six hours to the public, | give them more
opportunity to experience than when they are free.

KDJ: Do you think that your audience has a similar experience of your
performance as you do?

MA: Oh, | have so many proofs of that. | think, | can make a book of a
few thousand pages of testimony of my audience.

KDJ: | can imagine that sometimes the length of the performance
depends on the length of the exhibition, but in the cases where you are
deciding it yourself, when you are so concentrated on the here-and-
now, how do you know that it is over?

MA: When the performance is six hours or a day time, then they tell me
when the performance is over. But | know if | want to be there three
month, then | know what means ‘three months; because | am counting.

VR: While doing your performances in the ‘here-and-now; Time seems
very important to you. When looking back at the works you have
created and at your presence in many different ‘here-and-now’
situation’s, what does the passing of time in general mean to you?

MA: Nothing. As | said, for me if you really succeed to be in the
present, time does not really exist. That is the most beautiful and
fulfilling moment that you ever can experience and | hope that | can
teach my public to be more and more in that moment. But you know
when it is finished, because you cannot maintain for long time that
feeling. Then you have time like everybody else and you know, in my
case, | do not have time in my real life. Every hour, | have things to do.
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| wake up at six o'clock. | am like a soldier working like hell, so when |
make a performance, | claim my time.

KDJ: Nitsch told us that when he goes to the heurigen, to drink wine and
sit down, time is slowing down. It is in these moments that he can enjoy
life in a very intense way. Is this similar for you, too, that when you are in
the performance, slowing down the speed of you regular life, that you
can really enjoy the moment?

MA: No. | experience life by making journeys. Like now I lived in the
Amazon for three months, then | go to live with aborigines and then
I go to... You know, | call them ‘research trips, | make these trips with a
very special motivation what to do and what to learn. | do not have
time at the moment to just hang around and drink wine. | am soon
67, 1 do not have much time left to create an institute, to find money
to run it, to build this place and to do everything | want to do. Really,
I do not have time to sit around. But | really enjoy what | am doing
right now, every single day I live in happiness.

SG: You said that you are going back to simplicity, even stating in your
Manifesto that an artist should have “more and more of less and less”.
Applying this upon yourself, do you manage to succeed?

MA: Yes, because you know, right now, | do not have a private life, |
do not have children, | even live mostly in hotel rooms. | just focus
on my work. | am traveling with less and less luggage, | do not have
much family left. It is a kind of interesting, because this makes life
so much more free and easy because you have no obligations to
the people around you, you can just focus on the work. And with
regard to my work: Can you make even less than a performance
with just two chairs? And nothing is happening, there is no
development, there is no beginning, there is no end, there is just
two chairs. But | think, | could do with even less. | am now working
on this new piece, and it is even less.

CR: During the work Count on us a children’s choir sings: “Still there is
energy and there is hope.” What are your personal hopes about the
future? And what about your hopes for performance art?

MA: | do not think about performance art any more. | am thinking
about the future of humankind. | am much more interested in
humankind. For me, performance is just a tool, nothing else.
I mean, who knows if we will exists, or would change or
something. | do not know. | am not clairvoyant. | am only thinking
that | hope that a day would have 26 hours, so that | can finish
everything | want and create this legacy and create this platform
where the really different minds of our century can get together
and create something which is meaningful and can change or lift
the human spirit, but can also change the consciousness of our
society today, to understand interdependency, to understand
that what we are doing on this planet at the moment, is not right.
We have to kind of wake-up, and | think if we have the scientists, if
we have philosophers, if we have architects, if we have somebody
who is busy with new technology, the artist... If we put all of them
together we could maybe create new solutions, new dimensions.
This is what | hope is going to happen in my life time.




QUESTIONS FOR CARL ANDRE
For “Personal Structures: Time Space Existence” 2

By Karlyn De Jongh

@In your works you have always gone back to The Elements, seemingly reducing “things” to
their essence. You are now 77 years old and seem to have lived an intense life. What would you
say is the element of life? When you reduce life to its essence, in your opinion, what is it about?

( 2—:.)In the past years Sarah Gold and | have exhibited your works in several PERSONAL
TRUCTURES exhibitions, f.e. in Bregenz, Austria, in 2010 and at the Venice Biennale in 2011. It
seemed to me that in creating your works, you carefully consider the weight and size of each
unit. But thinking about the materials, | can imagine there have been other important aspects in
creating your works, such as the value or cost of the materials and the possibility of being
dangerous for humans to get in contact with. Considering these aspects, your work seems very
'human' and gives the impression to show a lot about how you think as a person. In my opinion,
your work is much more than “an investigation of the properties of materials” [Alistair Rider,
2011] and a wish of using, like you once said, “wood as wood, steel as steel, aluminum as
aluminum [and] a bale of hay as a bale of hay.” Your works show 'that you exist'. Your work shows
'minimalist characteristics, but at the same time seems very personal. What are your thoughts
about this minimalist appearance and your personal presence within your works? Are your works
anything more than just the proof of your existence?

3- Since your works of the early 1960s, scientists have 'discovered' several new Elements. The
number of Elements known in the 1960s has expanded, reaching 118 Elements today; it seems
the so-called 'knowledge' of the world has changed over time. If you would have had the
knowledge that you have today, would you have done anything differently in your life?

@During our Art Project with Lawrence Weiner - staying on his houseboat in Amsterdam for 24

hours — we spoke about 'Sculpture’. Lawrence told Sarah and me about Ad Reinhardt’s definition
of sculpture: “the things you trip over in the dark.” Many of your works lie 'flat' on the floor and
do not seem to fit this definition; your work seems more to deal with 'changing a space’ What
does space mean to you?

@"I’wo weeks before he died, Roman Opalka visited our 2011 Venice Biennale. He had so much
respect for you, that when | showed him your work “Crux 14” (2010), he took a big step over your
metal plates, making sure that he would not touch it. Dedicating his life to show 'time passing;,
there were very few contemporary artists who Opalka admired: there were four in total (himself
included). Opalka explained me that he admired you, because in his opinion you maintained an
“Avant-Garde” position: while time has been passing you stayed active in the front line, without
becoming repetitive. When you look back at the oeuvre you have created, do you think Opalka
judged you correctly?

(' 6-1In an interview for our first book “Personal Structures: Time Space Existence” in 2008, you
ated that “Life is what makes art possible”. | have heard the rumor that although you are still
alive, you have stopped making art. Is that possible?
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HERMAN DE VRIES

herman de vries (1931, Alkmaar, Netherlands) lives in Eschenau,
Germany, close to a forest. This forest—nature in general—is his studio
and “our primary reality.” But not only is nature the place ‘where’ he
creates his works, it is also the subject: de vries addresses “the process
of being; the process of destruction; the process of becoming,” as it
happens in nature. His work is about ‘this'—the process we are part of.

Change and chance are aspects of being that he explores by focusing
on the (disrupted) relation between humanity and nature. His aim is to
create an awareness of being a human within nature. In this way, de
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vries’ work is about the connection between mind and senses: experi-
encing this moment in time. It is about this life: | exist here and now.

de vries' works span a wide variety of media: room installations with
flower buds, collections of bones, photographs of himself naked in
the forest, or leaving marks of gold leaf on stones in the mountain.
Some works are even almost created without the artist’s interference:
‘just’ by the influence of time on the ‘object; letting it be until
declared ‘ready’ by the artist. The works are like a trace, a trace of de
vries’ existence, but at the same time they are an attempt to make
‘nature’ available for perception by others, to share.

de vries wrote the following statements as a result of an interview by
Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold.
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TOSHIKATSU ENDO

By Karlyn De Jongh
March-April 2010

With his work Toshikatsu Endo (1950, Japan) addresses human
existence. The artist wishes to return to the side of today’s life that
seems to have disappeared; his art is a device to go back to the
essences of human existence. With materials, such as bones, wood,
water and fire, his mostly circular sculptures have a primal feel to
them. When standing in or in front of Endo’s work, you know you are
confronted with ancient times.

Karlyn De Jongh: What does an encounter with your work look like
for you? How do you yourself deal with your work? How do you
encounter your own sculpture?

Toshikatsu Endo: For me, the creation of my work is an act that
connects the most important elements of human existence. In that
way it is a correspondence. | think that for us who live today—not
only for art—that our entire surrounding environment is inside of
modernism and therefore we live parallel to the context of
modernism. As for the material and how it refers to ancient contents:
| talk about this from my modernist perspective.

Well, although | indicated the above as a prerequisite, | carefully
avoided connecting the context of leading edge contemporary art
with the basis of my own expression. For me it is opposite: | try to
look at the foundation from the point of the primitive or origin, the
place of mankind. This is because the matter of leading contemporary
art has the possibility of falling into an extremely peripheral situation,
and is like the media that include general aspects of mankind.

Of course, even though | explain the primitive life of mankind, it is
impossible to experience it in reality and it remains in an imaginative
range. Because | look at contemporary art from a primordial
viewpoint, | got the confidence that it is a considerably rich and
effective critical perspective. That's why, for my artwork, | use the
element of origin from the maximum limit of my thoughts. In fact,
earth, air, sun, water, fire, man, woman, life, death, sex, etc... they are
the pure essence and | start facing them with imaginative power.
Because of that | came to think of my sculpture as a device for
gathering together these essences.

KDJ: When being concentrated in the creation process, burning a
wooden structure that you have so carefully created. Do you have the
feeling that you change not only the wood, but also yourself?
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TE: Yes, it is very common for my work and for the process of creation
to influence and change me personally.

KDJ: Your work has an element of sacrifice. Making your work, do you
feel that has to do with sacrificing your own life as an artist, too? How
do you feel about the act of making art?

TE: Sacrifice is not a necessary condition for artistic expression.
Rather, | would say that there is not so much art that contains an
element of sacrifice. But from the beginning of my art creation, |
wanted this element of sacrifice; | wanted my art expression to be
the medium that reaches into the deepest part of human’s
animalistic side. As a result of my search, | went into the direction of
questioning life, death and religion and | even went to the basis of
human life: to the matter of sacrifice.

Sacrifice is happening in a community kind of place that is prescribed
by a synergetic imagination. That’s why sacrifice does not work out
by peering off from the community: if you try to use the phenomenon
of sacrificial ceremony as a matter of art expression or if you try to
make an individual object. And also, in today’s world, the ritual of the
typical sacrifice has been already lost. From that point, | considered
sacrifice as the only possible matter. The space-time of sacrifice had
lived realistically. | got into its imaginative power and then it
influenced my work as one of representational expression.

But a request for sacrifice has not been completely lost. Sacrifice is a
matter of community, so until there exists a community, the sacrifice
mechanism exists in a latent way. It appears with death, life, anima, sex,
and around eroticism. By the way, | am not sure if the artist can continu-
ously make art in which he is taking himself as the object of sacrifice.

KDJ: Sacrifice is often related to a hope for something to happen in the
future. What is it that you hope for? What drives you in making your work?

TE: Without any exception, artworks have the desire to go beyond
the dimension characterized by the daily. And they approach the
dimension that becomes inevitably holy. So for me, going deeply
into sacrifice is one of the opportunities to get close to the
dimension that goes beyond daily life, towards transcendence.

In ancient times, sacrifice existed as a kind of system to defecate the
dirt that accumulated inside the whole community. In ancient times,




sacrifice was important and incorporated in the society. It was also a

mysterious mechanism. But today, the inevitable form of sacrifice is
hidden in a disassembled way behind our complicated society. That
is why, the factum of my art is a temporary device, which has the
wish to return—even only a little—to the side of today’s life that has
disappeared: memory and soul.

KDJ: It seems that Void—which is also the title of your large wooden circle
that you showed in our 2011 Venice Biennale exhibition PERSONAL
STRUCTURES—is for you a place where you can experience life and death.
What do you do when you—symbolically—burn this Void? Do life and
death come to a standstill for a moment? Does the ecstasy you feel relate
to a reviving of your animalistic side? What about the experience of death?

TE: | suppose, the ‘Void characteristic’is a hidden and enclosed part of
the real world and is itself ‘external’ The act of burning the ‘Void' is a
metaphor for approaching the action of sacrifice.

Of course, in reality it is impossible to burn the ‘Void; because it is a non-
physical existence. | create the ‘Void’ to symbolize the object as
sculpture. Then | burn it. | desire to change the object from a daily thing
into a non-daily transcendent existence. | do this through the realistic
process of creation, burning the piece and destroying it. These are never
feverish actions. Rather, the process is intended calmly and realistically
and by carefully avoiding danger. However, it is true that | get a vague
feeling of ecstasy in the center of my body and my brain. This feeling is
existence as a multidirectional and polysemous matter, by getting

closer to the place where death and trance coexist impartibly. This
momentum causes the chemical reaction between body and language.

KDJ: You have spoken about Eastern and Western culture, that with regard
to the Void there are many similarities and that they have the Void in their
centre. Would it ever be possible for a person to become the Void? Is there
for you also an ethical aspect related to this, a question of how to live?

TE: Hypothetically spoken, to embody the ‘Void characteristics; a person
must be completely covered by silence. My image of ‘Void characteristic’
is the place to accomplish a complete absence of volition, thought and
emotion. Even of Jesus and Buddha, we cannot say that their existence
is one of complete silence. So, we could say they are incomplete as
embodying or personifying the meaning of the ‘Void characteristic"

My ‘Void theory'is a kind of communal theory. For that reason, the
meaning of the ‘Void characteristic’ is not just ‘Void' itself. It is the
imaginative power by the members of the community who
surround the ‘Void' In fact, the 'Void theory’is a fantasy of harmony
happening inside the community. That ‘Void’ is the complete
‘Void'": it becomes a dimension that is the situation of complete
non-existence and non-volition.

My ‘Void theory’ does not materialize specifically in the realistic
world. In the end, it is an ideal shape or matrix. So, that is why it
does not completely materialize in my sculpture either. In theory,
my way of sculptural expression is an act of accumulating value. It
is not more or less than that.




JOHANNES GIRARDONI

Johannes Girardoni (1967, Graz, Austria) is an Austrian-born, American
sculptor and installation artist. Girardoni’s works are reductive
investigations at the intersection of light and material through which he
explores the continuously shifting relationship between reality and
image. Girardoni is best known for his Light Reactive Organic Sculpture,
in which the primary material vocabulary—found wood, beeswax,
pigment—and its physical constellation, become both the carrier of an
explicitly painterly event, while also being the foundation of animmaterial
phenomenon. The works are often examinations of phenomenological
processes, where a hollow or empty space—a tangible emptiness—turns
out to be the actual center. Opposites and contradictions form
fundamental structures in Girardoni’s work. His orchestration of material
and light, presence and absence, things found and things formed, all
resist clear fixation, thereby maintaining and creating works with their
own non-derivable reality. Girardoni lives and works in Los Angeles.

Seeing Outside Our Selves

Since | think that most relevant questions in art making today are
asked in between defined disciplines, | tend to organize my work at
ambiguous intersections. Can sculpture function as architecture,
and if it takes on that role, where is the line that architecture ends,
and art begins? Are there opportunities to create new definitions of
space by linking physical and digital information? Can an artwork be
an extension of our perception, and how would that impact our
definition of reality? Can new relationships between light and
material be created through an algorithm? Is there still a place for
radically non-technological work, and what conditions can it create
that disconnect it from existing knowledge? Are inquiries into the
relationship between sculpture and painting still relevant, and if so,
how do they relate to life and culture today? Whatever the answers,
they are all pertinent questions because of one inevitable evolution
in our time: the distinction between our physical environment and
virtual space is rapidly fragmenting. Our natural selves are
cross-pollinating with digital systems. | tackle this novel condition—
with all of its problems and opportunities—by creating conditions in
my work that respond to, and shape this new reality.

