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David Beattie
Cloudmaker, 2009
electric hob, wood, water,
plastic container
courtesy Oonagh Young
Gallery
[see review p 92]
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We can see Sarah Browne doing some of this in her
contribution to the Republic of Ireland pavilion at the
Venice Biennale this year – her starting point is Donegal
Carpets, traditional supplier of bespoke carpets to Irish
embassies and other official establishments over very
many years. It would be too easy to cast a cloak of
nostalgia/ recuperation over the activities of Gareth
Kennedy and ‘Kennedy Browne’ at the pavilion, or indeed
over those of Susan MacWilliam at the representation
from Northern Ireland. In a feature article here David
Hughes has his own analysis of the Venice projects
of these artists (and where in the world can be more
nostalgic than Venice?).

‘It was beautiful and terribly sad’ is the title of a ‘sitespecific sculpture’ – in fact, a car on its side – by Declan
Clarke which was installed at the Goethe Institut in Dublin
earlier this year. At play in that piece, and in other works
by him at the Institut, is a certain nostalgia for an idealism
that seems gone. Indeed, for some time now and across
much of the younger half of the population, there has been
a noticeable fascination with a past where things seemed
to matter more, with punk times perhaps being a particular
draw.
In the case of Clarke’s work, the idealism referenced also
linked to terrorism and to a more recent pining – almost –
for the good ol’ GDR, the former East Germany. Having
myself once visited East Germany, I have no trouble
seeing why Christa-Maria Lerm-Hayes, writing in the
present issue, should herself have considerable trouble
empathising with such nostalgia: East Germany was not a
nice place, thanks to a very repressive regime which she
herself grew up under.
Of course, one person’s terrorist is another person’s
freedom-fighter, and Cuba is a shining example of the
triumph of the underdog. Some aspects of what Cuba
has achieved, in the teeth of a crippling trade embargo,
are admired world-over – in particular its attitudes to
health-care at home and in other Latin American countries.
But there are other aspects of Cuban society much less
likely to entice us. In this issue, Yuneikys Villalonga gives
us an insight into the art scene in Havana today.
Just about any photo I’ve ever seen of Havana reeks of
nostalgia. The crumbling past often has an instant
attraction for us. These days, perhaps particularly so:
never mind East and West Germany, there is a bit of a
mood about here in relation to the Celtic Tiger years of
‘Thank god that’s over! Now we can get back to how we
were…’ We’ve glimpsed something of ourselves over the
last ten years that we might just like to put back in the
box. So it is a good time to reclaim and rework the past.

Having redefined itself artistically over the past decade,
the Royal Hibernian Academy has recently made a brave
leap forward with a complete, spectacular renovation of
its premises in Dublin. This new physical manifestation
matches a clear willingness to embrace change, though
not purely for change’s sake. The RHA used be marker of
the past; it seems clear from Gemma Tipton’s analysis in
this issue that the ‘new’ RHA, particularly in its personnel,
is in this regard surprisingly unnostalgic.
We also carry an interview here with Kathy Prendergast,
by Coline Hilliard. Prendergast enjoys a somewhat
mythical reputation in Ireland, perhaps because there is a
quiet steadiness and sureness to her work which is itself
quietly intimidating. Her artworks allow space and time to
the viewer – their reward is not foisted on you. I am
tempted, though, on my nostalgia road-trip here, to pick
out one work for comment: Prendergast’s 1999 map
based on all the places in the United States called ‘Lost’.
That work chimes with the project in this issue by Chris
Clarke, Untitled. The data points behind both art pieces
suggest the possibility of a sudden, surprising, moment of
uncertainty, as bearings were lost or meanings could not
be tied to words. These are echoes, perhaps, of where we
are at the moment – but not of where we’re going.
What else is in the issue? Lots – enjoy!
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Ten for Venice

Galway x 2

AIB Prize shortlist

Winners

The British Council in
Northern Ireland in
partnership with the Arts
Council of Northern
Ireland has had the
ingenious idea of sending
ten would-be curators to
Venice to learn more
about curating during the
Biennale. Admittedly,
hey will also have to
invigilate the NI pavilion,
but there will be training
opportunities and the
chance to network at the
world’s most prestigious
art event. Out of the
108 applicants, these
names were chosen:
Connie Bree, Sinéad
Bhreathnach-Cashell,
Rachel Brown, Fionnuala
Doran, Bri Farren, Ciara
Hickey, Robert Huber,
Christopher McKinney,
Oonagh Murphy, Ruth
Osborn.

• Independent curator
Helen Carey has been
announced as the
curator for Tulca 2009.
Carey has previously
worked as Public Art
Project Manager at for
At-Bristol, as Director
of the Galway Arts
Centre, and as
Director of the Centre
Culturel Irlandais,
Paris. Tulca 2009 will
take place in Galway
from 6 to 22
November 2009.
• One of the West's
main outposts for
contemporary art,
Galway's artist-run
126, has moved to a
town-centre, docklands
location. It reopened
on 9 May with a show
by Dublin-based artist
Fergus Byrne. Already
supported by the Arts
Council/ An
Chomhairle Ealaíon,
126 managed to pull
in Galway City Council
funding to make the
relocation possible.

The AIB Prize, an annual
award for ‘artists of promise’, has the following
shortlist this year: Sinead
Ní Mhaonaigh (nominated
by Sligo Art Gallery),
Sonia Shiel (Temple Bar
Gallery and Studios,
Dublin), Anne Cleary and
Denis Connolly (Limerick
City Gallery of Art), and
Louise Manifold (Galway
Arts Centre). The panel of
adjudicators is Aidan
Dunne, Gemma Tipton,
Hughie O’Donoghue and
Frances Ruane.
The winner will receive
€20,000 towards
creating new work for an
exhibition and for the
publication of an accompanying catalogue.
The winner will be
announced on 3 June,
2009.

• The winner of the wellfunded Golden Fleece
Award this year is
Stevan Hartung, who
works in wood. Merit
awards were made to
Mary Mackey (glass),
Garvan de Bruir
(sculpture in wood),
and Mick Minogue
(textile).
• At its General
Assembly on 6 May,
members of Aosdána
voted in eight new
members. Two of these
are in the visual arts,
Dublin-based Gary
Coyle and Londonbased John Gibbons.
• Mantas Poderys (18),
a Lithuania native now
living in Ireland, has
awarded first prize in
the 55th Texaco
Children’s Art
Competition.
The winning painting,
You talkin’ to me?
inspired by Martin
Scorsese’s movie
Taxi driver, took the
top prize of €2,000.
Poderys has been a
prizewinner in each of
the last four years.
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New head of NSF

Circa developments

Mary McCarthy is the new
Director of the National
Sculpture Factory in Cork.
She has been Executive
Arts Manager at Dublin
Docklands, Programme
Director for Cork 2005:
European Capital of
Culture, and on the
curatorial team at IMMA.
She is on the Board of
Culture Ireland.

• Gemma Tipton and
Tim Stott have joined
the Board of Circa.
• The first Circa Salon,
held on 5 March at the
Sugar Club, Dublin,
was a blast…
• … shortly followed by
a fire: because of an
electrical fault causing
a fire below the Circa
office, Circa has had to
move very suddenly to
a temporary location.
Apologies to all who
have found us hard to
contact and in a bit of
disarray. By the time
this magazine appears,
we hope to be in new
premises.
• At the Salon we
launched our
much-redesigned
website. Check it out
at recirca.com

• Also at the Salon,
we launched the first
two in our new series
of Circa Salon posters.
These are limitededition, very affordable
prints signed by the
artists Amanda
Coogan and Mark
Joyce. More
information on our
website.
• And even more at the
Salon: we launched
our ‘subscriber-style’
Circa; it has a slightly
different cover to the
over-the-counter
version, and there’s
something going on
on the spine – see our
ad on the inside back
cover of this issue.

17

CIR73483 Circa128 txt:circa-master-2009- 21/05/2009 23:48 Page 18

c Features
.

18

Making connection: on the Republic of Ireland and Northern Ireland at the 2009
Venice Biennale David Hughes 20 | All academic Gemma Tipton 32 | Kathy
Prendergast in interview Coline Milliard 42 | Letter from Havana Yuneikys
Villalonga 52 | The loneliness of East Germany Christa-Maria Lerm-Hayes 54 |

.

c

[background]
Kennedy Browne
167 (Screen tests)
2009
production still
photo by kDamo
courtesy the artistst
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(opposite)
Sarah Browne
design for carpet for the
Irish Pavilion at the Venice
Biennale, 2009 (actual size
3m x 3m)
courtesy the artist

Running through the myriad different
approaches to spirits or psychic forces is
a simple desire for connection, across
time and space... The medium at the
séance in some senses vanishes like the
vanishing lady in the conjuring trick,
because what matters are the voices and
presences coming through her... Marina
Warner in Remote Viewing, p 30

The pretext of this preview is perhaps the testing out of
the hypothesis, implicit in the epigram above, that the
work under consideration may be thought of as a search
for human connection and is a kind of mediumship, where
the artist, in some important sense, disappears.
Consider what it is we have to string together, then,
in this preview of the 2009 Venice Biennale of Art:
four artists (Susan MacWilliam, Northern Ireland;
Sarah Browne and Gareth Kennedy Republic of Ireland;
and Kennedy Browne, the collaborative handle for the
latter two); two commissioners/ curators (Caoimhín
Corrigan for RoI and Karen Downey for NI), and almost
twenty separate works, documents and events. Let’s start
with MacWilliam’s portfolio.
First there is the major publication on MacWilliam’s work,
Remote Viewing, to be brought out by Black Dog Press.
The video work, Dermo Optics (2006) is footage shot in
2005 when MacWilliam travelled to Paris to meet
Madame Duplessis, a senior researcher in dermo-optical
perception, also referred to as eyeless sight or fingertip
vision, or the apparent ability to ‘see’ without the use of
the eyes. Sitting behind a partition, with their hands
through into a box, rather like unspooling film in a
light-proof bag, people who profess to having this skill
are tested by being asked to sort objects by colour, for
example. Dr Duplessis and her colleagues are observed
as they demonstrate the experimental apparatus in her

cellar laboratory. MacWilliam is also seen undertaking
the eyeless-sight tests and if the evidence of the video is
to be believed, she’s rather good at it herself. The fast
cutting and sense of information overload in the video
echoes the experience of MacWilliam on the day of
shooting at the laboratory.
MacWilliam’s Eileen (2008) is a synchronised, threescreen projection which essentially presents Eileen Coly
and her daughter Lisette, recalling their mother and
grandmother, Eileen Garrett (1893 – 1970). Hailed as one
of the world’s greatest mediums in her time, Garrett
founded The Parapsychology Foundation in America in
1951. The charismatic and multi-talented Garrett is
‘conjured up’ through the anecdotes and photographic
archive images. Garrett is ‘brought to life’ through the
descriptions and gestures of her daughter. The video is
very much about the gestures of Eileen Coly, although the
ostensible material is Garrett. This fascination with human
gesture seems common to all ‘four’ artists.
The video work F-L-A-M-M-A-R-I-O-N (2009) developed
from the fascinating documentation of a rare textual
teleplasmic appearance. Usually ectoplasm appears as
objects or images in the photo-documentation of séances.
In 1931 a ‘teleplasm’ spelling out the name ‘Flammarion’
appeared on the wall of a cabinet at a séance in
Winnipeg. It looks very much like cheesecloth letters
strung together on string and hung on the back wall of the
séance cabinet, a suspicion all the contributors to this
video work seem to share. Camille Flammarion (1842 –
1925) was a French astronomer and psychical researcher
and this textual teleplasm of his name ‘appeared’ at
Thomas Glendenning Hamilton’s sitting of 10 June 1931.
F-L-A-M M-A-R-I-O-N features: a reconstruction of
Glendenning Hamilton’s séance cabinet, Belfast poet and
writer Ciaran Carson, Atlanta-based Danish American
poltergeist investigator Dr William G Roll, and Arla
Marshall, Canadian granddaughter of Hamilton’s Scottish
sitter, Susan Marshall. Recorded in Winnipeg, Atlanta and
Belfast, the work was still in process during the writing of
this preview and the most recent edits see a shift in the
work towards a pair of portraits of Roll and Carson. Both
are shot in rich dark colours, Roll in his Atlanta study and
Carson in the reconstructed séance cabinet in
MacWilliam’s Belfast studio. Language, in its sound and
materiality, is foregrounded in the edit.

21
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Sarah Browne and Gareth Kennedy will present separate
works and a collaborative work as Kennedy Browne.
Kennedy’s project for the Biennale will function partly as
an installation in the Irish Pavilion and partly as busking
performances in the public realm in the vicinity of the Irish
Pavilion (Riva degli Schiavoni and Calle della Pietà).
He has been working with twelve Dublin buskers.

22

For the first part of this project, Kennedy will transplant the
twelve buskers from their favoured locales around Dublin
into civic spaces within the newly regenerated Dublin
Docklands. The buskers will be subsidised as recompense
for their performances within the Docklands, as these
are not, apparently, the most profitable sites in which to
perform. Documentation will be made of this event for
presentation within the Irish Pavilion at Venice.
The buskers will perform individually, on the streets of
Venice, on the first twelve weekends of the Biennale.
Their takings for each day will be brought to a cubicle
in the Pavilion for exchange into clean fresh Irish euros.
The cubicle, like a bank concession stand at an exhibition
centre, is very clean and minimal. “A clean interface,” says
Kennedy. “It is empty when there’s nothing going on, like
a set or a stage.” There is a collection box like those in
museums into which the takings are put and no-one
except the artist and the curator will know how much is
in there. The amount of money taken by any one busker
remains a secret between the three of them. No one can
know what’s in the box, no one can know the value of the
Irish buskers. There’s a value in it, but it’s unclear what the
value is. “It’s loaded and rich. Income isn’t necessarily a
mark of your artistic value.”
Sarah Browne’s project for Venice involves the
commissioning of a bespoke carpet from Donegal
Carpets, a company in Ireland known for its prestigious
tradition of hand-knotted rugs produced for Irish
embassies abroad, as well as other political and state
institutions such as the White House and Buckingham
Palace. Far from its roots in the Arts and Crafts
movement, the company now survives by machine
production or outsourcing labour to the Philippines.
However, for this project, Browne has initiated the revival
of the somewhat anachronistic mode of production.
Two local women who used to work at the factory (one
of whom now works at the ‘heritage centre’ that has
replaced it) will be re-employed to make the carpet.
The carpet echoes the modernist designs of Eileen Gray,
the ex-patriot Irishwoman who spent most of her life in
France and who was an important designer in the
Modernist movement. The design and colour choice is
actually dictated by the decision to use only surplus wool
stocks remaining at the factory. Browne emphasises that
“a separate 16mm film work serves as a document of the
carpet’s making, and seeks to address with the workers

their sense of connection with their labour at the factory
and their experience of producing nationality.” The carpet
will occupy a raised floor in its own room at the Irish
Pavilion and may be walked upon.
Kennedy Browne’s new work, 167, addresses Dublin as
“the city Google chose” for its European, Middle Eastern
and African (EMEA) operations. Due to Ireland’s openness
to the global flows of capital and an international and
transient labour force, the country has become home to
over 167 languages and what Facebook (another recent
corporate arrival to the city) has termed a “multilingual
pool.” Working to stage a co-incidence between a
particular text, architecture and constituency of people,
Kennedy Browne are making a video performance with an
actor living in the city – selected from an open audition
of people who “speak more than one language.” This
performance takes place on the roof of Liberty Hall, an
icon of Irish modernity, the tallest building in Dublin city
and home to the Ireland’s largest trade union, SIPTU.
The performance forms a gestural riposte to a monologue
dating from 1980 by economist Milton Friedman, which
Kennedy chanced upon on YouTube, in which he discusses
a pencil as an exemplary product of globalism, and evidence
of the free market’s ability, Friedman claimed, “to foster
harmony and peace among the peoples of the world.”
It was whilst travelling in Thailand that Kennedy Browne felt
drawn to make the first of their responses to the physical
environment or context they found themselves in: an
‘oasis’ setting in an airport atrium. This use of readymade
sets or architectures and performance, this coincidence of
textual fragments, architectures and a constituency of
people has gradually become more open to other people’s
participation and investment. 167 is a manifestation of this
mode of working with an expanded cast.
167 will comprise two videos and the Milton Friedman
text. The screen tests are filmed against an infinite white
background which echoes Apple ads and Google
recruitment videos, moving from close- to mid-shot and
highlighting the performers’ gestures and behaviour.
The participants are asked to speak the first line in their
own language and to make a response to it and then to
pare a pencil for some 30 – 40 seconds. These people
come together in the Liberty Hall building and meet each
other: they might not have met otherwise. So that’s one
function of the audition: as an event for these people.
Then it functions as an audition for Kennedy Browne to
find someone to perform the same tasks in the video for
Venice which will be filmed on the roof. Here the paring
of the pencil will take five minutes, reducing it to a stub.
The fact that Liberty Hall is home to Ireland’s largest union
is significant. It offers a corrective to Friedman’s parable,
which makes no mention of the conditions of employment
in which these workers from all over the world contribute
to the making of this globally produced pencil.
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(above)
Susan MacWilliam
Eileen, 2008
video still, synchronised
three-channel video
installation, colour, stereo,
28mins 53secs
courtesy the artist

(below)
Susan MacWilliam
Dermo Optics, 2006
video still, colour, stereo,
4mins 9secs
courtesy the artist
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“It’s important that we are not seen to be endorsing the
text,” they tell me. The Friedman text is after all, the
manifesto of the free market. “The audition process was
open so that people could respond to the text and
discuss the text. And they prepared a response in their
own language after watching the video,” Browne says.
When an artist uses a text usually it’s reverential.
We’re not endorsing the text. It isn’t a script. Some
people wholeheartedly approve of it and others don’t.
We didn’t want the piece to become a Benetton freemarket uncomplicated answer. The piece won’t be
subtitled so there’s no central language to experience
it through and the participants locally become the first
audience for the work.

24

Whilst for Kennedy Browne their performative work seems
to have been, in a sense, a means of making sense of the
experience of travelling, for Susan MacWilliam the mode
of the work could be seen as travelling: to conferences,
to visit researchers such as Duplessis in Paris and Roll in
Atlanta, and to maintain the relationships which are the
lifeblood of the research and the work. She has held
residencies and research awards that have allowed her to
work at The Parapsychology Foundation and with the
Hamilton archive in Winnipeg. She relates strongly to her
subject Eileen Garrett’s sorties from Ireland. “I am,” she
says, “someone who appeared out of Ireland saying to
Eileen Coley and Lisette ‘can I see the library?’ in 2006
and there I was rooming with Eileen, who is Garrett’s
daughter, to make the video Eileen. Susan MacWilliam
from Belfast. How did I get here? And I connect with
Garrett who was all about making connections, making
things happen, going places.”
People always want to know, MacWilliam tells me, if she
believes in the afterlife, in materialisations and the other
particulars of the parapsychological world she excavates.
“The work doesn’t take a position,” MacWilliam says.
“It manipulates the material and re-presents it. If they tell
me stories about Eileen Garrett, the supernatural question
is left open. When they tell me stories they conjure up
Garrett. Garrett’s always there because they live with her
legacy and the anecdotes about her. The work is an act of
mediumship where they conjure up Garrett through the
anecdotes.”
The travelling is clearly about connecting with people,
their anecdotes and the circumstances in which they are
shared. But travelling is also essential in the process of
archival research: MacWilliam’s project clearly has a
quasi-academic dimension. What mitigates this is that
her ultimate concerns are those of the visual artist as
evidenced in the treatment of the Duplessis material in
Dermo Optics and her interest in the daily lives of her
subjects. Talking of her visit to Duplessis, she says,

“here’s someone who has been researching for 30 years
and she has a laboratory and assistants come and work
with her. And after we work together there for the day we
go upstairs and have a glass of port. It’s like the old
séance where people commune in the parlour. People
want contact with people.”
All four artists here, then, rely on trust with groups of
people outside the work and outside of the ‘world’ of art
to produce the work. For Browne and Kennedy there is
the implicit issue of the trust that is necessary between
collaborators. And Browne tells me of the trust she builds
up with the women who are handmaking her carpet, and
who are teaching her the skill. Typically, she tells me,
“I tend to work with small groups of people in quite
intimate situations.”
Then there is the trust of the funders that the work will be
of adequate quality. So the role of curator is necessarily
that of watchdog too, policing the aesthetic quality.
In Kennedy’s Dublin Buskers piece, the work in Dublin is
a kind of “beachhead, testing out the material in the
docklands.” Trust is the principle of the work together –
partly, I take it, because there is quite a lot of secrecy
surrounding the earnings of the busker and there’s the
autonomy and insularity of the busker, who in Kennedy’s
piece is asked to be identified with a band of buskers and
has to agree to be transported by Kennedy to a foreign
city where the rules of engagement might be quite alien.
Things have to be transparent and maintained in a
transparent way. And this finds physical manifestation in
the clear Perspex cubicle that will provide the constant
exhibit in the pavilion. Kennedy says, “I set up the context
and the system but the production of the work has been
outsourced. I can’t control it. I can build trust, set up a
good clean system. This is the solution I’ve come up with.
Maybe my budget goes on outsourcing and resourcing
other people. It will generate its own body of knowledge
and experience. I’m creating an economic machine,
system, and situation. I’m also extending the subsidy
I’m getting to the buskers. Ireland is better known for its
music and literature after all.”
When I think of the issue of trust in relation to Susan
MacWilliam’s work, it is difficult not to be seduced by the
metaphor of mediumship and mediation. “Each work is like
a séance. Bringing people into other places,” she tells me.
Dr Slavka Sverakova, in her essay for MacWilliam’s book,
Remote Viewing, describes her as inviting guests into the
work as a basic condition of the work. MacWilliam is
clearly taken by this, aware of the making connections
which is fundamental. The work involves processes of
connectivity. Ciarán Carson, the writer, and MacWilliam
had communicated some years ago over their shared
interest in parapsychology.
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Susan MacWilliam
F-L-A-M-M-A-R-I-O-N
2009
video stills, video, stereo
courtesy the artist

CIR73483 Circa128 txt:circa-master-2009- 21/05/2009 23:48 Page 26

Then he wrote a book which included material on the
early-twentieth-century Belfast medium, Kathleen Goligher,
and was recently invited to write an essay for Remote
Viewing. This brought them both back into contact and
when he visits her studio he is filmed reading a text (a list
of cinematic terms) in the reconstruction of the Hamilton
séance cabinet. He then writes a piece about that
experience which also goes into the book and his
involvement shifts the emphasis of the work away from
the Hamilton material, which is what F-L-A-M-M-A-R-I-O-N
was originally conceived to be about, and helps to show
the artist “what the work was meant to become.” So this
connectivity, this trust between the artist and the
participant, who in this case is also the commentator and
critic, is a fundamental element in the development of the
work. The work is about the making of connections, not
just about the ‘content’.
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The most important hub, the first really significant point
of networking, was meeting the daughter and granddaughter of Eileen Garrett. The relationship with them has
opened doors to many other institutions, researchers and
practitioners in the parapsychology field.
The work has been sustained not least in its negotiations
between people. And the writing of the book, Remote
Viewing, has given the writers the opportunity to spend a
lot of time with the work. They are picking up, MacWilliam
asserts, things beyond simply the material content.
The writers, she feels, are picking up on the trust between
her and her collaborators – that she puts herself in the
position for them to work with her and for her to work
with them, that she enters their domain and is sufficiently
immersed in the work to be able to speak with them on
their own terms. MacWilliam has to maintain the
relationships with these people. “Lisette and Eileen say,
‘we don’t know why we keep letting you in.’ But they do
and they get the work. In the sense that I am making my
own stuff about their stuff.”
Except, perhaps, for the publication of the book, says
MacWilliam, producing work for Venice, with Karen
Downey, isn’t any different from what she would be doing
with this material anyway. For Kennedy and Browne,
however, the work could not have been produced without
a consideration of what it means to be ‘representing’
Ireland at Venice, and so it is highly context-specific.
The issue of Irish representation/ representativeness is a
thorny one, Browne and Kennedy agree. It’s loaded with
nationality; representation and representativeness are not
necessarily the same thing. “You can represent something
without that being an accurate representation,” Browne
says. Her work, she says, is always about querying
representation, “how small things can represent big thing,
the micro and the macro.”

“With this work for Venice the question of national
representation and objects as signifiers has led me to
Donegal Carpets,” she continues,
a company with a history of making carpets for Irish
embassies and Irish state buildings. The carpets
represented Irishness. But the people who made
them didn’t necessarily know where they were going.
The link between their labour and the things they
were making was very indistinct. They’re these huge
flat objects composed of thousands of tiny knots. So
quite literally this accumulation of tiny things made
by a factory full of women gets exported somewhere.
It stands for Ireland and is this national face in a
diplomatic governmental sense.

