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art = obsessive compulsive disorder

Aren’t you sick and tired of reading the same kind of humdrum review about the same kind of humdrum show some-
where in the Netherlands? You know the type: descriptive, anecdotal, adopting no position, and usually furnished with 
facts lifted straight from the press release. When is the responsible party ever asked what they were thinking? Or what about when some-
thing really jaw-droppingly good is not even covered? It sometimes makes you feel like you’re pissing in the wind.

Aren’t you sick of how boring, and humorless the dialogue around art has become? It’s a constant diet of melba toast and plain yoghurt. 

Hell, most of us didn’t get into art because we wanted to play it safe. If we wanted to play it safe we’d be lawyers, accountants, or fast food 
cooks. We got into art because at one point or another we actually believed in it, or something about it (for me it could have been the dis-
proportionate gender balance - Otto).

But we digress, we’re here to tell you about OCD, a fanzine that is the initiative of Annie Fletcher and Otto Berchem. OCD is ‘the addicts 
guide to what’s going on in art’, and ‘not your typical art rag’. It’s really pretty simple - we believe that art is an obsessive compulsive disor-
der and that’s just fine… 

Why use the word ‘addict’? Well, like we alluded to before, none of us are exactly getting rich out of our chosen profession. That’s prob-
ably why we’re called the art world and not Hollywood. So why do we do it? Love, commitment, passion, and maybe, just maybe, a certain 
’addiction’. Do you ever find yourself obsessing about your work, or someone else’s? Or that other art addicts are the only ones who truly 
understand you? That all your friends from other walks of life (you know, ‘real life’) have dropped away, and when you do mix with ‘civilians’ 
you’re clueless about what they’re talking about anyway. We may not be Doctor Phil, and these days we probably aren’t ‘hankering for an 
art fix’, but we understand, and we can all agree that seeing a good piece of art can give you a little rush, especially if it’s followed by a post 
opening party with an open bar.

Now let’s follow up on the ‘not your typical art rag’ blurb. This is a fanzine. We repeat: this is a fanzine. Made by art fanatics for art 
fanatics, and hopefully about art fanatics. It runs on passion and fresh air (figuratively, not literally: we don’t mind some second hand smoke, 
as long as it’s cigarette smoke) and a conviction that above all - we need to have a real conversation (and even the occasional catfight) - in 
the name of art . 

So, do you see where we’re going with this? We’re making an artzine/art magazine - if we can be so bold to call it that - that’s a little punk 
rock. Not ‘Green Day’ punk, or even the ‘Clash’, but punk rock like the old, old days – no money, no experience, but lot’s of attitude. We want 
people who have opinions – lot’s of them. Previous writing experience isn’t such a huge issue – at the moment. We want people who aren’t 
afraid to call it like they see it, who aren’t afraid of offending someone when they write a review, someone who has some chutzpah. 

We’re not interested in being bitchy for bitchiness sake, and we’re a little bored with cynicism, nope none of that stuff here thank you, very 
much. What we’re into is ‘keeping it real man’. 

So think about it, but not for too long, because then you’re going to think too much, or in the famous words of (but definitely not the 

Zeitgeist of) an anonymous advertising guy – JUST DO IT!
Annie Fletcher & Otto Berchem

PS If the old adage ‘the road to hell is paved with good intentions’ is true, then this issue has been down a very long road. We’d like to say 
sorry about that, but we’re not going to. It’s not like we we’ve kept all of our subscribers waiting at the the door for the postman to drop 
it off. However, we will apologize to all of our contributors, for their faith and patience, which made this fanzine possible. The texts you’re 
going to read were written in the first half of 2004, and it’s taken us awhile to finally get them ‘to bed’.  ‘Old and stale, but still funky and 
fresh’, or so we hope. So on that note, sit back, enjoy, and remember to flush when you’re done. 

PSS 10 euros goes to whomever spots the most typos, we may be obsessive compulsive, but not when it comes to typos and grammar.

edited by:     Annie Fletcher & Otto Berchem
anglicized edits/proofing by:  Annabel Howland
Contributors:   Matthew Bakkom, Craig Bell, Otto Berchem, Bik/van der Pol, Jelle Bouwhuis, Jason  
     Coburn, Charles Esche, Chris Evans, Waapke Feenstra Annie Fletcher, Laura Fletcher, 
     David Haines, Rob Hamelijnck, Arne Hendriks, Lisa Holden, Annabel Howland, Raimundas 
     Malasauskas Janice Mc Nab, Alan Michael, Magnus Monfeldt, CarrieMoyer, Barry  
     O’Donnell, Sarah Pierce, Lisi Raskin
Special thanks to:   Falke Pisano, Ellen de Bruijne, all the contributors, and our drinking buddies at Mulligan’s 
     Irish pub (where this little chestnut was born, more or less).
contact us at:    ocdfanzine@yahoo.com

Let us explain our condition a little.
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TACITA DEAN 

 ‘…if I didn’t say it well I’d still have felt  it, where’s the sense in that…’  Dido – White Flag 

I went to De Pont, to see the work of Tacita Dean and Dirk Braekman, with the usual sense of trepidation I get when going to a cultural institu-
tion. What should I expect from the work? What if someone asked me what I thought about it? What if I sounded stupid when I came out with 
those overused phrases such as ‘a sense of place’ or ‘feelings of loss and sadness’, phrases which always seem safe to me because everyone 
knows what you’re talking about, even if they’re not used to looking at art. 

Indeed, my sense of the inevitable disappointment was confirmed when I was confronted with Tacita’s films, drawings and photographs. I say 
confronted because I couldn’t get ‘into’ the work. The act of looking simply stopped me seeing anything and even my own physical presence 
inhibited an entrance, when it should be my presence that allowed me to look at the work and see something in the first place. After all, it is the 
viewer’s experience that completes the work. I felt I’d been conned into going there and then irritated with myself because I had thought there 
might be something to fascinate and beguile me; that I had given up a Saturday I could have spent in the studio, taking photos, or just thinking.

My friend David kept talking about that ‘sense of place’, a place that you had never been to but that you felt you knew through Dean’s photo-
graphs and films. Granted she knows how to use a camera, and make a film, but sitting through them is exhausting. Landscapes and buildings, 
which you know are significant because of what happened there - are now empty and full of the memories and images we impose on them, 
but its just not enough for me. If an image wants to suggest something, to tease me with half information then it has to give me something in 
the first place. And I’m afraid her work didn’t. I just thought they were empty films with nothing to look at and, as Dido says, ‘what’s the point in 
that’. Call me shallow, but I like to be beguiled, questioned and roughed up a bit as I struggle to make sense of something, which an artist has dis-
mantled and put together in a way only their hand can. David disagreed with me and said that Dean’s ability to relate to a place and capture and 
it on film made him want to watch them more. He said when they had been shown in London there were descriptions of what had happened in 
those locations so they made more sense. I’m sorry David, but if a work of art needs an explanation next to it then I really shouldn’t be looking 
at it, I should be reading about it. Interesting is the word that comes to mind, that ever useful word we use when we really don’t know what to 
say and are afraid to admit we don’t like something because it’s supposed to be good. I’ve always found the word to be very middle-class and 
middle of the road, just like Dean’s work. Interesting means ‘nice’ and non-confrontationa to me and I was quite prepared to leave, disappointed, 
but satisfied that at I had finally made up my mind about her work.

Then I found Dirk Braekman’s photographs and was seduced, as I have been on many occasions, by the enveloping, velvety void of the black and 
white image. The first thing I saw, at the entrance to the space, was an image of a wall; a brick wall with a squiggle of graffiti and no surrounding 
context to place it. The photograph had been taken at an angle so the perspective drew you in and beyond the image. Like all the works shown 
there, it was printed on matt paper, which gave no trace of its surface, and was not framed. Curiously placed at the entrance to the exhibition 
space, the blankness of the wall somehow invited me to look and keep looking. You see, it was all about the image, looking at something with 
your eyes and seeing it with your whole body. That act of seeing which comes from lived experience and allows you to recognise something; it 
gives you empathy. And that’s the thing. I knew what he was trying to say, even if I couldn’t put it into words. The wall didn’t matter, but looking 
at it did, as did looking at the empty hotel rooms, duvets, chairs, sofa, a naked woman, wallpaper, a fire place, curtains, a neon sign; I had seen 
all these things before but through looking at Braekman’s images I was reminded of something that is ever present in my life, that “who am I?”, 
question which pops into my head at the most inconvenient times and leaves me feeling isolated and lost, yet safe in the knowledge that all of 
us feel this and it is what unites and separates us at the same time. 