My experience has been one of flux. Growing up in the deep freeze
of cold-war Vienna in the 1970’s, | went through a complete cultural
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re-acclimation when | moved to Southern California in my teens.
| left behind the shadow the Iron Curtain cast over the small
medieval towns of eastern Austria for the thick, palpable light of
the American West, the hard radiance of the open desert, and the
novelty of no immediately apparent history. | was fast-forwarded
to the present. By way of Maine, and some time at MIT in
Cambridge, | eventually made my way to New York, a city that
epitomizes the 24/7-reinvention cycle. For some twenty-two years
it was the perfect place for a cultural nomad as myself to feel at
home. The one constant of Manhattan is its perpetual re-rendering
of itself, driven by the hard-edged blend of desire, creativity,
commerce and greed its inhabitants unleash on their island in an
effort to survive and thrive. | recently replaced this saturated fabric,
one that leaves no square inch un-designed or un-commodified,
for Los Angeles. Less predictable, more loosely articulated, and
more complicated to grasp than its East Coast sibling, LA is a
decentralized platform of nature and urbanity, full of grit and
intoxicating beauty all at once. Los Angeles is a state of mind, one
that can be constantly reimagined.

I have used the continuously shifting conditions in my life as a
point of orientation. | move fluidly between photo-based work,
sculpture and installation art, never letting a singular medium in
any of those disciplines act as a sole protagonist. | consistently rely
on a convergent architecture: my photography is digitally
deconstructed and physically over-painted; my light installations
are physical environments that merge natural and artificial light
and re-articulate that information as sound; my beeswax sculpture
is characterized by its heavy materiality, yet it is work about light,
and results from an act of painting; my Metaspace installations are
spaces about space. They are large physical structures that are
about the immersive and redefining conditions they create rather
than the space they occupy. All the work is connected by a
reductive inquiry into the relationship of light and material,
through which | explore the continuously evolving relationship
between our sensory apparatus, reality, and image.

After spending time in West Africa in 2008 on a research expedition
with a group of architects, scientists and other colleagues, my
focus broadened into a critical inquiry of contemporary culture.

| left Mali with complex and indelible impressions—with unresolved

thoughts about a people, whose existential condition is shaped by
one of the world’s most inhospitable climates and whose culture,
which is physically and spiritually designed purely to maintain
survival, exposes life in it's rawest, most un-aestheticized form. As
sometimes well-meaning, sometimes arrogant first-worlders, we
have managed to develop and use knowledge-systems, technology
and infrastructure, to move refuse, dis-ease, and death a little bit
further away from ourselves than some of our less-privileged fellow
inhabitants. We are often oblivious to the fact that we have done so
at the expense of those who have not. | could not help but land
back home with the notion that technology as a solution to

everything serves merely as a temporary distraction from the
inescapable reality of our own mortality. And yet, technology
creates new perceptions of our selves, and even has the capacity to
extend and preserve organic knowledge. After a month-long
immersion into a culture completely off the grid, | was struck by the
vast, albeit somewhat deteriorated infrastructure visible from my
plane on final approach to Newark. More artifact of 19* century
post-industrial revolution, than our 21 century information-linked
reality, it brought me to thinking about where we are right now. We
occupy a hyper-connected world, one that meshes physical and
digital infrastructures on a scale that is difficult to perceive. The core
of our discourse takes place at the intersection of digital information
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and analog material. In the current cultural context, where the real
and the virtual are converging and cross-pollinating in unprecedented
ways, | face this new reality by creating constructs that combine
digital and material expresssion in spatial, atmospheric and
conceptually immersive work.

Coming back from Mali, | was continually reminded how our culture
is saturated by digital systems. We use our phone’s intelligence to
get us to the right place. That alone, has shifted how we understand
and read our environment. The algorithm behind Google searches
detects behavioral patterns, the sum of which yields a digital
identity that knows more about us than our friends; or worse, more
than we know about ourselves. We make decisions based on
information provided by algorithms. My focus on the interaction of
light and material brought me to the idea of reality augmentation in
art. With the use of sensors and tone generators, | could use an
algorithm to make light audible and push the whole paradigm of
phenomenological art into the current context. If we are
experiencing a work by James Turrell or Robert Irwin, for example,
we encounter perception in its purest form. We experience ourselves
sensing. Even now, artists like Olafur Eliasson work with perception
as the medium itself. The whole history of art culminates there. As
with the “death of painting,” however, there is no end. The evolution,
and this is where we break with history, is that we are now occupying
a cultural condition in which we are not the only ones sensing.
Artificial perception extends our own sensory apparatus at large
and creates a new reality. An environment that we sense while it
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also senses us, and then changes as a result, heralds the end of the
supremacy of our perception. This is the new now.

The notion of a physical-digital convergence is at the core of my
light and sound installations. Much of my work is focused on
turning light into sound, based on mapping the frequencies of the
visible spectrum onto the sound spectrum. | call this sonification of
light Spectro-Sonic Refrequencing. | use sensors to pick up an array
of light information and use that information to generate sound.
Why is this transposition relevant? First, this is a different idea than
playing a sound to visuals for dramatic effect, as in a soundtrack. It
is also different than a recording. The leap here is a form of reality
augmentation. In my work, light is made audible in real time, and
changes based on what the sensors see. The shift is from relying on
one's sensory apparatus, to expanding perception through
technology. Our perception remains fully engaged, but we are also
hearing light. Depending on who you speak with, the use of reality
augmentation in art, or its presence in the wider cultural context, is
considered problematic, controversial, an opportunity, or all of the
above. Regardless, | am focused on creating an art that sees viewers
in their environment, changes its behavior based on what it sees,
and rearticulates all of what it sees as sound, in real time. That
creates a condition which redefines the role we play as participants
in art and in life.

My first installation that addresses these questions fully was The
(Dis)appearance of Everything, shown at the 54* Venice Biennale

in 2011. The (Dis)appearance of Everything is an interactive

installation that explores the convergence of physical material
and light by rearticulating light as sound through Spectro-Sonic
Refrequencing. The installation’s architecture questions the limits
of perception and activates the border area of natural phenomena
and digital systems. Natural and artificial light merges inside five
purple cast resin elements that appear to subtly shift in color and
luminosity depending on the viewer’s position within the space.
Two sensors, calibrated to measure both the purple and daylight
frequencies, drive a tone generator, which converts the
frequencies of light into frequencies of sound, making light
audible. The sensors also register the presence of the viewer
moving through the space, which additionally modulates the
sound. In this set-up, virtual and physical information is processed
both by the viewer and the work, further blurring the boundary
between phenomenological and virtual events.

I am currently involved in mapping the entire visible spectrum,
transposing it on the audible sound spectrum, and developing
sensors and processors that read video data, color information,
movement, light frequencies, as well as other light parameters, all of
which convert to sound frequencies. This research is applied in a
new project, titled Metaspace V2. A raw aluminum shell provides the
framework for the sculpture’s seamless elliptical interior skin. The
sculpture is entered through a low and narrow opening. Inside, the
space expands into an immersive light and sound environment that
continuously evolves. Monochromatic LED light is projected into the

space through a resin lens at the top of the sculpture. The curvilinear
geometry of the work scatters the colored light inside, in effect
dematerializing physical boundaries and creating a pure color space.
Sensors measure the light frequencies of the specific color and drive
tone generators that convert the frequencies of light into frequencies
of sound. The visceral sound vibration shifts and modulates as the
light condition changes. The sensors also register the presence of
visitors’movement in the space, which changes the progression and
speed of the color sequence and hence the sound. Virtual and
physical information is processed both by the viewer and the
installation, creating a feedback loop between the two. Natural and
virtual structures, layered on top of one another, create a
multi-sensory, immersive environment of phenomenological events
and digital systems. Matter becomes light and light becomes sound.
Ultimately, at the core of this setting, Metaspace V2 questions the
border of natural and artificial phenomena.

Metaspace V2 is a space about space. The sculpture not only
challenges existing definitions of space and how we perceive it, but
also proposes how measurement of waveforms, the space between
peaks and valleys, and digital systems extend perception to enable
the formation of new realities. Equipped with sensors and tone
generators that make light audible, Metaspace V2 questions our
current cultural paradigm, one in which technology and nature find
themselves at an increasingly blurred intersection.
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PETER HALLEY

By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold

Peter Halley (1953, New York, USA) creates colourful, geometric works
often depicting the relationships between what he calls ‘prisons’ and
‘cells’—icons that reflect the increasing geometricization of social space.
For Halley space has always been the subject of painting—painting,
which he understands as anything that involves an image. According
to Halley, we live increasingly in a 2-dimensional world of images.
The flatness of painting reflects this; the imagistic world is less
affected by our physical or 3-dimensional spatial experience. Halley
lives and works in New York, USA.
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Sarah Gold: What does your installation Judgment Day which you
presented at our PERSONAL STRUCTURES 54™ Biennale exhibition at
Palazzo Bembo in Venice (2011) mean to you?

Peter Halley: All of my installations are site-specific, having to do
with the proportions of the space, the character of the architecture,
and the nature of the city. This piece was a response to how fine art
and decorative elements have been integrated into architecture
from the Renaissance, Baroque, and Rococo periods.

My installations are made with digital prints. Back in 1993, | did a big
print, called Exploding Cell. Over the years my prints have remained
focused on the image of the explosion itself, an image | associate
with romantic or violent change.

Karlyn De Jongh: At our symposium in the New Museum in New York in
2009, you stated that space has always been the subject of painting,

understanding ‘painting’ as anything that involves an image. At that
time, you indicated that your work is an enquiry into social space, a
space created by humans. It seems that with the work you created for
our 2011 Venice Biennale PERSONAL STRUCTURES exhibition, you not
only ‘inquired’ into space, but also ‘produced’ a space. The space itself
was already there, but with your wallpaper installation you transformed
it and created it in a new way. Did your understanding of space change?
In reference to this particular work, what does space mean to you?

PH: My installations are based on my interest in the relationship
between images on the wall and the surrounding architecture—
how the three-dimensional space of the architecture and the two-
dimensional space of the prints play against each other or enhance
each other. How two-dimensional elements on the wall change the
reading of the architecture is very interesting to me.

KDJ: You created Judgment Day especially for our exhibition and refers to

Venice. It is said that the traditional founding of Venice is identified with
the dedication of the first church, that of San Giacomo at the islet of Rialto,
and this dates back as far as 421 AD. Palazzo Bembo is not that old, but still
it was built in the 15" century. How did this historical aspect influence you?

PH: The palazzo was built in the fifteenth century by the Venetian
noble family Bembo, and is the birthplace of Pietro Bembo, a
renowned literary figure who also became a cardinal. | responded
to this very rich historical context. The more there is to respond to,
the more the installation will feel locked into the space. | also drew
on various Venetian artists. | was responding to the kind of color
and light found in the Venetian silk fabrics made by Mariano
Fortuny. And the title of the work comes from Tintoretto's Last
Judgement, found nearby in the church of the Madonna dell’Orto.
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KDJ: When you were in Venice, you explained Sarah and me that your
patterns were inspired by the marble structures that you had seen in
the Venetian churches. When thinking of Venice, there are so many
things one could think of that people bring in relation to this city. Why
did you choose this reference?

PH: I was fascinated with the use of marble on the walls and floors of
the older churches in Venice such as San Marco. The pieces of marble
are sliced, and the two halves are placed side by side, creating a mir-
roring effect. | wanted to use the same technique with my explosion
prints, by creating quadrants in which the prints mirrored one
another right and left and up and down.

KDJ: Venice as a city shows many differences when comparing it to
New York, the city or space that has been influencing your work since

the 1980s. And this seems to be clear when looking at Judgment Day:
the work is quite lively and ‘explosive’ in comparison to the paintings
we know from you. How do you feel about this wallpaper installation
in comparison to your prison-like cells and conduits? To what extend
does space influence you that you can create such visually different
works? What do the works say about you?

PH: The imagery was the latest metamorphasis of my computer-
mutated images of explosions. With the explosion prints, I've tried to
establish an alternative world to the classical, unchanging,
hegemonic world of my paintings. During my entire lifetime, the
explosion has been a powerful cultural image—starting with the
hydrogen bomb during the Cold War and continuing to September
11™. As an artist from New York, | felt that my explosion prints were
almost a premonition of September 11,

The explosions also reflect the Romantic impulse that sees the world
in flux, where nothing is stable and everything is in a state of
metamorphosis. Even for a city such as Venice, which is sometimes
seen as an unchanging historical museum, there is rapid social,
environmental, and even geographical change.

KDJ: In this work there is a large variety of patterns, that are partly
repetitive, and have many different colours.

PH: Patterning is created by two distinct operations. In one, the
explosion image is repeated four times, to form a larger image that
combines four prints. In the other, the image is rotated four times
within a single print to form a more densely layered space. | hoped
that these two opposing strategies of expanding the image over
four prints and condensing the image four times within one print
would provide dramatic differences in density.

KDJ: The two walls seem to have a dialogue with each other, whereby
the wall with the entrance door had muted colours, but in a variety of
yellows, purples, and reds; the other side, was bright, but more uniform
in colour. Why did you choose it this way?

PH: One wall was monochromatic red and the other used the
primary colors of red, yellow, and blue. | wanted to contrast a fiery
red monochrome with the more rational feeling of the primary
colors. At the same time, | wanted the overlap of these simple
transparent colors to create veils of color without solidity—just the
opposite of my very solid, planar paintings.




JOSEPH KOSUTH

“The Mind’s Image of Itself’

When the book comes to the pages that correspond to the end of
the building it is modeled upon, it has automatically come to an end.
To go on would spoil the design. The analogy between the abstract
structure of the written contents and the solid object on whose
shape it has been projected gives the book a strange transparency.
The reader looks through the words, or past them, and, visualizing
the object, can intuit the depths of the analogy. Mary Douglas
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MELISSA KRETSCHMER

The essence of Melissa Kretschmer’s (1962, Santa Monica CA, USA)
work is the relationship between matter and light, or “how and how
much light reveals the subject and how and how much matter reveals
the light” She uses materials such as glass, wax, tar and ink, chosen
because of their fragility, liquidity or transparency. Even though their
physical state or form is changing, glass and wax are captured in strict
geometric shape, perfect at a glance, but marked by widespread micro
imperfections.—Kretschmer lives in New York.
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The Plane Series body of works are collage-like, low relief
constructions made of layers of beeswax, graphite, various types of
paper and thin plywood. Not unlike much of my work overall, they
exist for me somewhere between painting and sculpture, where
flatness and depth; color and matter; transparency, translucency and
opacity; light and shadow are inextricably linked.

While | don't consider myself a “colorist’, | do have an interest in the
color of materials as they come to me... golden beeswax,
fleshy-toned plywood, gunmetal gray graphite and “white” paper.
| prefer to think of color as being bound to its material, as the very
embodiment of its matter. Color becomes affected by the weight,

-

texture, and flexibility of its material and so seems more subtle,
varied and interminable. One might consider it a more reductive way
of looking at color... almost looking at color in its “absence”.