Gareth Kennedy adds, “obviously we aren’t expected to
make representations of Ireland. But since selection we’ve
become more aware of the context and this notion of
national representation seems more of an anachronism.”
“You do something that makes sense for your practice but
you don’t lose sight of the fact that this is the Venice
Biennale,” Browne interjects. “In our practice we work
from context, and Venice is the context, so we have to
work from that.” Karen Downey, curator of the Northern
Ireland exhibition, agrees:
What’s interesting about Venice and the whole idea of
biennales is the outmoded idea of national
representation and the idea of ‘best of’, which I and my
peers would be quite critical of as being irrelevant.
And yet as a frame it kind of works. The international
biennale is by its very nature hugely problematic in
terms of representation. Northern Ireland’s presence in
Venice is not a national pavilion but a collateral event.
It doesn’t have the status of national representation.
The collateral event model is good. Like Wales and
Scotland. It is complementary to what’s happening in
Ireland and Britain and it fills in the gaps of what
happens when national representatives are chosen by
Dublin and London. Artists on the periphery, who
operate in a different economic framework, are passed
over altogether and that’s what it means to go to Venice
on our own. It’s not a provocation. We go to Venice on
behalf of Northern Ireland and people seem quite happy
with that: the choice has been endorsed.
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Downey’s view is that MacWilliam’s work is explicitly not
political in the way much of NI work is. The scene is
dominated by artists who affirm the popular international
view of the work produced here. “Susan’s work has been
somewhat overlooked by international curators coming
here because it doesn’t fit that stereotype. I wanted to
surprise the international art world by showing the other
kinds of work being produced. Susan’s work represents
the diversity of practice in NI. There isn’t just political
work.”
Whilst the epigram at the head of this article may suggest
most obviously the world which MacWilliam inhabits, it
nevertheless highlights interesting features of all the work
discussed here. In Kennedy’s outsourcing of the work
to his buskers, Browne’s outsourcing of hers to the carpet-making specialists and in Kennedy Browne’s use of
actors, there is the desire, one feels, for the connection
which Warner talks of. In some sense, also, the artists are
mediums who vanish in the work as it foregrounds their
collaborators, allowing their voices rather than those of the
artists to come through. In a sense the artists have
functioned as philosophers or economists setting up
questions or enquiries to which the works provide
possible answers. Their work walks a tightrope between
control and freedom. There are obviously keenly felt
aesthetic values at play, though, as there are in

MacWilliam’s work. If MacWilliam, in some sense,
disappears behind the camera foregrounding her subjects,
she is also that figure emerging from behind Duplessis’
experimental apparatus (the image that appears on the
cover of Remote Viewing, in fact). And she is the voice
that now begins to be heard in the later edits of F-L-A-MM-A-R-I-O-N ‘directing’ the performers.
David Hughes is a writer
living in Lisburn.
(above)
Kennedy Browne
167 (Screen tests)
2009
production still
photo by kDamo
courtesy the artists
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(opposite)
Gareth Kennedy
(Untitled) Dublin Docklands
2009
photograph 3 of series of 8
courtesy the artist

(below)
Sarah Browne
research image for carpet for
the Irish Pavilion at the Venice
Biennale, 2009: Donegal Carpets
workers at Dublin Castle, circa
1960s
courtesy the artist
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Susan MacWilliam
F-L-A-M-M-A-R-I-O-N
2009
video still, video, stereo
courtesy the artist
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academic
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(opposite)
The ‘new’ RHA building,
November 2008
courtesy RHA

Gemma Tipton reflects on the history of the
Royal Hibernian Academy, and wonders what it
means to be Academic in twenty-first-century
Ireland.
Avant-garde, arcane, ground-breaking, establishment,
relevant, moribund, and back to relevant again: since its
foundation in 1823, the Royal Hibernian Academy has
been in and out, and back in again with what might almost
seem a comforting regularity. It has been strapped for
cash, surviving, blown up, burned down, half-built and
misunderstood (architecturally speaking at least), criticised
and derided, lauded and aspired to and, recently, refurbished and re-launched at a time when arts institutions are
entrenching, and potential patrons thin on the ground.
The re-opening, with the 178th RHA annual exhibition in
November 2008, revealed a new circulation system, a
complete re-ordering of the downstairs space, and the
potential of the upstairs galleries finally realised with the
removal of the original staircase. It is hard to judge the
merits of an exhibition space after just one show, and
more difficult still if that show is the RHA annual, where
pictures crowd in hanging sometimes salon-style, and
jostle for space with small forests of sculpture. Whether
it was pragmatically programmed to reveal the varying
potential of the galleries, or simply serendipitous (from
an architectural point of view), the subsequent series of
exhibitions – the pared-back minimalism of Ciarán Lennon
(with Eileen Neff), followed by James Coleman – have
thoroughly test and revealed the workings of the space.
Making space
The shortcomings of the previous incarnation of the RHA
galleries are due to the twin enemies of all architecture
for art: a lack of money, and an excess of architectural
ambition. As a half-completed Modernist palace, the
ceremonial staircase dominated both ground floor and
upper gallery, grabbing attention no matter what was on
show. It is arguable that it could have made more sense

had the original plans been fully realised – the entrance
was to have been at the far end of the building, so visitors
would walk a processional route through the columned
sculpture hall, drawn forward by the drama of the staircase.
But with financial constraint comes compromise; the
entrance was moved to the side door, the design never
completed, and it never quite felt right.
It feels far ‘righter’ now. The architects, HJ Lyons, have
achieved this through the guidance of a committee of
Academicians (including architect Des McMahon, who
has his own experience of gallery design with the Hugh
Lane extension), and a thirteen-point list of priorities,
drawn up by the Academy to guide the form and function
of the new space, which was to be, as Director Patrick
Murphy puts it, “subservient to the art.”1
Now the various spaces of the building create a conversation
that could be said to characterise the conversations
within the art world. There are the main galleries where
international and Irish artists have major exhibitions, where
established and experimental work is programmed, and
where defining group exhibitions are curated. Downstairs,
in the Ashford Gallery, the programme is for artists without
gallery representation in Dublin, who can only show once
in the Ashford. The next call will be this summer, for
adjudication in September for the programme year 2011.
The adjudicators are Gary Coyle, Vivienne Roche and
Colin Martin. The Dr Tony Ryan Gallery will show
exhibitions curated from, or with a connection to the
Academy’s collection (on which more later), while
downstairs in the basement, and unfinished pending a
renewed fundraising drive, a black-box space will be
suitable for video work and performance. On the top floor
are studios and the new Academy school.
So with that: exhibition, experimentation, teaching and
learning, the collection and, to borrow the RHA’s own
tagline, ‘tradition and innovation’; the redesigned and
revitalised Academy could be said to cover all the bases
in one building.
In dialogue
Any arts institution or initiative, whether in Dublin, in Ireland
or, to an extent, in the world, enters a wider dialogue with
its colleague institutions, is defined by them, and subtly
redefines them by its own activities. The arrival of IMMA
changed the nature and role of the Douglas Hyde Gallery
as much as any change of Director there may have done
and, likewise, the renovation and revitalisation of the Hugh
Lane had its own effect on the role of the RHA. A similar
dynamic is being played out in Cork, where the Crawford
and the Glucksman are still defining their own respective
roles, influenced to a lesser extent by the activities of the
Triskel and the studios, artists’ collectives, and the private
galleries of that city.
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Murphy (who had been Director of the Douglas Hyde
Gallery in the 1980s, before moving to the USA to run
the ICA in Philadelphia), describes this process:
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The programming ethos is to some extent defined by
our sister institutions. It was glaringly obvious, when
I returned from Philadelphia, that what wasn’t being
done in the city was Irish art, and particularly artists
at a certain point in their careers. Mid career artists
were being ignored. We embrace eclecticism here,
sometimes it seems contradictory, what we present,
and at times it is. We are attempting to remain fluid
as to what art might be, we encourage strong opinions but not fixed ones. Some artists, like James
Coleman, and Dorothy Cross, who are also shown at
IMMA, are a shared area. We don’t see ourselves as a
mainstream programmer, but there’s some very serious
work being done in this country and many of our
sister institutions aren’t looking hard enough at it.

This emphasis is necessary because, as Murphy points
out, “Irish institutions need to engage with greater
commitment with the art being made by artists here.
Our artists, who now pour in and out of the country at
will, are as au courant with what is being discussed and
produced as anyone. Thus there is nothing latent or
imitative about what is being created here and it needs
a greater presence in all of our programming.”
Murphy arrived at the RHA in 1998, to take over a
building in debt, where the main space was rented out for
exhibitions to make money. “The first objective,” he says,
“was to make the place relevant to Irish artists, at three
stages of their careers: senior, established, and up and
coming.” This issue of relevancy draws us back to the
question of the role of the Academy itself. While there is a
separation between the activities of the gallery and those
of the Academy (with the exception of the Annual, which
is selected by Academicians), the success of the building
and the success of the Academy as an institution are
nonetheless inextricably connected, in that each will
influence the other for better or worse. As the word
‘academic’ is often used in a pejorative sense, to imply
something old-fashioned, overly technical, removed from
relevance, or slavishly mimicking an irrelevant historicism;
can an Academy, deriving its nature from its own history
and following traditions set up over one hundred years
ago, ever be relevant amidst the fragmented and fractured
narratives of contemporary art history, and what does it
actually mean to be an Academician?

Past into present
The Royal Hibernian Academy is called the ‘Royal’
because it has a Royal Charter. It was set up “as an
association of gentlemen to promote the arts in Ireland.”
The model was the RA in London, which had been
established fifty-five years previously. Is it necessary, in
contemporary Ireland, to hang onto that notion of
‘Royal’? RHA President Stephen McKenna explains the
significance. “The Royal Charter is important as it gives
one a special legal status to conduct business as if the
Academy were an individual (this is particularly useful in
terms of our borrowings for the current development).
There are occasional rumblings about getting rid of the
‘Royal’, but they never come to anything, and why should
they? No one suggests getting rid of the Royal College
of Surgeons.” Legally, the RHA owes allegiance to
the Taoiseach, rather than the President. This was
established in the 1940s, when de Valera was Taoiseach,
“presumably,” says McKenna, “because he wished to
be associated with and have influence over the Academy.
Today, this means in practice that we send an annual
report to the Taoiseach, apprising him of new
appointments and changes in the Bye-laws, but no
Taoiseach has ever interfered.”
Initially in Lower Abbey Street, the Academy received
£300 a year from the Government (then in London), a
grant which was contested in the House of Commons
in 1905. Reported in Hansard, the record of the
proceedings of the Commons, Mr Mooney (Dublin County,
South) noted an “an attempt […] by the Irish Local
Government Board to suppress the Royal Hibernian
Academy altogether, and so strangle the modern side of
art institutions in Ireland.” The grant of £300, Mooney
pointed out, was contingent on the running of the free art
school, which cost £250, leaving £50 for the workings of
the Academy. Mr Boland (Kerry, South) agreed, saying
that “If Irish art was to flourish the Academy must have a
free hand,” and this was endorsed by Mr T L Corbett
(Down, North), saying that “it was so often the fate of
Ulster representatives to differ sharply from Nationalist
Members that it was a double pleasure when they found
themselves able heartily to agree with them. He had often
wondered why it was that Ireland, with all the natural
gifts and qualities of her people, was so backward in
matters affecting art.”2 This ecumenical understanding
notwithstanding, the Financial Secretary, Victor Cavendish
(Derbyshire, West), offered to set up a Committee of
Enquiry, as a result of which the debate concluded, and
nothing ever happened.
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The ‘old’ RHA building,
October 2006
courtesy RHA
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The decline at the RHA was of later vintage, and coincided
with the arrival of Modernism in Ireland in the 1930s and
’40s. Former RHA Keeper, Martin Gale (the post is now
held by Donald Teskey), describes how “the Academy set
its face against it, and that was fatal. The Irish exhibition
of living art was set up to counter that, and while some,
like Louis le Brocquy, had a foot in both camps, the RHA
basically entrenched, and circled the wagons. And it
stayed that way right up to the 1970s.
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What did happen, in 1916, however, was the destruction
of the Academy building on Abbey Street, from a stray
explosion during the Rising. The Keeper at the time, J M
Kavanagh, who lived on the premises, escaped with his
life and the Royal Charter, with which he fled the building,
clutched under his arm. The Annual Exhibition, which was
on at the time, and much of the Academy collection, as
well as the records, were destroyed. After that, the
Academy was an itinerant. Exhibitions and classes were
held in the building that is now Top Shop on St Stephen’s
Green, but it wasn’t until 1939 that it again found a home
at its present site on Ely Place.
All academic?
The word ‘academic’ is a contested one, and its value, like
that of the RHA, has shifted. Discussing the nature of the
Academy as institution, Rafael Cardoso Denis and Colin
Trodd describe the attenuation of the authority of academic
culture,
as its treatment of the nature of form, value and
beauty were subjected to re-evaluation throughout
the nineteenth century … Instead of associating
beauty with the formulation of abstract systems, aesthetic value thus comes to be located in vital processes and in the interplay between the experiential and
the practical. Or, rather, it is perceived as occurring
within the domain of the counter-cultural formation
we have come to call the avant-garde. This opposition
between art as system and art as process was at the
heart of the avant-gardist critique of academicism as
the epitome of bourgeois taste and commercialism.

The authors go on to note, however, that “the dealer-critic
system that succeeded the decline of academic power
was to commodify artistic production as never before,
negating professed pretensions towards aesthetic purity.”3
So perhaps commercialism is the ultimate fate of all art,
no matter how hard we try?

“The revival really started in the late 1980s. Conor Fallon
was the main catalyst, when he came in as secretary.
When the new building had opened, there had been a
group of about twenty old men, standing there, saying
‘what are we going to do with this?’ Conor Fallon got the
membership opened up, and got new people, like myself,
to join. I was reluctant, as I didn’t see its relevance, but
Conor persuaded me.” Former Secretary James Hanley
(the Secretary is now David Crone) notes how, even
though things have changed, with some artists “you’re
fighting the perceptions from previous generations, but
new generations of artists aren’t hung up on that. Some
artists have associated the Academy with bad landscape
painting, and with the cack-handed nationalism of the likes
of Sean Keating.”
This means there is what Gale calls the “lost generation
of artists,” including artists like Sean McSweeney, Camille
Souter, Barrie Cooke and Brian Bourke. “They are now
honorary members,” says Gale. “But not inviting them to full
membership at the time was the Academy’s loss. People
of that generation might have had bad experiences of the
Academy and be ambivalent, but there’s a new generation
coming though now that have no such baggage.”
The Academy’s membership is limited (by the Charter)
to fifty-five members: thirty full members, fifteen senior
members and ten associate members. These are elected
by the Academy in a secret ballot. On election, a member
is required to donate a piece of their work, known as the
‘Diploma Piece’, and this has formed the basis of the
collection, the care of which is the role of the Keeper.
The practice had fallen into abeyance, but now that the
new building, including vital storage, has been completed,
it is being revived. There are upwards of two hundred and
twenty pieces in the collection, and Gale, as Keeper,
was responsible for organising cataloguing and full
condition reports on all the works. Many of these works,
from the organisation’s history, are inevitably portraiture,
but are they ‘academic’?
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(above left)
The Atrium of the new
RHA building
courtesy RHA
(above)
One of the life-drawing
studios in the new RHA
building
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“‘Academic’,” says McKenna, “tends to mean ‘bad’, as in
‘doing what you’re expected to do, and what has been
done before’. The term ‘academic’ came into use to
describe the stiff, figurative, neo-classical, anachronistic
art, which was still practiced in London and Paris in the
late nineteenth century. I’ll still criticise a drawing as being
a ‘bad academic drawing’ (and plenty are submitted to the
Annual).” Nevertheless, the Academy is not so taken with
updating itself that the doors of the Annual are open to all
artforms. “It’s a fine balance, on the one hand it has to be
relevant today, and at the same time one doesn’t want it
to be just another artists’ association. It has to be
something special. It’s special for two reasons – one is
that it is run by artists, and the policy is entirely
determined by artists. The other is that it is an association
entirely devoted to the plastic arts. We of course include
video/ film/ DVD work in our exhibition programme, but the
membership and the Annual do not. This doesn’t mean
that some members do not make video work, but it is not
their primary practice. I think it may happen eventually, but
I feel that to introduce video would make us just another
institution showing contemporary fashion. The Royal
Academy in London have brought it in recently for their
Annual, and I think it’s a disaster.” Hanley adds, “I don’t
have an ideological problem with digital work, but there is
a current problem with showing it at the Annual. Painting
and Sculpture can jostle for attention, but digital needs its
own space. In the future, this could be in the basement
space. It will inevitably change with the membership. The
membership will only ever be a representative body, we
can’t include everyone.”

The Academy as school
A major development with the new building is the inclusion
of the school, the first Principal of which is Mick O’Dea.
The School had been part of the Academy from when it
was first established, but it had lapsed in 1940. It had
once been the main place for art-teaching in Ireland, until
the 1890s, when the Metropolitan School of Art, which
became NCAD, brought in the life model. Prior to that,
the Metropolitan had been more about craft-teaching.
The introduction of the Life room there changed that, and
the decline of the Academy school began. In 1940, the
government withdrew the £300 grant to the Academy,
and that was the end of the school. “That wasn’t such a
bad thing,” says O’Dea. “By then the school had become
a glorified life-drawing class for well meaning amateurs.
The ethos that had been at the RHA was transferred
over to NCAD, and stayed, more or less, until the student
revolutions there at the end of the 1960s, early 1970s.”
The ethos of the new Academy school is not to replace,
or supersede the art colleges. “We’re not an art college,”
says O’Dea. “We’re not accredited and we’re not seeking
to be.” The school will take on no more than eight full-time
students a year, and their course will last two years. There
will also be part-timers. The full-time students will be on
scholarships, which will be funded privately (the School
will be seeking benefactors for this), and part-time
students will pay fees. So the intention is for the school to
be self-financing. O’Dea describes the planned programme:
“Students will teach their peers too, so it will be very
open. The programme will include Anatomy (we’re working
with a professor of Anatomy at the College of Surgeons),
colour theory and perspective; and there will be a
relentless programme of drawing. Practitioners with
different ways of working will be teaching. It will be an
atelier system, with passionately engaged practitioners
teaching, learning and showing work. The philosophy
of the school comes more from [Oskar] Kokoschka’s
school of observation than from the Florentine system of
education. I’m determined it’s not going to be an
‘academic’ school.”
Presently the studios are occupied by artists, and there
are drawing classes on Thursday evenings for
Academicians and invited artists. “You won’t need any
formal qualifications to apply to the School,” says O’Dea.
“We’re looking for a good strong mix of people. Selection
will be on the basis of portfolio only, and details of when
applications will be open will be on the RHA website, and
will be advertised, some time next year. The first term is
due to start in September 2010.” In the meantime, a
drawing marathon for young artists from Irish art colleges
will take place in June, where twenty students, who have
been recommended to the Academy, will take part in an
intensive week of drawing.
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The future
Many academicians note the opening of the new building
as bringing a new energy and excitement to the institution.
Saddled with a large mortgage in these difficult times,
energy and excitement will be needed. James Hanley is
proud of the success so far: “We didn’t blow the boom –
we got our building, and it’s a great achievement.
No matter what happens in the future, we’ve done it.”
Remembering his arrival, ten years ago, Murphy adds:
Coming from ICA in Philadelphia was a huge change:
I had a Porsche of a building in the States, and came here
to be handed a sack of bicycle parts. Now thankfully with
the efforts of many and a confidence in our vision I am
back in a Porsche again.”
Porsche it may be, but like the car, it’s expensive,
although definitely more worthwhile. The role of the RHA
is unfolding and developing in ways both subtle and
apparent. Under the remit of RHA Projects, it is the
supporting institution for John Gerrard’s collateral project
at this year’s Venice Biennale, which will be a useful
counterbalance to the relative inexperience of the artists
selected for the Irish pavilion, Sarah Browne and Gareth
Kennedy. There was the RHA’s ‘adoption’ of Monster
Truck, during the Gallery’s own recent closure; there are
the prizes awarded at the Annual; and there are initiatives
like Eurojet futures, now returning after a brief absence.
The changing nature of the Academicians themselves
will naturally alter the institution over time. There has
been a distinct lack of female officers in the past. Amelia
Stein served as a temporary Secretary of the Academy,
although Stephen McKenna says the lack today is “not for
the want of trying.” There is also the issue of whether the
Academy should play an advocacy role for artists. “Many
of our members are also members of Aosdána, and like
Aosdána, we don’t see ourselves as an advocacy or
lobbying group,” says McKenna. “There have been
resolutions raised, and sometimes efforts are made to get
us to use our influence, but that’s not how we see our
role. Of course individual members may do what they like,
but we’re not an artists’ Union. Artists Unions tend to be
hijacked, not by serious artists, but by serious polemicists.”
“When I went in,” says Hanley, “I thought: what’s the idea
of this, what does it mean today? How does an institution
like this work? Does it live on its history? It actually
redefines itself every year, and it’s a collective that is only
as good as its membership.” The Academy will have its
troughs again, and the most significant challenge is
presently, as it is with everything and everyone, financial.
Like any institution, it will pass into and out of significance,
just as organisations will appear to range against it.
But, for now, it’s doing well, and its recent, and coming
successes are thoroughly deserved.

Gemma Tipton is a
writer and critic on art
and architecture based
in Dublin.

39

CIR73483 Circa128 txt:circa-master-2009- 19/05/2009 03:27 Page 40

40

CIR73483 Circa128 txt:circa-master-2009- 19/05/2009 03:27 Page 41

The main gallery in the
new RHA building, during
the 178th annual exhibition
courtesy RHA
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Kathy Prendergast in interview
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(opposite)
Kathy Prendergast
from City drawings series
1997
pencil on paper
31 x 21 cm
courtesy Kerlin Gallery

Coline Milliard The body of work that you are perhaps
most famous for is a series of maps of world capitals that
you started in 1990. You’ve been working with maps
since your early career, for example in Sea bed (1980),
which was the sculpture of a reclining woman whose body
was covered in topographical signs suggesting changes
in altitudes. What attracted you in the idea of the map?
Kathy Prendergast I’ve been working with maps for so
long now that I’ve almost forgotten where my connection
started in the first place. I was growing up in Ireland when
we were joining the EU, and there was an awful lot about
being part of Europe. So I think it became part of my
consciousness – after realizing who I was, I started to
think about where I was. Most of us believe that we are in
the centre of the world, but I was really aware, from very
early on, that Ireland wasn’t quite the centre of the world.
I used to think that the place where Ireland was located
was like a plate, and we were on the edge of the plate
somewhere. In school we used to learn about St Brendan
and his voyage across the Atlantic to America, and
everyone had in their family someone from their
grandparent’s time who had gone to Australia or America.
Instead of looking in, to the interior of the plate, we were
looking out, into space. That was my childhood way of
ascertaining where I was and where Ireland was. I always
had this sense of having some sort of mental map in my
head, even before I knew what maps were. I think that my
identity was formed through a map language, and defined
by where Ireland was in relation to Europe and in relation
to the world. If I’d been born a couple of generations later
that probably wouldn’t have happened like this. It was
a very particular time when Ireland was trying to find its
place and its identity among Europe, and I myself was
trying to find my identity as a young person. I think, oddly
enough, it was all very connected.