The works made me think of John Berger’s photographic essay in which he describes a sequence of images as having ‘no single “correct” inter-
pretation’ as ‘it attempts to follow an old woman’s reflections on her life… If she were suddenly asked: What are you thinking about? She would 
invent a simple answer, because the question, when taken seriously, becomes unanswerable. Her reflections cannot be defined by any answer 
beginning with What?… she was making sense of herself to herself’. So I was confronted with the artist’s dilemma of how to describe something 
which is indescribable and how to make sense of it. David said Braekman’s images were beautiful but once you’d ‘got it’ there wasn’t anything 
else to look at. But again ‘beautiful’ is one of those things we say, like ‘interesting’ or ‘nice’, and I found myself asking what does David mean? 
What does Braekman mean? I tried to make sense of what I was looking at and - in turn - of myself; to struggle with what I had been tempted 
by. Unlike Dean’s images, I ‘got’ that feeling of loss and recognised a sense of place, but for what and where I couldn’t say. It seemed to me to 
be a universal sense, one that we all know but from experiences unique to us as individuals. I simply recognised it and that recognition made me 
want to keep looking. It intrigued me. At one point, I stood looking at a photograph of a piece of wood resting on another and leaning against a 
wall. A small photograph, I had been silently invited by its non-imposing scale to stand and look at it. I had forgotten about my surroundings and 
been drawn into the image when I looked around and saw two other people doing the same thing. We all looked at each other, smiled and car-
ried on looking for another few minutes. ‘So it’s not just me’, I thought, ‘they see it as well’, and their inability to comment confirmed what I had 
thought; that through looking at this image of a couple of pieces of wood and some wallpaper, we recognise who we are. So Dido was right, you 
have to say it, and in art it is better to talk of rather than talk about.

Tacita Dean, De Pont Foundation for Contemporary Art, Tillburg.
Jan-16---May-16 2004

Craig Bell is an artist based in Amsterdam, who can generally be seen wearing Fred Perry attire.
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ALMOST REAL 

While the topic of second day of the conference  Almost Real was ‘Rural Interventions’, I didn’t hear too much about 
hat issue, although there was a ‘live performance’ on a farm with 150 people who were bussed in. Getting lost on the way to an ecological farm 
the Dutch passengers were asked to tell those visitors from abroad about the landscape in ‘The Green Heart of the Netherlands’. So I told some 
people from Sheffield about the drainage systems that farmers use and how they try to avoid dehydrated land in the summer. As a farmer’s 
daughter I could tell my English guests strange details I never usually have an audience for. 

I tried to avoid speaking about the view from the bus as a landscape. Instead, telling stories about the struggles of irrigation and ditch cleaning 
was my way to counterbalance the irritating way the landscape was generally introduced to the audience as: ‘Look we Dutch made our land 
ourselves! It was never meant to be a place to live.’ BLUH! You need a dialogue with the ground and with knowledge of the place, not just a view 
out of the window and a consumer’s gaze. That dialogue is never ending. 

Reading the marks on the land brings me to the lecture that was held that morning in the Centraal Museum, Utrecht by Mike Pearson, who 
according to the press release ‘examines points of convergence between contemporary performance and interpretative approaches in archae-
ology, natural history and the rural’, He gave a great lecture/performance in which he introduced something called the ‘deep map’. The deep 
map is related to the ‘first square mile’ in which we all grew up and from which we have a knowledge that is so deeply experienced that we 
never repeat it. He showed us childhood pictures and his knees, relating the fact that talking about the marks of youth is a kind of longing. True. 
Every time I look at my right hand, I see marks of a stone bridge that I once crashed into on my bike on my way to school. 

Apart from his knees, Mike Pearson also showed a video of a performance he made in his hometown. He was acting as the archaeologist that 
he is. The audience were people that knew him when he grew up. The performance was set up as a guided tour with Pearson as guide, a small 
audience (his mother, schoolteacher and so on) and, of course, a camera (so now we also know a bit about his youth). On the tour he was show-
ing where he was photographed as a child, where he climbed over a wall, and other spots. In general, it was nothing truly unique, but it was a 
marking of his memory and part of his ‘deep map’. Presented in a constructed, personal way with a talent for performance, he really touched 
the audience and me. Was his talent for performance the glue, which held his stories together? I think it played a big role, but it was more inter-
esting that he showed the mediation of the body in a very clear and direct way. The reaction of the audience was immediate. We saw this also 
in the taped performance: his mother shakes her head when he overacts, another person giggles. That they also play a role in their own tour 
scratches the surface of the ‘real’ at many points, at times disappearing altogether into the private. It is a serious game and the escape lies in 
the fact that the archaeologist is often clownish and turns his body into a tool. It was, therefore, a very important choice to tape the perfor-
mance. Why was the body not enough? Why do we need a recorded image? Is this image bringing us any closer to the issue?

Back on the farm, where we arrived a bit too late, I felt very strange - and not only because lunch was delayed! The fact that there were150 
of us on the farm, turned it into a stage, and we were the audience. This made me uncomfortable. The fact that farmers have to do this kind of 
thing, because farming and hard work are not enough to get by, bothered me. I didn’t feel comfortable with my role as spectator for the ‘per-
formance’ of the farmer. I tried to turn my head away, but our appearance as an audience was too strong. Too many bodies. Having so many 
people on a cattle farm made it feel like an auction. This negative emotion is definitely influenced by my ‘deep map’. I am upset when (rural) 
images are fed by imposed ‘roles’ and there is no escape or stop or reset. Just play. 

Almost Real conference was initiated by the ECF in collaboration with the Centraal Museum Utrecht, 11 – 14 March, 2004  

Wapke Feenstra is an artist based in Rotterdam.

AUTHENTICITY SUCKS
A couple of months ago I had the opportunity to participate in a psycho-geographic walk organized by Wilfried Houjebek, in the housing devel-
opment area of Leidsche Rijn. Originally housing approximately 25,000 inhabitants spread over three small villages west of Utrecht, the inten-
tion is to add around 100,000 people by 2020. Now, despite what we all think of the idea of actually living in such a new suburbia, Leidsche 
Rijn is promoted as a geographically varied and culturally attractive place to live. Besides the housing quarters, including, those yet to be built, it 
preserves the existing villages, some of the farms and rural streams, and even embraces recent Roman excavations. All in all it seemed a nice 
place for a stroll, especially to me, since I was born and raised in the area long before it became interesting.

But a psycho-geographic walk is more than a stroll. It’s the art of mapping a certain area, not in a topographical manner, but as a set of emo-
tional responses to the scenery. Its immediate roots stem from Situationism, although Houjebek prefers to link it further back in history to the 
English Picturesque tradition and even earlier. He altered the idea slightly by having people move through the area on the basis of a certain 
imperative that resembles a programming code, i.e.: (first right / second right / second left / repeat). Being subjected to this in Leidsche Rijn, 
people were asked to indicate whether they would (open) or would not (closed) like to visit the individual streets they were passing. 

The result was astonishing. The initial excitement of being in an otherwise neglected spot and thinking that Leidsche Rijn could be interesting 
after all, soon made way for a livelier disappointment. This was partly caused by the streets themselves. They are varied just to hide the fact 
that there is actually no variation at all. Similarly, the architectural design of the houses and apartments are typologically more monotonous 
than one could imagine. Even an art project by Dennis Adams, which originally consisted of fluorescent orange stadium seats on heavy concrete 
blocks, loosely spread over the area to disrupt the rural illusion, has lost its impact. The seats, bleached by the weather, have turned into pale 
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AUTHENTICITY SUCKS  (coninued)

pink street furniture, perfectly suited to the ubiquitous lack of atmosphere. Maybe these striking objects had endeav-
ored to fit into to their depressing, nondescript environment as quickly as possible. (At this point I realized that the 
color of the notepaper we used during the walk matched the non-color of the bleached stadium seats exactly).

Disappointingly enough, I followed every cliché by writing (closed) when passing a new street and (open) at the old walkways along the streams. 
The only new street that seemed worthwhile was the main road through Leidsche Rijn, not surprisingly, since it seems to lead to downtown 
Utrecht. What was really annoying was that I caught myself noting the old streets, deliberately preserved in Leidsche Rijn, as (open). I vaguely 
associated these with ‘authenticity,’ but without the original orchards and farmlands, they have become merely design. As long as I lived in 
Leidsche Rijn, I didn’t care about its authenticity: it only existed in the minds of some perverse suburb developers, designers and marketers. 
Authenticity sucks.

Wilfried Houjebek, Leidsche Rijn, 6th March 2004, www.socialfiction.org

Jelle Bouwhuis is blond, with very small spectacles, and is currently programming the SMCS 11 series of events at the Stedelijk Museum 

Amsterdam, amongst other things....  
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Olafur Eliasson 
– The Weather Project, 
Turbine Hall, Tate Modern London  

16 October 2003 – 21 March 2004   

Well it was clearly big, and quite sensational in fact . Earlier this year lots of people went to see it, and even more 
people were talking about it.  To be honest, we’re not really sure why, but then again we didn’t see it, so what the 
hell, we decided ‘fuck it’ let’s have loads* of people write about it too (*in the OCD universe four counts as loads)

Seeing as a big sensational project attracted a mulititude of different people to the Tate Modern, we decided to 
divert a little from our criteria of only having obssesive-compulsive-art lovers talk about it – there are two of those 
(artists Magnus Mondfeldt and Matthew Bakkom) but we also got the opinions of a professional hack and a electri-
cal engineer (otherwise know as my sister and her boyfriend – Annie)

Eds

BLACK HOLE SUN

Following Louise Bourgeois’ giant spiders, the brilliant Juan Muñoz installation and the portentous piece by Anish Kapoor the torch has been 
passed on to Icelander Olafur Eliasson and his contribution; ‘The Weather Project’. Having read all the reviews, not to mention the buzz around 
town, I wanted to check it out for myself. Nordic Romanticism. The Sublime. Call it what you want. This is the shit. 