ButIthink the works are equally about their collage-like construction...
about getting at a sense of a whole through many disparate parts held
together; where surface and support become one entity. What lies
deeply behind the top-most surface is just as important and remains
so, despite its being nearly or entirely invisible. It’s this approach that
allows me to develop the overall shape and structure of the work over
time rather than to determine what it will be before | start. It's a way of
allowing the work to emanate, generate from itself.

| have come to understand that the very immanence of any work
is dependent upon the simultaneity of various qualities and traits
within that work and materials, being the generative force behind
my works, provide the means by which | can explore that. It is, in
the end, the very essence of a thing that makes it what it is and
unlike anything else.
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LEE UFAN

By Karlyn De Jongh

Palazzo Bembo, Venice, Italy

Painter, sculptor, writer and philosopher Lee Ufan (1936, Haman
County, South Korea) is about Encounter. He focuses on the
relationships of materials and perceptions; his works are made of raw
physical materials that have barely been manipulated. Lee Ufan’s
often site-specific installations centralize the relationship between
painted / unpainted and occupied / empty space. Through the
relationship between the works and the spaces in which they are
placed, he invites the viewer to experience “the world as it is."—Lee
Ufan divides his time between Kamakura, Japan and Paris, France.

26 November 2011

Tomorrow is the final day of our Venice Biennale exhibition, that
was here in Palazzo Bembo for six months. | am now in the main
space, where | spent most of my time these past months. It is now
6:52pm. The exhibition is closed. Everybody went home; | am
alone. All the lights, TVs and other installations are already switched
off. Except for the Lee Ufan room. Because now at this very
moment, | feel | have to take my chance to spend some time with
Lee Ufan. An encounter with a work that | have seen almost every
day, since its realization here in our Palazzo. It is my last chance and
in the past six months, | have not really spent any time with Lee
Ufan’s installation. | decide to have the encounter just like that:
speaking in my voice recorder, letting my thoughts come,
communicating my experience directly as time is passing.

Slowly, 1 am walking towards Lee Ufan's room, passing the dark
spaces with the artworks of Joseph Kosuth, Hermann Nitsch, Francois
Morellet... It is incredibly cold here. | am wearing three layers of
thick clothes and a cape, but still | am freezing. My hands are almost
dead. | am actually a little nervous. | do not know why; there is no
reason for it at all.

When | arrive in the Lee Ufan space, | become quiet and stop at the
entrance, standing on the little wooden bar that we made to keep
the Carrara marble inside the room. | look at the installation, it is just
‘there’... 1 do not want to say: “beautiful’; that feels ‘too easy" | do not
know... There is something about it. It is just special; it just takes over
and forces a different atmosphere upon you—silent power.
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There is 2000 kilo of Carrara marble on the floor. The marble, you
can see that many people have walked over it. It is not straight
anymore. | enter the space and hear the change in sound. The
sound is different inside. | hear the grinding of the stone under
my feet and the change in the sound of my voice. | hear it
differently. It is muted.

Everything in the room is slightly off center: the brush stroke on
the painting, the metal plate, which is also cut in an unusual shape
(not square, not rectangular, taper on each side, but not on each
side the same) is off center. Even though it may not have been
intended like that by Lee Ufan, in a way | like the marks from the
visitors on the plate. It is a white trace: the marble powder sticks to
the bottom of their shoes and the footprints are like a trace
showing that at another moment in time, there were also people
in this space. Does it make a difference for my perception of the
work? At the moment, | feel it is still ‘the same thing’

It is interesting how... Every time | am with a Lee Ufan work, | have
difficulties finding words and describing what | feel and think.

| like touching the marble somehow. | do not know why. It gives a
strange, burning feeling on my skin. | also like its sound while
walking over it. Although it consists of thousands of small little
stones, the floor feels almost flat, it feels solid together, but when
you walk over it with the shoes | am wearing, it is ‘complicated’.

Looking at the medium-size stone, | see again how beautiful it is lit. It
really stands out. It is like a star, with this white spotlight on it, like in
the theater. | remember what Lee Ufan said about the face of the
stone. It seems a little strange to me (still) to think that a stone might
have a face, but looking at it, it does make sense.

My thoughts seem to go from one place to the other, without any
direction. Sometimes, | feel | am not thinking at all. | am just blank.
Speaking directly in my voice recorder, this time | experience this
feeling of ‘not-knowing’ stronger than in the other encounters |
have had. Perhaps this confrontation with ‘I do not know’ would
be there as well if I, at another point in time, would take a moment
alone to relax and think about life. Maybe it is not so connected to
encountering a work of Lee Ufan as | have described it in previous

’

encounters. Maybe it is more connected to the moment of ‘pause
that the encounter most of the times is, for me. They stand out of
the fast, pressured speed of life. Since | started working with
PERSONAL STRUCTURES my life developed very quickly; I, my
character, developed very quickly. It is around the same time that
| started to become acquainted with Lee Ufan and started this
project, collecting my encounters with him. Not that | feel on a
daily basis that my life is so difficult. Rather | feel lucky to have the
opportunities | have. It is just not always so easy to be 31 years old
and work on international top level in the world of contemporary
art. | feel there are still millions of things that | have to learn.

Walking closer to the stone, | see the carvings, the effect of time. It
has a beautiful, interesting shape: roundish, but also almost
rectangular. It has brownish lines going across. Trying to describe
the stone, | realize | cannot say anything about it: | can say
something about its color and shape, but basically | have no clue
about nature. But | like it. It feels like a friendly stone. It has many
interesting angles. | walked around the stone several times the
past months, but looking at it more closely now, | can imagine why
Lee Ufan chose this particular side as the “face” of the stone. The
other side is quite flat and has a downwards-shape. The shape of
the face is upwards; it is as if it is looking up to the painting.
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The stone has glitters on it. They really shine, with this spotlight
on it. The light is quite strong and makes the marble under and
around the stone look very white. Especially, because there is not
so much light shining on the marble. Lee Ufan arranged the
spotlights to light the painting, the metal plate and the stone, but
that is it. Because of the spotlight, the stone feels alive.
Immediately, | remember what Tatsuo Miyajima told me about
stones having a life as well. It always sounded a little strange to
me to think about a stone in this way, but looking at Lee Ufan’s
stone here, shining in the light the way it is standing out, the way
it is presented here, it becomes alive. It has such a beautiful

structure. It feels like a mountain on its own, like a world in itself. |
feel like sitting next to it and looking to the painting together.

In the tours | have given the past months, | kept taking the stone as the
example of how to understand Lee Ufan’s work and now, at last, | have
taken a longer time to look at it myself. It really is different every time.
In my head, | sometimes hear Hermann Nitsch’s music from the next
room. It is switched off, but | can still hear it in the back of my head. The
music from the 130. Aktion... | think about Rainer and the moments |
spent with him. He will probably call me tonight. How many interesting
people I met in this space: Essl, Fumio Nanjo... Memories of the past.

My thoughts are drifting away again. Last week, in Palazzo Grassi, |
believe | was quite focused on the installation there. The work was
powerful, like an army of little paintings. This work here in Palazzo
Bembo is not more or less powerful, but I think just feel comfortable
being around it. Maybe it is also because here | have many memories
connected to it, different, short encounters that all add up in the
experience of the work. They are all part of the whole feeling.

In a few days this will all be gone... One year after Lee Ufan visited

this room, the installation will go back to Paris. In a way, ‘Miyajima’
feels very appropriate at the moment: “life keeps changing—even

‘'keep changing’ keeps changing.” | do not feel sad about it. It is just
part of life. | also do not feel emotional about spending this last
moment with Lee Ufan’s work. | feel the installation has become part
of me, part of my life. | feel very natural in the space. Maybe because
| already experienced it for six months. | feel comfortable with it. That
is all I can say. The work is a part of my life that will end tomorrow.
Part of Lee Ufan’s work that will cease to exist. Maybe | do feel a little
melancholic now. But then again: | am tired, cold and hungry and it
is nearly 8 o'clock. Maybe it is just time to go home.




JUDY MILLAR

By Karlyn De Jongh, Sarah Gold & Valeria Romagnini
September 2011

Judy Millar (1957, Auckland, New Zealand) is about painting in space. She
addresses the conceptual framework of painting by freely referencing its
recent histories, and taking up known positions only to deconstruct and
question their previous meanings. Lives in Auckland and Berlin, Germany.

Sarah Gold: At the end of the 1920’s Yervand Kochar initiated discussions
about “painting into space’; much later people like the German artists
Gotthard Graubner and Katharina Grosse have expressed thoughts about
painting and color in space. Your works seem also not to be about space
itself. Is there development, or even a linear development and who or
which thoughts have influenced you? What exactly are you exploring?

Judy Millar: The first works of art | saw as a child were examples of Maori
art. In these works there was always an intimate connection between
the painting or sculpture and the architectural spaces they were placed
in. Painting never took place on a flat surface but followed the curve of a
wooden beam or rafter. The carved figures also had complex relation-
ships between their forms and the heavily incised surfaces. | knew the
history of Western art only via reproductions. This has given me a very
detached view of European art: | refer to it rather than feeling part of it.
Later on, one of my first extended trips was to Italy specifically to study
the works of the Spatialists. | was very drawn to their ambition to syn-
thesize colour, sound, space, movement and time into a new type of art.

Growing up at the time | did, it would have been difficult not to have an
interest in the concept of space. It was the time of man literally ventur-
ing into space. But | was also always keenly aware that | couldn’t actu-
ally see space, that | could only infer its presence through movement. |
was sure, even as a child, that there must be something behind the flat
picture of the world that formed before my eyes. My grandparents had
thick green velvet curtains between their living room and dining room.
Standing in one room | would pull the curtains open as quickly as pos-
sible, thinking that if | was fast enough | would reveal something
behind the image of the room on the other side. | was trying to put a
hole in my image of the world, to literally puncture the world. Ever
since then I've been trying to bring the world | see and the world |
move through together. So my work is really more about appearance
and time than it is about space. About things coming into and going
out of view. About images forming and images disintegrating. About
trying to reconcile our embodied existence with our mental existence.
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Karlyn De Jongh: If there is a development of painting, or even color,
invading space, where might this development lead to, where are you
going, and why do you want to bring painting and/or color into space?

JM: There have always been artists that have wanted to make their
work as corporeally present as possible. For me the best painting has
always invaded space in one way or another and most often this has
been achieved through the use of colour. We live more and more in a
“flat screen” world. | want my work to run against this tendency with
images that insist on a bodily orientation. | want to put forward an
embodied thinking in opposition to the disembodied thinking that
most of our recent technologies encourage. By placing colour in
space | can disrupt perception and distort some of our normal expe-
riences of distance and time.

SG: The wild abstract splashes on your object give the impression that
the object is painted upon. In fact your object is covered with a canvas-
like material where the painted pattern is printed upon. This means that
the reality of your object is being accompanied by the illusion that it
handles about a painting in space; seemingly leaving it to be just color
in space? How does this fit together? Is there logic in your work?

JM: The colour is not all printed but is a mixture of direct painting,
the orange colour, and printing, the black. The work goes through a
number of transformations, starting out as a direct painting on a
small scale, being scanned and then colour separated. All this allows
me to play with the scale of the original small hand-painted work. |
play with the human scale and end up with an over-sized exaggera-
tion. The only logic operating here is a desire to find a bigger dimen-
sion for myself and the viewer. There is also the desire for the work to
end up as an advertisement of its own presence.

SG: In your work at our exhibition in Venice, you did not stay within the
white box given to you. Your 3D, over-sized, dynamic ‘brushstroke’ seems
to me as if it is fighting with the space that surrounds it. You opened,
enlarged, the actual room, made your work going through the window to
invade the space that surrounds the Palazzo, the room you placed your
object in. What exactly do you want to say to me by doing this?

JM: 1 want to manipulate the visitor’s experience of space. By placing
something over-sized, something literally too big in the room | cre-
ate an uneasy tension between the room, the work and the viewer.

This of course isn’t just an issue of size but also one of scale. You have
the scale of the room, the scale of the work and the human scale.

KDJ: Scale and movement seem important elements in your work, which
you have compared to an Alice-in-Wonderland-feeling of shifting percep-
tions—feeling large at one moment and small at another. Why do you wish
to create this feeling? Is this the way you live and think about your life?

JM: This is certainly the world that opens up to me when I'm
painting. It's also the feeling | get walking through the streets of
Venice where small alleyways open onto “grande piazze” that are
made to look much bigger than they really are by cunning
architectural repetitions. Both experiences give me the feeling of
being connected with something beyond myself.

Bt S R et & T
£

By oSy

i - -y
R R
AN
L ERER L L L

Valeria Romagnini: In your work, gestural painting plays an important
role. You use big brushes with multiple heads for giant movements, how
does the size of your own body relate to your idea of brushstroke size or
even to your idea of the size of your objects?

JM: The experience | have when | paint is of time and space collapsing
into one another. Time becomes space, and space becomes time. This
gives me the feeling of being dimensionless. Some years ago | began to
use all kinds of tools to enlarge my body movements while painting, to
amplify these feelings of undecided dimensionality. Working with over-
large brushes helped to intensify the experience of an undetermined
body scale. This led to up-scaling, using printing techniques and then to
testing the relationship of brush mark scale and support structure scale.
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VR: You said that your painting/object is forced by the space. How does
this influence you in finding a bigger dimension for yourself? How do you
deal with the boundaries, which impose restrictions upon what you want?

JM: The boundaries are never restrictions; instead they are essential for
energising the possibilities of a new form coming into being. The
boundaries really just open up new potentials for thinking and acting.

SG: Unlike by Richard Serra, where the sheer knowledge that the material
is steel has a specific impact on the viewer, for you the choice of material
seems not so relevant, most important seems to be that the material you
use is able to create curves in order to let your work wind its way within the
space. Where does this seemingly negligence for the materialistic qualities
come from, and where does this will to create curves come from?
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JM: | don’t need my materials to be in any way truthful. | accept
that I'm an illusionist. Having said that I'm not negligent about
the materials | use. They must be light and easy to manipulate.
They deliberately relate to the materials of advertising and
trade-fairs. They also follow the construction of an easel painting,
basically a skin stretched over a frame. Neither do | have a will to
create curves. Instead I'm trying to get the longest single coherent
image into the physical space that I'm working with. This
necessitates twisting the image back on itself, effectively making
the space I'm working in bigger.

As well as being an image in space the work is a gesture that defines
space. It can't have an arbitrary, undefined presence or seem like a piece

of something else. It has a beginning, travels through space, and ends.
What might be seen to be the start and finish are interchangeable.

VR: You stated “it's a way of collapsing the separation of the mental and the
bodily that | experience in so many other parts of life” What is for you the
relation between your painting and your actual created object? Are they a
2D painting on a 3D object like discussible with early Frank Stella paintings?

JD: | think of the works as paintings placed in space. There are four
dimensions at play because time is involved too. Stella came up with
3-dimensional objects through collage techniques, placing many
different things together. I'm trying to find something equally as sat-
isfying but existing as a singularity. Something more like a singular
instantaneous thought that unfolds in space and time.

KDJ: You told me that you like to go beyond what is immediately recogniz-

able. That the viewer does not stop looking after he recognized something
in the work, but would keep looking and think “what is this?". Do you want
him to eventually find an answer? Or is it more about creating a sense of
space? What is it you want to say?