In my last year at college something clicked with using
maps in my work and I made Sea bed, a life-cast of myself
on a bed which was painted as a map. This came about
after a time of being very confused about what to make.
Before Sea bed, all I was doing was filling notebooks with
bits of poems that I liked, and I had noticed that a lot of
these poems were metaphorically relating the body to the
landscape, especially in Irish poetry. And you know under
British rule, Ireland had been personified as this woman
Kathleen Ní Houlihan. So there was always a subtext of
the landscape being like a person. Then I thought that I
could do a survey map of a body. I did Sea bed and wrote
the metaphors that other people had made up all over the
sculpture, so if you looked along the roads there would
be a bit of a Seamus Heaney’s poem, or a little bit of
someone else’s poem. Sea bed opened up for me a way
of making objects and drawing on them, which is something that has continued throughout most of my work.
CM And how did you start to really focus on the idea of
the city, and especially of the capital city?
KP Years later, I had been reading some Levi Strauss and
he talked about how a city has to be an organic thing
because it’s made to man’s image. I started to look at
maps of cities to see if you could guess how they evolved
just by looking at them, a bit like following people’s footprints. The first map I drew was Paris. I tried to draw it in a
spiral, the way the arrondissements are formed, from the
centre out, and then I realized that all cities do grow from
the inside out. That’s how it happens over generations –
it’s as if a collective consciousness was forming the city
over the years. I first chose capitals because I thought that
we, as viewers, would probably recognize them, but in fact
that’s rarely the case. I drew my maps the size of human
faces to relate to that idea of a portrait, so we could see
them as a reflection of ourselves.
A portrait of a city is also a mapping of the psychology of
the collective. It was so exciting each time to draw a new
city because they are so different to one another. A map
looks like a map, but when you start investigating its
structure, it’s almost like looking at something under a
microscope. I began to see relationships between South
American cities and Madrid in the way they were planned,
for example. Doing this project was a wonderful imaginary
journey for me. When I finished, there was about twenty
more capitals than when I started. It was at that time when
the Berlin Wall fell, and there were a lot of new Eastern
European capitals, Uzbekistan, Kurdistan, all these places
that supposedly didn’t ‘exist’, suddenly existed! I think that
project happened because somehow subconsciously I
was responding to what was going on in the world at that
moment in time.
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feminist, I just didn’t want that to be an issue. That’s why
I stopped using the female figure and I started to use
other structures like tents, or say the city, which in a way
could be seen as portraiture, but wouldn’t be seen as
female.
CM You moved from the female to the human.
KP That’s it, I wanted my work to be about the human
experience, rather than it be seen as the female or feminist
experience.
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CM What’s your working process? How do you start a
map? Do you buy a map of the city and then work from it,
or do you look for other kind of information?
KP No, I wouldn’t look for other information, I would just
work from the purchased map. The image of the map
would be on my studio wall and my paper would be on
the drawing table, and I would be looking from one to the
other. I would spend an awful lot of time just looking at
the map and thinking about it, how it got formed, but I
wouldn’t do any historical research because it isn’t about
documentation. I would try and look at the map as if the
roads had just grown out of people walking. It’s like when
someone walks through a forest because it’s the quickest
way from A to B, and then that way becomes a path and
later a road. You can see this phenomenon happening in
maps. There is one African city, Ouagadougou, I think,
where the roads just kind of disappear into nothingness,
as if people started walking and just didn’t come back.
There are a lot of things that you can understand about
a city just by looking at the map.
CM How do you place your maps, in relation to real
maps?
KP I don’t see them as maps, I see them as drawings of
cities.
CM In the ’80s you talked about the notion of ‘personal
geography’ in relation to works such as Sea bed and
Enclosed world in open spaces (1983). Is this something
that you still relate to?
KP I do, all my work comes from the personal. In those
early works, especially Sea bed, there was a risk of
misinterpretation. When people saw Sea bed, because it
was a female figure and I was saying certain things in a
map-making language, it has been understood as political,
feminist. I didn’t want those labels to be pushed onto the
work. This isn’t to say that the work is feminist, or isn’t

CM You’ve always refused to be associated with feminism,
but you’ve been using materials which have a strong link
to those ideas; I’m thinking of knitting, for example. Don’t
you think that there is an urgency to the feminist claim?
KP Yes, I agree, there is injustice in the world. Women do
have to make a certain stand, and I think feminism is as
relevant today as it was in the ’60s an ’70s, but as an
artist you can choose what you want to say in your work
and this isn’t something I want to deal with in my work.
It is good that there are artists whose work is political, but
my work is more about the personal. A lot of the knitted
pieces actually related to my relationship with my mother.
CM The Beginning and the end II (1998), the spool of
hair which gathers your own hair with your mother’s hair
and your son’s hair, seems to really epitomize this idea of
the personal. It embodies a lineage.
KP I made The Beginning and the end after the birth of
my first child. During my upbringing, there was an awful
lot of spools of thread around, everything was knitted or
sewn. The piece is about the notion of circularity, the
winding and unwinding of emotions, the handing down
of things. The individual hairs were tied together to make
one long thread. Which is the beginning or the end?
If you start pulling the thread, it’s the beginning but it’s
also the last thread that was put on the spool. This piece
echoes the cyclical nature of our lives. It encapsulates
my relationship with my mother and with my children.
It’s probably one of the most important pieces for me.
CM This idea of the cycles of life seems crucial to your
work.
KP It is crucial, and probably much more crucial than
issues such as feminism. The whole thing of the cyclical
nature of our lives is the key issue.
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Kathy Prendergast
Black bed
2007
patinated bronze with paint
courtesy Kerlin Gallery
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between art and life, I choose life, not art. I feel that my
present work has been enriched by this circuitous route
of making in the last ten years.
CM To go back to the very physical quality of your work,
I was interested in your use of bronze. In the early ’80s
you did pieces like Nightship (1984) and Stalker (1988),
which were very Giacometti-like, with their thin silhouettes
and patina. Why did you recently feel the need to go back
to bronze with pieces like Black bed (2007)? And I see
today lot of bronzes lying around in your studio…
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CM Grave blanket (1997), which combines marble and
a baby blanket, is an especially moving piece of yours.
I think of your work as drawing on the Memento mori,
this genre of paintings which often included a skull to say
to the viewer: remember that you are going to die. Do you
see your work as part of this tradition?
KP Death lurks under so much work which is also about
other issues. It is part of human nature, and as you get
older, it’s something that works its way to the surface. It
also begs the question, why make art? Why do people
want to make things that they hope will survive beyond
them? I suppose all that is tied up together.
CM How do you think your work has changed over the
last ten years or say since your big solo show at the Irish
Museum of Modern Art in 1999? Do you think that there
is such a thing as ‘progress’ in an artist’s career?
KP On a personal level, I’ve had less time in the studio
in the last ten years because of family life and so on.
So there are these gaps not only in the time spent in the
studio but also almost in my brain. Yet oddly enough, this
period has been the most enriching time for my work.
It’s like there has been an open space in my head that the
art could fill.
CM By focusing less on your work, it was growing in you.
KP I think if you are talking about feminism and women’s
careers as artists, the route isn’t often the standard one of
steps up the artistic career ladder of leaving art college,
working a few years, getting a gallery and having a show
every two years, etc. That’s true for a lot of artists but for
some and particularly women artists, but also many men,
life gets in the way of art at particular times. I mean by that
raising families, caring for your parents, working at other
jobs when you have to, so the production of art goes to
the background for a time. But that is what art should
really be about, it should be about life! If I had to choose

KP I find it strange when you say bronze because the
method of making the sculpture before it is cast in bronze
is modeling in wax and it is that process which I really like.
Looking at Giacometti’s work, you can almost see him
actually making those pieces. If you look closely enough,
you can see his fingerprints and I find that extraordinary.
When I work, I make things really quickly in wax and they
get turned into bronze. Very often, they can’t be editioned,
because you can’t make a mould of them, they are too
complicated to cast. But I’m never trying to make
something in bronze; I use bronze because it will last, and
I make it in wax because I really like the quality of wax.
CM Bronze also makes visible your personal input in the
piece, doesn’t it?
KP I think that the process of modeling is like the process
of drawing – the way I make things in wax is exactly like
the way I draw. When you say bronze; it sounds very solid,
but for me it’s a very quick and immediate way of working.
Usually, the pieces are patinated black so they become
blank surfaces and I sometimes draw on them. But more
recently I’ve been leaving them as they are. I also really
like the fact that I don’t have to cast them. Very often
I make a wax, and if it doesn’t work, I can sling it back in
the pot and melt it again. I like making small works and
those pieces fulfill that need. They can be made quickly,
unlike a lot of my projects, like the city drawings, which,
although they are small drawings, span over years. These
waxes kind of happen, they are like little blips among the
other works. But I don’t want my sculptures to be labelled
as bronze; I would like you to see it as something else. It’s
only bronze because it’s a lasting medium, a bit like stone.
My choice of using bronze hasn’t got much to do with the
qualities of the material itself other than its durability.
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Kathy Prendergast
Lost
1999
digital iris print
85 x 132 cm
courtesy Kerlin Gallery
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especially in the United States, first because they have a
good database, but also because it’s a new country.
I felt that the names had an emotional content to do with
the journeying, and I could see it almost as a
psychological state. There are thousands of places called
‘Lost’ and I did think: how can you arrive in a place and
call it ‘Lost’ when you’ve just found it? It’s about this idea
that in losing you actually find something else, and that
negative things can actually be very positive.
CM Perhaps to finish you could tell me about what you are
working on at the moment?
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CM On top of drawings and sculptures, you also did in
the past large installations. What dictates you choice of
medium? How do you relate form and content?
KP The content comes first, and then I try to work out the
form that works with that content – that’s usually how it
works. In the past I’ve made a few pieces that could be
seen as installations. They are probably the pieces I’ve
been less pleased about. I like working in the studio rather
than outside; my relationship with my art is a one-to-one
relationship. When the work goes out into a gallery, in a
sense I let it go. With installations, I think it’s much more
about how you are dealing with the outside world.
CM You’re very often referred to as “one of the most successful Irish artists.” How do you cope with this qualification, having lived in London for more than twenty years?
Do you feel pigeonholed by this ‘Irishness’?
KP You know, I think that the Irish artists of my generation,
not all of them but some, are referred to as an ‘Irish artist’.
It is curious, I think, for me as I have lived out of Ireland
longer than I lived there. It is how I am viewed. I’m very
proud of my Irish background, I’ve always been very keen
to show in Ireland and I do feel it’s very much part of my
identity. I don’t know whether the ‘Irish’ label has to be an
issue, and it does surprise me to read “Kathy Prendergast,
the Irish artist.” I don’t see it as a negative thing, although
I often see it as irrelevant.
CM In your piece Lost (1999), there is a compass on
which ‘Lost’ replaces ‘North’. In your work, being a lost,
or being at a loss, seems to be a very positive and
creative state. I was wondering if you would like to
comment on that.
KP During one of those periods when it was impossible
to go to the studio to ‘make’ art, I spent a lot of time
Googling placenames on the computer, and I was
amazed at the number of places called ‘Lost’. I researched

KP My recent work is still connected with map-making.
It’s inspired by that space which is a bit of a lost space
in time, between 3 and 5 o’clock in the morning. I have
spent a lot of time awake during these hours and I was
always very aware of the quality of light and how light was
changing through that moment; everything becomes
monochrome, it’s like seeing the world in black and white.
One of the pieces is a table, which I’ve called The Grey
before dawn; it’s a little bedside table, modelled in wax
and cast in bronze. The dust patterns on the real table
that I was looking at did look like the surface of the moon;
I suppose it’s about the expansiveness of that period
just before daybreak – like beyond time. I’ve also been
blanking out maps in black and leaving just the dots
where the cities are, so maps of the earth then read as
constellations.
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Coline Milliard is a writer
based in London.
Kathy Prendergast’s work
will be shown at the Kerlin
Gallery in Dublin from 23
October to 21 November
2009.

Kathy Prendergast
The steps up and the steps
down, 2007
10 x 49 x 36 cm
patinated bronze with paint
courtesy Kerlin Gallery
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Kathy Prendergast
Groom (as a boy),
Groom (holding hand),
Groom (waiting), from
The Grey before dawn
2007
watercolour on paper
11.5 x 15 cm
courtesy Kerlin Gallery
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Letter from

Yuneikys Villalonga is an art
consultant and curator
based in Havana.

Havana
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(opposite)
Douglas Perez Castro
From Cabinda to Cunene
2008
oil on canvas
290 x 160cm
courtesy the artist

It’s Bienial time and Havana is in movement. The coming
and going of curious people, image-hunters, investors in
art and culture, will leave good dividends, not only for the
official institutions and artists, but also for artisans and
used-book vendors; for caricaturists and itinerant theatre
actors; illegal rum and tobacco dealers. In the last months,
the country has been closely following the international
news. Barack Obama has promised to open up the travel
of Americans to Cuba. Joe Biden recently declared there
are no intentions to overturn the Embargo, a law that
affects economic and cultural exchanges, as well as feeds
the endless political dispute between both states.
Nevertheless, Cuba scores another victory in the ‘battle
of ideas’: despite the restrictions, the Bienial invites
recognized North American artists to be part of the show
Chelsea visits Havana.
But the most effective transactions take place in the
shadow of the official façade. The influx of the North
American public to the Bienial, either holding religious
visas or through third countries, is a fact. Groups of
friends prepare houses and studios to show and
commercialize their work. Arrangements on possible sale
percentages have been made with tour leaders and
guides. These spaces become small institutions, more
sophisticated in set-up and public relations every time.
Many young artists see them as the opportunity to take
the place of the preceding generation: that of Carlos
Garaicoa, Los Carpinteros or Tania Bruguera.
Spontaneous encounters with curators, collectors,
gallerists and museum trustees from all around the world
have been consolidating since the mid ‘90s, during the
biennials. At that time, the collapse of communist
countries, the scandal of the ‘rafters’ and the fashion for
the Buena Vista Social Club aroused interest in Cuban
emerging art, in what was and what wasn’t included in the
official shows.

The dynamics of the market had already been introduced
at an official level, during Clinton’s mandate. For this, it
was necessary to make certain ‘ideological adjustments’:
the prevailing conception of the art market as a form of
prostitution of creation had to be reconsidered.
The publication of Pintar como el sol pinta, a compilation
of texts by José Martí, brought to light some reflections
our ‘national hero’ made on the importance the market
had for the artist. There was also a call to observe the
relation of this man (who lived most of his life in the United
States) with the best of the North American intelligentsia.
A network of commercial (state) galleries and two auctions
were instituted at the time of the Bienal.
But even when the relation of the market to the nobility of
creation and to artistic quality was promptly solved, this
was not the case for the relation of nobility/ artistic quality
to ideology. What is politically acceptable, and what isn’t,
in contemporary Cuban art? The debate is intense and
plural, but it has found a very reduced space of diffusion.
With no internet access in most cases, the artistic
community of Havana projects itself through the state-run
intranet.
Hot news these days is the performance by Tania
Bruguera at the headquarters building of the Bienial.
The piece is part of a major series, Tattlin’s whisper,
that Bruguera presented in other countries before and
where, basically, the audience is protagonist by reacting
to certain hyperreal ‘keys’ which the artist offers.
In Havana, the piece makes direct reference to a famous
event in Cuban history. After the Triumph of the Revolution,
a white dove alighted on Fidel Castro’s shoulder during
his speech at Revolution Square when entering Havana
after the victory. From a podium stage, the public is
invited to deliver a one-minute speech with full freedom of
expression. A white dove is put on each speaker’s
shoulder; the public captures the moment with more than
200 cameras, previously distributed to them.
Dissidents made the most of the brief space of freedom,
with Yoani Sánchez, the blogger of ‘Generation Y’, saying
the internet is imposing itself as a fissure in Cuban
censorship. The comments made inside the piece
generate a jungle of opinions on the intranet. Espacio
Aglutinador, an independent artistic project in Havana,
insists on democracy and change. The Bienial organizers
blame the dissidents, “paid by agents of the American
government,” for taking advantage of Bruguera’s platform.
The Minister of Culture defends it as an accurate
expression of the policy of openness and flexibility of this
institution: “Cuba promotes a critical art, to defend
Utopia.”
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(opposite)
Declan Clarke
It was beautiful and terribly
sad, 2009
installation
photo Eugene Langan
courtesy the artist

There appears to be a wealth of artworks and films
focusing on terrorism in West Germany in the 1960s and
’70s. Joseph Beuys’ offer to guide Baader and Meinhoff
through Documenta 6 and Gerhard Richter’s BaaderMeinhof paintings of 1988 addressed it before the Iron
Curtain fell. Currently, Declan Clarke is engaging with this
topic in an installation that is making excellent use of the
Goethe Institut, Dublin, by including more of that institution’s
space in his exhibition than is usually the case, and
Andreas Bunte’s work Die letzten Tage der Gegenwart is
part of ev+a: reading the city. Why such recurrence?
Bunte juxtaposes late-Modernist architectural utopias in
their drabness with black-and-white photographs of an
apartment used by Red Army Faction (RAF) terrorists.
However, in black and white, that drabness, while it does
not glorify, is nevertheless stylish (what a nice, simple
standing lamp). The presence of screening technology
contemporary with what is shown also adds to the strange
lure: ‘obsolete’ technology has currency in contemporary
art practice – and rightly so: ‘old media’, one may hope,
can resist the amnesia of the spectacle. Indeed, the
work’s historical perspective motivates that choice.
However, nostalgia for the strong views of late Modernism
is not far, and a clear contextualization for the foreign
public is lacking – something that may lead to historical
imprecision and unintended political connotations.
Similar observations can possibly be made concerning
Clarke’s show also, although the Goethe Institut audience
is possibly better informed. The drabness of West
Germany (including the site where police shot a demonstrating student on 2 June 1967) is present in the film
shown in the gallery space, while the interview with an
unnamed leftist terrorist (a member of the June 2 group,
connected ideologically and in personnel to the RAF) links
the video showing the preparation of a petrol bomb in the
Goethe Institut’s attic with a smashed car (in the carpark
of the Merrion Square building, on its side as if used as a
barricade in a violent demonstration) and the display in the

library: a Marx portrait on the mantelpiece and a set of
slides created in the GDR1 to illustrate Marx’s life and
the history of Marxism, which is screened among the
bookshelves. Apart from in the tacky, hagiographic Marx
portrait, East Germany’s drabness (or ecological collapse)
is absent as a theme.
The Goethe Institut must be commended on its willingness to show a vast range of contemporary art practices,
including potentially controversial work. They have
previously confronted a German President with artwork
featuring images of anti-globalization protests. If any proof
was needed for Germany today being a democracy, this is
it. The police killing, however isolated or accidental it may
have been, which appears in the constellation as the
starting point and motivation for leftist terrorism, can and
should be criticized (and I wouldn’t know anyone,
including in the German government that funds Goethe
Institutes, who wouldn’t). According to the press text,
Clarke’s intention is to allude to the complexities of history
and address the “structural erasing of complex histories to
present a clear trajectory [which] conceals the complexity
of the past.” With a clear line drawn from the 2 June killing
to terrorist violence and the interviewee stating that he
was voting PDS, the successor of the East German state
party SED, while not disclosing that he had worked for
the Stasi.2 Some complexity is indeed revealed, but how
much? Is Clarke’s own trajectory not a little too clear?
Is this work not also participating in ‘structural erasing’?
As a culture, German people in general have (since the
1960s – and a 1968 commemoration exhibition was also
recently held at the Goethe Institut) assumed their
responsibility: they have eg seen as incumbent on
Germans to know (and teach) more about the Holocaust
than is the case in most countries. (Heinrich Böll wrote in
the 1960s of having to “pull teeth,” when Irish people
contended that Hitler can’t have been so bad if he built
motorways and fought the British.) Now, a German artist
in Limerick and an Irish one in the German cultural institute tackle leftist terrorism (and by extension how it was
fought at the time by a state that delighted in a smug
Economic Miracle self-image in the late ’50s and 1960s).
This is part of (leftist) history, should be known as the
more complex background for 1968 than what happened
on 2 June 1967 – and this is known. A critical view of
West German polarization during the Cold War and the
amnesia that was convenient then is largely consensual
territory. This is as it should be, and many artists (like
Joseph Beuys and Arte Povera) highlighted it early on.
Clarke adds very poignant elements to this knowledge
with the interview that reveals that the interviewee
has no regrets and that he is funded by his partner,
a professor, ie by the despised capitalist system that
he thus inadvertently again confirms to be capable of
accommodating dissent.
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But questions remain: are today’s leftist (artists’) causes
really being served by this current focus on terrorist
perspectives on the West German state and by showing a
portrait of Marx and a GDR slide set, by publishing the
pronouncement of the interviewee that he and his friends
were fighting for workers in parallel to the GDR – without
naming the Stasi? The choice of a topic already privileges
it in comparison with all other topics and historical
occurrences, however unheroic Andreas Bunte attempts
to be. In comparison, Declan Clarke tends more towards
the colourful, the lure of the spectacular, the turned-over
car and the petrol bomb.
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It would help the credibility of the Left, in my view, if it
(including artists in Germany and internationally) would
show itself to be interested in and informed about the
victims of the violence perpetrated in Marx’s name –
whether by the East German state, Stalin, or (less
alarmingly so) by a handful of West German terrorists.
What fundamentally motivates this choice of topic? Is one
to assume that the RAF and the GDR are now legitimate
models for anti-globalization protests – that anything will
do as a model for a critique of global capital? Such a
critique is timely and necessary but, writing as somebody
whose human rights were infringed by the GDR regime,
this does not seem to be differentiated or informed
enough.
Who is served by historically inaccurately portraying the
GDR as a somewhat compromised but nevertheless valid
social experiment and force against capital?3 Banalizing it
today is potentially dangerous: stated intentions do not
justify the means, especially when these from early on
defeated the regime’s own stated purpose. Some
examples of this danger can be found in Irish history, too.
Nostalgia for the East (‘Ostalgie’4) downplays the
importance of civil liberty, freedom of expression, justice
and democracy. It negates opposition in the name of
opposition. It especially seems to me counterproductive
in the context of art, as this would negate any usefulness
or role of art in exercising or fighting for freedom.
It may be valuable to show a parallel between the violent
means of leftist terrorists and the GDR state they admired
and aided from without – if this was Clarke’s intention –
but a petrol bomb does not seem to be the right metaphor
for this commonality: there is a marked difference
between the act of an individual police man and sustained
state terror, between state-sponsored (or in the GDR
state-inherent) violence and a criminal gang; the spectre
of recent dissident murders in Northern Ireland appears,
where again differentiation is necessary.
Instead of showing how a petrol bomb is made, it could
then be valuable for Clarke to expand on this body of work

in the future (and render it more historically complex, and
pertinent) by showing (in a similar re-enactment to the
petrol-bomb film) how an artist in East Germany designed
banners with eg “We are the People” on them and
smuggled them past their Stasi neighbours, ready to
pounce in the name of the ‘dictatorship of the proletariat’.
Another publication as sequel to the Goethe Institut
exhibition could then be an oral-history account of how
oppositional intellectuals – including especially leftist ones
and artists interested in human rights, social justice,
engagement, ecology, political empowerment and
democracy – experienced arrests, interrogations,
incarceration and death in East Germany. An interviewee
could report how dignified and peaceful demonstrations
(without upturned cars but with much artistic involvement)
finally defeated a totalitarian state. Further artwork could
show how the opposition exposed the hollowness of the
‘socialist’ terminology employed by the dictatorship and
learned to free itself from colonial (self-)censorship by
(re)appropriating the language of socialism and the social
as rightfully their own. I would be glad to make introductions
to enable such future work.
Art has under so many totalitarian regimes – and the East
German one was no exception – served as a means of
empowerment, with artists as the prime creators of
alternative visions. It escapes me why – faced with the
accomplished miracle of a successful, peaceful revolution
there5 and successful, credible peace work here – artists
should wish to relinquish their rightful place on the moral
and ethical high ground, in order to focus on the terrorists
that attempted to soil their record. Beuys and Richter did
not as yet have this positive image of opposition to work
on. If the positive tradition is given due respect in and
through art, it can have a constructive role also in
countering those – including Clarke’s interviewee – who
have chosen not to learn from that experience. By being
silent about this veritable tradition and by instead focusing
on violent opposition and spreading ‘Ostalgie’, does one
not inadvertently help the now democratically elected (and
thus self-inflicted) capitalist re-‘colonization’ of East
Germany in the last two decades?
At times when Irish artists like Clarke spend much time
in Berlin, the innocence that Böll encountered due to
geographical distance should not be valid any longer.
Zizek is also read here: in East Germany, “it was
impossible for the same person to combine three features:
conviction (belief in the official ideology), intelligence and
honesty. If you believed and were intelligent, you were not
honest; if you were intelligent and honest, you were not
a believer; if you were a believer and honest, you were not
intelligent.”5 Under the conditions of a dictatorship, one
had to decide where to compromise. But is it advisable for
artists to replicate such compromise here and now?
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Declan Clarke, Loneliness
in West Germany, curated
by Georgina Jackson,
Goethe Institut, 30 Merrion
Square Dublin, 30 January –
28 March 2009
Open ev+a 2009: reading
the city, curated by
Angelika Nollert and Yilmaz
Dziewior, various venues,
Limerick city, 14 March –
24 May 2009

1 ‘GDR’ stands for ‘German
Democratic Republic,’ or
East Germany.
2 ‘Stasi’ derives from
‘Ministerium für
Staatssicherheit’; it was the
nickname of the East German
secret police. For the
interviewee’s involvement see
http://de.wikipedia.org/wiki/
Till_Meyer; accessed March
2009.
3 The GDR craved hard
currency and went on to sell
people for it – people who
insisted on speaking their
minds – and their children,
like me, who they denied
education post Junior Cert
level.

4 ‘Ostalgie’ is formed from
‘Ost’ (‘east’) and ‘Nostalgie’
(‘nostalgia’). Colin Graham
refers to it in his recent
‘Troubles nostalgia’ essay in
The Vacuum’s current issue
(nr 42, March 2009, np).
He characterizes a sentiment
like ‘Ostalgie’ in two ways: as
taking the form of (capitalist)
commodification, and as a
sure sign that what it seeks
(or pretends to seek) to
reinstate is (reassuringly)
finally gone: neither appears
to be render it useful or
flattering as a point of
departure for leftist artists.
5 Slavoj Zizek, Welcome to the
desert of the real, London,
New York: Verso 2002, p 71

Dr Christa-Maria Lerm
Hayes is Head of
Research Graduate
School, Faculty of Art,
Design and the Built
Environment, University
of Ulster, Belfast.