The walk across the bridge over the Thames chills me to the bone and I really can’t wait to get inside to see what it’s all about, and to get warm. 
At the back of the entrance hall there is a semi-circular yellow disc. This shape is echoed in the mirrored ceiling to present a perfect sphere, like 
an upside down sunset. It is just as powerful as I expected it to be and the fabricated mist that fills the space is precisely as fine as I had imag-
ined. It truly looks amazing. 

Everywhere there are people lying around, staring at the ceiling. I see couples sipping from the bottles of wine that they have brought inside. 
A Spanish family lying on their backs, their feet are connected to form the shape of a star in the reflection above. I lie down too. I notice that 
the mirrors are undulating and I catch myself thinking what it would be like if they fell down. Are they suspended from wires? How many people 
were needed for the installation of this gigantic piece?  How much did it cost? Should it matter? Art as commerce, art as spectacle; how can 
you avoid those sinister thoughts in the monstrous Turbine Hall of the Tate Modern? Somebody said that the installation felt effortless. Right.
 
After a short while The Sun becomes secondary, almost taken for granted. Everybody is busy trying to spot themselves in the mirror. It’s 
imposing in a way that I don’t feel comfortable about. Godlike. Megalomaniac. I’d never thought that Eliasson straddled such high horses. Little 
me down here, and another me, far up in the sky. Surely, it’s not the artist’s fault, nor his intention?

The catalogue shows statistics about the weather’s influence on our mood, behavior and on how we communicate with other people. In a cold 
and damp London this big, beautiful sun should fit hand in glove and maybe that’s why I left Tate Modern feeling double. Double and vertiginous. 
Like Dr. Supply and Mr. Demand.

Magnus Monfeldt is an artist based in Amsterdam, you can admire his posterior on the cover of OCD

WEATHER PROJECT
On entering the Turbine Hall of the Tate Modern you find yourself peering through a haze, the humidity visible in the air. You’re drawn to a 
glow emanating from the end of this huge space. As you walk further into the room, which slants downwards, you get an unobstructed view of 
the source, this huge sun. The light from the sun seems to shimmer. It’s warm and inviting, so much so that dotted around the floor people are 
lying out, sunbathing. Looking at the sun it takes a moment to realise that it’s whole is made up of a real half and a reflected half. The latter is 
created by a ceiling of mirrors and gives the sun its shimmering effect. It carries the sun’s light across its surface giving you the feeling that 
its glow is all encompassing. For sunbathers it enables them to see their reflections in the sky, no blue, no clouds, just you and all the people 
around you in the warm glow of the sun.

The sun itself draws you in, there is no glare, you get no light spots from staring at it and so it’s hard not to. There is a satisfying feeling that 
you are taking part in this, you’re soothed, you’re entertained, you’re compelled to sit on the floor. And even though you’re in this huge indoor 
space and the sky is made of mirrors you’re struck by how real it almost feels. When you finally succeed in pulling yourself away, it’s hard not 
to come out with some inadequate statement like “wow that was great!”

Laura Fletcher is a journalist based in Dublin, and happens to be Annie’s sister, nope, no nepotism here.
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GLOBAL WARMING AND GROWTH MARKETS
It was the stage smoke, the mirrors and big soft light source that gave it all the feeling of a post-atmospheric drama (Bladerunner/THX 1138) 
or the set of a high end, gothpop video. The ramshackle crowd sprawled on the floor even played the part of the extras waiting for the concert 
footage to be shot.

After a while, it seemed that it must be the concept that was the supposed to be the star - with the exception of a low-firing synergy between 
the cavernous hall, the rigged up atmosphere and the crowd - not much was happening. The weather angle, which I appreciate theoretically and 
in relation to Eliasson’s previous efforts, was a bit of a no show at this gig. In reviewing the catalogue and the press and comparing it to my own 
experience, the ideas that were the basis of the work seemed grafted onto what was otherwise a professional, cinematic spectacle staged in a 
large dramatic space. It was ‘cool’ but the scale and production value outstripped the rhetoric, making it all a bit awkward; a sincere but substan-
tial mismatch between the wrapping paper and the present.  

Of course it’s impossible to know, but the audience, rather than undergoing a series of epistemological breakthroughs regarding their own per-
spectives, seemed to be more involved in the kind of vague, self-reflexive pleasure that we normally associate with malls, stadiums and theme 
parks. Those who made it past a quick glance seemed to enjoy the mild transgression of laying on the floor, checking themselves out in the ceil-
ing, flirting and taking pictures with phones. Nothing terribly wrong with that, an above average context for it even, but the question in this case 
is: Do we want the same thing from contemporary art museums and artist’s projects as we do from these other types of environments? It’s 
pretty obvious that museums are consumer spaces too, but what kind should they be?

It’s my guess that the sponsor of this event has a few ideas - by 
coincidence they happen to be experts at the creation and mainte-
nance of consumer culture. Like many of their peers, grandness of 
scale coupled with a relative evacuation of meaning seems to be at 
the heart of this corporation’s public aesthetics. A good match for 
the Turbine Hall.

Whether it’s Lipton and MTV’s co-branded ‘chill out’ rooms at 
beaches worldwide or those sexy Magnum ice cream bar TV spots, 
it would seem obvious that this global multi-national is dedicated to 
reaching and pleasing the broadest audiences for the lowest prices 
possible. Especially nifty if you can get to the ‘opinion makers’ and 
the ‘youth market’ involved. In this case the Weather Project was cer-
tainly a big success as far as being a ‘Sponsorship which reflects the 
creativity that lies at the heart of Unilever’s business’.

Matthew Bakkom is a Minneapolis-based artist and organizer.

A Punter’s View
January 2004 marked my first visit to the Tate Modern ever. Arriving through the east entrance gave the perfect viewpoint of the installation 
The Weather Project by Olafur Eliasson. I was struck by the sheer expanse of the area known as the Turbine Hall that descends below the level 
of the River Thames as you enter. It is hard to absorb at first glance what you are looking at. You are awestruck by the scale of the project but 
also because there is a viewing platform further into the Hall, which hinders the view. My first impressions were both aural and visual. There is 
a soft humming sound all around, up above is a gentle mist, these combine to give the impression that the mist has some sort of energy prop-
erties. Descending further into the hall gives you an unobstructed view of the installation and I was astonished at the sheer size of the ‘sun’. 
However, as you gaze upwards you notice your reflection and realize that the installation is in fact a semi-circular sun and a ceiling of mirrors is 
used to complete the circle. 

I found the sun captivating and, unlike the real sun, you are not blinded by staring directly at it. Like a moth to a flame you are transfixed by it. I 
laughed at the amount of people lying flat on their backs as if they were sunbathing but ridiculous as it sounds I had to experience it for myself 
and found it unexpectedly pleasant. The Turbine Hall was particularly warm temperature-wise for such a large space and the red/amber hue 
of the ‘sun’ was comforting. Combining this with the mist gives a feeling of a humid atmosphere. You are aware that the ‘sun’ is such a simple 
shape yet it is so beautiful. I found it quite interesting that it is not only the sun but also its light that form part of the installation. Watching the 
amber light fill every inch of the Turbine Hall you realize that, by definition, this must be biggest installation that will ever fit into there. 

Barry O’Donnell is an engineer based in Dublin

Unilever is No.1 globally. The hotter it gets, the more they sell.
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– an interview with Charles Esche about art, 
museums, elephantitus, and football. 

Esh-A, not Esh, or Ex 

Annie Fletcher: How important is it as a curator, to have conversations and develop activity within the art community that might be invisible, 
where ideas are trashed out in an unofficial or irreverent way? 

Charles Esche: If I talk personally – then those are probably the most important things that I do.  Maybe important is the wrong word, but the 
things that I feel I’m making the biggest contribution to.  To simply rehearse the tired arguments of ‘Empire’ and Negri publicly without having to 
test them out in this crucible is pointless. 

A.F. I would associate your practice with the thinking that art can be this flexible space where we could think about political, social and even ide-
ological positions. I really believe in this possibility but I have started to wonder if these particular kind of framings demand too much of artists?   

C.E. Yeah, I think that’s true. Art is its own field, and can mirror many of the fields it seeks to comment on. I no longer see art as an excuse to 
do something else, as an excuse to do politics or sociology, or film production.