JM: | really have nothing to say. In my work | hope to open a door that
enables a shift to occur in the habitual way we define our limits. A feel-
ing of something falling away and a grasp of new potentialities.
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TATSUO MIYAJIMA

By Karlyn De Jongh
March 2013

Since the 1980s, Tatsuo Miyajima (1957, Tokyo, Japan) makes works
that address time. They are usually made with LEDs of numbers that
count from 1 to 9 or from 9 to 1; zero is not shown. Time is important
for Miyajima to discuss what he calls ‘The Life; which is ongoing,
combining life and death and concerning nature—humans, animals,
stones. These aspects of ‘The Life’ are visible in Miyajima’s three
central concepts: 1. keep changing; 2. continue forever; 3. connect
with everything. Also important to him is the concept ‘Art in You,
holding the viewer a mirror and inviting him to contemplate about
‘The Life’ Miyajima lives and works in Ibaraki, Japan.

Karlyn De Jongh: At the exhibition PERSONAL STRUCTURES at the 2011
Venice Biennale, you showed your work Warp Time with Warp Self
(2010), which has LED-lights in a strict grid on a mirrored surface. At
first, the work reminded me of your concept ‘Art In You, in which the
viewer is confronted with himself through a mirrored surface. But in this
work the mirror is waved and it is impossible to see oneself clearly. What
is it that you wanted to achieve with this particular work?

Tatsuo Miyajima: Through this work the self is reflected on to the
surface of a distorted mirror. Through this action you yourself get a
metamorphoses when looking at this work.

It is a metaphor of the fact that living nature always keeps changing.

Also, with this particular piece, | deliberately designed the length of
the dark time (that is: the black out time of the LED counters) to have
an irregular duration of the blank moment. This is different than in
my other works. While in all my past work, the LED counters had
regular black out durations. With this particular piece, even the
movement of the LEDs is changing.

By creating an artwork where viewers see themselves changing
with the transforming sense of time, | aimed that viewers would
experience the transformation of time and space and would then
think about it.

KDJ: The other work that you showed in Venice was Pile Up Life (2008), a
work that you made in response to the disasters from the Katrina

hurricane. You chose to exhibit this work in Venice as a memory also of
the tsunami and earthquakes that had just happened in Japan that
year (2011). When you respond with your work to such natural disasters,
what is the message that you want to give out?

TM: | believe that the thoughts and the messages behind an
artwork must always be a strong motivation for an artist, when
making a work. However, | do not think that viewers need to all
understand these messages.

For myself, the strong motivation in creating this work was the
“requiescat to the deaths’, a wish for the repose of the ones who died.

In the case of violence or war destroyed lives, we can act against it
with messages.

By contrast, in the circumstance of natural disasters, there is no
victimizer. When faced with natural disasters, man can only pray
rather than shouting out messages.

The meaning of making a work here was to mourn for the deaths, a
mourning by the ones who are still alive.

KDJ: When | visited Yoko Ono in Frankfurt a few weeks ago, she said that
no matter what happens in life, however difficult it might be and no
matter how hard you have to fight for your existence, “the sky is always
there” It seemed she could get comfort or stability in life from this aspect
of ‘space’ Would you disagree with her and look for comfort in life or
time, saying that “life moves on”?

TM: | would like to express my respect to Yoko Ono’s opinion. At the
same time, my idea is that the life also creates time and space.

KDJ: When Roman Opalka started in 1965, to realize his program
showing ‘time passing, he focussed mainly on manifesting that time is
infinite. It was later, that he added the connection between infinite
time and the finiteness of his own life. Opalka died in 2011 and with
that came an end to his work. You seem to be focussed more in gen-
eral on the passing of time and look beyond the life of one single per-
son. After you die, ‘The Life’ will continue to exist: it will keep on mov-
ing, changing forever, and connecting with everything. How is for you

?



the relation between ‘The Life’ and your own life? To what extent is
your own life connected to your works and your wish to show ‘The
Life’? Are your works more than—to speak with the Dutch artist Rene
Rietmeyer—the proof of your existence?

TM: What | am aiming to show through my artwork is “The Life”. With
“The Life”| mean the entire or whole situation of life, of living beings.

Our individual lives are connected with larger stages of life as a

whole, of all living beings combined. Also individual lives came

from there. Otherwise, there will be no resonance between one life
and the other.

——

KDJ: For me personally, the passing of time, knowing that | have less
and less days to live, is something that scares me and makes me very
uncomfortable. How do you yourself feel about the passing of your
own lifetime, the countdown to zero? Do you see—like Roman
Opalka (and the German philosopher Martin Heidegger)—your own
life as a being-towards-death?

TM: The idea of counting down your life time does not aim to zero (=
death), instead it aims to encourage the attitude of being conscious
with its process.

It is rather to see the reality of nowness in one’s life.

It is a gadget to sense Henri Bergson’s idea of “Elan vital”.

KDJ: In 2010, | visited your talk at TATE Modern in London, UK, as | was
writing an article about ‘Time in Art’ for the scientific magazine
Kronoscope. During your talk, you explained death as “a state of sleep’,
as a preparation for the next birth. Is this “state of sleep” a metaphor? Or
will your personal life continues after your death?

TM: My belief is that the life continues forever. Death is just a sleep
to prepare to the next stage.

KDJ: The Dutch artist Rene Rietmeyer, who is the initiator of our project
PERSONAL STRUCTURES, makes a clear relation in his work between
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time and space: to him, space has a strong influence on the experience
of time. How is that for you? What is for you the relation between time
and space? In your opinion, does space have an influence on the
experience of life and on ‘The Life’ in general?

TM: Like my answer to the third question where you refer to Yoko
Ono, | believe that the idea of time and space came from life itself. At
the same time, life is the space, and is the time.




FRANCOIS MORELLET

Morellet studio, Cholet, France, February 2011

Francois Morellet (1926, Cholet, France) addresses the nature of perception
as well as the relationship between perception and environment, creating
spaces that aim to involve the viewer. Starting from this experimental basis
he explores space as the relationship between object and subject. In
February 2011, we—Sarah Gold, Rene Rietmeyer and Karlyn De Jongh—
drove 1400 kilometers, from Venice, Italy to Cholet, France, to visit Morellet.
The following text includes remarks from Morellet when he showed us his
studio, and extracts of previously published statements.

Here is Lamentable, which you will show in Venice. The work is part of
an edition. It could be 2 meter higher here in my studio, but what the
work looks like depends on the place. The rule of the game is that
you can think it is a stripe, which can make a striptease. Or the lines...
In French we say bande— bande means to have an erection.

At the beginning, when | was a young artist, there were people who
liked my art and put it in their homes. But now, two or three years ago,
these same people came, but they buy for other reasons. The big
success is when you are bought by people who don't like your work.

In 1960 exactly, | exhibited in a gallery in Milan, Italy. They represented
Castellani and Manzoni. In two years, they ‘sold’ one piece of me. It was
Fontana who ‘bought’ it. Fontana was a very nice man helping young
artists, but he didn’t pay us. The last time | saw him—I think it was
maybe one or two years before he died—I told him: “We can make an
exchange. He said: “Yes, yes!” and | quickly added, “but | want two!”

After that, | was always thinking whether my painting was worth
more than two. A few years ago, | was contacted by somebody
who asked us if we want to sell our Fontanas. What he wanted to
pay was less than the value of my painting. So | was... “Oh, merde!”
Fortunately, at Sotheby’s it was more than two. | like this story,
because art is not so serious. For me, it was just very funny in Milan.

One of our best friends was Gianni Colombo. We met in Italy in the
1970s and went together from Napoli to the North of Italy, to
Bolzano, Genova, Venezia. Even in the little cities, people liked to buy
our paintings. There was a taste for our paintings, much more than in
France. In Germany there are even many more people who like my
work. A few months ago, there was the opening of a new museum. It
has nearly six thousand meters square, and for the opening there

was an exhibition of works from the ZERO group, Art Concrete and
Lawrence Weiner with his friends... Conceptual Art. For me, from
Saarbruecken to Munchen, that piece of land is my country.

| think | am the son of Mondrian and Picabia. You know, | think that
particularly in France, you find people who are not good at being
romantic and who like to think precise, but who like absurdities.
Duchamp was like that. There are some artists, for me, who have the
same attitude, Bertrand Lavier and the Swiss artist John Armleder.
He is Swiss, but a very concrete one!

Mais comment taire mes commentaires —Extracts
“l believed in God until | was twenty, then in progress until | was
forty and then... in nothing at all.

My first ‘electric works, which were created when | was about
thirty-seven, are therefore more or less guaranteed to be without
transcendence; they neither glorify God nor the electricity fairy and
only touched upon the sciences of the future such as kinetics, cyber-
netics, computer technology or quite simply mathematics. [...]

At that time | was also entertaining myself by conjuring up, by
means of mechanical combiners, equally thrown together, a
succession of neon shapes and letters, fixed onto three panels. It
looked as though this swift, confusing scroll of images was dictated
by chance. But as my technical equipment did not stretch to a truly
random system at that time, it was actually only a parody of chance
that made those geometric shapes succeed each other irregularly—
and the four words cul - con — non - nul [arse, cunt, no, useless].”

— Esthétique éléctrique et pratique éclectique, 1991

“For about twenty years, | doggedly produced systematic works,
the constant guiding principle being to reduce my arbitrary deci-
sions to a minimum. In order to channel my sensibility as an ‘Art-
ist, | did away with composition, removed any interesting aspects
from the execution and rigorously applied simple, straightfor-
ward systems that could either develop by fluke or by means of
audience participation. These ‘works of art, in reaction to the
flood of messages conveyed by the vogue for Expressionism and
Lyrical Abstraction twenty years ago, were a complete flop when




they were first presented in a range of specialised venues. They
occasioned no comment. In the recent past, however, even
though they cannot be ranked among the new fashionable trends
which, more than ever before, cultivate the myth of the ‘Artist’
(now it is no longer his gestures that are analysed and admired
but his attitudes, his body, his concepts), they are triggering
increasingly substantial and positive comments. Analysis
specialists see in them rigour, joy, nihilism, anguish, virtuosity,
asceticism, etc. [...] The plastic arts should allow the spectator to
find what he wants, in other words what he brings to them.
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Artworks are picnic areas, places where you take potluck,
consuming whatever you've brought along. Pure Art, Art for Art’s
Sake, is there to express nothing (or everything).”

— Du spectateur au spectateur ou l'art de déballer son piquenique, 1971

“Over the last seven or eight years, | have ceased to regard my
‘pictures’as perfect geometric planes (immaterial and infinite), which
needless to say they had never been in the first place. | have turned
towards all the basic material limitations: the thick, heavy picture
that requires hanging.

Following the limitations of geometry, | started concentrating on

the geometry of limitations. One of the limitations | played with a
great deal was the overwhelming presence of the wallfloor
couple, the verticality-horizontality with which the canvases
usually comply in the most docile manner. It was sheer delight to
make the modest ‘picture-neutral medium’ disobey, turning it,
with its unusual position and slant, into a work of art, and reduce
the pretentious ‘information bearing painting’ to an unassuming
role of horizontality-verticality indicator”

— Depuis sept ou huit ans, 1982

“What are the qualities of this Baroque art from Bavaria-Austria (to
put it simply) that so appeal to me, that | endeavour to transpose
into my work?

Humour, frivolity, joie de vivre, which are all impossible to find to this
degree in any Western church. [...] And also a wonderful disrespect
for architecture, with its clever lack of balance and its volumes, which
counter one another by ignoring and severing any symmetry. To
such an extent that an ordinary item of architecture can be
‘Baroqued’ with equal nonchalance and success.”

— BarocKonKret, 1994
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HERMANN NITSCH
TR

By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold
Museo Hermann Nitsch, Naples, Italy, 17 May 2010

Nitsch (1938, Vienna, Austria) started his Orgien Mysterien Theater in
1957, in which he deals with archetypal themes such as birth and death,
and addresses the excessive beauty and intensification of human existence,
highlighting the experiencing of life with the senses. The following text is a
part of the continued interview with Nitsch from 17 May 2010.

Karlyn De Jongh: Nitsch, you just spoke of a drinking technique. Is
there also such a thing as a ‘technique’ to live a satisfying life?

Hermann Nitsch: Maybe not a technique, but there sure is a way.
| try to live intensely. | try not to be lazy. Lazy means going on
holidays, skiing. Real pleasure is extremely determined, pleasure is
not only relaxing, pleasure is a large and deep probation.

Sarah Gold: When we talk with you like this, you seem to be a very
gentle man who is very aware of his life, but | have also read that you
like conflicts, how do you connect these two contrasts?

HN: The world is movement, by the Greeks this was called panta
rei, everything flows. As | already said, everything returns. At this
moment everything is green again where | live and | think here in
Naples too, and that s all fight and movement.|am a dramatist, and
drama is actually the struggle for Being. Taking part in this eternal
life, the life which caries all joy and the possibility of experiencing
that joy is a fight. And now something very important, time, time
does not exist at all. There is only space of eternity, and in that space
of eternity, beginning and end are both given. We can never think
differently than that a day is over when the sun goes down, we eat
when we are hungry, everything with a beginning and an end in
the temporality of our lives. You are born and disappear and that is
something that you are not always so aware of. There would only
be time when something begins, arises and passes away again.
Now it is so, it is the truth of reality, this permanent flow, panta rei,
there is no beginning and no end.

In the great Asian religions and also in Christian mysticism there
are also no beginning and no end. And even the so-called God, he
is without beginning or end, and cannot house time in him. Now,
if | believe in it, that movement and fight are permanent, and then
I know | will not pass away, | have always been and always will
be. Look, you know your parents, your grandparents and perhaps
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their parents, but then at a certain moment it stops, but that does
not mean that there was nothing before that. We always talk
about life after death, but what about life before death.

There is only movement, and not a real beginning. The real
beginning some say, was perhaps in the Big Bang, but probably the
Big Bang was not even the beginning because we know that there
must have been many. Cosmology also believes that cosmoses exist
side by side. | say, movement is the greatest thing and that is my
answer to the fight. Without struggle, you will not get there, you will
not manage. | am very much against wars, but war is then also more
than a struggle, that is a terrible machine to mass destroy.

KDJ: How do you see your own life in relation to this movement,
following up from existing individuals?

HN: 1 am a great admirer of Nietzsche; he said incredible things, for
example: “l was really everything, | was Alexander the Great, | was
Cesar, | was Christ... Or Napoleon!” | also believe that | have been
everything, and that | will be all that will ever be. This is perhaps
an extension of the idea of reincarnation that the Buddhists and
Hindu have, but my thought is much bigger. Since it is already
about a Pan-awareness. | am also you now.

KDJ: When you say: “ am you”, how do you see this connection?

HN: In literature apparently, there seems to be a recognizable
development towards the subject in nature. This is already given
in the lowest living beings. It already starts with plants; that a plant
is on its way in the direction of a subjective perception. Then next
are animals, and then people. According to me, God is the absolute
subject. From there we are coming closer again to the first question.
We are of course all related to this absolute subject and therefore in
the great idea of love, it comes down to subjects that dissolve into
each other, in the mystical God. | would say, there are profound
reasons of Being. Of course, there is also Being in which we are all
connected with each other forever. That is the Christian idea, the Last
Supper and love and the attempt to cancel and overcome the subject
into the art of the higher subject. There is a man whom | admire very
much and also of which | have learned a lot that is the C.G. Jung. He
has spoken of a development process, in which | become myself. The
lis the temporal. The self is shown as subject, based on the whole.
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ROMAN OPALKA

Roman Opalka died on August 6, 2011. On that day came an end to the
program he started in 1965: documenting time passing, by painting
the numbers from 1 - . The last number he painted was 5607249. The
fundamental basis of Opalka’s work, to which he has dedicated his
life, manifests itself in showing “Time Passing”. His work is a process of
recording a progression of numbers that both documents time and also
defines it. It began on a single date in 1965, and will continue until he
dies. Opalka’s work records the progression to infinity. The following text
is part of the Art Project ROMAN OPALKA: TIME PASSING.