Andreas Bunte
Die letzten Tage der Gegenwart
film projection and collages,
installation shot, former LIT
Limerick School of Art and
Design, George’s Quay
courtesy ev+a
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Hotel
London

November 2008
– January 2009

Duncan Campbell Bernadette
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(opposite)
Duncan Campbell
Bernadette
2008
video stills
courtesy the artist/ Hotel

In the central section of Bernadette,
Duncan Campbell concocts a history
of the period between the heyday
of the Northern Irish Civil Rights
movement and the aftermath of
Bloody Sunday through media
images of the nationalist MP
Bernadette Devlin. These images
fall for the most part into two modes.
Firstly interview footage from Irish,
British and US television, in which
the reasons for international interest
in this articulate, fashionable young
woman become clear. The other
mode of footage is more
spontaneous, composed of street
actions, snatched questions and
a palpable air of the pressure of
unfolding events. As the crisis
reaches its peak with Bloody
Sunday and its fallout, the rhythms
of the piece speed up and a clock
ticks ominously on the soundtrack.
The youthfulness of the faces
around Devlin in some of these
images is heartbreaking.
Campbell’s piece raises an immediate
paradox, though a productive one.
If we take Devlin as representing a
fleeting, half-forgotten kind of
politics, a subterranean current of
militant Marxist and feminist
republicanism that is nevertheless
critical of IRA violence, then
Bernadette gives us its secret
history, recovering a kind of activism
almost completely effaced by years
of atrocity, propaganda and willed
amnesia. On the other hand, our
access to these events as Campbell

provides them is, for the most part,
through the institutional filters of the
news media. In this way his film
dramatizes a tension central to the
retrieval of past radical or marginal
politics. Such projects of retrieval
are clearly necessary; however, by
their very nature the historical traces
of these movements are fugitive,
antithetical to the conventional
representational practices. By relying
on the mainstream media to capture
them we may also betray them.
It is salutary then that Campbell
complicates the central narrative of
his piece in four main ways. Firstly,
he is careful to include outtakes
and prelims, so that the interviews
are both defamiliarized and
contextualized. “There’s probably
someone standing on it,” says a
smiling Devlin on one occasion,
referring to the cable of a
malfunctioning light that is disrupting
her interview. At another point
Campbell shows us an interviewer
repeating a series of prepared
questions and listening back to
them, presumably for purposes of
later dubbing. In this way the
conventions and artificiality of the
format are exposed.
Secondly, the first few minutes
of the work consist of a kind of
overture which cuts together a
series of shots of Devlin with
lingering images of the stained
concrete on which her chair stands.
The floor, with its random patterns
of blots, scores and seepage implies
a notion of history as resistant
material trace rather than immediately
accessible scene. Likewise the rapid
cutting and concentration on
discrete sections of the body –
feet, hands, hair – work against any
grasp of the totality. The soundtrack,
a collage of extra-diegetic footsteps,
bells, laughter and birdcalls, adds
to this disorientation. Campbell also
chooses to accentuate his subject’s
bodily, affective responses to an
absent interlocutor: the widening of
an iris, minute shifts in position,

blinking eyes, smiles and gasps.
Here too the viewer is confronted
with a deliberately cryptic historical
record, one which draws on the
gnostic text of the body itself.
The closing section exacerbates
these earlier suggestions of narrative
resistance. It begins by drawing on
Devlin’s autobiography, where she
describes herself bitterly as “a mass
of flesh,” referring to her treatment
by the media. Campbell drops this
phrase into a voiceover
accompanying images of publicity
material for the book, The Price of
my soul, which was Devlin’s attempt
to wrest back control of her own
image from the media. Yet the end
of Campbell’s piece, with its use of
superimposition, abrupt fades and
almost abstract footage of sky, trees
and crows, creates a vertiginous
sense of the dissolution of identity
rather than its reclamation.
An increasingly elliptical voiceover
conjures up a sense of
marginalization and despair:
“No, it’s not the same. That’s not
the same. Saying I to yourself.
The same except you. Still here.
Not here exactly.” The staccato
phrasing, the simple diction and
constant repetition bring Beckett to
mind, and Campbell has made no
secret of the playwright’s influence
on his work. It is as if the kind of
subjectivity being explored here, one
that finds no purchase amongst the
mainstream discourses it thought it
could control, finds its analogue not
in the historical archive at all, but
only in the formal disjunctions of
classical modernism.
Conor Carville is lecturer
in English at Reading
University. His book –
The Ends of Ireland:
subjectivity, history,
theory – will be published
by Manchester University
Press in 2010.
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Lanchester Gallery
Coventry

January 2009

Bridget McLeer Isoli [cont.]
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(opposite)
Bridget McLeer
San Servolo drawings: Patients
2007
drawing, one of a set of nine, ink
on paper
courtesy the artist

another, asking how language
accumulates and loses meaning
over time, through circumstance
and how repetition can lessen,
strengthen and sometimes scramble
our attempts to communicate.
The words beginning with ‘Q’
develop a distinctly shaped silver
scar, while the ‘X’ words leave a
leaner, shorter stamp. As language
is made to stand up as drawings,
there is a strange sensation of all
the words we’ve ever uttered
adhered in the dense visual form of
an utterly unpackable gift.

One of the challenges of being
human, an individual that can also
belong to a collective, is learning the
balance between the desire for
isolation and the dangers of too
much of it. While Brigid McLeer
(an Irish artist living in London)
participated in a residency on the
San Servolo island in Venice, the
draw and downfall of becoming an
island crystallised in a stunning,
meticulous and eloquent series
called Isoli [cont.]. The ‘cont.’ can
stand for the continuation of this
quandary of resisting and longing for
solitude, as well as the contingency
that shapes her artistic practice.
Because islands have long been
enciphered as locations of exile,
escape, pleasure and punishment,
they have provided artists with a rich
trove of tropes and images. Using
drawings, etchings and video,
McLeer revives and reinvigorates this
metaphorical stash with a tender,
persistent endurance. In twenty-six
pencil drawings on black paper,
Concise Chambers, 2004 – 2009,
she inscribes each and every word
from a Concise Chambers
Dictionary, creating a word fossil
accrued in the centre of each sheet,
the word ‘chambers’ of course,
invoking the heart’s steady work
behind each painstaking lettering.
Taken from a 1995 edition given to
McLeer for her twenty-first and
inscribed by her sister as ‘four years
late’, McLeer’s vertical dictionary
layers each word on top of one

Much of the obsessively repetitive
work currently being produced
exudes a narrowing of emotional and
spiritual focus – a kind of narcissistic
withholding that is about personal
safety and containment. We may
admire the technical virtuosity,
but there is often little or no
transformative expansiveness.
In McLeer’s sequence of nine
drawings, Patients: San Servolo
drawings, 2007, the images become
moving memorials to several of the
many inmates who died in the
psychiatric unit on the island. Drawn
on a paper of midday Mediterranean
summer turquoise, each name –
Gaetano, Luigi, Giovanni, Francesco,
etc, is encircled by thin rings of
lines, which trace each week the
patient spent in the hospital.
To retrieve and honour their
loneliness, fear and despair with the
gentlest of embracing contours,
restores them to a human island,
a margined mountain, a named
gemstone. That each man McLeer
chose from the archives died in
1900, the year Freud’s Interpretation
of dreams established psychoanalysis, adds a sorrowful poignancy to
this extraordinarily compassionate
work.
A linking video Isola: incontro, (110
minutes), 2007, and a huge charcoal
drawing of the same title were produced at the large, ornate metal gate
that once brought the patients to the
hospital from the lagoon. As the day

moved its shadows sideways across
the floor, McLeer knelt to outline the
water and sun stains that travelled
before her. Over six hours, she
inscribed the body’s labour to greet
the light and let it pass. The gate
and the hospital are no longer in
use, but the gateway continues to
absorb and dissolve the sunlight,
regardless, as it once admitted and
released the patients. The video is
slowed down and inverted, giving
the impression that McLeer,
insect-like, is painting a medieval
fresco on the ceiling, clinging by her
bare hands and feet. It brings to
mind the stark and restorative work
of poet Paul Celan and the quatrain
he once wrote: “Voices from the
path through nettles:/ Come to us
on your hands./ Alone with your
lamp,/ Only your hand to read.”
Like a painting on water that moves
the arching bars of the gate, these
pitiful confines are transmuted into
something else by McLeer’s
meditative enactment. The resultant
drawing hangs its vast dial on a
nearby wall, the loops of the tide
and the diagonal of the sun’s
shadow recalling a looser, enlarged
and more joyful version of the
drawings by Henri Michaux. In this
threshold between sanity and
madness, McLeer’s work is not an
abdication but a fulfilment of the self.
Overall, Isoli [cont.] is a show that
holds short of easy seduction; its
cohering intelligence and delight
in willing endurance are bleak,
nourishing and profound.
Cherry Smyth is a critic,
curator and poet.
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c Gemma Carroll

Triskel Arts Centre
Cork

January – February
2009

.

Ciara Moore The ivory tower project
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(opposite)
Ciara Moore
The Ivory tower project
2009
installation shot, Triskel
courtesy the artist

The thematic story that underlies and
anchors this exhibition took place off
the coast of Co Wexford in 1871.
A ship, chartered from San
Francisco to Liverpool, sank off Hook
head, its contents were washed
ashore. The locals found what they
believed to be elephant tusks and
integrated the ivory into walls and
buildings, most notably using the
tusks to hang their fishing nets.
Folklore developed around these
bizarre events and, as time passed,
tales of ghostly and animal sounds
emanating from the sea were
amalgamated into an event now
narrated as both fact and fiction.
Later, it emerged that the tusks
were actually walrus tusks.
Integrating both the historical and
mythic qualities of this event, Ciara
Moore extends it to encompass
notions of death, dying, haunting,
sound waves, the animalistic and the
humane.
Underbelly (Leipzig, 2008, 8min
40sec) is projected in the first
gallery. Long before what lies
beyond the curtain can be
determined, the undifferentiated
noise invokes a flight-not-fight
sensation; however, a pulsing
rhythm soon emerges from the
mess of sounds, which to the ear
summons multiple connotations –
frantic heartbeats, stampeding
animals, thunder, animal calls, primal
drumming rituals…

In the darkened room, the images
presented on screen are not
immediately decipherable. As the
shots shift, you realise the scene is
underwater, then fragments of a
body are seen, an animal body, soon
it is identified as an elephant, a
female elephant. Arguably, the process
of viewing the work echoes the
process of the drowning it depicts:
the initial flight sensation and unease
created by the visual and audio give
way to a calm, haunting immersion.
In the next gallery are Underbelly:
oscilloscope (2007), The Hook
(Ireland, 2009, 10min), and Chair
in William Smith O’Brien’s cottage
(Maria Island, Tasmania, 2008,
4min 23sec). As the title suggests,
the first work is an oscilloscope and
can be directly related back to
Underbelly. The oscilloscope, with
its association with the infrasound
navigation system of ships, planes
and submarines, and heart and pulse
monitors, attracts interest into its
function and read-out, but
Underbelly: oscilloscope only
becomes an engaging piece in
relation to Unberbelly, the story of
the ivory towers, and the exhibition
catalogue. As an object viewed in
its own right, or even in relation to
the space and other art works it is
displayed with, it falls flat.
The Hook, located in the middle of
the room, is a sped-up projection of
a lighthouse at night shining its light
as it rotates in a circle. The title more
than likely references Hook Head
where the walrus tusks were washed
up in 1871, while the catalogue talks
about lighthouses being deliberately
tampered with and ulterior lights
being positioned along the coast to
cause shipwrecks. A hook can be
envisioned as a seductive force that
drags something in, or a support;
however, in this instance I find either
conception of the word hard to
consolidate with the banal repetition
on screen.

The most successful work is the
room is Chair in William Smith
O’Brien’s cottage. Whilst it does
employ the same direct references
to the story of the ivory towers,
it evokes a strong sense of presence
through absence. The signs of
dereliction, the cobwebs, dust, and
dandelion whispers, the changing fall
of light and shadow, all illustrate the
long stretch of time since this room
has been inhabited. The empty chair
as a trope for bodily presence is well
established in art-historical terms,
but its archetypal associations are
wielded well by Moore to create a
delicate, haunting video in which
your presence as viewer only
emphasises the absence on screen.
In the last gallery are three more
works: The Clearing (Tasmania
2008, 4min), Transmission
(Tasmania 2008, 5min), and
Ectoplasm (Tasmania 2008, found
wombat mandible and seaweed).
The title, The Clearing, coupled with
the scene being projected on my
entry of a young boy violently
slashing the long grass around him
with a staff-like instrument, initially
reminded me of the sluicing of hay
during harvest. However, the
staff-like instrument is simply a long
stick, there is no hook or blade at
the end; whatever the child is
clearing it is not the grass. Again,
as in Underbelly, it is the combination of the audio and visual that give
this piece its substance.
Accompanying this film is an audio
of the sounds of nature, on one level
not unlike the calming cassettes
used for meditation and sleep;
it includes birdsong, whistles of the
wind, rustling of leaves, the crunch
of grass, and thunder. The brain
quickly interprets some sounds as
being odd, exaggerated, too loud or
artificial, but it is hard to pinpoint the
quality of the audio that invokes
unease; all that can be said is it is
not right.
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Approaching Ectoplasm, this uneasiness does not dissipate. Like the
fishermen in CoWexford hanging
their nets from walrus tusks, here the
mandible is used as a hook for the
seaweed. Like the chair, the mandible
is a remnant of life; however, unlike
the chair, the organic remains
unquestionably denote death.
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Transmission, another video work, is
the last piece in this exhibition. The
style is similar to Chair in William
Smith O’ Brien’s cottage; however,
the location is now exterior. Focusing
on the spider’s web as her key motif,
Moore seems to have captured a
web that never ends. She delicately
follows multiple different webs
throughout the woodland setting,
from their centres to their extremities,

using the suture of film to prevent the
viewer from seeing any disjuncture or
breakage. Again, there is the image
of whispers of dandelion flutters
caught in the grasp of the web.
In the catalogue a quote from
Alexander F Chamberlain describes
how blowing the seeds of the mature
dandelion can send love across the
winds, but throughout my childhood
I always knew the flutter of dandelions
as the bearer of wishes.
The power in Moore’s work lies in her
simultaneous use of the auditory and
the visual. In terms of the embodied
experience of the viewer in a gallery
or exhibition space, as well as the
immediate and sustained engagement it supports, Underbelly is the
highlight of The Ivory tower project.

Gemma Carroll is studying
for her Masters in modern
and contemporary art in
University College Cork.

Ciara Moore
The Ivory tower project
2009
installation shot, Triskel
courtesy the artist
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c Slavka Sverakova

Catalyst Arts
Belfast

20 February 2009
18:00 – 20:00

.

The performance collective
(below left)
Amanda Coogan
Every woman
(below right)
Michelle Browne
Rite of passage
both photos Catherine Devlin
courtesy the artists/ Bbeyond

In one space, simultaneously, six
performances competed for my
attention for two hours. At first, each
performer started and stayed in one
area. Later, when the Bbeyond
crowd arrived, the migratory urge of
three of the performers increased.
The viewers split up into groups and
stared in one direction at a time, as
if captive of a screen or a stage.
A prevailing habitual behaviour did
not completely inhibit the chance
encounters, when attention
wandered from one performance to
another. Seiji Shimoda insisted once

that a performance is a process of
rendering numerous images of the
performer: “the audience sees us as
the different entities we have
become” (see The Third Nippon
International Performance Art
Festival, nd, p 3). To dissolve one’s
identity presupposes replacement of
normal limits of behaviour and
thinking by fragile, yet alluring and
dangerous openness, ambiguity and
indeterminacy – a state described
well in neurological psychology and
anthropology as liminality.
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Michelle Browne worked on the
theme Rite of passage. Arnold van
Gennep (1873 – 1957) proposed a
threefold structure of rites of passage:
separation/ transition/ re-incorporation. Browne intentionally enabled
the first two stages: “I created a high
table as I wanted to reference the
domestic but I also wanted there to
be a sense of danger in my position
on it…I wanted the audience…to be
intimately connected to my cleaning
of the blood…In touching the ceiling
I wanted to create a sense of
restriction…” (e-mail to me, 26
February 2009). Vulnerable yet
strong, wet and bloody yet silent,
with her bare feet she crushed
eggshells filled with blood, which
she then mopped up with her body
and dress. The story of a selfsacrificed maiden (eg Antigone by
Sophocles) has surfaced in
European art often in periods of
state oppression, which makes this
performance significant for now and
here.
The Aristotelian unity of place, time
and character defined two more
performances. Amanda Coogan
reclined on a hard, rectangular, white
‘chaise longue’ or ‘sarcophagus’
with a luxurious head support at one
end. A stylised drawing of a Sheelana-gig on glass was attached at one
end. Positioning her mouth at the
cut-out orifice, Coogan hauntingly,
with long pauses, whispered words
like “anything you want, baby, I’ll do
it.” The title every woman (2009)
has the appearance of a statement;
however, the durational performance
shifted it to a question – “every
woman?” – particularly, when her dry
mouth could not produce a sound
any more. During the last phase,
Coogan knelt as if in need of relief.
An unapologetically authoritative
style and precisely carved character
did not shy away, paradoxically, from
both distress and beauty.

Dominic Thorpe’s Drawing words
had him stand at the white wall for
two hours, writing simultaneously
‘EASY TO FORGET’ with his left
hand and ‘HARD NOT TO
REMEMBER’ with the right hand.
Once he completed the two sentences in two columns, he returned
to the beginning and wrote over the
drawn letters, decreasing their
legibility. Now and then, one or both
hands stopped moving as his
attention lost its bearings. Brief
moments of weariness tinged with
amazement before continuing connect
this performance with the myth of
Sisyphus, specifically by the lucid
recognition of transforming ‘plight’
into ‘victory’. After a whole century of
relativism and reprimands for elitism,
Thorpe’s art aspires to greatness.1
In attempts to satisfy a hunger for
artistic values, the hunger that we
would rather not do without, the
performance artists adopt strategies
from other disciplines, eg cooking,
acting, ballet, theatre, politics,
anthropology, cognitive neurology,
music, to name but the few. In turn
they face a task of mastering a range
of skills.
Alex Conway stretched his Wrong
eyes over a multitude of items
(I counted 21), overlaid with
movement, shaving, sound, making
legs for a table from bits of wood
and tape, sitting in a black chair or at
the smoke machine, with recorded
spoken texts. As ‘Homo Faber’ he
kept the overall meaning obscured
by fragmentation. He switched on
and off the electric bulb attached to
his head, and the tape recorder
taped to his left arm. There were
some truly enjoyable episodes like
his breathing through a mouth
recorder before he spat it out,
evoking Marsyas with Athena’s
aulos. When he stood outside the
window, I could not hear whether
there was a sound, although some
‘pick-ups’ were installed on the
glass.

Frances Mezzetti started In the
shadow of the ram by gently
exercising behind a curtain. She
later emerged, developing work in a
greater part of the gallery, exercising,
walking backwards and forwards
with a wheelbarrow containing
bricks, cloths and a black-ink
container, which became a tool for a
penultimate vignette, when she drew
with a bamboo pole a ram’s skull on
an outstretched curtain. In between,
there were numerous changes: she
built a small wall with the bricks,
cleared the dust from her clothes,
wore a brick on her head. She
shared ribbons of a large orange
cloth with a handful of observers.
She built simple structures with the
bamboo poles, they fell down, she
built again, she put the ram’s skull
on her head, etc. Her elegant body
movement and calm appearance in
black attire and high heels had the
task of connecting the vignettes
together. As for the duration:
“For me it depends on the site and
the connection with the space, and
the materials that present themselves.”
(e-mail 27 February 2009)
Her trust in responsiveness reminds
me of Fluxus. The late Dick Higgins
proposed (Statement on Intermedia,
1966) that the central problem was
not only learning how to use the
tools which offered impact, but what
to use them for. At that time, he
singled out the need to unite against
the dangerous forces in the world
and to use the tools to highlight
what we cared about. Those two
needs motivated Pauline Cummins.
In Sound the alarm 2, she set up a
‘kitchen corner’ with a TV set and
video camera. The video played a
tape of frying bread figures in a pan
(a sequence from Sound the Alarm
1, 2007, Mermaid Arts Centre, Bray,
Co Wicklow). She sounded an alarm
and emptied a packet of sliced bread
on the floor. At different times she
pushed a squeaking serving trolley
or cut out figures from bread, frying
them in oil on a portable cooker.
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The squeaks she interpreted as
suppressed cries of children, and
fried bread as “these little cut-out
babies” (e-mail 26 February 2009).
It made me think how unstable the
intended theme of care for children
became when Cummins angrily
threw a breadboard on the floor or
unrolled the baking paper onto the
floor, or distributed sliced bread and
fried figures on it. She weakened
the intended metaphor further by
offering fried bread figures to the
viewers as food. In a convincing
transformation, towards the end,
a triangle of bread pressed onto
her face became a ‘fixed smile’,
a grimace, directed both to
the installation and to the public.
The tentative grotesque was
afforded through Cummins’s ability
to improvise.
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All six performances tested the
power of change to increase
consciousness. With one exception
(Thorpe), the duration did not match
their capacity for achieving it.
The issue of knowing (not wanting)
when to end a performance has
been widely neglected, even at international and prestigious festivals.

1 Greatness, in my view, applies
to qualities that make something interesting and worthwhile as a resource for freedom and authenticity of
thought and feeling. Style and
persona often define greatness. It has to do with the
idea that artists should aspire
to make work ‘exquisite in its
kind’.

Slavka Sverakova is a
writer on art.

(bottom left)
Francis Mezzetti
In the shadow of the ram

(bottom right)
Dominic Thorpe
Drawing words

(top right)
Alex Conway
Wrong eyes

all photos: Catherine Devlin
courtesy the artists/ Bbeyond
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c Gemma Tipton

Thisisnotashop
Dublin

January – February
2009

.

Wendy Judge Works of the world
united more… great works
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(opposite)
Wendy Judge
Works of the world united
more…great works
2009
installation shot
courtesy Thisisnotashop

Conspiracy theories aren’t what
they used to be. With the advent
of Google Earth, not much can
remain hidden behind high walls or
in no-go areas. On the other hand,
as conspiracy theorists would
doubtless point out, how do we
know the images we are seeing are
what they purport to be? How do
we know they are not something
else entirely, displaced, disguised in
an online piece of satellite-cumPhotoshop misdirection?
Online satellite views, whether
Photoshopped or not, now allow the
casually browsing and the diligently
curious to gain a sense of exploration
of such formerly hidden zones as
Area 51, the US Military base in the
Nevada desert. This is the place
where, some would tell you, the first
Moon landing was faked, where alien
bodies from the Roswell incident
were examined, and their UFOs
reverse-engineered. But looking at
something is not the same as seeing
it for what it really is, of course; and
it is as unlikely that there is usefully
authentic information to be gained
from Area 51 aerial views as it is
that those participating in guided
tours of the Sellafield Visitor
Experience are getting a first-hand
education on how a controversial
nuclear reprocessing plant actually
functions.
Wendy Judge’s strategy for such
secret zones is to re-create them
from the imagination. This involves

drawing, models, uncannily
atmospheric photographs of models,
and commissioned texts. In her
installation at Thisisnotashop, a
model of the Browns Ferry Nuclear
Plant in Alabama (site of a major fire
and near-meltdown in 1975) sweeps
along one side of the gallery. The
model is made from a deliberately
rough drawing, propped up on
slender legs and mounted at waist
height along the wall. Box-like
models of buildings punctuate the
drawing. We are evidently not to
mistake this work for an attempt to
accurately represent the ‘real thing’,
and yet what it does do is draw
attention to the existence of, and
impossibility of accurately representing the ‘real thing’, given the levels of
secrecy that surround the plant.
Yes, you can see photographs on
the internet, but (without wishing to
appear paranoid) they are no more
informative of reality than Judge’s
drawing and model.
As with all artworks engaged with
the representation of something real
(even if that ‘real’ is hidden), a
response to Judge’s models and
drawings (another is of Fylingdales
Ballistic Missile Early Warning
Station on the Yorkshire Moors in
the UK) raises questions about the
nature of physicality, representation
and the limits of observation. Judge’s
models of these sites are not those
copies of reality, distorted to appear
even more lifelike, that philosophers
from Plato to Nietzsche to
Baudrillard have described as
attempting to convince audiences
and viewers of their ‘reality’ (and in
Baudrillard’s case, to ultimately
replace the ‘real’ with themselves).
While some of the photographs in
her accompanying publication,
Wendy Judge: collected views of
great works from the 20th century,
have that tantalising quality of ‘could
they really be real?’, the landscapes
of her models are not simulacra.1
Rather, they are place-holders for
thought and ideas. The interaction

does not lie in confronting the
actuality of a place (Browns Ferry),
but in recognising that the progression of a lay understanding of these
places is inevitably more an act of
imagination than a logical processing
of reliable information.
The works in this exhibition call
attention to the difficulties of
representation without possession of
all the ‘facts’. They also underline the
dual impossibilities of representing
these secret sites – in that ‘we’
cannot know enough to show them
as they are, at the same time as
‘they’ cannot hide everything from us
in the face of rumour, writing, story,
history, conspiracy theory,
photography, satellite imagery and
artists electing to create scale
models to exhibit in galleries.
Contrasting with the roughly
executed lines of Judge’s models,
intricacy and delicacy is instead
reserved for a set of pencil drawings
– of smoke, and quarry scenes.
The models are the second
manifestation of a sequence, which
began at The Return, at the Goethe
Institut in Dublin, in 2008, and the
drawings are a point of departure for
a new series of work in progress,
and which will be the third exhibition
in this trilogy.
1 Unless it is in the sense
described by Gilles Deleuze, in
his reading of simulacra as
“those systems in which different relates to different by
means of difference itself,” and
by which he proposes that the
privileged position of accepted
narratives can be challenged
and overturned – Gilles
Deleuze, Difference and repetition, trans Paul Patton,
Columbia University Press,
Columbia, 1968, p 299.