Otto Berchem:  Can you elaborate on this a little?

C.E I mean that to some extent after Documenta ‘92, art was perceived as being uninterested in aesthetics or form. Instead, it was thought to 
be interested in other fields. And through that process it seemed that being an artist was a way of doing politics, or activism, or sociology by 
other means 

If you want to be a politician you have to try and work within the existing political field. But its very difficult because the politics that we have 
access to is still determined by the nation state. I don’t think art can be politics by other means it’s not effective. It is useful but I don’t think it’s 
political. The biggest danger of all is that this kind of activity is tolerated by the system. It becomes this nice little territory where a few people 
speculate, while capitalism carries on its merry way. 

A.F. This is an important point because cultural politicians and local governments are realizing this more and more and are instrumentalising art 
practice to address certain societal concerns without actually having to make real change
  
C.E. Art, which seeks to be critically engaged doesn’t always succeed in its objective, even if it has a clear objective. Maybe the advantage of an 
old-fashioned definition of art is that the objectives were not clarified, or they were very personal.

O.B. Can you give more specific examples? 

C.E. I mean in the way in which art is consumed, and perceived, and discussed. Actually it’s much more a critique of my own practice, and the 
practice of other curators than of artists. What I’m trying to say is that as curators we should take great care about talking about ‘artistic contri-
butions’ (a term used in the recent Berlin Biennale). 

I think that we should actually at least consider the idea that one of our jobs as curators is to ‘privilege’ the artist. By privileging the artist I mean 
their expression, their specific obsessions, their specific address, their personal point of view, which doesn’t necessarily connect to any larger 
political, or theoretical or critical framework. 

Art is very bad at being general. I don’t think a lot of artists are generalists, but the way it’s discussed by 
curators is as an example to demonstrate a general point. For example, when one uses art to try and make a point about the condition of Berlin. 
I totally sympathize, because I’ve done that kind of curating myself… but I’m getting really dubious of it because I think it downgrades what art is 
good at, which is the specific, the private, and the personal. 

O.B. So with this change of heart/tactics, what can the Van Abbemusuem expect?

C.E. It’s early days to talk about Van Abbemuseum, but one important word is ‘specificity’.  When we do something, when we show an artist, we 
have to believe that they’re making a work, or addressing a question, that is very precisely put. It could be a seemingly irrelevant question, or 
something as traditional as; ‘How do you compose something on canvas? If you can articulate that question to people then you can then let the 
viewer slowly unpack, and be surprised by the answers and suggestions that come back from that.  Then you’re getting closer to what an art 
museum can do in relationship to a viewer.

So specificity, means not generalizing, not doing big group shows with a big title that suggests that art can solve the world’s problems, or the 
city’s problems, or whatever. It actually perhaps means something that has a modesty about it. Specificity means modesty about its aims or 
ambitions, a modesty that can actually move people. It means doing fewer activities, because I think the museum as an institution is caught on 
the production treadmill of capitalism. It shows more and more things, and produces more products.
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O.B. And brings more visitors in 

C.E. Yes, and gets bigger physically, which, of course, Van Abbemuseum has just done and there are good reasons 
for that. But I think we have to understand what the reasons are, and that they’re very little to do with art, or the relationship between the artist 
and the viewer. Of course, we live in that world and have to take advantage of it. It’s not necessarily a bad thing. But a museum has to be resis-
tant. Idealistically, the museum could be defined as a place of differ-
ence. The important thing is that when you walk into a museum you don’t think you’re walking into a shopping mall.

One way of not thinking that,  is when you’re not quite sure what’s going on. When you experience that ‘What the fuck is it?’, question that 
you’d never ask in a shopping mall. If you did think that in the shopping mall it would have failed in its mission. Maybe we should think (from 
Benjamin onwards) that the notion of aesthetic spectacular-ness, or the kind of visual thrill has left the museum and gone to the shopping cen-
tre, or to Hollywood, or whatever. It has gone to another, essentially commercial, realm. The museum has to respond to that, but I don’t think its 
response has to be more spectacularly thrilling than a Hollywood movie. 

A.F. Do you think a museum has a wider public role than a smaller more experimental kunsthalle space?     

C.E. I think that’s a real challenge for me, because this step from the kunsthalle to the museum is not a small step. We have a duty to be a pro-
jection in the public imagination, and not to be a private space for speculation.

A.F. Maybe that’s a nice thing about museums that it’s more or less understood that it is owned and can be used by everybody, where smaller 
spaces might not have that, they have to create and generate an audience.

C.E. This whole notion of creating an audience is very strange because it’s the exact reverse of capitalism, because capitalism satisfies demand 
and doesn’t have to create one.
 
O.B. You were the director of Tramway in Glasgow, and there is an artist community in Glasgow, and you went to the  Rooseum in Malmo, 
where there is also an active artist community, maybe one that you have tried to help nurture. What are your plans for Eindhoven, seeing as 
the community there is very small?

C.E. That’s a really, good question, one that I’ve been thinking about a lot. There seems to be two alternatives. One is to think differently about 
an artist community, and think about an artist community as one you can call to order through the institution itself. It’s about inviting people, 
generating a series of dialogues with people, which last longer than the time of a single exhibition.  I think to some extent that already exists. 
When you look at Lawrence Weiner, or Douglas Gordon, they have been almost partner artists to the Van Abbe. They have been engaged not 
only in putting their own work into the space, but also in developing policies and thoughts around the museum itself. 

That’s one model, where the institution defines the community around itself. The other option would be to see (whether through residencies, 
or working with other institutions in Eindhoven and the council) if it would be possible to generate, and build on what is there, and to generate 
a small community, within the city. I think that is a less favored option, it’s a bit artificial, to try and do that. There’s an existing community of 
international artists that are interested in what we are going to do, and have the best interests of Van Abbe at heart.

O.B. When you mention people like Douglas Gordon, you’re talking about more established artists. That’s just the tip of the iceberg, where as in 
Glasgow, or Malmo you were involved with younger, or emerging artists…

C.E. Well, the museum does have a different role. I don’t see the museum’s role as being a nurturing role, and I think that’s something I’m losing 
– reluctantly – but necessarily. So I’m no longer going to have that role where I will work with ‘new artists’ and try and provide new opportuni-
ties for them. I think that’s now somebody else's job.   

A.F Another unspoken aspect of curating a permanent space, be it a kunsthalle or a museum, as opposed to independent curating, is the huge 
amount of time and energy that goes into maintaining both the visibility of the institution and getting the money before you can even begin 
start thinking about art. 

C.E. What we did this year (at the Rooseum) was actually just say we’re going to close for a period, there’s no money to run the exhibition 
space, that we should just do the exhibitions that we want to do, and if we can’t do one, then we just don’t do it.

O.B. How did the local population and the audiences respond to that?

C.E. There was some criticism, but most people just don’t care. Especially a space like Rooseum, that’s a difference between a kunsthalle and a 
museum. With a museum people would care, also with a museum they have a permanent collection.  We should want as many people as pos-
sible to see it, or to engage in it in some way. I’m not against the mass audience as long as the object is not to satisfy demand. Are we basically 
following the rules of capitalism? I don’t think we are. I think we’re there to generate a demand for what we supply. 

O.B. So no motorcycle shows? 

C.E. So no motorcycle shows, definitely not! Although Surashi Kusolwong might make something with a motorcycle and then we might put him 
in! The thing is that strategy of private sponsorship failed, the Guggenheim almost went bankrupt after 9-11. It was almost inevitable some-
thing like that would happen. You get to the rhetoric of capitalism, when you make products that aren’t wanted then you go bankrupt. But the 
Guggenheim or the Tate or the Van Abbemuseum can’t because they have their collections, and an historical duty to defend them. This model 
of capitalism, of satisfying demand, doesn’t work for a museum. It doesn’t work in any terms. Our ‘intelligence’, is not consumer intelligence, it’s 
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producer intelligence, and it’s intelligence about the artist. It’s a question of difference. I think really very simply we 
should be saying we’re not a shopping mall.

O.B.  So how are you going to do that at the Van Abbe?

C.E. The aspiration is, if we think about the consumer intelligence model, to look at certain niche markets, and one of them is obviously those 
people who are interested in art. So the museum wants to be perceived by those people as speculative, thinking about its role, and  being self 
critical.

A lot of the institutional experimentalism that’s been going on recently, which I’ve been guilty of myself has been directed at the kunsthalle, 
and the artist space, and not so much at the museum. The museums experimentalism has been ele-
phantitus, expanding the museum brand, which is absolutely following 
the tricks of capitalism. The Tate has become the McDonalds of British, or at least English, art.

I think the museum is important for maintaining certain ideas; it’s about keeping things alive that have been forgotten. It’s kind of like bio-diversi-
ty. Adorno once talked about the idea of thinking, about once the thought has been thought, even if its never been shared, that it can be thought 
again in another place, and another time. Maybe the museum is about keeping those thoughts present in the discourse even if they’re tucked 
away in an amazing archive (which the Van Abbe has, for instance).