Karlyn De Jongh: Does the sacrifice of painting become bigger, while you
are getting older and have probably less and less lifetime left?

Roman Opalka: | do not have time to live in the same way as before,
because before | was very active. Nowadays | have much more time to
lie back and not do anything. In previous times | did not take a siesta
and | was able to work 17 hours per day. 17 hours... | did that, because
| was naive. Afterwards my concept became known. First in Italy, after
thatin Germany and then laterin New York. In the beginning it were the
Italians, they usually learn about these art things quickly. “Pancia della
mamma [in the belly of the mother],” they say. The Germans perhaps,
but much later. The French did not notice my work at all as a situation
in art until the 80s. | have lived in Paris, but nobody knew about this
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idiot Opalka, who was painting something like that. Nothing, no in-
terest. Nowadays they are interested, but back then, no interest. The
other painters in France were political. | was also political, but not in
the sense they were. The others were naive; | was already much further
with my thoughts, because | thought: revolution? No result. Revolu-
tion, yes, but do not make great sacrifices for society.

Sarah Gold: What do you consider to be the drama in your art?

RO: Being. This is not a drama; it is the simple strength in my work,
to show Being, to represent it. There surely is no pessimism in my
work, but certainly also no optimism. There is a certain realism in
my work, which is perhaps derived from my experience with Marx-
ism. A human being is not as much as one often imagines it to be.
As with Blaise Pascal in his philosophy: human beings are still small,
but grand at the same time, because you know that you are so small.
A drama can sometimes help a lot in art. Why should | make some-
thing? Why not simply live and love? That is nice, is it not? What more
could you want? There is no art without drama. Leonardo da Vinci
was a homosexual, and being a homosexual was a problem in the
society at that time. Nowadays it is no problem. Back then, however,
it was and created a problem. But for Leonardo this drama was very
influential for his art. Without traumas, there is no great art. Other-
wise it is just too easy. This chance d'or [golden chance] is dangerous.”

KDJ: Roman, you now painted approximately 230 canvasses. When you
created the concept of your program, did you take into account that you
would probably paint a relatively small number of paintings?

RO: Of course, it was evident to me that | would not generate so many
paintings. Maybe | have said it before, but in principle, | am against
polluting the world with art. People produce so many things. | would
not say that there are many artists. But in that time art had a criterion,
such as realism. You could say what is well painted and what is not. But
today: well painted, what does that mean? There are still artists who
paint realistic works, but this type of art does not belong to this world
called ‘Avant Garde' | belong to this Avant Garde history, and because
of this: Avant Garde makes no sense anymore nowadays. Today there
cannot be an artist who was at that time part of the so-called Avant
Garde, such as Soll Lewitt or Bob Ryman, and say:“We are Avant Garde.
The things that Ryman is making today are unrelated to Avant Garde.
Avant Garde is only this first line of soldiers at the frontline in the army.
Why should Bob Ryman spend his whole life attacking at the front?
That makes no sense. It is naive to think something like that. But such
a concept like mine belongs to this Avant Garde story, but it says that
it is no longer possible. That is the paradox. Be Avant Garde and leave,
you might say. Basically, this means: Avant Garde is no longer possible
only through one work. One could say that it has nonsense to continue
making art. You can say that, but what can or should you do then? Du-
champ played chess in New York. This is however not a solution, he
should have done something. That was a very passive choice. Duch-

amp was very intelligent, but without art.
SG: But maybe there is a development possible after your work?

RO: | do not think so. Unfortunately not. People have wondered
about that, but it makes no sense. When you pour water into wine,

the wine does not taste that good anymore. Do you understand? A
life is a life. In sport, in Estafette [relay], they say that something like

that does not exist in our life.

KDJ: You once told us that one has to deserve a number. What do you
mean by that?

RO: To deserve a number? Yes, maybe in the sense... | have deserved
the number, and today we have painted up to the number 5,591,678.
| can remember that. Apropos your question, that means that | have
deserved that number. | mean, you can easily imagine a number.
They are references for the police, for example. But the number that
| have just painted today, that one | have earned. | deserved it in the
sense of sacrifice. | earned myself 5,591,678.

SG: That moment of your 1,000,000 must have been incredible.

RO: Yes, that is the reason why | bought it back. It is incredible also
in the phonetical sense. That it is incredible, visually and structurally,
that is very clear. Any painter, Mark Rothko for example, could have
made this painting. But to deserve this, this trace or lead, that is
something quite different. Rothko was a great artist, but my work is
very different, | mean that, mentally and conceptually it is something
completely different. How a form like this presents itself and is
realized. It is without the certain formalism that was present in the
1960s, also in Conceptual Art. In my case, in my work, it happened
like this, and not in any other way. It is because of this concept; the
work comes from a principle. What happened here, in this painting, is
something that has happened after seven years of painting.
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THOMAS PIHL

Thomas Pihl’s (1964, Bergen, Norway) paintings and sculpture centralize his
critical dialogue with the phenomenon of the (over-) aestheticizing of west-
ern, everyday culture and the confrontation with the implications of mass
production and mass consumption of pictures. Pihl captures the smooth
and perfect aesthetics of the visual everyday culture. In addition to the
paintings, Pihl creates sculpture, made out of the rest-material of his paint-
ings. —Thomas Pihl lives in New York City as well as in Bergen, Norway.

I—am the first one to see the painting | produce, as it will appear for
years to come. | am the one—to decide when not to technically work
with a painting anymore—and leave it as is. The reasons for not
touching the work—ever again—with neither medium nor pigment—
is a choice sometimes very certain and without any questions. At other
times works are left forever with doubt and difficulties | was never able
to resolve—although | choose to define these frictions as original facts
| can stand to live with—facts | am willing to expose to the scrutiny of
a strangers pair of eyes—These marks may be interpreted as an
inspired irritation—for someone else it might read as a mistake, or a
pause or a punctuation mark. It's not for me to describe, because it is
now the connection with the eye’s potential that is established. This
connection is what is important. An entire complex world, triggered
by the act of seeing is drawn in—and activated. If this contact is
established—the quality ranges from micro phenomena almost not
detectable and hard to record—even for the eye itself. Or on the
contrary—the contact might generate a solid visual bond.

My work in relation to the eye is aesthetic and optical practice only. It
is about seeing and how to respond. | facilitate a painterly layout with
complex subtleties. | want to ignite a flow of creative experiences
between the artwork and the act of seeing. | work the surface to a
matt, smooth and sensual quality. The surface mimics an industrial
fabrication: perfect, smooth and clean, it seems—but it is not.

| disperse the fine pigment into a slab of clear acrylic medium. This is
not only to enable an optic vehicle for light to physically penetrate
and infiltrate the physicality of the painting. | create a blend of
painterly and natural light—to a soup so merged that it is difficult for
the eye to differentiate. The layers and layers of translucent paint are
laid out with almost invisible contrasts, to challenge and test the
eyes capacity to discern subtle and barely visible phenomena.
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In my work the individual pigments are lit by the available source of
light—like planets in relation to the sun. | utilize the individual
pigments three dimensionality. The pigments closest point to the
viewer—its “high point"—near the paintings surface and the light
source, bounces most effectively the colored light back to the
space—and to the eye of the beholder. Where the pigments volume
curves away—towards the canvas itself—less light hits the colored
grain. The backside of the pigments surface floats in its own
shadow—not in complete darkness—but in a reduced light value.
This arrangement adds shade to the work. This shade again enhances
the visual quality and a deeper hue to the color—Ilike an intrinsic
subtle component to some ones mind.

The clear acrylic itself traps, and holds the natural light—for a slight
immeasurable moment within—and ignites the painting.

The weight of the pigments varies form color to color. This depends
on the chemical composite. The pigment settles in the fluid layer of
wet paint according to its weight. Some of the pigments are light
and floats to the surface while others are heavier according to their
physical complexity—These heavier pigments—descend deeper—
towards the canvas and the layers underneath. The pigment finds its
natural place in the fluid chemical matter. When the process of the
mediums coagulation starts to occur, the pigment has found its rela-
tion to weight and gravity. It has found its place in space.

This entire visual arrangement opens the surface to vision. Eyesight
is then allowed—not only to read and analyze the work as visual
information: In addition my intention is to facilitate a display where
eyesight itself—pierces the surface and bleeds in through the sus-
pended fog of pigment and adds a subjective component to the
visual experience. | think of it as a challenge to the eye—to include
and activate the outskirts of its own optical and aesthetic abilities.

Of the four paintings displayed in Palazzo Bembo 2011, three of
them are 60 x 96 inches and one 72 x 60 inches. They are
specifically formatted to the room, to which | was assigned to for
this project.That is: fairly large art pieces for a fairly small room. My
central intention working with the limitations of the space was not
to fill the room to its maximum capacity per se, but rather get as
close as possible to the viewer and their eyes. This is what | felt was
the spatial potential | wanted to confront. | made a model of the

room in New York, and measured carefully the perspective

between the observer and the wall where | would place my work.
Much more than in earlier exhibitions | have produced, this
exhibition space did not give the viewer any spatial escape—
except for the door. | wanted to utilize this opportunity to facilitate
an intense intimacy with the public. It was an open and free space
with a trap quality at the same time.

So how do | describe the colors of these paintings? | don't. This is as
problematic as photographing and reproducing my work. It is
created for time space and existence in reality. It's created for direct
contact. It is not made for reproductions or any other mediums: like
words. So again: | do not describe the colors of my work. But one

might label the three larger horizontal paintings in this show—as
warm? | was personally interested in a fusion between warning and
desire, like drives within yourself that you cannot resist, but where
you don't know the consequences of reaching out towards. One
painting was different: It was slightly smaller and vertical. It was dark,
heavy and voluminous. | was thinking of an immense translucent
space, where light barely reaches.

This is a space that exists, but where your body cannot enter without
any life support. But again: | do not tell any stories. My interpretation
is private and absolutely indifferent for other than myself. | made an
exception though. | might regret it.
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MIRIAM PRANTL

Miriam Prantl (1965, Bregenz, Austria) aims to deepen the experience of
perception in space, using changing coloured light.

»Manas”
Already since the 1920s artists tried to develop a way to work with

artificial light in the form of light kinetics, an art form focused on the

use of moving lighting effects.

Moholy-Nagy wrote in a letter dated 1934, ,| dream of light machines
with which one can hurl handmade or automatic—mechanical light

visions into the air, into large spaces and onto screens of unusual
character, onto mist, gas and clouds, (..) | want a bare room with
twelve projectors so that the white void can be activated by the criss
crossing of beams of coloured light’ (Maholy-Nagy exhibition
catalogue Museum Friedericianum Kassel, Cologne 1991,p.9f.)

This visionary proposal how light will become a medium of visual art
has inspired many artists to experiment with light. I've always been
interested when working with light, to introduce movement, as an
expansiv dimension and allow the light to flow and merge from one
colour into another, in order to modulate and structure the impulses
that can be achieved with light. In my work | have been trying to com-
bine these two elements with each other, even adding film and sound.
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Compared to the beginning of the rebirth of light-art in the 1950s,
there has been an amazingly fast development in lighting-techniques.
Presently | can use low voltage, high efficiency LED- lights and pixel,
connected to a sequencer, with which | can virtually mix an infinite
range of colours by programming it over the computer. | can modulate
the speed of the moving light and the blending of the colours and so
integrate rhythm, moments and time into space.

| believe that a well structured view has internal consistency and
logic, like architectural structures. A well constructed view can make
things obvious to the viewer and can impower interaction.

This particular light object ,manas” consists of 4 cubes. Each of
the cubes has 150 LED-pixels built into it, which are arranged all
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over the surfaces. To programm the light diodes, | used a film of
recorded led-lights, of mixing and merging colours, as the score.
Each led-pixel plays a part of the film, the film is basically wrapped
around the cubes and emanates and projects into the space. The
frames of the film are the navigation data for the light and the
LED-pixel are the data points in a coordinate system, which
orchistrates the light cubes. The colours move in a pattern,
layered, timed, mapped out, so that the different coloured
moments, similar to a musical score, can appear.

The modulation derives into a dynamic, complex unison between
time, space, light, colour and physical presence.




ANDREW PUTTER

Lyric for Secretly | Will Love You More
(written by Andrew Putter)

Do not fear me little one -

welcome into our home!

How beautiful you are,

little shiny one, with your woolly hair,

smelling of sweet buchu.

Your differences from me make you so precious!

Your smallness belies your significance.

Meeting you has changed us forever.

I will love you as | love my own children:

Secretly | will love you more.

The warm summer wind blows and it makes me dream.
I dream of your people and my people changing each other.

Welcome into our home precious child.

Andrew Putter (1965, Cape Town, South Africa) makes use of the past to
construct images of how we might live together in the future. Drawing
equally on the cultural histories of Europe and Africa, Putter addresses the
possibility for new forms to emerge through the interplay of dissimilar
cultures. With his work, he shows that this interplay is already present in
colonial history, gently reminding purists that everything is always
already a mixture. Putter lives in Cape Town, South Africa.

Secretly | Will Love You More

For most of my life, | have lived in a suburb of the city of Cape
Town, South Africa, within a thirty-minute walk of where | was
born. Much of the work | do as a creative person is based on
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Nama translation of lyric for Secretly | Will Love You More
(by Pedro Dausab)

Ta lao ti $khariro -

//Kore //kare-he sida oms Ina.

Mati koses a exa naparas labuxa /Gn/kha

tkhon buxuba raham.

Sa lkharasasib ge.

//n_tikose sasa ra lgom/gausa kai.

Sa lkharisib ge ra sa lgom /gausasiba ra £hmi kai.
Sasa /hau-us ge sida huka-/gui ra /khara/khara.

O ta ni /namsi ti oana ta /nam khemi:

$Ganlgasa se ta ni /namsi Inasase.

/Gamsa //khanab di +oab ta !gom tsi ra //habo kai te.
//Hawo tara o ti khoin tsi sa khoin xa ra in /khara.

//Ore //hares sida oms Ina lgom/gausa /_oa.

exploiting the latent potential of this out-of-the-way place | call
home. Before 1652—when Dutch colonists arrived at the bottom
of Africa where Cape Town now stands—the area had been the
ancestral home of the Cape Hottentots. Within fifty years of the
Dutch arriving, the ancient culture of the Hottentots (who called
themselves Khoikhoin) had been all but extinguished in their
encounter with the Europeans. Over the centuries, the
pre-colonial life of the Cape Khoikhoin has been erased from
popular memory. They have been forgotten.

My artwork at the Venice Biennale draws on the secret utopian
potential of the historical encounter between the Hottentots and
the Dutch at the Cape in the 1600s.

-

Shortly after her arrival in 1652, Maria de la Quellerie—wife of the first
Dutch commander at the Cape—took Krotoa, a Khoikhoin girl-child,
into her home to live with her family. Krotoa had learnt to speak Dutch
by talking with sailors who had come past the Cape on their way to
the East. Even though a child, she played an important role as an
interpreter between her people and the Cape Dutch. (Sadly, her role
between cultures ultimately led to her rejection by both the Khoikhoin
and the Dutch, and she died abject and destitute).