Gemma Tipton is a writer
and critic on art and architecture based in Dublin.
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Sandra
Johnston

The Third Space
Belfast

January – February
2009

Breathing
backwards
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(opposite)
Sandra Johnston
Breathing backwards II (detail
from triptych)
courtesy the artist

Sandra Johnston’s exhibition of
drawings, Breathing backwards in
The Third Space, Belfast, presents
both an understated and a quietly
contemplative space for the viewer.
Dense matrices of marks, some
created on the backdrop of formal
grid structures, are the result of
meticulous documentation. Many of
the drawings were made while
walking a circular route near her
home. The drawings highlight the
artist’s painstaking effort at capturing
a moment, a place, and her
relationship to it. The drawings are
like a shorthand of her experience,
an effort to mark the relationship
between the here and now and what
lies ahead.
Johnston is best known for her
performance practice in which she
explores notions of time, action and
the body. Her drawing presents
similar concerns and can give us an
insight into the process with which
she might also approach the
performance work. I was reminded
of her 2003 performance The Space
of a chair, where over the course of
17 hours she marked out the space
she could exist in around a chair
without moving from it. The duration
of the work is significant in that it
challenges the body’s capacity to
act and relate to space over time.
It reveals the fragility of our body and
subsequent fugitive experience of
space. Of performance Johnston has
said, “In live performance, you can

make an audience aware of time and
of the temporality of the work: you
can make them appreciate that this
circumstance is going to collapse,
that this circumstance is only here
for a precious few moments”1
Johnston’s drawing seems to
approach the same end. Through
the drawings she is delineating time,
marking out her movements in her
experience of the moment.
The works presented are only a
small selection of a vast body of
drawing that the artist produces as
part of this process of understanding
time and space. The drawings, in
their intricacy and detail, the allusion
to figures in the distance, to text and
marks that ascribe meaning to that
which is seen, attempt to create an
individual language or mode of
expressing from which to present
her experience. Johnston speaks of
the Buddhist notion of action, which
is broken down into three elements:
intention, doing and reflection.
These drawings present her intention
to “pin down what is observed,” the
action of mark-making over time, and
the reflection in the looking and
decision-making – what marks to
make, when the work is finished and
ultimately if the work has
approached a truth or a document of
this experience.
As is the aim with meditation, the
works’ focus on the moment and
being fully present is also at the core
of her endeavour. As the title of the
exhibition suggests, the artist is
creating a meditative space of
contemplation. Using breath as a
measure or marker of time but also
as a powerful meditative tool, she is
delving into the core of her own
body and presence. Breathing
backwards seems to imply an
inhalation, when you have exhaled
completely and are compelled to
suck in oxygen to keep yourself alive.
In the same way, Johnston is
drawing in all that is around her;
having cleared her mind of all else,
she compulsively inhales each detail;

the memories that are evoked, the
changes in her body, each element
is documented in a line, a dot, a
squiggle.
Drawing in this case is the research
and the life blood of an art practice
that then moves beyond the page.
The grids present in the drawings
seem to attempt an ordering of this
experience. Those that move beyond
this structure seem to burst from the
page, with all of the chaos and
effervescence of life. John Berger
wrote, “for the artist drawing is
discovery.”2 Johnston brings us on a
voyage of discovery of experience,
of a private and intimate moment
with space and time.
1 Interview between Sandra
Johnston and Janine Mathieu,
in J Mathieu and J Eyes,
Heres and nows; on
exchanges and relationships in
performance art, NCAD thesis
No.3516
2 John Berger, ‘The basis of all
painting and sculpture is
drawing’, in J Savage (ed),
Drawing text, 2001, Cork,
Occasional Press

Michelle Browne is an
artist, curator and writer
based in Dublin.

73

CIR73483 Circa128 txt:circa-master-2009- 19/05/2009 03:30 Page 74

c Jessica Foley

Pallas Contemporary
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Peter O’Kennedy Situation
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(opposite)
Peter O’Kennedy
Situation
2009
installation shot
courtesy the artist

I pay a visit to an unlikely cinema.
Nestled into the narrow elongation
of Pallas Contemporary Projects, the
large screen and surround sound
merge with authentic cinema-theatre
seating, providing an atmospheric
and ritualized space for viewing
and hearing. Surprised by the transformation of the interior, through the
muted light thrown into the space by
the screen, I take my seat. It is quiet.
The air is still – the screen is bright
and displays a familiar TV scene –
couch, coffee table, picture frames,
newspapers, stairway, cushion,
blanket, fabric of home. I sit and
I watch and all keeps still. I wait.
A rumbling emergent sound erupts
around me – cacophonous – my
stomach lunges and rises, taken
upon the crest of it, my blood pulses
harder, adrenalin released from
fright. And all goes quiet – the
monstrous sound subsides.
My mind races to build the logic of it
and relate the stimuli of scene and
sound. Alert now, and prepared for
more, I wait once more. The sound
recurs – in different order, a slow
murmur rippling towards a
crescendo – dulled and worn,
echoes in a groove; I realize these
sounds are voices, and what’s more,
they are laughing.

In the mid 1950s, when Charles
Douglass developed his Laff Box,
a machine similar to a synthesizer
or piano keyboard, his invention
revolutionized TV production by
freeing producers from the
constraints of the studio and its live
audience. The Laff Box, produced
by Douglass to simulate precise
audience responses and cut from
original sound tracks recorded in
studio, effectively took the place of
the audience within the studio.
I decide to stay in this odd cinema
a little longer, though the sounds
go through me. I feel as though
invisible. The gaze is all machine –
I am not needed here in this place.
The peels of laughter wash over me.
The imperceptible players on screen
deny me any access to the joke.
The laughs ebb on, though it seems
there’s nothing to laugh at – a mix
of male and female, sometimes
giggling, sometimes snorting out,
gasping for breath with glee.
Squeals and screams bleating out in
response to technological ghosts?
The earliest samples recorded of live
audience laughter are said to have
been made during Marcel Marceau’s
North American tour around 1955/
56. The only sound in the theatre
was that created by the audience
while Marceau performed silently
for them. Some of these samples,
amongst others from The Red
Skelton show, were adopted by
Douglass for his Laff Box machine.
From the vociferous and hysterical
to the subtle and idiosyncratic, the
laughs borrowed from the audiences
of the ’50s were played through the
’60s and ’70s and on into the
present day. They have been
assembled and DJed into live
audience responses as ‘sweeteners’
(such as during the Oscars) or
arranged straight as ‘laff’ tracks to
footage. (In a way the Douglass
‘canned laughs’ have become the
laughs of the dead.1)

I think of leaving, though the static
scene compels me to stay – what if
at any moment the vision is broken
by the entrance of a body? What
if suddenly the figures fade in and
I miss it? Can I leave the soundaudience to it, laughing in my place
at a joke that I’m not sure I
understand anyway? After some
time, I make my move to leave – the
laughs roll on behind me, and as
I pull the door closed I feel a
bittersweet release. Caught between
the affectiveness of the installation,
the immersive nature of it, and the
undeniably passive role which I was
induced to fill in it, the cinematic
appearance of Situation combined
with the televisual (and theatrical)
language of the empty set left me
feeling paradoxically absent and yet
implicated at the same time.
Robert Pfaller writes about the
concept of ‘interpassivity’ as the
inverse of interactivity, in relation
to artworks (where the interactive
artwork is one which ‘waits’ for the
observer to make some creative
activity which will complete it):

The artwork, then,
would already
be more than
finished. Not only
no activity, but
also no passivity
would have to be
added to it.
Observers would
be relieved from
creating as well as
from observing.
The artwork would
be an artwork that
observes itself.
2
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Slavoj Zizek writes about this also,
using the Lacanian example of the
Greek Chorus – “You are then
relieved of all worries, even if you
do not feel anything, the Chorus will
do so in your place” – but also using
the example of canned laughter in
TV sitcoms:

... the Other –
embodied in the
television set... –
is laughing instead
of us. So even if,
tired from a hard
day’s stupid work,
all evening we did
nothing but gaze
drowsily into the
television screen,
we can say afterwards that objectively, through the
medium of the
other, we had a
really good time.
3

This interpassive cinema, which
O’Kennedy sets up in Situation, is
one which draws on these notions of
the passive observer, the delegating
observer, the observer who gives up
her responsibility to engage and
respond to the medium of the Other.
However, in this case it is not simply
a question of sitting down, switching
on and letting go after a “hard day’s
stupid work”; this is not a nihilistic
affair of the so-called postmodern
human. This is an art installation
which transfers the interpassive
potential of television to a
representation of a cinema within
an art gallery. Situation in a way
undercuts the notion of interpassivity
by drawing attention to its
characteristics. The bittersweet of it
all is reinforced by the fact that the
audience, the observer, seems hardly
necessary – it’s as if the viewer is
surplus to requirement, a mere token
– the artwork is infinitesimally
observing itself, and having a pretty
good laugh at the same time.

1 Ben Glenn, interview, sourced
at http://www.andheresthekicker.com/ex_ben_glenn.php
(accessed 22 April 2009)
2 Robert Pfaller , ‘Little
gestures of disappearance –
interpassivity and the theory of
ritual’, Journal of European
psychoanalysis, Number 16,
Winter – Spring 2003, at
http://www.psychomedia.it/jep
/number16/pfaller.htm
(accessed 22 April 2009)
3 Robert Pfaller, ‘Interpassivity
and misdemeanors: the
analysis of ideology and the
Zizekian toolbox’, International
journal of Zizek studies

Jessica Foley is a
writer, teacher and artist,
currently based in Dublin.
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Four
Ciara Finnegan
Language acquisition in young
mMales (Part 1)
2008
video still, three-channel
configuration in HD
courtesy the artist

single

works

The luxury of not reviewing a whole
exhibition reminds me of visiting the
Alte Pinakothek in Munich to see
Altdorfer’s Battle of Issus (1529)
only. Such an encounter with a
single work offers solemn emotions
in front of a supreme achievement
that has power to inspire.
In A Visit to bad ems, 2008, Dougal
McKenzie1 offers a word play2 and a
clever and softly ironic composition
of a corner of an apartment.
Its fin-de-siècle throbbing tonality
and its reference to the Spa Ems
incident that led France to declare
war on Germany, the so-called
Franco-Prussian war in 1870, make
it a historical painting. The meeting
of persons from different periods in
one room evokes a surrealist legacy.
Numerous wonders of unexpected
connections make this painting
significant. The painter credits
Googling, PhotoShopping and

of

art

reading as sources: “… my process
extends out to any other reference
that may provide me with the right
sort of image. It can be quite an
indiscriminate process, and it’s fine,
I think, to have some joggers from
the Boston Marathon in 1986 running
past the old Bellevue entrance to
Belfast Zoo, or some characters
from a Woody Allen film turning up
at Eduard Manet’s apartment.”3
The cobweb of surfaces dissolves
some forms into an amorphous
mass, while clearly articulating some
others. That’s how memory works,
how history is constructed. The
colours and some of the historical
references pull the meaning towards
the context of declaring war because
of pride and spin. The way a hue
vacates its form for another (eg gold
and purple on the chandelier) opens
a possibility for philosophical
thought and moral judgement.
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The historical and philosophical
intersect: the cognitive function of
history is habitually weak, an
invention is recalled more precisely.
The madness of the war, of sieges at
Sedan, Metz and Paris, made it
impossible for the French Army to
communicate with the rest of the
country. Their pharmacist invented
a postal service by making balloons
from tracing paper sprayed by
varnish. McKenzie painted balloons
behind two of the windows of the
room, in which two seated figures
are holding something similar to a
chat show. Fragile and deformed,
the seated woman (an interviewer?)
rests her emaciated arm not in the
direction of the green cadaverous
hand of ‘Manet’ opposite.
No handshakes possible or
attempted. Do they think of the war?
Of the Salon des Réfusés?
The paint melts in blobs and tears,
evoking forces beyond any history,
while becoming the only history on
view.
Would you take your shoes off to
see a work of art? I have – twice, at
the Venice Biennale. For sounding
out space(3), the Swedish artist
Tobias Sternberg (based in London)
transformed the front part of the
small gallery at PS2 into a red tunnel
with climbing teddy bears, crushed
velvet curtains and wooden stairs. To
enter, you had to leave your shoes
outside. From a small window above
the door, a girl lowered a basket to
keep them safe. After entering the
gallery, a huge red bulk of an installation/ sculpture offered a crawl into
the passage leading up to a stage at
window level. It is all about door,
Sternberg wrote: “… a lot of doors
go unnoticed. In our imagination,
doors are significant, since they lead
to something new. A hidden world or
exciting experience has to be
entered into, preferably through a
mysterious door that first needs to
be found and then unlocked…since
you cannot enter the door inside my
head, I have decided to build it… it
will try to subvert your world view.”4

Tall order. Something else happens.
The door leads to a fairytale world,
evoking stories like Down the rabbit
hole or the wardrobe in Narnia, or
even the biblical story of Jonah. The
uncomfortable beginning is soon
replaced by a luxurious sensual feast
of touching velvets and seeing
numerous tiny lights that help you to
see the coathangers which, like a
spine of that whale, hold a part of
the tunnel in a position. After the
hedonist tactile journey an emergence on a platform with curtains
formed from plaster painted red
brings you back to the cold public
world; the street is just on the other
side of the glass.
The installation facilitates an
interaction, where the visitor is both
a performer and the recipient of the
art experience.
All you need is curiosity to visit
Flat 4. Peter Surginor just finished
his two weeks at the ‘residence’,
a project run since October 2008
by Sinéad and Sighle BhreathnachCashell in a flat offered by the
SHAC housing association for
making art. The flat serves for work
and living, and for exhibiting the
results – in Surginor’s case, a Ghost
nite, pottery workshops and the Tea
party finale. His statement reveals
what he expects his art to do for
others: “My work has a political
consciousness, I often appropriate
or imitate existing objects, by
subverting their ingrained connotations…[my work] is gently
aggressive, in that it has polite
aesthetic, which I use to mask its
confrontational nature…”
The co-existence of the two attitudes
mirrors his bitter recognition that
terrorist acts may be planned in a
domestic setting, with a cup of tea
in hand. His sensitivity led him to
alter a huge letter H, erected once
by Sinn Féin in memory of the
hunger strikers in his community:
“…I felt this was a political device to
mark the community as theirs and to

open old wounds… I painted my
granny’s china pattern using paint
and gold leaf…in the middle of the
day.”
In Flat 4, Surginor displayed castles
constructed from pink sweet waffles,
guarded by toy soldiers, some
behind defences made of used tea
bags. Real teacups, a teapot in the
shape of a handgrenade, cakes
and sandwiches mingle with the
porcelain guns nonchalantly leaning
against the saucers. Butterflies are
coming out of one instead of bullets.
All the rooms of the flat were used
as exhibition spaces. In addition, the
pottery wheel in the bathroom was
the physical reminder that this was
not just an ordinary tea party.
Ciara Finnegan ‘found’ Oscar five
years ago on e-bay. The doll was
suitably neutral, allowing the artist to
form his character: “I found it quite
different from character
acting…where if done well the ‘self’
vanishes into the created character,
because in ventriloquism one must
maintain both consistency of the
character ‘self’ and consistency of
the character ‘other’ for the duration
of the performance.” In the threescreen video projection language
acquisition in young males, 2008,5
Finnegan introduced Oscar to her
son Joshil early in his life, and
documented his response over two
years or so. The toddler now treats
Oscar as an independent being,
he instructs him about books, etc.
Earlier, as a baby, when he found
Oscar lying on the floor ‘lifeless’,
by whimpering and pointing he
demanded that his mother bring him
back to life again. Finnegan fuses
seamlessly her performance to
camera with her immediate audience
(Joshil), who is also her collaborator.
She is both the author and a part
of the subject. The video is both a
document and a work of art, a
lens-based sibling of Post-partum
document (1973 – 1979) by Mary
Kelly. Both handle truths that are
singularly shy.
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1 McKenzie exhibited eight
paintings at the third space (20
February 2009 – 6 March
2009). In an accompanying
statement he suggests that the
increase in media literacy
amongst the population submits
contemporary paintings to an
inevitable connection with the
rest of visual culture.
2 The German word ‘Bad’ means
‘spa’; the English word ‘bad’
refers to the establishment’s
judgment of Edourd Manet.
3 ibidem
4 From gallery handout
5 It alternated with Zoo, 2008,
in Isolated, a group exhibition
curated by Peter Richards for
the Golden Thread Gallery,
30 January – 5 March 2009.

Slavka Sverakova is a
writer on art.

(top left)
Dougal McKenzie
A Visit to bad ems
2008
oil, chalk board paint and
emulsion on linen
156 x 186cm
courtesy third space
(left centre)
Tobias Sternberg
Yourself from the outside
2009
installation shot (detail)
courtesy the artist
(bottom left and above)
Peter Surginor
Tea party
2009
installation shots
photos Emma McAleese
courtesy the artist
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Chapter
Cardiff

March – April 2009

Seeing things
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(opposite)
Dragana Jurisic
(Pissing on) the heart of the city
from Seeing things
courtesy the artist

Allusion and metaphor abound in the
work of Dublin–based photographer
Dragana Jurisic. The suite of
photographs comprising this modest
yet compelling exhibition was
originally commissioned by Irish
statutory agency Combat Poverty to
help raise awareness of poverty in
Ireland. Poverty has long been a
subject of the photographer’s gaze;
Humphrey Spender famously documented the social problems of
1930s London and similarly, in the
1970s, Exit Photography Group
recorded life in the UK’s crumbling
inner cities. But unlike these projects
that faced poverty head on, Jurisic
deftly skirts the issue, creating a
poetic body of work that, in a
refreshingly self-reflexive move,
simultaneously evinces her
uneasiness with the subject while
questioning the photographer’s role
as cultural commentator.
Several photographs in this exhibition
ostensibly adopt a traditional
documentary approach, but elsewhere
there is an idiosyncratic strategy
at work which transcends mere
chronicling. In Instant identity photos
(all works 2006 – 2007), a crowd of
stony-faced people wait for a bus.
Behind them decrepit buildings where
local businesses once operated
stand empty and abandoned.
Perhaps for Jurisic the anticipation
of the bus’s arrival connotes a
community waiting patiently for
change, or even dreaming of being
transported to a different life.

The Irish government’s definition
of poverty includes those whose
“income and resources (material,
cultural and social) are so
inadequate as to preclude them
from having a standard of living
which is regarded as acceptable
by Irish society generally.” Whether
or not this definition describes any
of the people in this mundane scene
is uncertain, but the term ‘povertystricken’ certainly doesn’t spring to
mind; it’s a poor area for sure,
but no one appears destitute and
several people are carrying shopping
bags. The ambiguity of this piece
leaves viewers slightly adrift as to
Jurisic’s intentions.
In contrast, (Pissing on) the heart
of the city features a police horse
relieving itself in a shabby, dilapidated
street. Attached to a crumbling
building and bearing the titular
phrase, an advert for Guiness looms
large behind. The work’s implicit
critique points the finger towards the
authorities responsible for allowing
this urban decay. Unlike other less
politicised works here, it speaks
directly and uncompromisingly to the
issues at hand and as a result is
one of the exhibition’s strongest
inclusions.
Taken from a high vantage point
And the tree just stood there is an
aerial view of a decaying car park.
A white dove soars high above the
cars, unseen by the people below.
The bird’s presence may initially
appear adventitious, but for Jurisic
it is an important recurring motif. In
One crow for sorrow a jet-black
crow swoops across a misty urban
scene; far from incidental, Jurisic
trains her lens on the bird, making it
the subject, while leaving an out of
focus woman in the street behind to
meld in with the vaporous scenery.
Jurisic’s birds function as a
metaphor for the photographer’s
presence and, by extension, Jurisic
herself: birds are free to come and
go as they wish, observing from afar,

and so too are photographers who –
often unlike their subjects – can
leave the situations they document
whenever they wish. Strongly
influenced by the polemics of Susan
Sontag, Jurisic subscribes to her
assertion in On photography, 1977,
that “the habit of photographic
seeing – of looking at reality as an
array of potential photographs –
creates estrangement from, rather
than union with, nature.” Jurisic has
felt this estrangement and has
spoken of her discomfort at working
on this project – even referring to
her camera as a shield, protecting
her from the subject.
This estrangement is alluded to in
Pigeon House, a dense, foggy
scene overlooking a grey expanse
of water. In the distance, through
the mist, are nebulous signs of an
industrial presence. Toward the
foreground, perched on some small
rocks jutting out of the water are
several birds, detached from and
oblivious to the distant conurbation.
This dreamy, wistful scene is perhaps
emblematic of the psychological gulf
between rich and poor, or between
the artist and her subject.
Jurisic’s evocative images invite
contemplation and though they do
not explicitly represent poverty in
Ireland, her use of metaphor to draw
underlying narratives to the surface
is extremely engaging. Despite the
lack of an incisive critical vision,
Jurisic’s strength lies in a keen eye
for finding poetry in the mundane.
By making her own unease the real
subject of this exhibition, viewers are
in turn challenged to examine their
own attitudes towards an uncomfortable and often neglected problem.
David Trigg is a writer and
critic based in Bristol.
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(opposite)
Hayley Tompkins
Artificiel II, 2009
found object, clay, gouache
courtesy the artist/ The Modern
Institute/Toby Webster Ltd/
The Hugh Lane

In a public conversation between the
curator and two of the artists showing
in Frequency, the gallery was likened
to a child’s play mat, suggesting that
some licence had been given to a
little making-do and free association.
At this – a little too easily, perhaps –
images sprang to mind of hysterical
children keenly offering up their
makeshift contraptions, pressing
their elders with awkward requests,
but above all seeking recognition.
If there were any truth in these
images, then this exhibition would
offer something more like asylum
than the sacred experience
proposed in the curator’s statement
of intent; fittingly, as it turns out,
as much of the work on show in
Frequency is profane, worldly, even
resolutely so – and insofar as it is
produced by hysterical children, we
might call some of it pathological.
To imply, as the curator does, an
alternative between a rationalist
secularism on the one hand and a
vaguely intimated experience of the
sacred or of transcendence on the
other, misrepresents many of the
works on display and makes
demands upon them that they seem
ill suited to satisfy. If indeed the
world is too much with us, then
perhaps our primary concern should
be to seek asylum, rather than
re-enchantment. Besides, one
wonders what would be left if the
commonplace and secular were to
be erased entirely from works of art
through processes of transfiguration:
how could a work of art be different
from itself? How could it open to

contingency and heterogeneity?
A further premise of the exhibition
is that hypermodern acceleration
and information overload, devilishly
combined with the modishness of
the entertainment industry and the
rationalist demands of technological
necessity, close off any number of
unexplored cognitive and affective
possibilities. Aside from the fact that
denunciations such as these have
their own modishness as legitimating
statements, perhaps what is needed
is more information, not less –
if indeed we are ‘saturated’, then it
is with clichés rather than with
information; and if cliché is the
enemy, then the curation of this
exhibition is part of the problem:
which is to say that the display of
discrete works organised by a
curator as intermediary of
autonomous expressions rather than
as mediator of a context and a
network of relationships is itself
conventional to the point of cliché.
Again, more information, and with it,
more complexity, is needed to bring
naturalised positions and statements
into dispute.
Further criticisms could be made,
but the most important point is this:
it is a failure of the curation of this
show that nothing is proposed other
than a thematic so broad as to admit
any number of works without
addressing their relationship to one
another. There is one room in this
exhibition in which works by all three
artists are placed together,
apparently with nothing to connect
them other than the clumsiest formal
correspondences and the rather
naïve hope that if you put three
people in a room together something
is bound to happen. This is curation
by default.
Back to the asylum. Forget for the
moment ethical demands made upon
‘contingency and transformation’
in an otherwise determined world:
behaviour in the asylum can be just
as regulated and determined as
elsewhere, perhaps more so.

Instead, let us pay attention to the
inconsequential fiddling of hysterics
and to any difficult questions that
might be posed by it. This approach
seems better suited to the work of
Tompkins and Timoney, both of
whom work primarily with the form
of a question or ruse. Tompkins in
particular attempts to undo
competence and informed gestures.
Hysterically, Tompkins produces
symptoms in place of knowledge.
The test is whether these symptoms
provoke a comedy of errors –
a series of dumb questions to
challenge the mastery of the
institution and its representatives –
or, despite being incidental gestures,
they become so precious, so filled in
with attention and significance that
the one supposed to question
knowledge (the hysteric, that is)
becomes the one who knows too
much. The sense from this show is
that Tompkins’ symptoms are a little
too competent, and there is too
easy a transaction between lo-if and
mastery, to pose any difficulty.
Pádraig Timoney’s allegorical and
ironic combinations show a
preference for a more explicit use
of symbolic resources, and for the
ruse or puzzle rather than the
question. This is most obvious in the
work Dithyremethitic acid (2005),
which resembles a colour chart
representing an acid that would
preserve desire – if only the artist
could remember the formula. Hence,
a proposition to halt desire in fact
produces it. Similar double-binds are
found in other works, such as Please
touch (2007), which offers a gilded
fist in greeting.
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Evidently, Timoney is committed to
dissimilarity and inconstancy across
his investigations. His visual pluralism
is timely, and his unlikely conjunctions
show a canny distrust of secure
signification. There is something
admirable in attending keenly to the
variety of visual solutions possible to
a given problem or proposal, without
reducing these to the self-regarding
demands of a signature practice.
But, as a consequence of this
dispersal, each work appears to
stand or fall on its own as the
product of whimsy or a moment’s
arbitrary interest, rather than as an
element extended through the
accumulation of contingent relations.
Again, other than sharing the
clumsiest of formal correspondences,
Mark Garry’s work seems rather out
of place, mainly because it does
attempt to bridge the worldly to the
transcendent and because it makes
an earnest address at odds with the
other two. It is also the only body of
work that moves away from discrete
objects and isolated gestures to
elaborate a sensorium, as with
This is about you (2009). The thread
piece in this work mimics the
splendour of divine lux, inscribing
itself upon the hearts of viewers as
they negotiate its folds and planes.
Below this, a metallic sculpture of a
failed origami swan suggests the
rather sorry, fallen aspirations of the
earthbound. Garry’s intimations of
elsewhere are subtle, persuasive
even; but the allegories seem forced.