A.F. I love that idea. I always think that artworks are tools for thinking, like a text, it can always be revisited. That’s the great thing about a collec-
tion, that it can constantly be reviewed and re-thought. 

C.E. That’s true, and I think the challenge of the collection is the challenge that the kunsthallen faced in the mid-90s, with this kind of experimen-
talist attitude. 

A.F. Are you excited about that?

C.E. Incredibly. I think the other thing is that we do need to think in this experimental mode about how we collect and what we collect. Because 
the interesting thing to say about the Van Abbemuseum collection is that it’s not just a series of objects, it also connected, (not very coherently 
at the moment), to this incredible archive which exists in the basement, literally in the roots of the building. This is where the collection actually 
belongs, with all the connections between these objects, and how they’ve been shown, how they’ve been discussed, how they’ve been used, as 
– if you like ‘tools for thinking’ – over time is actually part of what you are collecting, what you’re preserving.

O.B. Is the archive accessible for the public?

C.E. No, not properly. One of the aspirations I have is to try and make some exhibitions about the history of the institution itself. To talk about 
exhibitions, projects, and artworks that were collected. I want to take certain things and place them within a context, and at the same time take 
others and leave them completely un-contextualized, because I don’t think context is the only answer. It is important sometimes just to confront 
the work, and imagine it in the present, not only to look at it with a historical filter.

At the same time, you have this archive of the relationship that the museum has to the collection, such as the title of the show that artwork was 
in. That’s also part of the object, its part of what you collect. I think that’s something we should be thinking about. How should we document 
the artist intentions for instance? If you buy work from an artist you maybe ask them a few questions, but do you ask them about the whole 
history of the production. In a lot of museum collections, the archive goes to the library; it effectively disappears from the museum. It is not 
seen as being integral to the collection. So you have the archive in the library, and the objects in the museum. I think that’s not right, you have 
to see these two things as being intimately bound together as they are in the Van Abbe. One of the most exciting 
things for me is this archive.

O.B. Now to something completely different: your parents are German, you were born and raised in England, your family lives in Scotland, you 
worked in Sweden, but lived in Denmark, and are about to move to the Netherlands. What team are you going to support this summer during the 
European championships?

C.E. A national team? Just as I’m trying to get over the idea of nation states! My team is Manchester City, and that will never change. But if 
Scotland were there, then I would support them. Partly because it’s forlorn and hopeless, and there’s an attractiveness about that, but they’re 
not there so I don’t know who I’ll be supporting, I guess I’ll find out when the cup starts, the team I will not be supporting is England….

O.B. So if you support a club side in the Netherlands, will that be Feynoord, seeing as one of Manchester City’s big players is Paul Bosvelt, a for-
mer Feynoord star?

C.E. No, I will shamelessly do my best to get to every PSV game that I can.

Charles esche is the new director of the van Abbe Museum in Eindhoven, where believe it or not, he now calls home.

The interview was conducted in May, three months before Charles Esche started as the new director of the van Abbe. If truth 
be told he did in fact support England, and was once again disappointed to do so. His first show will be in the spring of 2005.
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Mustn’t Mind

Having actually made it onto the train south, unwound, gossiped, snacked, etc., by the time we’d wandered 
through Eindhoven to the Van Abbemuseum we were in a thoroughly receptive mood for an afternoon of art encounters. Generally I like the 
Van Abbe and so began in a tolerant mood. Why was it then that by the end I felt exasperated that the positive, enjoyable, stimulating experi-
ences and questions that many works in the museum had generated became diffused and contaminated by the other work on show? 

Coats to cloakroom, bags in lockers and off to the loo. En route we come across the first art work. Oh, for crying out loud, is that really neces-
sary? A woman taking it from behind, in a wood. Oh well. Upstairs to the installations.

This bit was good. It was a show called One on One Installations from the collection (1968-1988) interspersed with work by Tino Sehgal. It 
was fine to revisit the work of artists who had populated my early art education. It was great to see someone rolling around an empty room 
(Sehgal). A guard followed us into the Robert Morris room. I remembered other Robert Morris’s and other installations in other museums where 
I’ve been ticked off for walking on a Carl Andre or through a Beuys. And then other installations where I didn’t get ticked off. What would this 
guard’s response be? I start meandering through the metal and the guard leaps in the air. I nearly die and he leaps elegantly upwards, utterly 
vertical, making the Morris suddenly utterly horizontal. I don’t particularly like being put on stage, which is how these interventions work, but this 
happened to intersect my own thoughts at that moment perfectly. 

In a way the most interesting thing about the show as a whole was that it made you constantly link to other work, older pieces, newer pieces, 
other artists, previous encounters; to consider the differences and similarities, to contextualize your art experiences. Many of the pieces felt 
extremely familiar, but whether 30 or 3 years old, they enabled me to reflect on the work and attitudes that had formed and informed, and their 
varying (ir)relevance now. The Paolini installation was a chastening reminder of some of the aberrations of the eighties, but otherwise it was an 
enjoyable selection. 

It was therefore a perfect conclusion to this section to find ourselves among the videos selected by Angela Bulloch. One monitor showed an epi-
sode of Gerry Schum’s art-for-television collections. This bit was very good. All the usual suspects – Anselmo, Baldessari, Beuys, Boetti, Gilbert 
& George, Long, de Maria, Rinke, Serra, Sonnier, Wiener and the rest of the boys. Many of the pieces remain extremely good to this day, though 
one had to wonder what had happened to all the women. After all, it wasn’t that long ago. In fact, the Hilla Becher was the only one I can recall 
in the whole of the downstairs - apart from the one being impassively fucked in a wood near the loos!
Never mind. Mustn’t mind. 

This series of short films, rigorously conceived for television, were beautifully direct investigations, often using the human body to explore and 
mediate between the physical world and the televised image: Alighiero e disturbing ambidextrous piece in which we look over his shoulders 
as he writes with both hands, absolutely simultaneously, one hand writing the mirror image of the other’s words is just one of many worthy of 
mention. 

I later found out from an article by Catrin Loch in Frieze that Schum refused to name his partner, Ursula Wevers, in the credits and refused to 
invite women artists to take part in the programmes. He later committed suicide.

Upstairs. Oh dear. I always believed they’d be extinct by now, but I fear I’m mistaken. The sensual male artist in ‘search of the meaning and 
beauty of life’ - through the female body. In Julião Sarmento’s exhibition the female muse was still firmly in her place as a silhouette (metaphor 
apparently), or headless ‘licking the milk off her finger’ (obviously a dream). Room after room of… why waste time? ‘Who validates this rubbish?’ 
we asked ourselves, each other, and anyone who would listen. We read in the exhibition texts that Adrian Searle (Guardian critic) does for one, 
apparently, and a neurologist - say no more. I should perhaps investigate, but why bother? Same old, same old.

What this work did was to set me thinking about what destroys other potentially challenging and stimulating art or cultural encounters. What is 
it that serves merely to disengage me, make me want to flee to another space. This work is insidious in the way it disappoints, undermines, and 
alienates.

The representation of sexuality and the sexual body is perhaps the single most powerful distinguishing feature between different cultures; one 
that generates pleasure, violence, humiliation, and celebrity. Every culture and religion has distinct attitudes towards it. At a time when the 
depiction of the subjugated body and the surrounding issues of representation and the veracity of the photographic image are having global 
implications, why does a deservedly respected institution, which often presents stimulating or at least relevant work, and which also has a repu-
tation for treating artists and freelancers with respect, resort to this? And it seems it doesn’t stop there. As I was writing this the folder for the 
next Van Abbe season came through the door. What’s in store for us now? Among the new offering, Ad Snijders’ faceless - as far as I can tell 
- female nudes in a garden. The garden between ‘woman and paint’, not legs.  Oh for pity’s sake... 

But mustn’t mind.

Annabel’s and Annie’s day out took place on 2 April, 2004.

Annabel Howland is an artist based in Amsterdam, and can be spotted rowing down the Amstel during the spring.
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DAVID HAINES GOES IN SEARCH OF THREE ‘GOOD’ 

PAINTINGS IN AMSTERDAM’S GALLERIES… AND 

FINDS TWO.
I’ve always had the feeling that painting in Amsterdam doesn’t really play a part within the larger discourse of contemporary art. In London, 
for example, the language of painting is regularly addressed, questioned and as a result, takes its place alongside other contemporary media. In 
Holland I have always felt that it is seen as a somewhat protected species – shown in its own galleries, with its own public – not so much chal-
lenged as merely enjoyed. 

So, with this is mind, and hoping to disprove my own theory, I set myself the task of finding three ‘good’ paintings in Amsterdam’s galleries. And I 
find two – which ain’t bad.
 