My artwork begins by imagining that Maria de la Quellerie loved
little Krotoa so much that she learnt to speak the child’s language.
In the artwork, Maria sings a gentle Khoikhoin lullaby to an
out-of-frame, sleeping Krotoa. The lullaby is full of the characteristic

click-sounds still found in Nama, an endangered Khoikhoin
language spoken in present-day Namibia.

We have no record of any Dutch colonist ever learning to speak the
language of the Khoikhoin people whose ancient territories they
annexed at the Cape. It was always the other way around: the
Khoikhoin were forced to speak Dutch. Due to these—and related—
pressures the language of the Cape Khoikhoin has long been extinct.

In the artwork, we catch Maria in a moment of reverie and realization,
singing of her profound connections with this strange pseudo-
daughter and the exhilarating potential that exists between two
people facing each other across incommensurable cultural universes.
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ARNULF RAINER

By Karlyn De Jongh
February 2012

Arnulf Rainer (1929, Baden, Austria). Since the early 1950s, the idea of
over-painting has been central to his extensive work. Rainer paints
existing over pictures, books, photographs, etc. in order to pose
existential questions by means of painting.

Karlyn De Jongh: After one year of seeing from close-by how you work
and being so directly involved in the process, | think you will never have
the feeling to be finished. You will never be satisfied and would always
like to continue working.

Arnulf Rainer: But | am a clown. | am not dead yet, but just like a
clown, | am Unfinished Into Death. A clown is someone who is funny
intentionally. There are clowns who are so good, that | would kneel
for them, Charlie Chaplin for example. Every clown has his own style.
A circus clown is only a stereotype, so that children will understand.
But in this series that | made over the past year with you and Sarah
Gold, you and Sarah are the two clowns. Angel-clowns.

KDJ: You have made a special edition with us, for which you over-worked
erotic photos from Sarah and me together. You seem to have always
had a tendency towards eroticism.

AR: Yes. | never really realised that it was uncommon. There were
other Austrian artists, such as Rudolf Hausner. They also made a lot
of erotic works. According to me it is completely legal. When it
inspires me, when it excites me so much that | feel joyful when
making my work, then—for me—it is good. Other subjects that do
not fascinate me, can be very good, but as an image they are not
interesting to me.

KDJ: It seems that this is generally the case for you: when something
does not interest you, you do not have the power to do it; when
something interests you, you can still do anything you want.

AR: Yes, definitely. When it does not interest you, you do not have the
power. If | want to become 100-years-old...

KDJ: Would you like to become 100-years-old?

AR:When | can work, yes. But when | would just be sitting in a wheel-
chair and cannot work, then it does not interest me anymore.

KDJ: For you art is more important than life, isn't it?
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AR: Yes, art is concentrated life. When making art, life is more intense.
Also my thoughts are more intense when | am working than on a
normal day. It is like when you are in love. Then life is also very intense.

KDJ: How is the act of painting for you?

AR: For me, the act of painting itself is erotic. | mean this in a general
sense: when | am painting, it does not tickle between my legs; itis an
excitement in my head.

KDJ: Now you are physically in a good condition. However, in the case
that you are physically not strong enough anymore to make your work,
would it be interesting for you to just come up with a concept and let
someone else execute it?

AR: No. | respect all of that and also understand most of it, but for me
the realisation is... In art there should be a certain peace [Ruhe] that
communicates what is being suggested. It should not only be an idea; it
should be direct, including a form or design. Certainly, it is a limitation
of my generation, but in one way or another you have to limit yourself.

The artist is a mystery, also to himself. Even in the relation you
have to yourself, there is always a bit of mystery that comes in. Itis
a game of love from the artist to bring another person in
perplexity, by looking him or her in the eyes. There are not only
physical love games, but also mental. But people who know my
work very well, should not be brought into this state of perplexity.
But | am also not looking these people in the eye, only my work
does that. And a work is easy to turn away from.

KDJ: When a work ‘speaks’ to me, | often find it quite difficult to close my
eyes or to walk away from it.

AR: Yes? But the longer you look at it, the less you see. To grasp an
artwork, you have to have a very concentrated gaze. But our brain
is not so, that it can keep this way of looking for a long time. That
does not work.

KDJ: How is that for you with your own work?

AR: | always work in series, one after the other and working again
and again over the images. | work as long over them until | think the
work has a presence, an intensity. And | make what comes up in my




mind. | do often have a concept beforehand, such as with the
Angels-series | made of you and Sarah. | drew your love-brawl on
these photos. | create that and then when | continue working at
another time, | look at these sheets again. In the end | sometimes
think it is not good enough yet, that | can do better and then | want
to continue in the same series. Like in the series with you, | keep
wanting to continue. It is a weakness. But there are also other series
that are less intense. | put the sheets away and hope that one day
there will be a turning point, that then | know how to make it better
or more intense. The older you get, the better you know that you do
not have much time anymore that is left over. But that also gives the
vitality to continue. When you would become 200 years old, you
would end up with a pile of unfinished works.

KDJ: You have now worked for more than one year on this series with
Sarah and me, and it keeps developing. That is a very long time, consid-
ering the lifetime that you still have left.

AR: Yes, yes... The two of you have seduced me. It is very simple.
You have seduced me and within the group of admirers of two
such young, beautiful women, there is also one that is a little
older. He thinks he is at the same level, that he is the same age as
you are. Even though | have experienced more defeats and anger,
| feel as old as you are.

KDJ: When you invited me into your studio and | could experience you
while you were working—your selbstgesprach turning into a
dialogue—I had the feeling that creating an artwork is such an intense
experience for you that you seem to forget everything that is not directly
related to it. Are you conscious about where you are at that moment? Do
you have a feeling for time and space when you work?

AR: No, during my working time not. | have to concentrate. Artistic
work requires the highest concentration. A painter has it relatively
easy, though: when he makes a wrong brushstroke, he can make a
second one to correct it. But when an actor does not say a sentence
correctly, the director will say, “Again, again.” The actor can try, but
then he will be too tired to bring it together. A painter can always say
he wants to over-work something. | continue this process until | do
not know any more how | can improve it.

KDJ: In my opinion, with the series that you made with Sarah Gold and
myself, your work has won a great power again.

AR: That is a subjective thought. Someone else might have another
opinion. In a few 100 years we will see what happens.

KDJ: What do you yourself think now about this series?

AR:1like these works very much, but as always, | have to see them on
the wall in order to judge for myself if they have the same or even
more power, as in my other works.

KDJ: It is probably difficult to explain, but in what lies this power for you?
Or is it more a feeling that you have when looking at your work?

AR: In any case it is a feeling. It has to do with the density of the form
[Formdichtheit], which is an expression that only art historians can
understand. All important painters have this ‘form density’: every
point is related to another point; one place elevates the other. That is
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also what attracts me in other painters: Van Ruysdael and Vermeer
are Gods to me. In their paintings this density is very strong. In
comparison to them, | am completely insufficient.

KDJ: Their work is from a completely different time. Can you compare
yourself with them?

AR: It is definitely a different time. But their works are denser. Their
paintings have so much presence because of their form, how the
works have been painted.

KDJ: Do you believe you have painted works that have the strength
of a Vermeer?

AR: No, no... | go on my knees for Vermeer. And also for Rembrandt
and Van Ruysdael.

KDJ: You have been making art for a period of over 50 years. When you
look at your oeuvre, what do you consider to be your strongest period?

AR: There are my dark, black Closed-Paintings [Zumalungen], they
have the highest prices at the moment. Secondly, my large crosses,
there is a demand for them. But | cannot make these anymore, these
big paintings. Physically, | cannot do it anymore. When | would try,
they will not be good enough.

KDJ: You are now 82-years-old. How is the influence of your body on
your work?

AR: For me, my physical condition is an important factor, because
everything is working together: my head, my hand, my eyes. The
better they are working together, the better the artwork will be.

KDJ: But in your case that does not mean that you do not work when
your are sick, does it?

AR: The problem is that | want to work; | am ambitious. When | would
stop, | would be desperate.

KDJ: Are you not always desperate about your work?

AR: No. First of all, when | am done working | am tired. | have to rest
and regenerate. Now, for example, | just opened a space dedicated
to me and my work in the Pinakothek in Munich, Germany. They
came to my studio to select works, but | am always surprised how
other people can select the good works out of everything that |
make. | cannot do that. | cannot make a selection for an exhibition.
When you make an exhibition, one work has to intensify the other.

KDJ: Now you also were honored with your own space in the Pinakothek,
but there were times in the beginning of your career that you seem to
have been struggling to survive. When came the moment that you could
live from your art?

AR: That was very general; | was always lucky that | could make my
own living. In the beginning | was dealing with furniture.

KDJ: When Sarah Gold and | did our Art Project with Hermann Nitsch, he
told us stories about how you—many years ago—had a studio in
Nitsch’s castle close to Vienna. How was that time for you?

AR:1did not live with him, but | indeed had a studio in his castle. At that
time, Nitsch had said: “Painting has no future. That stuff is outdated.”In
the attic he had a very large space and on very generous conditions, he




gave that to me. There | had the space to paint large paintings. In
general, in my life somehow it always went fine. And even now, it is a
good time. People fear that their money looses value. They think that in
three years time their money might not be worth anything anymore.

KDJ: Probably you are lucky because you are one of the top artists.
Emerging and lesser known artists seem to have a difficult time to
survive nowadays.

AR: Age-wise that is correct. The beginners are having a hard time
now. But there are nowadays also many more artists, many people
study art. They have to share one market. Besides, people always say
that the death of the artist is the best for the price development.
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KDJ: In the conversations we have had, you have referred quite often to
your own death. Is that something that you think about often now, the
moment that you yourself will not be there anymore?

AR: No, only then when | am physically not doing very well. Today | went
for a walk. It used to be easy for me, but nowadays it is a lot of trouble. In
such a moment, | think about my age, and that always includes my
approaching death. One does not know at all what death is.

KDJ: What do you yourself think it is?

AR: | do not know. | think it is something completely different from
how you imagine it.

KDJ: Roman Opalka had told us when we visited him in his studio two

years ago, that in a way life is infinite, because you yourself do not know
that you have died.

AR: | believe that all these categories—knowing, or to be dead—all
these categories are categories of life. They are earthly categories
and they do not count anymore. They are not categories anymore.
Also the idea that “nothing exists” is an earthly concept. All these
concepts loose their substance; they are not ‘reality’ anymore.

KDJ: Do you feel that you have been able to live a free life?

AR: For me, most important is the artistic product. Stories of life vanish.

KDJ: Do you think you will stay in the history of art as one of the most
important artists of this time?

AR: That is a relative thing. For Austria, | will definitely stay. But for
Europe or‘the world’l do not know. It does not always stay the same.
It is something that can change. | have seen how people scolded my
work and | carried that, but | have also seen that people were only
positive and praised what | created. | have always said that | do not
want to think about such measurements. | make my work and want
to stay loyal to myself. | try my best. A final judgement—also my
own—I do not want to make.
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RENE RIETMEYER

By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold
January-April 2012
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Rene Rietmeyer (1957, Netherlands) is about “Time-Space-Existence”.
Rietmeyer creates “Boxes”: abstract, three-dimensional objects, which
are presented mostly on the wall in multi-part, variable installations.
Rietmeyer dedicates himself to making visible the subjectively felt
effect of cities and landscapes, as well as of persons. This comes about
with the purely abstract formal means of color, form, material,
surface structure, composition and the installation in space. His work
is about expressing his own existence, about living a conscious life and
creating an awareness about existence in others. As he says: “Ultimately,
my work is nothing other than the proof of my existence.”—Rene
Rietmeyer lives in Venice, Italy.

Sarah Gold: Your artistic career started like most artists ‘traditionally’
by which | mean 2-dimensional drawings and paintings. But you
have developed and since many years you create these abstract,
3-dimensional objects which you call ‘Boxes. How and why did you
develop into this direction?

Rene Rietmeyer: Like many Dutch artists, | started with making black
and white drawings. It was probably, because | did not have the
courage to use color. | was just not brave enough. | made these black
and white drawings for many years. | finally tried to really use color
when | was already 25, and started painting. Of course, | also read the
texts of Frank Stella about his early work as well as Donald Judd’s
thoughts about Stella’s work. More and more | realized that my works
do contain something. They contain me, my thoughts.

As a reaction to the thoughts of these artists, | started to see better
and better that the ‘paintings’ | made are in fact 3-dimensional
objects. | started painting the sides, too. After moving my main
studio to the USA in 1997, the same happened to me as what must
have happened in a sense to Stella in the early 50s. | bought wood at
Home Depot. By itself, this wood had a thickness that was much
larger than the wood | would regularly buy for a painting in Europe.
Just by using the cheap, available wood, automatically my works
became much thicker. | noticed what was happening to my work
and continued with it.

Knowing the thoughts of several American artists, gave me the
courage to ‘just do it": to step over the tradition of my culture and
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just do it. In 1997, for the first time, my paintings became deeper
than aninch, 2.5 cm. They became 2, 3 and 4 inches thick. They really
became Boxes. | referred to my work myself with the term “Boxes’,
even though | avoided using this term for a long time. After | saw a
catalogue from Kenneth Noland called Doors, | had the courage to
stand behind the word “Boxes” as things that contain something.

The five sides of my Boxes are more or less equal. In the beginning, |
only painted on these, canvas stretched over wood, Boxes; later, |
constructed them out of many different materials, such as steel,
ceramic and glass. Although | still like using oil paint and wood,
because it has such a large variety of ways to work with.

Karlyn De Jongh: The installations you created for the Venice Biennale
2011 were painted in and made for the space where you exhibited them.
In principle your work is not site-specific, in the sense that the work is not
specifically about or referring to the location it is made for. Rather the
installations referred to other places, such as Naples or El Hierro. To
what extent are you influenced by the space you work in? How much did
Palazzo Bembo in Venice, Italy, influence your installations?

RR: First of all, the Boxes, the series | construct are themselves in the
strict sense of the word never site-specific. In my works | express my
emotions towards certain regions or people, a series can refer to
places, such as Naples and El Hierro. The series itself is as it is; its
topic, its formal means do not change, they belong to the series, not
to the space in which the installation eventually will be placed. So,
there are two big differences here. | create a series of—let’s say 50 or
100—Boxes that refer to a person, a city or an area. Secondly, there is
the placement of these Boxes within a space. This placement is pref-
erably very site-specific. | see the site, measure and ‘feel’ it. Then |
decide which installation, the amount of Boxes, the position of the
installation, the distance between the objects. These decisions are all
made specifically for that particular location.

In the case of the Venice Biennale, | created my objects within that
space. But the decision of what these four different series would look
like in terms of color, shape, texture, material and size, had been
made before that. It had nothing to do with the room where it would
later be placed. | had already created the series in my head; | only
executed them in that space. The reason why | painted them there




was practical: all four series were painted with oil paint. With the
thickness | paint in, it would have taken 6 months to dry for the work
to be transportable. | had no time for this, so | painted these series in
the space and hung them wet on the wall.

My works, each series, not being site specific does not mean that the
circumstances, the space in which | create them has no influence on
the creation at all. My work is being influenced by all factors which
have an influence on my being and therefore in this particular case,
the space of Palazzo Bembo did have an influence.

KDJ: In his sculptures, Lee Ufan is concerned with the relation between
the ‘used space’ (the space his stone or metal plate take up) and the
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‘not-used space’ (the remaining space of the gallery). Both are equally

important to him and both have an influence on the experience of the
sculpture. In your work, there is the space between the Boxes and also
the penetration of the Boxes off the wall and into the space. What does
this not-used space mean to you?