By far the most complex work,
however, is Logic and its associates
(2009). Two componiums on a
hardwood stand index the rhythms
of head and heart, and a slender
strip of alder curves out from a far
wall. A combination of analogical
differences, as measured by the
alder slowly bending in currents of
air, and the digital distinctions
punched in the paper of the
componiums, produces singular
correspondences between material
and immaterial. Again, there is an
excess of information in the atonal
music emitted by the componiums
when turned – this is what makes
the work complex; and, one might
add, there could be no mediation
of our relationship to one another or
to the objects of the world without
digital distinctions to communicate
the things that bind and separate us.
Certainly, this communication need
not happen at the level of language;
but it must happen: Garry has
managed to present this necessity
without opting for easy alternatives.

Tim Stott is an art critic.
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(right)
Mark Garry
Logic and its associates, 2009
carved alder and American
bass wood,various hardwoods,
punched paper and two
componiums
courtesy the artist/ Kerlin
Gallery/ The Hugh Lane
(below)
Mark Garry
This is about you, 2009
pencil on paper, beads,
pins, threads,powder-coated
stainless steel
courtesy the artist/ Kerlin
Gallery/ The Hugh Lane
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Various locations
Limerick

March – May 2009

.

ev+a 2009
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(opposite)
Stephanos Tsivopolous
Untitled (The Remake)
video installation,
Limerick City Gallery
courtesy ev+a

The Marxist historian Eric Hobsbawm
has described the period of post-war
reconstruction, lasting from about
1947 to the oil crisis of 1973, as the
modern ‘Golden Age’. The period
was one of extraordinary global
economic growth, dominated by
the USA but, perhaps surprisingly,
concentrated in the recovering
economies of continental Europe
and Japan. The US economy, in fact,
slowed gradually with the fifties and
sixties, perhaps because the model
of industrial development having
such a profound effect on the rest of
the world had already done its work
in America. The system of economics,
therefore, that guided the period
was Keynesian: this was an
era of planned economies,
planned production and planned
environments, a process of planning
that not only had to bring about the
reconstruction of nations devastated
by the Second World War, but
oversee the even more epochal
transition from a world, in existence
since Sumeria and Newgrange,
where the majority lived by
agriculture.
The Golden Age was the age of
Modernism with a capital ‘M’, when
the style and design that had been
confined to experimental
organisations like the Bauhaus, or
to one-off architectural projects and
the sketchbooks and publications of
artists, suddenly began to remodel
the lives of the urban and suburban
masses. There were four sometimescontesting currents to this gigantic
effort at rebuilding, slum clearance
and adaptation to the demands of
industry and automobilisation.
There was a straightforward
experimentation with industrial
building methods; an extension of
the role of engineering further into
environmental modification – both
initiated by government to deal with
the magnitude of the task and a
popular clamour for output;
a collaboration with the established
building industry, with Wimpey in
Britain, for instance, with an eye to

the growth and profitability of the
sector; and finally the more socialist,
and more strictly Modernist,
architect- and planner-led
programmes, that had as their
conscious aim the utopian creation
of a modern environment for a
modern world. The products of this
latter current were recognisable by
their attention to detail: everything
from the shape of door handles to
the integration of the buildings (often
high-rise flats) to their landscaped
surroundings was carefully
conceived and designed.
In countries with strong socialdemocratic traditions like Sweden,
where such construction was
initiated, or Finland, which seems
to me to be an almost naturally
socialist society, these Modernist
environments have survived and
become part of the norm. In a British
city like Birmingham they have gone
the same way since ’73 as the
consciously provisional post-war
council building and the cut-price
erections of the boomtime
construction companies: rejected in
favour of a sprawl of semi-planned
suburban low-density housing, often
becoming blackspots of social
deprivation. Like Ballymun, Ireland’s
iconic high-rise housing project,
many of these buildings are now
being pulled down, returning the
urban or suburban site to the ‘blank
slate’ that had first presented itself
to the planner. Ironically, the
buildings from this era that are most
likely to survive are the ‘brutalist’
constructions that were least
concerned with the occupants’
sensibilities: their predominantly
‘artistic’ forms (buildings as
‘gestures’, concrete sculptures in
which people lived) argue persuasively
for their preservation.
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On the evidence of ev+a 2009,
curated by the German-based
Angelika Nollert and Yilmaz Dziewior,
contemporary art, Irish or otherwise,
is currently fascinated by this era
and its constructions. Jacob Kolding
explicitly joins Modernism and
planning with images of Mondrianpatterned flats, his Untitled posters,
referring to a tension between
locality and planning, turning up
among the ads for late-night bars
and Sinn Féin commemorations
across the city. John O ‘Reilly
subjects the Dolphin’s Barn flats to
the Luc Tuymans small, informal
painting treatment. Nicole Six and
Paul Petritsch answer the planned
environment by knocking a hole in
the wall of a flat, breaking interior
into exterior (the double projection,
showing on the one hand the
impassive gable end of the flat,
on the other, the earnest interior
hammer-and-chiselling, having
something of the humour of a silent
comedy). Stephanos Tsivopoulos’
recreation of a 1960s Greek
television studio, intercut with
out-takes from news broadcasts of
the period and footage of official
mass celebrations of the ‘Colonels’
period of government, dwells almost
fetishistically on the style and design
of the period, its shots lingering on
details of the pre-digital
instrumentation. Andreas Bunte’s
research into terrorist activity in
Germany in the sixties and seventies
is reduced down to an obsessive
detailing of the interior of a high-rise

apartment and images of associated
buildings typical of the period.
Somewhat marginalised by its
positioning on a stairs landing in the
old George’s Quay art-college
building, Séamus Nolan’s Hotel
Ballymun project is documented.
In a room behind it Nicky Larkin’s
video projection, aided by SSANs,1
explores a Pompeii of socialist
housing, the city of Pripyat: built in
1970 for the workers at Chernobyl,
it is now a ghost city, a monument
to a moment in history rapidly
being reclaimed by nature. Eamon
O’Kane transforms a room into a
kindergarten of Modernism, tracing
the work of architects/ designers
Charles Eames and Frank Lloyd
Wright to the primary colours and
basic forms of the Froebel teaching
method, then extending out the
aperçu, with educational books
and found television programmes,
to model an environment of learning,
design and relation to the
environment as a whole evocative
of a certain liberal humanist strain of
modernity.
But why should so many artists be
drawn to this period of construction
and its cluster of motifs? This year’s
ev+a was an open submission year,
and it was only after the curators
surveyed the 560 submissions that
they decided upon the ‘Reading the
City’ theme: it would appear from
this casting of the net into
contemporary art waters that
“multiple perceptions of urban
space,” as the curators put it,
focusing in the urban and suburban
formations of the Golden Age, have
some essential place in current
artistic thinking. A word of caution
is necessary, however, at this point:
although the Open ev+a call for
submissions supplied little by way
of direction to would-be exhibitors,
a glance at the ‘Guide to Artists’
section of the ev+a website offers
the following: “ev+a… encourages
proposals that aim at siting work
within the widespread fabric of a
modern urban environment,”

a guideline that overtly aims at
encouraging interventions and
installations in Limerick itself, but the
nonspecificity of “a modern urban
environment” seems to suggest that
ev+a is primarily an exhibition of
‘urban art’, or even ‘art about the
city’. Secondly, there is a strong
aesthetic bias to the choice of work
exhibited: this is an exhibition that
would not look out of place in
Frankfurt or Berlin, and it is hard
not to feel that the place of work of
the curators, that German-centred
complex of central European
galleries, museums and colleges,
has introduced a particular
contemporary artistic taste.
This year’s ev+a feels impersonal,
detached, socially conscious without
being politically engaged, controlled
formally, not given to extravagance,
overly experimental media or work
on a grand scale. Consequently the
aberration of a piece like Eduardo
Daniel Navarro’s Untitled (recycle),
with its messy evidence of an
eccentric persona directly involved
in the city (Navarro installed himself
as an alternative recycler in a
wooden shed next to a bottle-bank
near the city centre and produced
souvenirs of Limerick from the
materials offered), came as a
welcome change. Conversely,
when the overcoming of subjectivism
or personality became thematically
explicit, as with Isabella Oberländer’s
extraordinarily disciplined multiplyreflected dance (presented as a
video projection in the City Gallery
in anticipation of a performance in
May), a piece immediately recalling
Bauhaus celebrations of mechanical
forms and processes, one felt
at least that the dominant ethos
was being overtly and substantially
represented.
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(above)
Eamon O’Kane
Eames Studio Limerick
installation, Former LIT
Limerick School of Art and
Design, George’s Quay
courtesy ev+a
(below)
Eduardo Daniel Navarro
From your house to my house
installation, Recycling Bank,
Potato Market, Limerick
courtesy ev+a
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That said, there is no ignoring the
fascination exerted by Golden Age
design and construction on such a
large group of artists (a fascination,
it should be added, that has been
on show on the continent for at least
ten years now). Some additional
explanation is required, which comes
finally down, I think, to a relation to
Modernism itself. Despite the many
claims since Charles Jencks’
coinage of the term ‘postmodern’
in 1977 (conveniently in the crisisridden wake of the Golden Age and
in anticipation of Thatcher and
Reagan’s reintroduction of unbridled
free-market economics, in whose
catastrophic wake we are now
living), our fundamental artistic
thinking is still modernist, at least
with a lowercase ‘m’. Even if we
are producing art after the
dematerialisation of the artwork,
the introduction of new media and
removal of gallery walls (not that
modernism had not usually
anticipated all these moves by the
mid-1930s), we are still operating
within the ethical parameters
introduced at least by 1905.
Central to this ethos is the denial of
the separation of art and life, either
as a transformative or revolutionary
intrusion of art into the non-artistic
world, or as a subtle drawing of the
nonartistic world within the terms
of art: either way, the tension
between art practice and the terms
of politics, government and the built
environment becomes heightened
within modernist art. That is, apart

from during the Golden Age, and to
some extent now. The reconstruction
of the Golden Age utopianly
collapsed the tension between art
and life, reconstructing the city and
suburb according to essentially
modernist (or at least ‘formalist
modernist’) concepts and forms,
that is, imposing the terms of art on
the world. Since the ‘triumph’ of
global capitalism in the late-eighties,
and the fall of the Soviet Union, on
the other hand, art has found it
increasingly difficult to believe that it
possesses any genuine power over
the nonartistic world; it finds itself,
in fact, increasingly compromised
by the demands of the market,
government bureaucracy and
privatised space. Again the tension
between art and life collapses, this
time because art feels itself more or
less involuntarily ingested by the
nonartistic.
Recording the elements of Golden
Age construction and design, then,
serves a number of functions:
it corresponds to that ‘archival
impulse’ about which Hal Foster
has written and which, in the case
of Tacita Dean especially, takes the
remains of futurist projects of the
Golden Age to fashion a last
moment in modernism, mourning
its own antiquation; it offers a
ready-made modernist aesthetics
which is automatically distanced by
its representation, granting the artist
a (safe? ironic? liberating?) distance
from their own style; it looks back
nostalgically on what was, after all,
a utopian moment, for modernists
anyway; and it registers the way in
which this period, now a generation
away, is now coming into focus as a
part of history. Much of this is very
interesting, and it seems to me that
this moment of modernism’s
reflection upon its own terms and its
relation to history is an important
moment in post-sixties art, but the
neat packing of all these affairs into
the contemplation of high-rise flats is
all a little too easy, and therefore in
danger of producing rather slight art.

There is nothing challenging these
fascinated gazes, nothing to stop a
lapse into a serial production of
tastefully impersonal, thoughtless
images.
The best of ev+a 2009, therefore,
confronted something that revived
some of the old modernist tension
of art and life, sometimes even within
the terms of ‘high-rise-flattism’.
A lot of these artworks were Irish:
Willy Doherty’s Three potential
endings, for instance, brought the
viewer smack up to date with an
imagery of exhaustion and anxiety
within the ruinous, half-built infrastructure of an urban boom. Seán
Lynch showed real invention with
his video footage taken from the
perspective of a peregrine falcon
flying over Limerick’s Moyross –
though a proper discussion of this
‘locutionary art’ and its interest and
limitations, especially as regards
visual realisation, would require an
article in its own right. Siobhán
Ogilvy’s photographs brought in an
extra dimension by investigating the
seam of urban and rural along a
canal in Still water, and associating
the impassivity of corporate interiors
with troubled politics in Hallowed
ground.
In short, a modest ev+a, which
often left me with a sense of
bewilderment, as I stepped from
the world of the Golden Age into
the streets of a Limerick that gave
no indication that such a period ever
happened.
1

‘Standard scary art noises’

Fergal Gaynor is an
independent scholar,
writer, and member of
art intervention group art/
not art.
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(above)
Siobhán Ogilvy
from Still water
colour photograph
courtesy the artist
(below)
Willie Doherty
Three potential endings
video installation
courtesy ev+a
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Oonagh Young Gallery
Dublin

January – February
2009

Tools and objects
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(opposite)
David Beattie
Wind machine, 2009
microphone, fan, tape recorder,
cardboard box, pencil
courtesy Oonagh Young Gallery

The concept of the object is one
of the most influential and defining
aesthetic discourses of twentiethcentury art. Indeed, the philosopher
Richard Wollheim proclaims it to be
the “dominant theory” of modern
art. It profoundly influenced the
development of major aesthetic
movements including Pop,
Conceptual and Minimal art and
by 1965 Donald Judd had stated
that “half or more of the best new
work has been neither painting
nor sculpture” but “objects.”
In the subsequent decades, with
the emergence of Post-minimal
art, Installation and more recently
Relational art, the object has
become a critical feature of postmodern practice. However, having
moved away from literalness, it now
operates within a complex aesthetic
and conceptual idiom that enables
artists to engage with metaphors,
processes and systems.
The legacy of the object and its
impact on art making is a central
theme of David Beattie’s exhibition
Tools and objects held recently at

the Oonagh Young Gallery. Indeed,
the works on show develop upon a
sculptural practice that has engaged
with the formal and conceptual
strategies that originated with the
Ready-made and have evolved
through Constructivism and Kinetic
sculpture. Over the past few years
Beattie has created works that
incorporate found-objects such as
a desk fan, electric motors, a solar
panel, speakers, copper pipes and
traffic cones. These have been
combined with carefully selected
materials to create precisely
conceived and constructed
sculptures that are often automated
or mechanically operated. Such
apparatus are at times more akin
to ingenious inventions, assembled
by the artist to carry out bizarre
experiments that exploit natural
physics. The effects of air currents,
light, sound waves, water motion,
energy, time and gravity are all
explored as artistic media.
This imaginative yet considered
approach to sculpture is continued
in the current exhibition and the
three works on show, which are
constructed from a variety of found
objects and media, carry out specific
operations and controlled processes.
Cloundmaker begins with a
commonplace water dispenser,
elevated by a wooden tripod, which
releases a single drop of water at
naturally occurring intervals. When
the drop hits the surface of a
portable electric hob, positioned
directly below, it immediately
evaporates in a tiny cloud of vapour.
In Resonator a large industrially
produced sheet of steel, which
balances between the gallery wall
and a block of machine-cut wood,
resonates in response to the
vibrations of a small electric motor
positioned at one corner. While on
the floor of the gallery, in a work
called Wind machine, a cardboard
packing box acts as a makeshift
speaker. It is connected to an old
tape deck that transmits the barely
audible whir of a small electric fan

that has been recorded by a
microphone positioned next to it.
Due to the utilitarian and seemingly
random nature of much of the media
used, such work can possess an
unfinished, raw and sometimes
crude aesthetic quality. Indeed, wires
are strewn across the gallery floor, a
pencil props up a microphone and a
folded piece of pink bubble wrap is
slotted between the sheet of metal
and the wooden block that supports
it. However, this ostensibly
makeshift, accidental appearance
bellies what is in fact an extremely
measured and yet creative approach
to the construction of the work.
Each sculpture contains its own
compositional hierarchy dominated
by a strong visual structure. The rigid
geometry of the tripod, the rectangle
(sheet of metal) and the cube (cardboard box) introduce an unexpectedly
formal quality to each sculpture,
which in turn is balanced by the
unfussy arrangement of other
components. However, it is an
aesthetic that is ultimately dictated
by the overall function of these
sculptural apparatus. Every
component has a particular role and
objects are selected and positioned
because of their ability to carry out
specific tasks. In the work Wind
machine, while unorthodox, the solid
hexagonal configuration of a pencil
seems perfectly acceptable as a
stable structure on which to raise a
microphone from the floor.
This questioning of the purpose of
objects and their function as tools is
a central theme of the exhibition,
which manifests itself in Beattie's
imaginative re-application of mundane, domestic appliances. This
strategy is particularly effective in his
use of technologies that were once
modern but are now redundant or
destined to be the detritus of our
material culture. In Wind machine,
for instance, the technology available
in a neglected tape deck is used to
transfer the sound of wind, created
by way of a small computer fan, to a
cardboard box.
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Whereas in Cloudmaker, a portable
electric hob is the perfect component
for a device constructed to replicate
the physical, environmental and
chemical requirements necessary to
allow a tiny cloud to appear in the
exhibition space. While this creative
and playful form of recycling
effectively highlights the ephemerality
of all technology in the wake of
modernism, it also invites the viewer
to reflect on the overlooked
possibilities and potential of the tools
and objects that surround us.
What's more, their newfound
function not only makes them unique
but, in a peculiar way, seems just as
legitimate as that for which they
were originally created.
For the viewer, there is a certain
charm and immediacy to the
reinterpretation of familiar objects or
salvaged materials. However, while
personal associations are inevitable,
the object in Beattie's work is not
loaded with social, sentimental or
political meaning. Beattie has an

obvious fascination with both the
technology and the appearance of
the objects themselves, particularly
those that are mechanical and
perhaps stylistically retro. Indeed,
the buttons, knobs, scratched
veneer, exposed wires, plastic
moulded casings, gears, tarnished
metal and sockets that comprise
the show form an aesthetic that
embraces the material and mechanical qualities of the objects.
Research is an important part of
Beattie's practice and, while the
work is based around seemingly
simple, homemade experiments, an
understanding of how such processes
and technologies operate is
fundamental to their exploitation.
In Tools and objects it is, therefore,
the consistency of the processes
and the resulting effect, one that is
perceptible to the viewer, that is
intrinsic to the formation of meaning
in the work. The creation of a small
cloud that follows the hiss of
evaporating water, the unexpected

muffle of wind and the astonishing
cacophony of sounds discovered
when the viewer positions their ear
next to the otherwise silently
resonating sheet of metal suggest
greater, more complex social, industrial and natural systems. It is, however, in the simple element of surprise
that these chemical, acoustic and
physical effects provoke the viewer
to query and thus consider our
relationship and understanding of
such phenomena. In this sense,
Beattie's work engages with one of
the most enduring and defining
themes of art practice – the desire to
capture, simulate or indeed control
our environment through artistic
imagination and material processes.
Donal Maguire is an art
historian and critic and
works at the Centre for the
Study of Irish Art at the
National Gallery of Ireland.
David Beattie
Resonator, 2009
steel, wood, motor, electric cable
courtesy Oonagh Young Gallery
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Irish Museum of Modern
Art, Royal Hibernian
Academy and Project
Dublin

.

James Coleman

James Coleman
Charon (MIT Project), 1989
projected images with
synchronised audio narration
photo/ courtesy James Coleman

March – April 2009

There is an urban myth going around
that James Coleman requested
around a hundred carpet samples,
and tested each one for its acoustic
properties, holding each a few inches
from his mouth and shouting “Ha!
Ha!” until he had found the perfect
carpet for the floors, and the walls of
the RHA. Whether or not this is true,
it suggests something of the
perfection of these installations, as
well as the same elusive search that
the viewer undergoes, if we substitute
the perfect carpet for meaning.
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This retrospective, showing work
from three decades simultaneously
at IMMA, the RHA and Project Arts
Centre, marks Coleman’s international
importance as an artist who has
reinvestigated theatricality and
narrative,1 bringing these disavowed
tropes into his work and as a
consequence into contemporary art,
influencing a subsequent generation
of video and film artists. The slidetape format which many of his works
employ has become something of a
trademark, evoking concepts of that
which is missing (as if the images
are stills from a film, the rest of
which is unseen), movement and
stasis, outmoded media, but even
where video or film is employed
there is a sense of these ideas at
play. The work is notable also for the
multiple layers of meaning, functioning
like the work of modernists such as
James Joyce or Thomas Mann,
simultaneously on multiple levels,
literal, historical, mythical,
philosophical, as well as being a
postmodern intertextual web of
quotations and references.
At the RHA in Charon (1989), the
‘ideal homes’ photographer ferries
pieces of furniture which did not
make it into the images of dream
rooms, from the warehouse where
they were abandoned, into the
‘spare room’, as if rescuing
disowned aspects of the self –
psychoanalysis retold through
another language, that of photographic advertising.2 It is this

proliferation of languages that
creates some of the difficulty in
Coleman’s work. Like the heavily
French-accented English spoken in
So different...and yet (1980) at
IMMA or the overlaid identities of
the Irish American boxers in Box
(ahhareturnabout) (1977) at Project,
narratives are continually being told
through other unexpected languages, as if translated. Charon3
is frequently read metafictionally, in
terms of photographic allegory and
theory of the photographer, who
‘kills’ his subjects, transporting them
from life to death.4 And yet we also
find here the story of Oedipus Rex,
another Greek character retold
through the disparate languages of
fashion and advertising photography
and literature, where the character of
Oedipus becomes a photographer.5
Beginning with the car crash, which
corresponds to the chariot crash
killing Oedipus’ father, the work
moves through a series of tales:
at a police station the witness to a
murder mimics the murderer for the
photographer and ends up mimicking
the photographer instead (Oedipus
is both detective and criminal, who
finds only himself), to the child
searching for his abductor in everyone’s eyes, to the shared negatives
of the advertising photography
‘couple’, suggesting some kind of
incestuous genes, to the model
who wishes to be blindfolded after
reading the story, to a discovery of
the worst image of oneself, seemingly
right in the heart of the ideal image,
retold through Frankenstein,
Metamorphosis and The Picture
of Dorian Gray.6 This is more than
collage; it is closer to the work of a
DJ or translator.
There is frequently also a
mathematical aspect to Coleman’s
narratives, which evokes Lacan who
uses mathematical figures and
geometry as metaphors for aspects
of the Unconscious.7 Indeed, in the
basement of the castle in Seeing for
oneself (1987 – 88) (at the RHA)
there are complicated geometric

plans based on the human body
which correspond to the design of
the whole castle, including every
piece of furniture. It is our awareness
of an allegorical dimension as well
as the camp melodramatic features
that keeps the viewer at a Brechtian
alienated distance, trying to figure
out its other levels, rather than
simply enjoying the fanciful narrative.
The basement functions as
photographic negative also, or
Unconscious of the image of the
castle above, and all the characters
in it, living within the space of
photographic representation.
The narrative seems to serve as an
allegory for different types of
photography. Black-and-white
photography (the work is shot in
black and white) is represented by
the old man and his experiments
with alchemy who is killed early on in
the story. In order to ‘rearrange the
furniture’ (murder) the stepmother
believes at first she has to go down
to the basement in order to get
approval for this project. However,
her killing of the daughter and her
husband is through administering
poison. She does not need to move
anything in the photographic
negative after all. This recalls the
advent of digital photography.
She can kill and yet the girl is not
killed, also evoking Photoshop,
which was invented in the same year
as the work, 1987.
The installation of So different...
and yet at IMMA recalls the pop
concerts which have taken place
there and is very different in
presentation from its historical
installation on a TV set in a gallery.
With the voice and piano echoing,
it takes over the space of IMMA
transforming it into a castle such as
the one in Seeing for oneself or
Last year in Marienbad, complete
with labyrinthine hedges below.
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stolen (colonial narrative) and then
the Church wants it (the request for
the dress at the dinner party at
which the narrators are at great
narrative pains to ensure that there
are not thirteen people).

The work evokes the narrative style
of the 1960s French new novel
which contains large blanks,
deconstructed detective stories and
‘the death of the character’ (end of
psychological realism). Even the title
here contains an ellipsis, a blank,
echoed in the work with its missing
background, as the characters sit in
blue-screen chroma key, playing
different roles and waiting for the
clues that will perhaps fill in the
background. Indeed this missing or
unfilled background seems to be the
real detective story here. Narrator/
investigators turn into culprits when
the woman announces that the
police are still on the look-out for
two more people, one of whom is
a woman. At this moment, the two
seem to be guilty, hiding out in video
space.
The work evokes the ‘aisling’ or
eighteenth-century dream poem
which often featured woman as an
allegory for Ireland. This is updated
here in a sense, but seemingly does
not take on board Feminist critiques
of such allegories. Here, allegory
operates through the language of
fashion in the map-like green dress,
which appears as symptom of the
lost origin/ background. It operates
as a signifier of desire, circulating
rather like the purloined letter of
Poe’s detective story, as interpreted
by Lacan. Different people try on the
dress and take it off, like Ireland
itself, colonised from within. It is

In the subtitle of Box (ahareturnabout), by contrast, there are not
enough spaces between the words,
and this long fictional word can be
read in a number of ways, a poem in
itself. The spaces seem instead to
have gravitated to the visual where
they interrupt the footage of the
boxing match, which again is
readable at many levels, as a
Lacanian/ mythical struggle with
the self, struggle to maintain an
ideal self-image (as Tunney attempts
to retain his status as World
Champion), as Irish allegory of
conflict, or even of artistic practice,
with Tunney taking a more
intellectual approach to boxing,
rather like the Brechtian approach
of Coleman. The multiple readings
of the title echo the experience
of watching which evokes a
descent into the world of sleep or
Unconscious or being knocked out,
with the pulse sounding like a life
support machine, as if this piece is a
traumatic memory with flashbacks.
It is as if the piece simultaneously
evokes all possible endings, even
those that did not happen historically
in the match.
This retrospective of this artist, little
shown in Ireland until recently,
functions like a return of the
repressed, in its sheer theatrical
excess, taking over three major
galleries for seven weeks. It evokes
the question, perhaps as pastiche,
of whether there is still relevance to
those outmoded narratives of Irish
artistic exile and return.