At Upstream Gallery on Kromme Waal there’s an exhibition with paintings by the German artist Daniela Wolfer. These paintings are filled with ref-
erences and images from MTV and DJ culture. Granted my knowledge of this subject ends at Eminem’s 6-pack (and ‘DJ culture’ is usually some-
thing that sends me ducking for cover), but for some reason I like these. Wolfer seems to want to communicate her subject matter at any cost 
and as directly as possible so it’s not her painting technique that interests me. That exploding street though, taken from a MTV clip, takes on a 
different meaning in these paintings. Those figures, frozen in dance, seem literally to be blown away by the blast. Is this an attempt to comment 
on current world upheaval? I hope so, because that’s what makes them work for me.

At the same time, at Diana Stigter’s gallery on Hazenstraat, I see the paintings of Alisa Margolis in the show Vixen. ‘They’re very sexual’, says the 
friend I’m with. ‘They’re very cynical’, I reply. And that’s what appeals to me – they hover on the edge. Of course they reference seventeenth-
century Dutch Flower painting and its interest in the life cycle (blah blah blah…) I don’t need to know that to enjoy this work. For me there’s 
something about their luscious and cynical ‘drippiness’, which speaks to me not only about human romantic sensibility, but also about that used 
condom lying by my bed, or that bag of sticky sex toys I hide when my Mum comes to visit. And any work which can conjure up these kind of 
associations can’t be half bad. Mission accomplished, well two thirds of it anyway. Did I disprove my theory? The jury’s still out on that one.

Daniela Wolfer and Marc Bijl , Upstream Gallery, January 10th – February 10th, 2004 
Vixen, Iris van Dongen, Martha Colburn and Alisa Margolis, Diana Stigter Gallery, January  24 – February 28 2004

David Haines is an artist based in Amsterdam, and has gone through at least 3 1/2 pairs of Doc Martins in his ambitious pursuit of a good painting. 

Lost in translation
The excesses of daytime talk shows, from Oprah Winfrey to Jerry Springer have long been a mainstay of TV programming in the US, and by 
default Europe. Ever since Chuck Barris had the epiphany of creating The Gong Show, where contestants made fools of themselves in pursuit 
of their 15 minutes, but in reality 2-3 minutes (max) of fame, there’s been no looking back. While it’s a fact that American popular culture has 
spread its influences to Europe through the years, it’s less certain how these influences have been absorbed.

Perhaps one case study of Europe’s take on US culture is the work of German artist Bjørne Melhus, and his solo show Primetime at FACT. 
Purportedly the work in the show ‘appropriates and satirizes the conventions and content of American daytime TV shows’. For the record: 
primetime on US television is from 8:00 to 11:00 PM, and has nothing to do with daytime TV.

The meat of the show is the installation ‘Primetime’, which is supposed to create the experience of being a guest on the Jerry Springer Show. It 
consists of an installation where you enter a dark room, apparently referring to the backstage, and continue into the main space where a ramp, 
cum stage, fills most of the space. The viewer/guest then confronts a wall of monitors with flashing images, colors, and sounds clips from the 
Jerry Springer Show, such as “Ahm sleepin’ wit’ my Fatha” (translation: “I’m sleeping with my father”). All very impressive technically.

After the overdone glitz of Primetime, it was almost a relief to see the more low key works The Oral Thing and Weeping. With The Oral Thing 
Melhus switches from Jerry Springer’s voice to Maury Povitz, a former Gossip/Magazine TV show host turned talk show host, but perhaps more 
famous for being the husband of Connie Chung. It consists of a video that parodies the confessional nature of a talk show, using the visual lan-
guage of Sci-Fi, re Paul Verhoeven’s TV spots in Robo Cop or Starship Troopers, with the artist portraying both the pseudo religious host and the 
two guests. 

So what would my Springer-esque ‘thought for the day be’? Well, if the work is intended to be both satire and commentary on today’s televisual 
confessional culture, then it is left wanting. What you get is smoke and mirrors, technical spectacle done extremely well. If that is what you’re 
looking for, then you’d be a satisfied customer. For me it’s not the modern eras update of the freak show that I find compelling when it comes to 
the likes of talk shows, but the ‘freaks’ themselves, and why they subjugate themselves to the ridicule that befalls them. This is something that 
Melhus’s works in Primetime simply ignore. Granted I may have an American take on Jerry and company, but I grew up watching shows similar 
to these, so maybe Melhus has lost something in the translation across the Atlantic? Perhaps Americans see a little of themselves, or their fami-
lies, in these shows, where as Europeans just see ‘dumb Americans’. Maybe I’m the one who lost something in the translation, but I doubt it, so: 
until the next time, take care of yourselves – and each other.

Bjørne Melhus, Primetime, FACT Centre, Liverpool, 16 January - 07 March 2004

Otto Berchem is the guy who wrote this review
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DAS LEIDEN DIE JUNGEN KUNSTKRITIKER 

The contemporary art critic is a masochistic Wunderkammer-shaman. Positioned somewhere between the untranslat-
able and the uninterested. This self-selected inhabitant of the fringe goes where nobody else wants to anymore. With the possible exception of 
the artist.

To look at the whole, you need to step outside, the art critic claims. You need to objectify the viewing relationship and create freedom for reflec-
tion. The only problem with this view is that it’s complete nonsense. Outside personal likes and dislikes there is nothing. To deny this is concep-
tual suicide.  

Art criticism doesn’t need art to talk about art. It just needs art to deny itself. Reading the visual is an internal affair. Critics have been suspended 
in an embryonic state for too long, They get confused by the fact that in writing about artists, sometimes they feel like one. The time has come 
for art critics to crawl from the egg.

When it comes to suffering, especially the silent kind, critics know a thing or two. Now is the time to take it to the next level. They need to 
become poets.

Only this dramatic, ridiculous, narcissistic move might present an opportunity for change. Art criticism needs to take a risk or self-destruct in try-
ing. To become a good art critic, don’t express yourself, expose yourself.

Until critics do this, artists, being of a braver disposition, will increasingly infiltrate the structure of art criticism, expose its weaknesses, ridicule 
the lingo and play god with greater cynical detachment and sense of decorum. And before you know it, the secondary text, which legions of crit-
ics in the past have slaved for, will have disappeared. 

Anything the artist touches, is considered primary. The critic, living life on the symbolic edge, could easily be pushed out. This would be a sad 
end. Nothing is worse then letting somebody else do the failing for you. 

Arne Hendriks is Amsterdam

Chris Evans talks to Alan Michael
Chris Evans: Alan, we've worked together now and then and yet I don't ever remember us talking about your work! I sometimes feel compas-
sion and fear when I look at your work. What kind of mood were you in when you did those paintings for the show at Diana Stigter Gallery in 
Amsterdam? 

Alan Michael: I've got a particular distaste for easy and slick references to music, film and fashion in art - I think it is entirely bogus - and in a 
way my work occasionally satirizes that. The pictures in Diana Stigter based on a picture of Cheaney brogues and a portrait by Andrew Wyeth 
are to do with the 'good life' in the 1990's. As far as those references go, they, like my work in general, don’t automatically refer to things in a 
viewer's own 'hinterland'. 

I've always been inspired by the revelation that just when you think a situation is one thing and suddenly it turns out to be entirely different. 
Once I was in Buchanan Street bus station in Glasgow waiting for somebody and I was leaning against a glass wall and when I turned my head 
a girl leaning on the other side turned as well - I laughed and so did she. It seemed funny to be only 10mm away, but 5 minutes later she came 
running after me: she was a completely fucked up junky and wanted money and started screaming her head off. 

CE : That slick complementary transaction, you mention, between art, music, film and fashion - where museums and galleries are arbiters of 
'good' cultural taste, booking DJ's and making neat but superficial pairings of image and context etc. - could perhaps be described as a 'lifestyle' 
partnership. Often in this relationship, political and cultural references function as ornamentation. When this happens in your work it seems to be 
in a reflexive way. That is how I see the relationship between the repeated elements in your work, as if they are involuntarily reacting to a mir-
roring process, caught up in their own world of obsession, sexual tension or transgression. The things you depict often have parallel associations 
with eras, political bias and cultural elites, with what's called transgressive behaviour. What do you see as a construct or commodity?

AM: I try to make sure that critique within my work lies beneath spirals of subordinate clauses. The fact that there's a power struggle raging 
between consumers, commentators and producers of all levels - personal, cultural, political, anything - definitely informs what I do. I feel it’s 
smarter to draw attention to these things discreetly. Supposedly transgressive behaviour always seems to get rewarded by unimaginative cul-
tural elites. I've tried to tone down the sexual content in my work for that reason, but it’s probably still there on some level, suspended.
 
Haute Street, Alan Michael, Scott Myles end Sue Tompkins, Galerie Diana Stigter, Amsterdam. March 6 - April 10, 2004.