RR: I think | am very close to Lee Ufan here. For me, the space as a
total is one. My Boxes within the given space are part of the space as
a total and create a certain atmosphere within that space, with that
space. Just as the stone of Lee Ufan penetrates the space, occupies a

certain amount of space and has a certain amount of space around it,
so do my Boxes. The space around my installation is therefore very

important as well. | find it difficult however to state that it is equally
important, because | do not think you can measure that. What you can
say is that my works are clearly present in the space surrounding them.

KDJ: When | showed the German artist Gotthard Graubner your
installations in our exhibition PERSONAL STRUCTURES at the Venice
Biennale 2011, he was intrigued by the 3-dimensionality of your work,
but he did not agree with the placement of your works on the wall, “too
high”. Why do you not place your works lower or—like in some works by
Donald Judd—Ilet the installation reach to the floor?

RR: When Graubner places his artwork, he wants that the average
spectator looks down to it. He wants that his art feels humble and

you—the spectator—feel this humbleness. Graubner also seems to
have said once that “you look up to God and not to an artwork”. | do
not agree with him. | like to place the mid-level of my artwork easy 4
to 6 inches higher than what is in most parts of the world considered
as ‘museum height' I like placing my work higher, not only because
people have grown since that height was defined, but also because |
want to go beyond that. | want that the spectator has to look slightly
up to my work, it underwrites the feeling of respect. | like it when,
not only my artworks, but all serious artworks, create this slight feel-
ing of respect by the spectator. Yes, strong works can get this respect
also when they are placed lower—even on the floor. But | found that
this respect is easier gained when you have to stand straight in front
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of it and look slightly up. Having said this, | do have made several
installations which started just above the floor.

KDJ: Lawrence Weiner once told us about Ad Reinhardt’s definition of
sculpture: “the things you trip over in the dark.” Although he makes text
installations on the wall, Weiner considers himself to be a sculptor. Also
your work is remarkable in this way. Although your Boxes are 3-dimen-
sional and you are very concerned with the concept of space, your work
does not seem to fit this definition. Why is generally speaking the wall
the best location for placing your work?

RR: Lawrence Weiner statement that he considers his work to be
sculptures is very brave. An object is by definition always a
3-dimensional thing. But all these concepts and definitions can be
discussed endlessly. Lawrence uses language as a material, | prefer
not to use language for my work. Lawrence even makes works in
languages which he does not speak himself, communication
through language is always limited to the people who understand
the language. | prefer using objects displaying a set of formal
means to communicate, because | believe that in this way | can
reach a wider audience.

Itis of course, always possible to defend or explain your own position.
I, in my position, prefer to leave the word ‘sculpture’ and not use it to
describe the items | make. | prefer to refer to myself as someone who
constructs 3-dimensional objects. Of course, you can trip over them
and there are many other reasons why you can consider them as
sculptures, especially when they are made of steel or glass. Even with
the changing definition of the word sculpture over the last 100 years,
for me, however, the word ‘sculpture’ still mainly refers to a manual
activity, which most often does not apply to the objects | make. So,
even with the generally accepted definition in mind, | consider my
work only partly as ‘sculpture’ | prefer describing my work as being
‘3-dimensional objects’ constructed by me.

The reason why my work is mostly placed on the wall has mainly to
do with the angle in which you observe the installation. My work has
a strong relation to the spectator and he is best able to observe my
work within the given surrounding best when it is placed on the
wall. For sure, there are times and locations when placing my objects
on the floor would be better—or perhaps even on the ceiling, which
| have never done so far. Without doubt, however, the wall is the best
position for my 3-dimensional objects.

KDJ: In the New Museum in New York in 2009, you spoke mainly about the
“perspective of space’] not about space in general. The experience of a
space, seems for you to depend more on the people you are with than on
the location itself. In your recent installations you also make a
combination in the title between a location and a person that you were
with at that time. When you paint a work, for example Miami Beach or
Houston, does the specific location itself have a meaning to you? Why do
you associate your work with a specific location? Why not simply leave it
out? Also: When you want to heighten a certain awareness in the visitor
about his own Existence in Time and Space, does the specific location the
work is based on still matter when it is displayed in an exhibition?

RR: First of all, | think that space in general will be very difficult to
discuss, because all the space we encounter is our own personal
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perspective of that space. We can theorize about space. But space
eventually is what we personally encounter, that is how we feel
and perceive space. So, the personal perspective of space is what
space is about in our daily existence. Having additional knowledge
however, physical knowledge, about space, is good to have.
Knowledge about space taught by astronomers or physicians has
of course also an influence on how we perceive space. But | am, my
work is, about the personal perceiving of space. The discussions
about space in general these days are so specialized, that my
understanding cannot cope with many of these complicated
facets. Of course, | read some Einstein and have looked into Space-
Time, but the truth is: "how little do | know.”

The people | am with are part of my space and therefore have a
great impact on how | perceive the space. It makes a difference if |
am in a white cubic space, without doors or windows together
with a beautiful sexy woman, or with a hungry lion. My perception
of the same space will be very different. | express myself at a
specific moment within time and space, my existence on that
moment. Since | am often at different locations, | do express those
locations. My work is about the location | mention in the title, it is
about me experiencing that location. You can say that these works
are like ‘landscapes’ The works that have the name of a person are
like ‘portraits’ Often my titles have the name of a person and the
surrounding. The surrounding has a big impact on how a person
is, how he expresses himself and how you perceive that person.

| use the title as a reference for the spectator to follow my
thoughts. For me, a title is not necessary, but | like it when the
spectator can follow me and understand how |, Rene Rietmeyer,
felt at that particular moment when | experienced Miami Beach or
El Hierro. It shows the viewer that a different location brings along
a totally different feeling and way of expression. This forces him to
realize that a different location brings along a different awareness
about your own existence within time and space.

KDJ: Several years ago, in the first development stages of PERSONAL
STRUCTURES, you ‘tested’ the main themes of Time, Space and Exis-
tence on Joseph Kosuth. He advised you to take “location” instead of
“space”: “Location, location, location...’] he said. In your work you
address different locations and, at first glance, you do not seem very
concerned with space in general. Why did you ‘overrule” Kosuth and

chose for “space”?

RR: Kosuth was indeed more focused on ‘location’ being a very
important aspect. In my opinion, location is only a part of space:
space is so to say ‘bigger’ than location. Location is very important,
but space is more ‘overall’and includes many locations. In my work, |
address different locations, because that is me at a certain moment
in time and at a certain position, location within space. My discus-
sion with Kosuth about space and location has not finished. Kosuth
did not move; | did not move. | did not ‘overrule’ Kosuth, but for my
project | chose Time, Space and Existence.

SG: As the initiator of the international art-project PERSONAL STRUC-
TURES, which presents artists who are concerned with the subject mat-
ter of Time-Space and/or Existence, what do these subjects mean to you
and how are they integrated in your artistic work?

RR: | think that since thousands of years, many humans started try-

ing to ask big questions about who we are. Our own existence is a
very interesting, but very large question. Over the millennia, we
humans have come up with many different answers. And even now,
depending if you are born in China, Africa or the USA, you probably
have a different “answer” regarding your existence. It can be influ-
enced by various religions or no religion at all.

Time, Space, and with them, cultural background, religion, etc.,
they all have an influence on answering questions about your
own existence and about the existence of mankind as a total.
I think that this question about our own existence, my personal
existence and the existence of mankind is the basis, the core of

my artwork: the awareness that | exist in a certain moment in
time, and a location in space. This awareness about time-space
and what this means for my personal existence and that of
mankind, that is what my work is about. It is not that this is
‘integrated’ in my artwork; my artwork is this awareness about
time, space and existence.

KDJ: You seem to have quite quickly developed to your concept of the
Boxes, which you maintained for the past 15 years. When you look at
your oeuvre, are there certain Boxes that mark a transition? How do
you see your artistic development? Or is it more like in the work of
Roman Opalka, where the continuation of the artistic concept seems
to be the development in the work?
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RR: In the mid-90s | started to be seriously concerned with
contemporary art and influenced by the books | read and the artists |
met, | created my own thoughts, my own theory and concept. That
went very fast, in a period of two years. It went through many stages.
Once | found my concept, my thoughts. | started to only fine-tune
them, which is since the summer of 1997, since then it did not move
so much anymore. | could give it a stronger intellectual backup, with
examples out of art history. | refined the use of my abstract language
and the formal elements, my awareness grew over time, my
capabilities to use color, shape and material more consciously
became bigger. But there were no big changes, no Boxes that “mark
a transition”. None. There are no special marking points. It has been a
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continuous expressing of my emotions with the formal means of
color, texture, material and size ever since. Opalka was much more a
voluntary victim of his own concept and could not have another
kind of emotional expression. He had a very strong concept, but
mine is more complete, more complex. Opalka really only focused
on time, you could then also claim that he was focusing on existence,
but that was never his goal. When he came up with his concept, the
consciousness was not there that it was about existence. Consciously,
it was only about time. My concept is consciously about time, space
and existence, my own existence and the existence of other people
and my surrounding. The fine-tuning in my concept, you cannot call
that a development. | exist as a human being, and yes, | do change.

Development is mostly seen as a linear development, like an

improving, like a searching towards something, trying new things.
I do not have to try new things; | express myself as | am at this point
in time. Perhaps | am more complex or complete, with more
knowledge than ten years ago. To call that a development is a large
word. Unfortunately, in the artworld development is mostly seen as
one style following up another. There is no need for that at all. There
are too many artists now that have shown that development should
be seen totally different than it was 100 years ago in the single artist’s
careers and art history as a total. People like Lee Ufan, Opalka and
me execute their concepts. That's it. That is what they do until they
die. In my work and that of Lee Ufan you can see a personal

development, a growing older. |, today, am a different person than |
was ten years ago or that | will be in ten years from now—if | am still
alive. That is all the development to be seen. There will be no further
artistic development in that sense. Only an expression of my
thoughts today. These thoughts will not be exactly the same as time
passes. There are always slight changes as humans change over time.

KDJ: In 2002 you initiated the project PERSONAL STRUCTURES and worked
the past 10 years to make it grow. You decided to focus on this group of
artists rather than on your own career. Why did you choose this path?

RR: | started of course, by just being occupied with myself. Eventually,
when | had done that for 5 years, it went very well and my career
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developed fantastically. At the same time | realized, that someone
who makes the type of art | make, will not easily achieve a sufficient
enough level of influence on other people.

My work is not spectacular. At first glance, it does not look amazing and
does not attract you by a first view that easily. | knew that if | would
continue by myself, | would reach only few people. That just did not
seem enough to me. | looked at other artists, such as Bram Bogart, and
thought: If | would now work very hard in my life, | might reach the
importance and presence of a Bram Bogart. That was not enough for
me; | wanted more than that. | thought that when | create a group of
artists around me, that then people might listen and might notice us
much more easy. And they do.
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KDJ: Looking at your glass-installation VENEZIA at the 2009 Venice
Biennale, Joseph Kosuth commented that these works of yours are “too
beautiful”. For many collectors, it is an important aspect of a work that it is
aesthetically pleasing to them, that they like to live with the works in their
collection. Beauty is subjective, but you sometimes make Boxes that
address a—for you and in the broadest sense of the word—not beautiful
location and as a result you claim that these Boxes are also not aesthetically
pleasing. Why do you choose to make Boxes after experiences of cities that
were not beautiful? Don't you want to forget about those? Or is an artwork
that is visually too beautiful, a danger for its concept?

RR: In my life many memories are of the strange, the weird, the
so-called‘not beautiful’ experiences. | remember so well those unusual

sexual experiences, which were not beautiful at all. The beautiful
sexual experiences | may have partly forgotten. My work is about
things that make a strong impression on me, regardless whether it is
beautiful or not. My concept is in no danger what so ever. | am execut-
ing my concept regardless the aesthetics of the result. Too beautiful,
too ugly, it does not matter. My concept is to express the experiences |
experience, with all formal means that | can handle. This concept
cannot be broken; it is regardless of the kind of experience. As long as
| express my experiences, | follow my concept.

KDJ: So, you choose experiences that are remarkable in your own life,
but what do you want to say to the viewer in this respect? You do want
to make him more aware about his own existence.

RR: By expressing my own existence, by showing the viewer my own

existence and how | express my own personal experiences | hope
that the viewer relates to his or her own existence and starts to
contemplate about his or her own existence and how they
experience certain regions or persons in life. | want them to see that
when | am so conscious about living my life and experiencing the
experiences | had, | hope that also they learn to be more conscious
about what they experience and try to see more clearly their own
existence within the environment in which they are.

So, in first instance | want to express myself. Then | want to show
other people how | express myself and | hope that from that on
they consider more about how they experience and perhaps even
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could express themselves. | hope this will lead to a larger
awareness about their own existence. | think that by showing how
aware you are about your own personal existence, it might have
an influence on other people and they might then look more
carefully to their own existence.

KDJ: How is for you the difference between ‘you 15 years ago’ and ‘you
now’ with regard to the intellectual value in your work?

RR: There is no change. The main intellectual underwriting, the basis
of my intellectual backup has been created in the spring and early
summer of 1997. It has been refined over the past 15 years. Details
have been added, but the main content has not changed at all. My
works from that period and looking back to spring time 1997, it has
not changed. The intellectual backup has become better. | have a
better foundation, because | know more about other artists. But it
has not changed. And also the emotional value of my work for me
personally has not changed. Today it feels basically the same as 14
years ago. Of course, when | look at the works | made around that
time, they have an emotional impact. But the works | made last
week, they have also an impact on me. There are differences from
series to series; some have a strong impact on me and others a less
strong one. But it is not counted by the year, but by the series. So, |
cannot say that my relationship towards my work either intellectual
or emotional, has changed over the years.

KDJ: Your work shows ‘you’ Although you lived most of your life outside
of the Netherlands and have had encounters with people from all over
the world, it seems you are still very Dutch. When looking at the Dutch
tradition of painters, you seem to fit very well in the line of Van Gogh, De
Kooning and Mondriaan and even Schoonhoven. To what extent is who
you are influenced by the culture you are brought up in, or even the time
that you did not experience yourself? Do you think, when you would
have been born in another part of the world, that you would have
expressed yourself in a similar way as you do now?

RR:1am a product of my culture. I think there is no denying. | traveled
many countries and lived in many countries and all these situations
must have had an influence on me. But, yes, | am probably still very
Dutch, even though I left the Netherlands when | was 21 years old
and only briefly came back around my 40s. | am part of my
surroundings and part of my genes, just like everybody else. | think
that, would | have been born and grown up in a different culture,
let's say Saudi Arabia, for sure | would have expressed myself
differently. Emotionally and probably also intellectually, | would have
been a totally different person.

It is an illusion to think that one really only, totally creates oneself.
For a large part, it is your genes, the way you are built, and for a very
large part also your cultural surrounding, which forms you as a
human being. That means, the thoughts | think are probably not so
much from myself, but are probably more a product between my
own personal relationship and my own personal exposition with my
culture, with the knowledge and the things | see and learn. We are
not that unique by ourselves. | think we are a product of learning
about our surroundings. When | would have been grown up in the
jungle, not knowing anything of what | know now today, | would
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have felt and acted much different and | think especially the
emotional repertoire that someone has to express him or herself, is
largely influenced by the culture you are surrounded by. | have seen
in myself how | acted as a human being in Greece, it was different
from how | acted being in the Netherlands. Also emotional
expression has to do with communication with the people around
you. In order to communicate with people, you have to find the right
type of language. In different cultures, you communicate differently
emotionally in order to communicate well. You adapt even your own
personal emotional way of expression.