1

2

3

4

5

6

7

See Benjamin Buchloch in
James Coleman projected
ímages: 1972 – 94, DIA
Center for the Arts, 1995.
The spare room, with its
disparate elements which
were not designed to go
together, also seems to serve
as a microcosm of Coleman’s
work.
Charon is the name of the
mythical ferryman who ferries
the living over the river Styx,
to the land of the dead. In
payment, coins are placed on
the deceased’s eyes.
See Lynne Cooke, ‘A tempered
agnosia’, in October files,
James Coleman, ed George
Baker, MIT Press, pp 114
– 116
Jacques Rancière describes
how Coleman’s most recent
work Retake with evidence,
shown at Documenta 12 in
2007, is a retelling of the
Oedipus stories; in exhibition
book pp 19 – 32.
The dream rooms resemble
dollhouse rooms, and in their
perfection they also seem to
have death at their heart, the
blood-red walls and furniture
of one, the goat skull on the
table of another.
Some of the stories in Charon
read like moebius strip
narratives (the blindfolded
photographer in the jungle) or
like Zeno’s paradox (the
images of life flashing before
one’s eyes in the moments
before death).

Susan Thomson is a
freelance writer and artist
based in Dublin, currently
creating an Arts Councilfunded film installation.
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c Michaële Cutaya

Galway Arts Centre
Galway

March – April 2009

.

Aideen Barry
Of hypothetical
evolutions of [an]other
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(opposite)
Aideen Barry
Vacuuming in a Vacuum I
2009
digital photograph on Diabond
courtesy the artist

The highlight of Aideen Barry’s show
at the Galway Arts Centre is
conceivably the artist’s recent
residency at NASA, where she
underwent astronaut training to
experience the zero gravity of space.
The show is composed of films,
photographs, animations and objects
that are, mostly, a response to this
experience. The NASA residency
continued the artist’s concern with
the relationship between domesticity
and technology. Of late, her work
has revolved around the figure of
what she calls the ‘obsessive
compulsive housewife’ and her
possible mutations.
Easily the most emblematic image
in the show is a photograph of the
artist handling a vacuum cleaner in a
zero-gravity facility, giving the cue for
the title of a series of photographs
and a film: Vacuuming in a vacuum.
Whereas the photographs bring
domestic tasks – the artist and
models with various cleaning
devices – into a high-tech
environment, the film takes the motif
into a weightless future where the
housewife has effectively transmuted
into a vacuum cleaner. The film is a
recorded performance – with CGI
retouching – of the artist, whose
body, corseted to a contraption
extending from a clinically white
Hoover, floating into a nondescript
space and vacuuming through a
tube affixed to her mouth.

Further mutations of the housewife
are suggested in several series of
drawings describing her becoming a
spray-gun cleaner, her likeness to a
clothes-peg, or her evolution into
various insect-like forms as a
possible morphing with the very
vermin she has dedicated herself to
annihilate. The crossbreeding theme
is further explored in a series of
industrial-looking objects named
Spray grenade and subtitled as
‘weapons of mass consumption’,
combining actual hand grenades
with various forms of spray, literally
bringing the war home. These
objects are presented as the
forerunners of hybrids adapted to a
zero-gravity environment. A constant
of these projects in their approach
to zero gravity is the defiance of
the notion of lightness – or the
abstraction of technology –
associated with weightlessness, in
insisting on the stubbornly persistent
mass, its density and its generation
of dirt.
If Barry’s work can suffer from a
sense of dispersion and a tendency
toward the spectacular, it ultimately
finds coherence around the artist’s
persona in subsuming discourses
into the intimacy of her fantasies and
the vulnerability of her body – her
mass. These aspects are probably
most compelling in her relatively
small-scale and low-tech animation
films. Three are presented in the
show, united under the collective
title Performative object – they are
displayed inside wall-mounted
pyramids into which the viewer has
to insert the head to view the films.
In Levitating, zero gravity has now
become the daily condition of the
housewife. The artist is filmed in
stop-motion mode going about
ironing, dusting, vacuum-cleaning,
taking out the bins, shopping, in
and around the house or the
supermarket, hovering jerkily a foot
above the ground. The film makes no
attempts at concealing its technique,
thus sharing with the viewer the

elements of fun of the making –
such as the artist hopping around to
appear airborne. The science has
become a fiction performed in the
everyday. Zero gravity is no longer
confined to the space industry but
is the daily condition of the suburban
housewife – following there
some household devices and other
chemicals.
The other two animations in the
show are in effect a come-backto-earth but continue the topic of
mutations. In Of hypothetical
evolutions of an[other], photographic
images and drawings are animated
to follow a female figure with a
tubular lower body sliding through a
landscape of scrapyards, roads and
suburban estates. The film
juxtaposes places and scales in a
discontinued logic: trains passing
overhead, the filling of a kettle,
a pumping derrick or the
multiplication of exploding
microwaves as so many mines on a
field, creating hallucinated short-cuts
between domestic objects, their
industrial past and their becoming
waste.
The interweaving of the general with
the intimate, of the discourse with
the lyrical around the artist persona
is perhaps best captured in the short
loop of Evolution of a woman.
The film shows pinwheels growing
out of the upper body of the artist,
coupling the poetic playfulness of
the pinwheels with their uncanny
protruding out of the exposed skin.
The image can stand as a metaphor
for the disquieting outgrowth of the
once-benign wind turbines on Irish
hilltops, and yet it retains the dreamlike quality of a private nightmare.
Michaële Cutaya is an
artist and writer living in
Galway.
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c John Kelly

Lewis Glucksman Gallery
Cork

March – July 2009

.

Grin and bear it: cruel humour in
art
and
life
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(opposite)
Grin and bear it, 2009
Gallery 1, installation view, left to right:
Wake game and Nevan Lahart sculpture
the 2:20 horse power apocalypse
2009, wood, cardboard, tape, plastic,
paint
courtesy © Lewis Glucksman Gallery

Melbourne in the early eighties was
a grim place, a city in the midst of
recession, with an old transport
system trundling along the streets of
a deeply conservative town.
One day a woman boarded an
artfully decorated tram covered in
stenciled sheep opposite the Queen
Victoria Market. This tram was
different to all the other uniform
green trams. The lady had a
shopping trolley full of vegetables
and a live chicken under her arm.
The officious conductor stopped her
with the words, “I’m sorry, you are
not allowed to bring livestock onto
public transport.” The woman
bustled past and took her seat.
The conductor folded his arms and
glared whilst refusing to pull the
cord that would signal the driver to
move off. The lady looked at the
chicken then back up at the
conductor as her hands restrained
the bird by its gullet. Then with the
conductor refusing to budge, she
finally conceded and with a short,
sharp movement she broke the
bird’s neck with an audible snap.
The petulant conductor, realizing
there could be no bylaw against
dead chickens,1 reluctantly pulled his
cord; ding-ding, the tram trundled
off.
Twenty-seven years later, I am on
a sleek modern Dublin tram with
Christina and Oscar. The tram is
covered in stenciled advertising

gliding towards China Sichuan2
in Stillorgan. They are practicing
their French whilst I play with
Oscar’s new ‘Brain Trainer’ –
I score a C-, and am compared to a
Museum Curator! At this beautiful
restaurant we enjoy an array of
stunning food including ‘Tai chien
chicken’ on a snowy night. Despite
the weather, the quality of this
restaurant has brought us to the end
of the ultra-efficient LUAS system.
We laugh as we slip and slide in the
snow on our way back to the tram!
That same night over 200 people
are burnt to death in Melbourne’s
worst-ever bushfires.
We are passing through Dublin on
our way to France where Nice has
just unveiled its brand new tram
system; however, we are not
going there to ride the trams but
to visit their annual Carnaval.
This celebration is a traditional one,
a carnival that allows a cruel type of
caricature to become public, where
poking fun at life’s absurdities is
allowed especially in relation to the
mockeries, disappointments and
minor cruelties of everyday life.3
Every society seems to have their
own type of Carnaval or ‘Day of the
dead’ or even a Skellig night where
dark humour and art are deployed as
a weapon and effigies are ritually
burnt or defiled in some manner.
It is a form of public reaction to the
cruelty of life, but one without the
actual anger and real violence
associated with political insurrection.
It might be considered a pressure
valve, where we can all vent our
spleen or have a laugh at our
misfortune but preferably at others’;
where culturally we celebrate the
grim and a place where humor and
art can meet, even if inappropriately.
Oscar, who is eight, was enraptured
by the grotesque and mirthful figures
parading before us under the
energetic-light show. Skeletons and
devils whipped starving slaves as
the King of capitalism drove on,

drinking champagne to stave off the
effects of recession, at least until the
morning.
Whilst the entertaining parade
passed, I caught a glimpse of a pink,
kneeling figure high up above the
towering papier-mâché effigies.
This figure changed colors and was
obviously made from different
materials to the oversized characters
being driven past. The next morning
Oscar and I traversed Place
Massena where the parade had
taken place. The gleaming new
trams glided past empty
grandstands before turning in front
of the grotesque faces of the now
stationary King and Queen of
masquerade –the only monarchy in
France with their heads still on, a
comical reminder of days past when
you might have watched a public
hanging or even a beheading as part
of Carnaval.4
Sited around the large open plaza
are a series of stainless steel poles
supporting a platform upon which
the figures knelt. These are what I
observed the night before and are
by the Spanish artist Jaume Plensa.
They form part of a series of
permanent artworks that were
commissioned along with the new
tram system. These commissions are
slick and incorporate lighting and
other contemporary mediums that
match the modernity of the new
tramway system itself; however,
there is a touch of the Bruegel (the
elder) about Plensa’s work, a gentle
nod to those Flemish paintings that
capture the cruelty of man in the
form of corpses strung up on poles.
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Our long tram ride eventually arrives
back in Cork, which does not have a
tramway system though I do believe
it used to. Isn’t the National
Sculpture Factory in the old tramway
depot? I mention all these trams
because over at the Glucksman
Gallery a man is waiting patiently for
a bus. He is carrying large shopping
bags and attempts to hail the bus as
it flies past. Like an idiot, he chases
it over sixty times without ever
learning how to catch it. Around the
corner a beaten-up hearse made
from scrap materials is parked
up whilst a train traverses the brightgreen landscape as it chugs in
circles over broken billiard tables
and warped memories, and on the
walls coffins are discarded in thickly
painted skips.5 A man attempting to
be a clown without his costume
becomes even less funny – a tragic
figure, that we already know to be
the archetype. All these works are
part of Grin and bear it: cruel
humour in art and life, an exhibition
curated by Feeley Matt and Packer
Claire.6
Much like the Carnaval, it is an
exhibition that “…explores humour
as a way of coping with the
adversities of everyday life.” This is
expressed directly in the Wake
games that have been chalked up on
to the walls. They are not art but
recorded folklore and reading them
reveals a cruel streak in the Irish
psyche, where often the weakest
and the vulnerable are isolated and
then cruelly set upon by the mob,
in one case to be left hanging from
a beam, in another to be tied to a
chicken coop. A large poster
screaming “Nobody likes you” may
be aimed at the weakest person in
the gallery – me? Surely not at
Superman, who has his own room
with a looping video piece set to
music. It’s not easy to understand
this work. Or is it? Maybe I just don’t
want to go to that dark place where
I might laugh at the irony of
Superman becoming a quadriplegic
whilst a song associated with 9/11

plays over the top. It’s like, do you
laugh at Mohammad Ali being
interviewed by Parkinson?7 Next
door, as if hit by Ali, a man falls
down the stairs8 whilst drunken
teenagers sit around in catatonic
poses reminiscent of homeless
people; the contemporary digital
camera, a cruel chronicler of HD
life except it all looks staged –
too beautiful, like a pre-Raphaelite
painting, with clean, digitized,
middle-class vomit.
There is some interesting work
in this exhibition, but also some
irrelevant props, among them
The Clap trap, “…a wooden
sculpture designed to produce the
sound of applause. With The Clap
Trap no audience is required;
just turn the handle for instant
gratification!” The “...work puts
pathos to the personal desire of
popular reaction.”9 It is not explained
how this work manages this delicate
insertion of pity upon an audience
that is not required! As Oscar turned
the handle it fell off.10 I laugh, when
I read the smallprint on the wall,
which states “...the work is not
participative...” – was that the joke?
Or is it simply claptrap?
Rarely do our institutions bring art
and humour together, except when it
is at a distance to the institution or
the contemporary, as with Goya and
Hogarth. Maybe it is because
humour can be so subversive that it
does not find a permanent home in
our contemporary museums, just as
regulation struggled to inhabit our
financial system. However, curatorial
practice is always let down by
gimmicky props, and in Grin and
bear it the gimmick is best
exemplified by the search for an
‘original’ joke through a public
competition, the winner to be
displayed on the outside of the
gallery as part of the exhibition.11 It is
no joke that the word ‘skell’ is slang
for a homeless person. Did that
slang originate from the Skellig lists?
– lists that made fun of those who