Chris Evans is an artist currently living and working in the Scotish Arts Council digs in Amsterdam.
Alan Michael is an artist based in Glasgow
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What is Rotterdam about?
What is Rotterdam about? Rotterdam is the city of festivals. Here we have a top-down policy that leaves little room for 
bottom-up small initiatives. We even had a broad public discussion about the regulation of top-down and bottom-up 
cultural entrepreneurship. Everything is over regulated and moulded into one format: Festivals. The kick off of the new cultural season each 
September has been transformed into a big public event. Everybody, from museums, to galleries, to artist-initiatives, to individual artists want to 
participate in order to get exposure. It seems to me that the desire is to get public attention in order to justify art. If a project is not embedded 
in one of the festivals it is simply more difficult to get funding and an audience. You could argue that it means they, i.e. the city council, are suc-
cessful, but the downside is that the festivals become an excuse for the commercialization and exploitation of art (culture). This is not about art! 
It’s an illusion that works. Once you step outside of this space - the time in-between - there is nothing but a dry, bare landscape. Maybe I’m one 
of the few dinosaurs left fighting and resisting the ‘experience’ society. I love the silence that surrounds a true individual experience and encoun-
ter with art. For others, festivals are probably a high-spirited group experience. Art has become an economy of exposure, and it’s success is 
determined by the number of visitors, and great numbers of visitors means we still believe in art (culture).

Maybe it is unfair to say, but sometimes I have the feeling that TENT. has adopted the artist-initiative-style; a multi-dynamic programme mixing 
art with fun. Doing this they paralyzed the initiative of artists for a few years. In a way this was very convenient for us, but it also made us lazy, 
it killed the energy that is so important for a city and an art community. In the last two years this changed. Rotterdam has more than 2000 
artists, and we have just a few interesting galleries. But what is really important at present is that we have four artist-initiatives that are really 
active and visible: Worm, De 5er, De Player and Wohlfart.

I met Annie Fletcher in March, at the Video Lounge of Smart Project Space at Art Rotterdam where Smart organized lectures, screenings, and 
artist presentations. Her lecture about The Art of Being Careful  was attended by a disappointing number of four people. This is also Rotterdam! 
A beautiful and sad example. What seemed to be a good strategy turned out to be less successful. Visitors to Art Rotterdam are obviously not 
interested in intellectual debate. Perhaps a good idea for the next Art Rotterdam is to relocate the venue where people can get free access, 
12 euros is a lot of money. It is sometimes, most of the time, very hard to get an audience. I don’t know why, but sometimes I have the feeling 
that the artists who live and work in Rotterdam are more into trying to get out of the city and dissociating themselves from what is really hap-
pening there, than getting involved and creating some sort of discourse. Maybe it has to do with ambition, I don’t know, and maybe it is not just 
Rotterdam.

You wouldn’t know it by looking at it, but Rotterdam has been around since 1228.

Rob Hamelijnck, initiator and editor of Fucking Good Art. Fucking Good Art is published on the Web (www.fuckinggoodart.nl) and in print. It is distributed 
by FGA personally or you can get a free copy at the bookstores Artimo A-Z, Amsterdam, or Van Gennep, Rotterdam.

HANS BROEK
To reach the semi-retropsective 10 Years by Dutch artist Hans Broek you have to walk through Hollands Licht, an historical overview taken main-
ly from the museums collection of Dutch landscape painting from the seventeenth century to today. This provides a useful contextualisation. 
Broek moved to Los Angeles in 1995 and began to paint panoramic canvases of the local landscape. Although there are some older paintings in 
the show, the Californian landscapes stand out. They are pictures of the edge of town or of the endlessness of suburbs, primarily set in the light 
of dawn or dusk; repeating patterns of desert scrub, modernist buildings and electric lights spread across large, simply painted vistas. Placing 
the amorphous forms of nature against the closed rectangles of modernity isn’t a new idea, but when these paintings work, they rise above that 
cliché.

Large flat colour blocks represent sky and foreground or foliage. Layered on top of this, in a process more reminiscent of screen printing or 
transfer ceramics, are scattered, but repetitive patterns of lights, buildings and bushes, laid down in limited colour schemes.  Each element has 
its own mark type, fluid for bushes, masked out and heavy for buildings and interior light sources. Close up the thickly painted marks often look 
stuck on. At a distance you see the possible photographic sources. What is interesting is how the artist maintains the subtlety of brush marks 
that make the paintings interesting to look at within a formulaic and almost mechanised looking process.

One of the most interesting works Urban Drift (2003) is unfortunately hung in the back stairwell. Here the patterns of light from windows and 
street lights are not tied to a plausible representation of land, but seem to float in the clouds. I was reminded of looking at the reflections of 
lights in a glass window while also being able to see through the window to the evening sky beyond. Although it seems to be a painting of build-
ings, you see only lights. The reflections suggest a space behind the viewer and make the experience of looking pleasantly encompassing with-
out being theatrical.

Theatricality does sometimes come to the fore. Gardeners Dwelling (1999), shows a small cottage in the woods, bright red roof, grass green 
sky, white lintel. Is this meant to be Santa Claus’ house? I don’t know. Fontana (2003), shows an edge of the mesa horizon, silhouetted at dawn 
or dusk. Two thin strips of cloud hang over an isolated modernist home, two figures stand near the palm tree in the garden. The blue sky colour 
is wonderful. Ed Ruscha meets ‘Desert Realty Inc.’. 

However, when a similar approach is used for a burning log cabin, it works. Pursuit and Possession (1998) plays with the inviting warmth of 
orangey electric light in windows by having four stylised flames coming out of the roof. It is flatly painted and cartoonish enough to be well out 
of melodrama, but just not-cartoonish enough to hold the eye for a few pupil-dilated-moments.

Hans Broek, 10 Years, Dordrechts Museum, Dordrecht, February 1 - April 18 2004 
Janice McNab is an artist based in Amsterdam 
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SEGMENT No.2: PROJECT SPACE 
DE 5ER: A SHORT HISTORY 

I like the De 5er because this self-initiated space creates the potential for artists to develop themselves in a situation that’s independent from 
any institutional framework. Not only does a city and its cultural climate need initiatives that continuously seek opportunities within existing 
situations, but artists also need places to test and try things out. It is a form of self-empowerment that in the end – I’d like to believe - creates a 
breed of capable and determined artists.

After visiting the very busy Documenta 11, the artists Dijkman/Osterholt realised that despite everything that is said about the lack of ‘the pub-
lic’, the fact is a lot of people are interested in art. So they decided to create a platform to enable more contact, more interaction with the public 
but also with other artists. This platform was to be experimental and function as a test site, like an artists’ studio.

Initially conceived as a collaborative project, it was titled like their art piece (Segment #2), Project Space De 5er, and its basic rule was that  it was 
free space. It soon grew to be active and regularly opened irregularly. Since September 2002, many artists have found their way to this plat-
form in Delfshaven, Initially most were recruited from the Piet Zwart Institute, but increasingly they came from elsewhere.

For the opening show, Dijkman/Osterholt themselves made a piece on the ceiling. It was not intended to be a permanent work, but it is still there 
today. It consists of bits and pieces of different ceilings from houses and shops on the same street, reflecting on that small street’s  history. 
Because exhibiting artists were free to do whatever they want and could take full control, Dijkman/Osterholt had expected that another artist 
would have taken it out by now, but so far no one has. 

Dijkman/Osterholt learned a lot from running this space: experimenting while using it, they became aware of different models of presenting and 
mediating projects. As they observed how different people deal with space, they began to take all these issues into account when thinking about 
their own projects. Presenting work posed questions for themselves, but also for the participating artists, such as: what is the relation between 
moments of activity (the installation period and the opening) and passivity (after the opening)? How does your work function when you are not 
there yourself? What happens after the opening and how responsible do artists feel for their work?  

In some cases they were considered ‘gallerists’ instead of creators of possibilities, which they were not always happy with. De 5er was not a 
neutral space. There is no such thing as ‘neutral’, even if the walls try (and fail) to look white. For them De 5er was about taking initiative, cre-
ating openness, working with what is possible.  

Unlike art institutes and galleries, this space has no obligations. There’s no public funding or ambition to be financially profitable. Simply put: 
there’s no pressure to create a continuous flow of public. The main emphasis is therefore on the moment suprème: the moment of the opening. 
This is also the moment that De 5er functions optimally; a public platform where the public (50-100 people) get together and a temporary com-
munity is created. 

In September 2004, the building was to be torn down. It’s a pity for Rotterdam to lose this great initiative, but as Dijkman/Osterholt say them-
selves: if a space like this wants to stay, it has to grow and develop into something else. One of the pieces recently on show was the sound 
installation Low Beginning of HiFi by Ronald Nijhoff, which serves as metaphor for De 5er: a heavy undercurrent in an urban space. You hardly 
noticed it first, but slowly you became very aware of its power. For Dijkman/Osterholt it is exactly the right moment, after two years of the tem-
porality of De 5er, to move on and to find a new challenge to resonate with. 