KDJ: Visualizing experiences that happened in your life, in your work you
are mainly focused on the past. At the same time, you are someone who
is very aware of how short life actually is and seem to think often about
the possible number of days that you are still alive and how this number
is decreasing every day. What does your future mean to you? How do
you feel about the moment that you will paint your last Box?

RR: | have less and less lifetime and | am so aware that | have to
hurry up... | have to hurry up with regard to my artwork, my
personal life, in everything, in experiencing. It is like | once said,
when | told you about my meeting with Robert Rauschenberg: “I
am running out of time." Everybody, no matter in what age you
are, should immediately understand that you are running out of
time. Time is very, very limited. There is no reason why you should
hesitate in experiencing new, other things and there is no time to
waste in creating. You have to create and do as much as you can
within your lifetime as fast as possible, because it is so short. You
are dead within a “second”. This awareness should push us. It is sad
that | have to sleep every night. | would prefer to stay awake,
always and never die.

KDJ: Your work shows ‘you’ and you see your Boxes as proofs of your
existence. According to you, how does Existence relate to Time and Space?

RR: We exist within time and space. Existence is everything and
infinite and everything exists within time and space themselves
being infinite to. You cannot be outside of time nor can you be
outside of space. As Einstein taught us time-space, space-time is
one, you cannot be outside. Everything, the whole cosmos is time
and space; everything exists within time and space: me, you and
my artwork.

KDJ: During your life, you have lived in many different countries all over
the world, from Japan to the USA. In this way, you are like a nomad.
Before you die, you will probably not be able to see as many places
anymore as you would like to. How do you feel about becoming older?
Are there specific places you would like to paint?

RR: There are no special places that | would like to paint, from which |
would like to construct objects. | construct my work according my
existence and it is fine, whatever | experience, although | would have
liked to experience endlessly. Time is not my friend; time is definitely
my enemy. Dying will be a very sad moment in my life, because |
wish my life could continue forever. It will not; | will die.
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YUKO SAKURAI

Yuko Sakurai (1970, Tsuyama, Japan) grew up in Tokyo. Her work
addresses traveling as an existential experience of time and space.
Although she mainly uses oil paint on wood panels, she does not
consider her work as painting, but rather as objects. Her work is
always about her personal and emotional relations towards the
places she has visited or where she has stayed for a longer period of
time. Consequently she has lived in various places in Europe and the
USA. Now she has her base in Paris, France.
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Three works for Venice Biennale 2011:

Ise - Tsuyama — Tsumekizaki

| came back to Japan in January 2011 and returned to Paris on 11
February, just one month before the 2011 Tohoku earthquake and
the following Fukushima Nuclear disaster. After the tragedies, | have
felt the distance between me and Japan diminished, Japan was
closer to me than ever before.

This is the reason why | had chosen to present these works, Ise —
Tsuyama — Tsumekizaki, inspired by my 2011 Japan trip on the
Venice Biennale. Furthermore, | went to Venice in April, a few
weeks before the opening of the Biennale, where | had the unique

opportunity to create these “Japan” works directly in my exhibition
room at Palazzo Bembo in “Venice”".

About Ise:

It was my first visit to Ise Jingu. | felt Ise was certainly an exceptional
place in Japan. There is a dense forest of Japanese cypress (hinoki),
covering 5500 hectares, which is comparable to the size of Paris.
Because of the enormous scale of the secret land, | felt completely
disconnected from the present and | could imagine how the ancient
time was. In fact, a shrine complex composed of a large number of
Shinto shrines is centred on two main shrines. | learned that Jingu is
rebuilt every 20 years with exactly the same form and proportions

on a plot next to the old one, to remind us of eternity and to continue
this cycle that exists since a long time. | was fascinated to look at two
spaces, one full and another space with a small symbol, the one was
situated in the present and the other in the future.

The simplicity of the architecture was astonishing, the builders used
unpainted cypress wood in the ancient Japanese style. | was deeply
moved by this dynamic simplicity and got a strong emotional impact
from the uncolored pillars, it felt as if the wood was still alive. Standing
on the land where huge size trees are growing that are more than 300
years old, | could experience a passage of time between the trees, and
| felt that | was encountering the extended history of Japan.
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I made this triptych work, because | wanted to create an atmosphere,
which contains many different substances of this dense forest. The
color is from “Red to Pink”: red is the expression of the high emotion,
the strong tactile experiences made by hands and feet while
encountering the passing of time. | used pink in the way | normally
use white, to express stillness, peacefulness, and tranquillity. By
using Pink, | wanted to create the subtlety of a sensibility, in the
same manner as light does. Also, | wanted to find an overall expression
for the modest behaviour of the Japanese, which can find its
equivalent in the very nuanced colour of Pink. But at the same time, |
wanted to show that we are having a strong inner part, for this
reason red can be still seen under the layers of pink.
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About Tsuyama:

Tsuyama is my parent’s hometown in Okayama, the place where |
was born. Every time | return to Japan, | get back to this town to
recall my sense of self-identity. Tsuyama is my roots, and they are
always there. It has not changed much since | was small, even the
smell is still the same. There are a lot of mountains, clean creeks, rice
fields and farms. By being outside of Japan, my emotions towards
Tsuyama increase. This place is the base of my representation of
Japan. In the past, | have made works called Tsuyama from time to
time. Tsuyama is my life work. The color for this work is
“Orange-Yellow”, which presents warmness and the light that we
receive from the sun, positive atmosphere, energy.

About Tsumekizaki:
Tsumekizaki is located on the coast of Suzaki in the southern Izu

Peninsula, about 150km to southwest from Tokyo. It was the first
time | saw the columnar joints produced by wave erosion and | felt
the thousands of years from its history. The hexagonal patterns of
the rocks fascinated me. From a distance, it looked like turtles; the
natural process amazed me. | went to the Izu Peninsula with my
parents, their favourite place. The wild white Narcissus and red
flowers of Aloe were wavering in the strong wind. It was a beautiful
contrast between the vivacity of flowers and the rough nature of
columnar joints. We walked along the coast for quite a long time.
I made two panels of different size for Tsumekizaki, as a metaphor of

my parents. It will stay as my last journey with them. For the panels, |
have chosen “Deep Blue and Light Blue’, which is the continuous-
ness, freshness, earth and wild nature.

The connection with nature is significantly important to me and to
my work. Nature is not something to be governed nor regulated by
us, but it is something coexisting with us. Nature is strong, we cannot
control it and we have to respect it. | still believe that Japan is a
beautiful island, even though we are carrying a tragedy. But | should
not forget that the world is connected. Traveling is part of my life and
I would like to have a close contact with nature in my daily life.
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SASAKI

HEARTBEAT VENICE BIENNALE 2011:

HEARTBEAT DRAWING as a Heartbeat-Portrait aims to raise your con-
sciousness and make you listen to your heartbeat. In addition it is about
the visual act of drawing. HEARTBEAT VENICE BIENNALE 2011, this per-
formance is all about harmonizing the heartbeat, between the visitor
whose heartbeat | draw, and myself, SASAKIL. It is the process of a live
performance in an environment with the sound of the heartbeat, which
is composing the artwork. Spiritual interchange occurs between the
artist and the visitor, who are both experiencing time and space.
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HEARTBEAT DRAWING gives the opportunity to purely sense the simul-
taneous existence of people from all over the world, a method that can
be undertaken by anyone anywhere, it is the power of the heartbeat. By
simply placing your hand on your chest, you can feel the rhythm, the
beat of your life. Since 1995, HEARTBEAT DRAWING has been consistently
capturing this rhythm in real time in the form of drawing. But rather than
drawing, it is closer to the nuance of inscribing, of pounding something
out. Until today, there have been over 20 million beats inscribed. The
visualized beats, the red rhythm of the work, captures a specific time and
place, a specific context and functions as a device to visualize a compli-
cated information resource. Each slightly different wave is a confirma-
tion of life, and expresses a pure way of being. HEARTBEAT DRAWING
continues to add value to the existence of every beat. HEARTBEAT

DRAWING continues as an art to draw attention to the fact that we are all
born within the ecosystem of the earth. The art of HEARTBEAT DRAWING
is to enable you to sense that all over the world there exists a simultane-
ous pulsating rhythm of each person’s heart, a harmony of sound that
exists in one moment, and in this moment the commonality of the world
is formed. From this small awareness we are led to the consciousness of
our basic human equality. This is a unique expression of reality.

Ever since 1995, SASAKI has been obsessively continuing to produce
HEARTBEAT DRAWING, in which he records heartbeats. In total there
have been depicted more than 20 million heartbeats, on over 1600
artworks—and that number is still growing. To be sharing the drawings
of people being at a specific time in a specific space, is an important part

of the concept of the HEARTBEAT DRAWING project. The drawings are
originally created with pen or air-brush in red ink or another material.
SASAKI is devoted to inscribe and record the heartbeat. Each individual
drawing is a fragment of his entire activity and shows lines of red ink,

forming a dense sort of net, suggesting the unlimited expanse of life.

“Beat of the Heart’, the fundament on which life in this world is given
continuity, is the essence of “life” as we know it. It is the proof of living in
the’now’and the bond “shared” by most forms of life.“Sharing-Owning”
of the Drawing is about participating in SASAKI's ever-expanding
project, where one shares “life” with others as a continuous element.
HEARTBEAT DRAWING project is progressing with each heartbeat of

each human being in this world.
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LAWRENCE WEINER

By Karlyn De Jongh & Sarah Gold

Weiner’s houseboat Joma, Amsterdam, Netherlands,
26 January 2010

Lawrence Weiner (1942, Bronx USA) creates what he calls ‘sculptures’: wall
installations consisting of words, often in bright colors. The basis for his
installations is the idea that language is material. Weiner’s installations
are flexible: size, language and color are variable; how they are depends
on the location. Weiner maintains that: "ART IS THE EMPIRICAL FACT OF
THE RELATIONSHIPS OF OBJECTS TO OBJECTS IN RELATION TO HUMAN
BEINGS & NOT DEPENDENT UPON HISTORICAL PRECEDENT FOR EITHER
USE OR LEGITIMACY."—Weiner lives in New York and Amsterdam.

Sarah Gold: It’s interesting where you stand, you reflect upon your life today.

Lawrence Weiner: It's almost impossible for me to do it. That's why |
was thinking to take today, when there would be anything in it for
me, to get to that point where you may be able to reflect, without
having to sit quietly with somebody in a bar all night. | don’t have a
picture of myself that is very clear, | really don't.

Karlyn De Jongh: How do you feel about the art world today?

LW: Yes, | am extremely disappointed in the art world. It turned into con-
tinuation of art school. With the same fights and the same stupid ideas.
They complain about not fitting into the system and then they fitin and
then they make sure nobody else will fit in. Why didn’t they change the
system? But I'm also embarrassed by the failure of the opportunity
everybody had. When you speak now, let’s talk rationality. Why is it that
in music, in science and mathematics we are still basically talking about
the same problems, while everything else has gone ahead?

KDJ: What is it you would like to talk about?

LW: Don’t you think it is really rather strange that we are living in
this world where there are people who cannot accept digital
morality? And yet they use it to impose reactionary morality. That’s
the whole Taliban thing.

SG: What is it you actually mean with digital reality?

LW: Think about it: The simultaneous realities within the digital, the
thing that makes your cell phone work, that makes your computer
work. The computers from nowadays, not the earlier computers,
because those were analogue. It's not analogue. Analogue is rela-
ted to the world we live in. It's anthropomorphic, digital is not. It
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has been what | have been trying to use most of my adult life. In
the simultaneous reality there is no such thing as hierarchy. There
can't be a hierarchy, it just can't exist. Now if you build anything
that’s based on a hierarchy, you are already going backwards. And |
don’t know why nobody made this leap. There are artists who are
able to handle the idea of simultaneous realities; they don’t have to
be the only ones who are right. | don't mean on a personal level.
We tend to personalize things. Don't personalize it. But | mean it
politically: | am not a humanist. | will fight for somebody’s right to
be who they are, but I'm also going to fight the person who forces
me to sit through one family evening.

KDJ: Are you disappointed that for all your hopes only this much has
changed?

LW: No. Hey, you're only one human being. There are billions of
people. No, I'm not disappointed at all. I'm not disappointed perso-
nally. Maybe dissatisfied. I'm not pleased with the extent of the
result. And I'm not pleased sometimes with what's come about,
what's come out of it all. But that doesn’t mean anything. | mean,
who cares whether I'm happy or not?

KDJ: Well, you maybe care.

LW: Do I? | wouldn‘t know what to do about it. | care. Yes, | care. But
again: That's stages in your life where you've done well, you've
done good for people. And you continue to do good for people.
But you're not terribly happy with what it means to you. But you
have accepted all these responsibilities, it’s this problem: you have
to figure it all out. It's all very nice to be existentially free, but exi-
stential also means taking responsibility for what you do. You can’t
balance it, | can‘t figure it all out.

SG: Would you have done anything different in your life? If you would
have a chance now, looking back?

LW: Looking back, no. Looking forward, yes. And if | intend to be able
to do it, there’s no way | can talk about it in public. That’s something
where it's not about honesty, it's about, it's not part of the game.
Looking back, no. Yes okay, | regret | have hurt so-and-so’s feelings
and | should have been nicer to people, but that is nothing. Because
you cannot even say you will do it better in the future, because it's

not the same situation. Looking forward, | see things | would like to
be doing differently. Then I'm put into the position of where | am.
And I'm trying to change it radically. But again, that’s not the kind of
thing you can change. It's a hegemony, it's an imposition on you: You
don‘t call up the culture which is your adversary at the moment and
tell them what you intend to do. Because they are in a position to
build up all the barricades possible.

It's a major question. The bullshit that happened in the last 20
years, that art is about a career, that wasn’t what it was about. It
was about making these things that people fell over, and they
had to get up and decide whether they were worth walking

around or throw them away. You know better, you do better. If

you don‘t know better, you can’t do better. And the whole point
of artists is to develop up not as themselves, but develop up in
their practice with a relationship to the world as it's changing. But
that doesn’t necessarily mean being on mode. That might just
mean getting better in relationship to the world. Too many things
we use today are made by people who were willing to take the
chance that what they were doing was not going to work. All the
ones that didn‘t work, you never heard of. That doesn‘t mean they
didn‘t make the right choice, does it? [...] I'm sorry, it sounds so
heavy, but it's the truth. | don‘t know what is expected of artists.
Yes, we're stuck with it. Not mom and pop people. Opalka is a
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good example. I'm sorry, | really don‘t get it. It's this idea that the
artist who believes... This is quotable... that their own self-deve-
lopment is the whole reason for the existence of art. It doesn’t
have a fucking thing to do with self-development. Almost
everything is science, philosophy, mathematics, art, cinema,
music and cooking; it only functions in the stream of life. There
are accidents and other things, but this self-involvement really
gets to me. [...] But it’s work, it's not you. And every omelet isn't
great. I've read it somewhere: it’s called profundity. You want
somebody to look at it if you want to hear more than O, wat mooi
[How beautiful]. Dat is niet genoeg [That’s not enoughl.
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KDJ: When you say it's your work and not you, is there a difference for

you between yourself and your work?

LW: Yes, there is. But if | fuck up, my feelings get hurt just as much as
another person’s. | have feelings and things, but it's not me. It's not a
reflection of me. How | deal with it in the world is a