were not inclined to marry: smile
if you were gay in the nineteenth
century!
Smile by Harold Offeh is the best
work in the show. It also
encapsulates the exhibition as a
whole and its ethos. It is a close-up
of the artist’s face with what is an
attempt at a perpetual grin; however,
the longer it goes on the more it
becomes a grimace, until it becomes
painful to watch. As the minutes tick
by you feel your own face beginning
to contort in sympathy with this
confrontational self-portrait.
There are things to like in Grin
and bear it and primarily it is the
curatorial premise. So even if the
exhibition fails, the Glucksman should
be applauded for a heroic failure that
should be appreciated in the context
of the University, a place to explore
and research – like a PhD that does
not need to prove its hypothesis,
but is looking to unearth original
thinking. Better that than a gallery
that operates a program akin to a
curatorial ‘cargo cult’. Therefore the
two young curators12 should be
given a venerable clap, and it should
come from a nonmechanical source.
John Kelly is an artist
based in Cork; see
www.johnkellyartist.com
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(above)
Bedwyr Williams
Tyranny of the meek, 2006
courtesy © Lewis Glucksman
Gallery
(right)
Grin and bear it, 2009
Gallery 2, installation view of
Wake game
courtesy © Lewis Glucksman
Gallery
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1 I only know one poultry joke,
which is as follows:
A duck walks into a bar and
says to the barman,
”Do you have any bread?”
The barman says, “No.”
“Do you have any bread?”
“No.”
“Do you have any bread?”
“No.”
“Do you have any bread?”
The barman angrily responds,
“I have told you three times
already, we don’t have any
bread.”
“Do you have any bread?”
The barman grabs the duck
by the neck and tells him, “If
you ask for bread one more
time, I am going to nail your
fucking beak to this counter!”
“Do you have any nails?”
Infuriated the barman
responds,
“No, we don’t have any nails!”
“Do you have any bread?”
2 China–Sichuan is a
restaurant; see
www.china-sichuan.ie
3 Why did the koala fall out of
the tree? Because it was
dead!
4 According to a BBC comedy
program, Queen Elizabeth
once pulled up the duvet to
her chin and said to Prince
Phillip, “Look at me, Phil, I’m
a stamp!”
5 Just before she died,
Princess Dianna was at the
Tate and was asked if she
thought painting was dead.
She replied, “No, it just smells
funny!”
6 Their real names are Feeley
Claire and Packer Matt.
7 My father-in-law, who
suffered from Parkinson’s
disease, told me this one:
“I have Parkinsons disease
(pause) – yeah, I go around
interviewing everyone.”
8 It’s about as funny as seeing
a granny hit by a frisbee and
could be a ‘funniest home
video’ contender?
9 This quote is taken from the
Glucksman’s website –
www.glucksman.org
10Sorry!
11What do you call a sheep with
no legs? A cloud.
12Matt Packer and Claire Feeley
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Untitled, Günter Brus, 1960, drawing on paper; Untitled, Alberto Giacometti, 1951, pencil on paper; Untitled,
Jackson Pollock, 1938-41, pencil and coloured pencil on paper; Untitled, Ghada Amer, 1991, coloured pencil,
graphite and crayon on paper; Untitled, Frank Gaard, 1980-81, graphite, ink and crayon on paper; Untitled, Ralph
Albert Blakelock, c, 1870, graphite, pen, ink and wash on paper; Untitled, Jirí Kubovy, 1989, graphite, ink and
rope on paper; Untitled, Tatiana Trouvé, 2007, pencil on paper, vinyl, graphite frame; Untitled, Tony Bevan, 1998,
charcoal on paper; Untitled, Willi Baumeister, 1949, pencil and charcoal on paper; Untitled, Alison Wilding, 1990,
charcoal and crayon on paper; Untitled, Hans Hartung, 1960, charcoal and chalk on paper; Untitled, Luis
Caballero, 1984, charcoal and thinned oil on paper; Untitled, Thijs Rinsema, c. 1920s, charcoal, pencil and pen
on paper; Untitled, Arshile Gorky, 1944, pencil and crayon on paper; Untitled, Natalia Goncharova, no date,
coloured pencil and crayon on paper; Untitled, Maria Siniakova, 1913, coloured pencil on paper; Untitled, Thomas
Helbig, 2006, crayon on paper; Untitled, Ciarán Lennon, 1977, graphite on paper; Untitled, Catherine Lynch,
1996, carborundum on paper; Untitled, Colin Middleton, 1958, conté and wash on paper; Untitled, Kara Walker,
1996, conté crayon on paper; Untitled, Hannah Wilke, 1963-66, pastel on paper; Untitled, Viola Frey, 1987, pastel
and charcoal on paper; Untitled, Jarbas Lopes, 2001-04, pen on paper; Untitled, Jan J. Schoonhoven, 1974, felttip pen on paper; Untitled, Thomas Rentmeister, 2005, fineliner on paper; Untitled, Douglas Gordon, 2004, ink
on paper; Untitled, Victor Blom, c. 1960, ink on paper with varnish; Untitled, William Cumming, 1961, ink on
paper, printed; Untitled, John Jeffcott, 1975, ink on folded paper; Untitled, James Lee Byars, 1963, folded paper;
Untitled, Sadaharu Horio, 2002, ink on paper fan; Untitled, Philip Guston, 1954, pen and ink on paper; Untitled,
David Shrigley, 2004, ink and poster pen on paper; Untitled, Wifredo Lam, 1946, ink and pencil on paper; Untitled,
Marcel Dzama, 2003, ink and watercolour on paper; Untitled, Lynn Chadwick, 1952, ink and wash, watercolour;
Untitled, Chris Ofili, 1998, watercolour and pencil on paper; Untitled, Luc Tuymans, 1999, watercolour on paper;
Untitled, Hans Hofmann, 1943, charcoal, watercolour, ink; Untitled, Jim Dine, 2000, charcoal, pastel, acrylic,
enamel and watercolour on cloth; Untitled, Mark Rothko, 1944-46, watercolour, tempera, ink and pencil on
paper; Untitled, Mark Tobey, 1936-38, tempera, watercolour and gouache on tissue paper; Untitled, Monica
Bonvicini, 2005, ink and acrylic on paper; Untitled, Mark Francis, 1994, monotype on paper; Untitled, Per
Kirkeby, 2000, monoprint on paper; Untitled, John Wells, 1960, monotype, crayon and pencil on paper; Untitled,
Richard Wright, 2004, gouache, tempera and enamel on printed page on paper; Untitled, Franz West, 1975, ballpoint pen on coloured paper; Untitled, Tony Smith, 1953-55, charcoal on coloured paper; Untitled, Jean Hélion,
1950, black chalk on coloured paper; Untitled, Peter Lanyon, 1952, gouache, black chalk and wash; Untitled,
Jacques Hérold, 1938, black chalk on paper; Untitled, Troy Brauntuch, 1981, white pencil on black construction
paper; Untitled, Paul Ripley Jenkins, c. 1974, pencil on graph paper; Untitled, Jan Dibbets, 1967, pencil and ink
on graph paper; Untitled, Alvin D. Loving, 2002, felt-tip pen on graph paper; Untitled, Julie Mehretu, 2001, ink
pencil, mylar paper; Untitled, Franz Kline, c. 1950-52, brush and ink on cut and pasted papers; Untitled, Federico
Castellón, 1936, frottage, ink and chalk on paper; Untitled, Lawrence Weiner, 1965, watercolour, coloured pencil
and pencil on graph paper; Untitled, John Baldessari, 1985, crayon on printed paper taped to graph paper;
Untitled, Joseph Beuys, 1958, pencil on cardboard; Untitled, Ken Price, 1974, coloured pencil on board; Untitled,
Ernst Ludwig Kirchner, 1906, woodcut; Untitled, Elizabeth Rivers, 1930-35, wood engraving; Untitled, Pablo
Picasso, 1971, metal engraving; Untitled, Lyonel Feininger, 1906, letterpress and line block; Untitled, Brice
Marden, 1973-79, etching on paper; Untitled, Louise Bourgeois, 1989-91, drypoint etching on paper; Untitled,
Paolo Boni, 1957, embossed drypoint; Untitled, Garo Zareh Antreasian, 1980, embossed lithograph; Untitled, Jack
Beckemeyer, 1971, relief etching; Untitled, Martin Puryear, 2001, etching with drypoint and chine collé; Untitled,
Christi Birchfield, 2004-05, etching with graphite, ink, coloured pencil, collage; Untitled, Georg Baselitz, 1965,
intaglio print on paper; Untitled, John Walker, 1972, lithograph on paper; Untitled, Germaine Richier, 1948-51,
etching and aquatint on paper; Untitled, Victor Vasarely, 1963, screenprint on paper; Untitled, Peter Brüning,
1959, etching, spitbite, aquatint and drypoint on paper; Untitled, Stanley W. Hayter, 1958, aquatint and viscosity
print; Untitled, Louise Nevelson, 1973, aquatint, etching, lithograph, collage; Untitled, Johnny Friedlaender, no
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date, colour etching; Untitled, Chryssa Mavromichali, 1968, serigraph; Untitled, André Breton, 1935, decalcomania (ink transfer) on paper; Untitled, Oscar Domínguez, 1936-37, decalcomania (gouache transfer) on paper;
Untitled, Mira Schendel, c. 1960s, mixed media on paper; Untitled, Terry Frost, 1994, print with crayon; Untitled,
Nicolás Robbio, 2005, print on cut cardboard; Untitled, William Green, 1958, bitumen on board; Untitled, Angela
Gurria, 1996, silkscreen; Untitled, David Noonan, 2007, silkscreen on linen; Untitled, Peter Philips, 1968, screenprint and mixed media on paper; Untitled, Janez Bernik, 1978, screenprint and relief print on paper; Untitled,
Keith Sonnier, 1973, screenprint with varnish; Untitled, Alfred Leslie, 1958, collage of screenprinted papers;
Untitled, Ross Bleckner, 1991, relief print on paper; Untitled, Stephen Cox, 1977, dry pigment on paper; Untitled,
Eve Aschheim, 1998, powdered graphite and oil on paper; Untitled, Felicity Clear, 2007, acrylic and graphite on
paper; Untitled, Anish Kapoor, 1987, gouache on paper; Untitled, Karl Holtz, 1920-25, gouache on card; Untitled,
Lyubov Popova, c. 1916-17, gouache on board; Untitled, William Baziotes, 1946, gouache on cardboard; Untitled,
Bart van der Leck, 1917, gouache and pencil on paper; Untitled, John Christoforou, 1986, ink and gouache on
paper; Untitled, N.H. Stubbing, c. 1949, gouache, watercolour and crayon on paper; Untitled, Richard
Diebenkorn, 1987, acrylic, gouache and crayon on paper; Untitled, Franti?ek Kupka, 1928, gouache, watercolour
and pencil on paper; Untitled, Francis Picabia, no date, pencil over reproduction; Untitled, Till Freiwald, 2001,
watercolour over graphite; Untitled, Moshe Kupferman, 1990, pastel, gouache, graphite and charcoal on paper;
Untitled, Josef Peeters, 1921, gouache and collage on paper; Untitled, Jean Crotti, 1920, gouache and collage on
cardboard; Untitled, Rachel Whiteread, 2004, pencil and collage on paper; Untitled, John Stezaker, 1989, collage
on paper; Untitled, Arturo Herrera, 1998, collage and watercolour on paper; Untitled, Hans Arp, 1964, collage,
pencil and watercolour on paper; Untitled, Vassily Ermilov, 1930, collage, ink and rotogravure on paper; Untitled,
Hans Bellmer, c. 1935-36, ink and collage on black paper; Untitled, Grace Hartigan, 1959, oil with collage;
Untitled, June Bonner, 1981, paper pulp collage; Untitled, Matilde Pérez, 1979, paper collage on formica; Untitled,
Oskar Nerlinger, 1923, collage on cardboard; Untitled, Roberto Crippa, 1962, collage on wood; Untitled, Richard
Tuttle, 1972, graphite on wood; Untitled, Sir Roger Penrose, 1937, collage and pencil on millboard; Untitled,
Carlos Vega, 2007, collage, acrylic and pigment on canvas; Untitled, Max Ernst, c. 1920s, cut-and-pasted handtinted paper on printed paper with gold metallic paint and pencil; Untitled, Shinkichi Tajiri, 1960, gold; Untitled,
Arif Ozakca, 2007, oil, gold leaf and screenprint on linen; Untitled, Man Ray, no date, oil and foil on cardboard;
Untitled, John Bock, 2001, coffee, felt-tip pen and cut-and-pasted printed paper on paper; Untitled, Carter, 2006,
blue and black acrylic ink, acrylic paint, pencil, synthetic hair, gel medium and paper on paper; Untitled, David
Smith, 1961, spray enamel on paper; Untitled, Futura 2000, 1985, spray enamel on canvas; Untitled, Dorothea
Rockburne, 1972, oil stain on paper; Untitled, Kazimir Malevich, c. 1916, oil on canvas; Untitled, Tasha Amini,
2008, oil on canvas board; Untitled, Henri Michaux, 1977, oil on cardboard; Untitled, Felix DeBoeck, 1923, oil on
panel; Untitled, Lee Krasner, 1949, oil on composition board; Untitled, Pyotr Belenok, 1989, oil on hardboard;
Untitled, John McLaughlin, 1951, oil on masonite; Untitled, Christopher Le Brun, 1986, oil on wood; Untitled,
Andrew Keating, 1980, oil on plywood; Untitled, Lydie Arickx, 2007, oil on slate; Untitled, Julian Schnabel, 1982,
oil on sisal; Untitled, Willem de Kooning, 1970, oil on parchment; Untitled, Jay Steensma, c. 1990, oil on kraft
paper; Untitled, Matthew Cerletty, 2006, oil on linen; Untitled, Robert Delaunay, c. 1925, oil on burlap; Untitled,
Clyfford Still, 1942, oil on denim; Untitled, Roger Hilton, 1971, oil and charcoal on canvas; Untitled, Ruth Root,
1999-2000, oil and marker on canvas; Untitled, Djamel Tatah, 2000, oil and wax on canvas; Untitled, Albert
Oehlen, 1989, oil and varnish on canvas; Untitled, Luis Feito López, 1966-67, oil and sand on canvas; Untitled,
Wim de Haan, 1967, oil and sand on hessian; Untitled, Michael Young, 1988, sand, soil and acrylic on canvas;
Untitled, Dirk Skreber, 2001, oil and tape on canvas; Untitled, Hassel Smith, 1959, oil and enamel on canvas;
Untitled, Janet Sobel, c. 1946, oil and enamel on composition board; Untitled, Frank Stella, 1959, enamel and oil
on canvas board mounted on foamcore; Untitled, Mimmo Paladino, 1989, oil and steel on canvas; Untitled, Sean
Shanahan, 1996, oil on folded steel; Untitled, Kurt Seligmann, 1940, oil on glass; Untitled, Michael Krebber, 1998,
oil on nettle cloth; Untitled, Harry Shapinsky, 1949, oil, enamel, paper and board; Untitled, Blinky Palermo, 1968,
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oil, black chalk and pencil on canvas; Untitled, Anselm Kiefer, 2000, oil, shellac and emulsion on canvas; Untitled,
Jasper Johns, 1972, oil, encaustic and collage on canvas with objects; Untitled, Bill Woodrow, 1993, oilstick on
paper; Untitled, Bryan Hunt, 1981, graphite, oilstick and watercolour on paper; Untitled, Gary Hume, 1991, oil
and pencil on newspaper; Untitled, Claude Viallat, 1981, paint on canvas, newspaper and painted card; Untitled,
Camille Souter, 1956, gouache on newspaper; Untitled, Gabriel Vormstein, 2006, watercolour and gouache on
newspaper; Untitled, Richard Gorman, 1985, ink and gouache on ricepaper; Untitled, Bigan Dowlatshahi, 1969,
ink and dye on muslin; Untitled, Hiroyuki Shindo, 1990, indigo-dyed cotton; Untitled, Naomi Kobayashi, 1982,
cotton cloth; Untitled, Peter Joseph, 1976, collage of coloured paper; Untitled, Moke, 2001, acrylic on canvas;
Untitled, Agnieszka Brzezanska, 2006, acrylic on canvas, sticker; Untitled, Laura Owens, 2000, acrylic, oil and
watercolour on canvas; Untitled, Dorothea Tanning, 1952, pencil and watercolour on canvas; Untitled, Liu
Wentao, 2008, pencil on canvas; Untitled, Phoebe Unwin, 2006, oil, acrylic and graphite on canvas; Untitled, JeanMichel Basquiat, 1984, acrylic, silkscreen and oilstick on canvas; Untitled, Ralph Humphrey, 1966, acrylic and
acrylic day-glo on canvas; Untitled, Chris Martin, 2005, acrylic, acrylic gel, paper towels, newsprint and oil on
canvas; Untitled, Günther Forg, 1993, acrylic on paper; Untitled, Jake Berthot, 1976, acrylic and pencil on paper;
Untitled, Muntean and Rosenblum, 2002, acrylic, cut-out paper and pencil on paper; Untitled, Martin Disler, 1980,
acrylic on cotton; Untitled, Robert Motherwell, 1971, acrylic on oil-sized cotton; Untitled, Susan Rothenberg,
1979, acrylic and glossy enamel on paper; Untitled, Raffi Lavie, 1983, acrylic and collage on plywood; Untitled,
Michael Moon, 1970, acrylic on plastic; Untitled, Imi Knoebel, 1987, acrylic on screw-mounted wood; Untitled,
Parks Anderson, no date, cast acrylic; Untitled, Jane Bassuk, 1985, acrylic, balsa wood and ragboard on masonite;
Untitled, Kuwuyama Tadaaki, 1978-79, acrylic on canvas with chrome strips; Untitled, Johannes Wohnseifer,
2004, acrylic on aluminium; Untitled, David Annesley, 1968-69, acrylic and metal; Untitled, Christopher Wool,
1993, enamel paint and aluminium; Untitled, Sol LeWitt, 1966, baked enamel and aluminium; Untitled, Robert
Irwin, 1968, synthetic polymer paint on aluminium, electric light; Untitled, Susana Solano, 1998, synthetic polymer paint on paper; Untitled, Jon Cattapan, 1991, watercolour, synthetic polymer paint; Untitled, Ellen Gallagher,
2000, synthetic polymer paint, plasticine, ink, felt-tip pen and pencil on paper; Untitled, Richard Pousette-Dart,
1977, graphite on paper prepared with gesso; Untitled, Agnes Martin, 1977, ink and graphite on gesso on canvas;
Untitled, Ahmed Alsoudani, 2007, oil, acrylic, ink, gesso on canvas; Untitled, Glenn Ligon, 2002, coal dust, printing ink, oilstick, glue, acrylic paint and gesso on canvas; Untitled, Cecily Brown, 1997, house paint, oil, gouache,
spray paint, pencil, marker, pen; Untitled, John Armleder, 1986, synthetic polymer paint and china ink on canvas, chrome and vinyl chairs; Untitled, Gabriel Orozco, 2002, ink and synthetic polymer paint on paper; Untitled,
Atsuko Tanaka, 1964, synthetic polymer paint on canvas; Untitled, John Mandel, 1971, oil and synthetic polymer
paint on canvas; Untitled, Morris Louis, 1958, synthetic polymer paint on unprimed canvas; Untitled, Robert
Hunter, 1968, synthetic polymer paint and cotton thread on canvas; Untitled, David Novros, 1967-68, synthetic
polymer paint, lacquer and pigments on fibreglass panels; Untitled, Lari Pittman, 2007, acrylic, vinyl and spray
lacquer on canvas on panel; Untitled, Georg Herold, 1990, caviar and lacquer on canvas; Untitled, Otto Muehl,
1963, sand, plaster, stockings and emulsion on sackcloth; Untitled, Jean Paul Slusser, c. 1960, sandpaper, construction paper, printed papers and leather on board; Untitled, Daniel Buren, 1972, dispersion on striped fabric;
Untitled, Léon Ferrari, 1991, oil pastel on polystyrene; Untitled, Andy Collins, 2001, oil and alkyd on canvas;
Untitled, Simone Berti, 1996, alkyd on canvas; Untitled, Scott Barber, 2003, alkyd urethane on aluminium;
Untitled, Sergej Jensen, 2001, fabric and chlorine on silk; Untitled, Wangechi Mutu, 2003, mixed media on mylar;
Untitled, Hernan Bas, 2001, mixed media on vellum; Untitled, Alfredo Prior, 1993, mixed media on corrugated
board; Untitled, Robert Rauschenberg, 1987, mixed media; Untitled, Shozo Shimamoto, 1961, mixed media on
canvas; Untitled, Zhang Huan, 2007, mixed media, ash; Untitled, Susan Haller, 1972, silkscreen print, dye and
iron burns on fabric; Untitled, Jannis Kounellis, 1979, wood, canvas, ropes, smoke stains; Untitled, Rivane
Neuenschwander, 1997, root sheet burnt with incense; Untitled, Matt Bryans, 2004, erased newspaper; Untitled,
Teufelsgroup, 2005-08, newspaper intervention, audio-visual installation; Untitled, Raymond Hains, 1964, torn
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poster on canvas; Untitled, Andisheh Avini, 2007, ripped book pages on board; Untitled, Jenny Holzer, 2004, text
on aluminium plaque; Untitled, Sue Tompkins, 2005, newsprint and typed text; Untitled, Mark Grotjahn, 2007,
magazine cut-out and masking tape on paper; Untitled, Jeff Koons, 1989, colour advertisement; Untitled, Felix
Gonzales-Torres, 1991, billboard: Untitled, Nick Mauss, 2006, pastel, xerox; Untitled, Julian Göthe, 2004, xerox;
Untitled, On Kawara, 1977, ink and stamps on postcard; Untitled, Baldaccini César, 1978, collage (stamp),
silkscreen; Untitled, Red Grooms, 1967, rubber stamp prints; Untitled, Jane Hammond, 1989, etching, collage,
rubberstamping and hand-colouring on paper; Untitled, David Hockney, 1989, fax print on paper; Untitled, Hellen
van Meene, 1998, colour coupler print mounted on cintra; Untitled, Rachel Harrison, 2007, magazine page on
inkjet print; Untitled, Wade Guyton, 2006, ink-jet on canvas; Untitled, Henrik Olesen, 2004, ink-jet on paper;
Untitled, Ad Reinhardt, c. 1966, gouache on photographic paper; Untitled, Arnulf Rainer, 1969-74, oilstick on gelatin silver print; Untitled, Zhang Xiaogang, 1958, ink on gelatin silver print; Untitled, Richard Artschwager, 1970,
ballpoint pen and pencil on gelatin silver print with masking tape on board; Untitled, Bruce Conner, 1970, offset
lithograph mounted on board; Untitled, Friedrich Kunath, 2007, screenprint on wood, lamps, clay figures;
Untitled, Barbara Kruger, 1986, photolithograph on matchbook; Untitled, Linder, 1978, photomontage; Untitled,
Yayoi Kusama, c. 1966, photo collage; Untitled, Richard Billingham, 1994, photograph on paper mounted on aluminium; Untitled, Yukinori Yanagi, 1994-95, photograph and silkscreen on canvas; Untitled, Dieter Roth, 197677, photograph and mixed media on canvas; Untitled, Richard Long, 1967, drawing, photograph and mixed media
on board; Untitled, Thomas Frederick Arndt, 1973, black-and-white photograph; Untitled, Jerry Norman
Uelsman, 1970, gelatin silver print; Untitled, Jan Groover, 1986, gelatin silver print, sepia toned; Untitled, Richard
Misrach, 1976, gelatin silver print, selenium toned; Untitled, Sherie Scheer, 1977, hand-coloured gelatin silver
print; Untitled, Michael Becotte, 1974, sepia and gold-toned gelatin silver print; Untitled, Kusakabe Kimbei, c.
1865-1910, hand-coloured, gold-toned albumen print; Untitled, Knud Knudsen, c. 1880, albumen print; Untitled,
James Fitzallen Ryder, 1862, albumen print from wet collodion negative; Untitled, George Henry Seeley, c. 1903,
platinum print; Untitled, Alicia Frankovich, 2002, lambda print; Untitled, Idit Greenberg, 2002, lambda digital
print; Untitled, Lewis Hine, c. 1909-10, contact print; Untitled, Chuck Close and Jerry Spagnoli, 2001, daguerreotype; Untitled, George Swaine, c. 1910, bromoil print; Untitled, Zwelethu Mthethwa, 2007, chromogenic print;
Untitled, Richard Prince, 1982, ektacolour print; Untitled, Eileen Cowin, 1987, polacolour print; Untitled, Ardine
Nelson, 1978, SX-70 transfer print; Untitled, Dash Snow, 2006, digital c-print; Untitled, Elisa Sighicelli, 2003, cprint on lightbox; Untitled, Erwin Wurm, 2000, c-print on PVC; Untitled, Martin Healy, 2004, c-print mounted
on plexiglass; Untitled, Jimmy Robert, 2005, archival iris print; Untitled, David Levinthal, 1975, sepia toned
kudalith print; Untitled, Edward Steichen, 1904, gum bichromate print; Untitled, Audrey Glassman, 1984,
cibachrome photograph; Untitled, Gregory Crewdson, 1998, silver-dye bleach (cibachrome) with laminate;
Untitled, Louise Lawler, 1988, cibachrome print with embossed matte; Untitled, Adam Fuss, 1992, unique dye
destruction print photogram; Untitled, Willy Kessels, c. 1960s, photogram, gelatin silver print; Untitled, Peter
Campus, 1978, gelatin silver developed-out print; Untitled, Alexander Corazzo, 1938, cliché-verre gelatin silver
print; Untitled, Wallace Berman, 1967, verifax collage, negative image; Untitled, George Platt Lynes, 1951, gelatin silver print from a paper negative; Untitled, Maurice Tabard, 1933, solarized gelatin silver print; Untitled, Val
Telberg, c. 1947-49, gelatin silver print, solarized, from multiple negatives; Untitled, Lorna Simpson, 1992, colour
polaroids, plastic plaques; Untitled, Arnold Genthe, 1906, glass lantern slide; Untitled, Dan Graham, 1969, glass,
mirrored glass; Untitled, Dale Chihuly, 1978, glass; Untitled, Steven Weinberg, 1991, cast glass, polished;
Untitled, Stanislav Libensky and Jaroslava Brychtova, 1979, cast glass with surface treatment; Untitled, Daniel
Clayman, 1990, cast glass, patinated copper; Untitled, José Chardiet, 1992, blown glass, enamel; Untitled, Mieke
Groot, 2000, hand-blown glass, enamel-sand mix; Untitled, Joel Philip Myers, c. 1986, blown, applied, cut and polished glass; Untitled, Mario Merz, 1989, newspapers, glass, neon; Untitled, Pier Paolo Calzolari, 1971, mattresses, neon; Untitled, Christian Boltanski, 1988, pewter boxes, framed black-and-white photographs, electric lamps
with cables; Untitled, Mike Kelley, 1990, found afghans, stuffed dolls; Untitled, Gedi Sibony, 2008, carpet, tape;
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Untitled, Maurizio Cattelan, 2003, resin, synthetic hair, clothes, electronic device; Untitled, Tom Friedman, 1995,
plastic, hair, fuzz, play-doh, wire, paint, wood; Untitled, David Hammons, 1992, copper, wire, hair, stone, fabric,
thread; Untitled, Thomas Schütte, 1995, fimo clay (plasticine), glass, wood, plastic, fabric, wire; Untitled, Vincent
Fecteau, 2001-02, papier-mâché, acrylic, shells, rope; Untitled, Jean Lowe, 2001, enamel on papier-mâché;
Untitled, Sean Raspet, 2007, acrylic, plastic, hair-gel, lobster claw, resin, plexiglass; Untitled, Francisco Sobrino,
1975, plastic and perspex; Untitled, Ronald Mallory, 1966, mercury, plexiglass and electrical apparatus; Untitled,
Alan Shepp, 1967-68, plexiglass; Untitled, Robert Davis, 1969, acrylic on plexiglass; Untitled, Macrae Semans,
2008, wood, cardboard, plexiglass, aluminium rod, sandpaper, enamel; Untitled, Sylvia Stone, 1971, plexiglass and
aluminium; Untitled, Kai Althoff, 2001, plastic and resin; Untitled, Jim Lambie, 1999, plastic bags, enamel paint;
Untitled, Gabriel Kuri, 2006, plywood, tar, paint, aluminium; Untitled, El Anatsui, 2006, aluminium liquor bottle caps, copper wire; Untitled, Huma Bhabha, 2006, clay, wire, plastic, paint; Untitled, Berlinde de Bruyckere,
1994, blankets, wire; Untitled, Eva Hesse, 1970, fibreglass on wire, latex over fabric and wire; Untitled, David
Jones, 1974, latex and cheesecloth; Untitled, Robert Morris, 1965, gray fibreglass; Untitled, Bharti Kher, 2008,
bindis on fibreglass; Untitled, Larry Bell, 1969, vacuum-plated, mineral-coated glass with metal binding; Untitled,
Hilary Harnischfeger, 2007, paper, ink, mica, fluorite, crushed glass; Untitled, Robert Gober, 2004-05, bronze,
beeswax, lead crystal, oil paint; Untitled, Kiki Smith, 1990, wax, pigments; Untitled, Urs Fischer, 2001, wax, wick,
pigment, brick, metal; Untitled, Joseph Cornell, 1966, wood, stain, glass, paper, coin; Untitled, Karl Burke, 2008,
mirror and wood; Untitled, Matthew Monahan, 2005, glass, paint, metal, wood, charcoal, pigments, wax, foam;
Untitled, Roy McMakin, c. 2001, foam, plastic; Untitled, Guillermo Kuitca, 1992, foam, cotton, wood, metal,
acrylic paint, marker pen, waxed string; Untitled, Rosemarie Trockel, 1985, wool; Untitled, Chihaya Nakagawa,
1987, wool, lurex, silk; Untitled, Giovanni Anselmo, 1969, stone, steel cable, slipknot; Untitled, Fred Sandback,
1967, painted elastic rayon cord, metal sleeve clamps; Untitled, Hermann Nitsch, 1960, PVA on hardboard;
Untitled, Jorge Pardo, 2003, plywood, PVC, paper, ink jet, spar varnish, lamps, drawings; Untitled, Harvey
Quaytman, 1994, ink, synthetic polymer paint, varnish; Untitled, Craig Kauffman, 1967, plastic; Untitled, Peter
Alexander, 1967, polyester resin; Untitled, John McCracken, 1934, polyester resin and fiberglass on plywood;
Untitled, Bruce Nauman, 1965, fibreglass, polyester resin, light; Untitled, Joep van Lieshout, 1990, polyester and
metal; Untitled, Carlos Mollura, 1997, polyurethane and polyethylene; Untitled, Banks Violette, 2005, bonded salt,
salt, polyurethane, polymer medium, ash, epoxy, wood, galvanized steel and steel hardware, soundtrack; Untitled,
Costas Tsoclis, 1977, wood and wood shavings on paper on board; Untitled, Asta Groting, 1990, silicone, wood
shavings; Untitled, Gilberto Zorio, 1967, plaster, cobalt chloride, asbestos column; Untitled, Nobuaki Kojima,
1964, painted plaster, cloth coated with polyethylene resin; Untitled, Eva Löfdahl, 1989, painted chipboard, plaster and wood; Untitled, Stuart Nielsen, 1974, plaster, pigments; Untitled, Manuel Neri, c. 1974, plaster; Untitled,
Niki de Saint Phalle, 1961, plaster object, iron plate, wire, plaster, pigments; Untitled, Javier de la Garza, 1996,
plaster, photocopy; Untitled, Erick Swenson, 2004-05, polyurethane resin, acrylic paint, MDF, polystyrene;
Untitled, Shirley Tse, 2003, polystyrene, vinyl acetate sheet; Untitled, Roger Hiorns, 2006, engine, steel, copper
sulphate, cardboard; Untitled, Kelley Walker, 2001-04, car windshield; Untitled, Richard Serra, 1978, steel,
wrought; Untitled, Brian Wall, c. 1958, steel; Untitled, Richard Stankiewicz, 1961, welded steel; Untitled, Richard
Deacon, 1980, galvanised steel and concrete; Untitled, Mark Di Suvero, 1968, galvanized steel and polished steel;
Untitled, Donald Judd, 1991, black anodized aluminium, stainless steel; Untitled, Ellsworth Kelly, 1982-83, stainless steel; Untitled, Subodh Gupta, 2007, stainless steel, stainless steel utensils; Untitled, Peter Hutton, 1969,
plexiglass box, stainless steel with enamel and polyvinyl chloride; Untitled, Augustine Dall’ava, c. 1977, wood,
stainless steel; Untitled, Geoffrey Bartlett, c. 1977, steel, Oregon; Untitled, Jim Magee, 1992-93, steel, lead, grease,
oil bath; Untitled, Roelof Louw, 1968, painted metal; Untitled, John Chamberlain, c. 1958-59, painted and welded metal; Untitled, Lee Bontecou, 1962, metal and canvas; Untitled, Michael Steiner, 1966, aluminium; Untitled,
Billy Al Bengston, 1971, burnished aluminium; Untitled, Cady Noland, 1994, silkscreen on honeycomb aluminum; Untitled, Alexander Calder, 1939, painted sheet aluminium and steel wire; Untitled, Serge Brignogi,
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1957, painted copper; Untitled, Cy Twombly, 1987, painted bronze; Untitled, Joel Shapiro, 1978, bronze; Untitled,
Anselm Reyle, 2005, bronze, chrome, varnish; Untitled, Jean Pierre Duprey, 1958, iron; Untitled, Kitty Kantilla,
c. 1980, natural earth pigments on ironwood; Untitled, Doris Salcedo, 1998, wood, cement, metal; Untitled,
Henry DePosit, 1995, wood, metal; Untitled, Kathy Prendergast, 1994, wood, filling, motor; Untitled, End?
Toshikatsu, 1983, wood, water, tar; Untitled, Ulrich Rückriem, 1989, dolomite stone; Untitled, Rupert Norfolk,
2005, limestone; Untitled, Win Knowlton, 1986, cast concrete; Untitled, Arlo Acton, c. 1956, stoneware; Untitled,
Jene Highstein, 1987-88, granite; Untitled, Daniel Silver, 2008, marble, wood, paint; Untitled, Ana Mendieta,
1983, sand, binder, wood; Untitled, Robert Grosvenor, 1967, wood, paint, steel; Untitled, Rosalie Gascoigne, 1975,
wood, vitreous enamel, steel, hooks, nails, rubber; Untitled, Pepe Espaliú, 1988, wood, glass, fabrics, steel and
brass; Untitled, Ruth Asawa, c. 1950s, brass wire; Untitled, Jesús Rafael Soto, 1959, tempera on wood with painted wire; Untitled, Henk Visch, 1981, wood, paper; Untitled, Florence Wyle, c. 1952, wood; Untitled, Peter Krasnow,
1940-45, walnut; Untitled, Daniel Dezeuze, 1977, stained wood; Untitled, Aaron Spangler, 2005, carved and painted maple; Untitled, J. Paul Fennell, 1995, curly maple; Untitled, Charles Arnoldi, 1974, tree branches; Untitled,
Joel Shapiro, 1986, painted wood; Untitled, Keith Haring, 1984, painted terracotta; Untitled, James Leedy, 1982,
ceramic; Untitled, Shary Boyle, 2004, lace-draped porcelain, thread, china paint; Untitled, Françoise Grossen,
1988, linen thread; Untitled, Lenore Tawney, 1974, linen, cotton, metal, wood, warp-faced plain weave with
appliquéd blue jean fragments and buttons; Untitled, Michael Vessa, 1972, paper, tape, graphite, varnish, Roplex,
glue, nylon string, nails; Untitled, Lucas Samaras, 1960-61, wood panel with plaster-covered feathers, nails,
screws, nuts, pins, razor blades, flashlight bulbs, buttons, bullets, aluminium foil; Untitled, Marisa Merz, 1966,
coils of aluminium foil; Untitled, Rudolf Stingel, 2001-02, celotex installation panel laminated to particle board,
aluminium frame; Untitled, Dan Flavin, 1968, fluorescent lights, metal fixtures; Untitled, Martin Kippenberger,
1989, books, linen, wood, metal, plastic, electric light bulb, silkscreen ink on cloth; Untitled, Akiko Kotani, 2003,
plain weave, embroidered, metal armature; Untitled, Isa Genzken, 2006, wheelchair, hologram foil, belts, fabric,
colour print, mirror foil, ceramic bowls, clips, lacquer; Untitled, Fernanda Gomes, 1999, cigarette papers,
eggshells, iron pellets, cracked plates, thread, objects; Untitled, Damien Hirst, 1996, gloss household paint with
butterflies on canvas; Untitled, Jean Dubuffet, 1957, butterfly wings, India ink; Untitled, Marco Maggi, 2001,
incised McIntosh apple; Untitled, Elisa Breton, 1970, embalmed bird, spring, die, box; Untitled, Giulio Paolini,
1961, wood stretcher, tin of white paint, plastic; Untitled, Sean Dack, 2008, consumer electronics encased in rubber; Untitled, Nam June Paik, 1993, player piano, televisions, cameras, laser disk players, electric light and light
bulb, wires; Untitled, João Onofre, 1998, video, colour, sound; Untitled, Trisha Donnelly, 2003, audio; Untitled,
Stuart Brisley, 1993, performance
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Untitled, Chris Clarke, 2008, text, is an ongoing project which invites others to contribute by sending details of
Untitled artworks to cgstokes75@yahoo.ca
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