Segment #2: Project space De 5er. Until September 2004. Address: Rosier Faassenstraat 17, Rotterdam 
Info: Dijkman_Osterholt@hotmail.com 

BikvanderPol are artists based in Rotterdam, van der Pol is the tall one. 

KRISTIJAN KOZUL
Call it Baroque, tacky, kitsch, whatever. I loved it. I’d never heard of or seen any work by Kristijan Kozul before Art Rotterdam this year. Kozul, a 
young Croatian who flirted with video before turning to orgiastic materials to produce in your face objects: tombstones, shoes, crutches, flower-
pots, covered with prefabricated materials (silk, dried meat, lace, bones, china, beads, mirrors). 

The crazed compulsion to make pushes him further, urges him on to dizzier heights of decoration and hypnotic ornamentation. And to what 
end? The excess here – the references to cornucopia, fertility, erotica, and the flipside of horrors thinly masked, of death and decay. As Branko 
Franceschi once wrote of Kozul work: ‘If the executed object is funky enough, the problem will disappear. If you add glamorous disco-mirrors to the 
crutches, the mine fields, wars and victims disappear. Terrible is the spiritual and living space where social engagement meets decoration, where 
criticism of poverty takes [the] form of adorned frivolity.’

Kristijan Kozul, T.Z.R. Galerie FurBildende Kunst, Bochum, Germany, at Art Rotterdam, February 2004

Lisa Holden is an artist based in Amsterdam
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Lisi Raskin: For your show at Canada Gallery you wheat-pasted ‘Chromafesto’ posters to the walls of the gallery space, could you talk a little bit 
about why?

Carrie Moyer: We are living in a time of increased political suppression; yet no compelling contemporary iconography of resistance has shown 
up on my visual radar. For the past four to five years my paintings have been negotiating the space between representation and abstraction, 
grabbing twentieth-century resistance graphics  (Constructivist, May ’68/Situationist, Black Panther, early women’s and gay liberation move-
ments) off the Web and embedding these histories within a frame of modernist painting gestures. I want the paintings to recover a sense of 
urgency, joy and possibility through the viscera of paint. 

I want the paintings to re-imagine where the endpoints of parallel Utopian systems (social activism and the avant-garde) meet. As a graphic 
designer, I’m attracted to political broadsheets and manifestos, which are often willfully de-aestheticized. Cheap silkscreens of crudely-drawn 
cartoons and logos seem to delight in denying the pleasure and beauty commonly associated with bourgeois taste. By the same token, High 
Modernism emphasized optical pleasure and arch-formalist extravagances. The un-ironic gestures of the ‘pour’ painter get reiterated in an 
attempt at emotional proximity to the viewer, embodying both a purity of intent ascribed to the wild-eyed radical and modernist notions of the 
spirituality of abstraction.

LR: And what do the terms ‘Chromafesto’ and ‘Socialist Formalism’ that appear on the posters mean?

CM: When I was a student at Pratt, I studied with a Lithuanian painter named Rudolf Baranik, He had a dual practice, much in the vein of Ad 
Reinhardt, producing abstract paintings (The Napalm Elegies) and funny, conceptual, political writings. He dubbed his paintings ‘socialist formalist’ 
because he believed that abstract and political art were not mutually exclusive. By inventing the term ‘Chromafesto,’ I’m paying homage to him 
and attempting to revive this notion that political content is not exclusively the domain of photo-based and/or Conceptual art and that the for-
mal, visceral elements of work can also be transformative. 

As the work evolves, the graphic elements become progressively more buried by the process of applying paint. With this, wheat-pasting the gal-
lery with cheaply-printed posters and then hanging these elegant, shimmery, bloody paintings obfuscates the location by bringing in the ‘street’ 
and sets up the tension between the nostalgic political and art referents. 

LR: But why take a crack at re-imagining or reinventing two Utopian systems that failed miserably? And how are you able to keep such an ear-
nest relationship in the wake of a litany of serious critiques of Modernism? I mean, for me, Modernism brought us a belief in progress and tech-
nology that lead to the invention of the atom bomb 

CM: Notions of the inevitability of social progress are stubbornly ingrained in me as I grew up in the 60s and 70s, a time when tangible advances 
were being fought for and actually won by the women’s, gay, and black liberation movements. My parents threw out the television when I was 
five. Unlike many of my peers, early visual attachments are not to commercial logos, packaging or cartoons, but to things like paintings in the 
Detroit Institute of Art or the United Farm Workers graphic. And I remain attracted to big, unwieldy Utopian visual systems, such as the Bauhaus. 
Whether art and design can make people’s lives better is still a relevant question.

LR: But how did you get over the disillusionment that has been the zeitgeist for the past couple of decades.

CM: I didn’t get over disillusionment; I lived through it. Maintaining an ironic distance was enervating. It’s not simply a case of denial - as every-
one knows, the whole world is going to hell in a hand basket, lead by George W. Bush. (That the Spaniards voted out their conservative party 
was exciting and inspirational.) I’ve spent over a decade producing what I hope was motivating agitprop with both Dyke Action Machine! and the 
myriad of graphics I designed for the Lesbian Avengers, Queer Nation and the Irish Lesbian and Gay Organization.
 
Mining the viewer’s associations with various visual containers (easel painting, street graphics, advertising, etc.) as a means of framing meaning 
seems like one way out of the disillusionment wrought by the heavy-handed theory of the past 30 years. To my mind, using Modernism’s deep 
associations with aspiration is another means of conveying my ideas. 

Lisi Raskin 
interviews Carrie Moyer 
Carrie Moyer co-founded  Dyke Action Machine! over  12 years ago with the 
intention of placing the representation and concerns of lesbians and gays within 
the larger frame of mainstream visual culture. DAM! campaigns were strategical-
ly wheat - pasted next to either the appropriated advertisement or some other 
resonant location.

Her recent show at Canada Gallery in New York City conflated grass roots ico-
nography and wheat-pasted posters with abstract painting. These unlikely bed-
mates are what prompted this interview.
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LR: I like the idea that Utopian ideology moves in cycles and I am certainly a fan of R. Buckminster Fuller’s notion that we can use progress and 
technology to make things . One of the problems of our time is that corporate big wigs and the Bush administration have made us believe that 
Globalization is inevitable. Here too is a perfect example of the merging of ‘high’ and ‘low’ sensibilities. ‘High’ being postmodernist apathy and 
‘low’ being the Bush administration and their corporate cronies.

But I am curious about you reverence for Bauhaus. I have always perceived this type of design as a certain type of erasure of the individual. And 
then of course the obvious fascist component of efficient systems. Am I wrong?

CM: The Bauhaus was not about the erasure of the individual. It was a system for teaching people in the West to think visually. Undoubtedly, 
later design movements based on Bauhaus principles (such as Swiss design from the ‘50s) came to represent a kind of corporate or state 
anonymity. The font, Helvetica, which has since become the ‘universal’ typeface for its easy legibility and lack of vocal or emotional inflection, 
comes out of Swiss design. On the other hand, a Mondriaan painting is poignant, utterly human evidence of an artist searching out a new ways 
to express change and feeling. The recent historical trajectory of technology is a similar example. When we single out the most destructive 
development, the A-bomb, to represent the entire idea, we negate more empowering instances. Activism today is completely reliant on the 
Internet, a technology developed by the Army.

Carrie Moyer, Canada Gallery, New York, December 6, 2003 - January 18, 2004

Lisi Raskin and Carrie Moyer are artists based in New York 

THE PETER SAVILLE SHOW
The Peter Saville Show begins with careful and sparse contextualisation. A single monitor screens a compilation of So It Goes , Granada 
Television’s once-weekly music programme,along with footage of obscure punk bands, documenting the socio-economic climate  in which Saville 
started work. Saville co-founded Factory Records in 1978, at the age of 22, with Alan Erasmus and a local TV presenter Anthony Wilson to pro-
mote bands playing at ‘The Factory’, an alternative music night organised by Wilson at the Russell club in Manchester’s notoriously poor district 
of Hulme. Thus Factory Records began, along with a cult of serial numbered ‘Fac’ or ‘Fact’ products including some of the most significant music 
recordings in recent history, (fact 25; Closer by ‘Joy Division’, fac170; 24 Hour Party People  by ‘Happy Mondays’) to one of the most mytholo-
gized nightclubs (fac 51; The Hacienda).

Even if the music’s not your taste, Saville’s designs are engaging , because they question what a commercial product is. His work for the bands 
‘Joy Division’ (Unknown Pleasures, Closer) ‘New Order’ (Power, Corruption and Lies, Blue Monday) ‘OMD’ (Souvenir) and the overall visual 
identity of Factory Records is distanced, restrained and elegant. The effortless incorporation of the music’s atmosphere into every aspect of 
the record’s packaging is Saville’s key talent. During the 80s, he took his conceptual cue from artists such as Haim Steinbach, Jeff Koons and 
Robert Longo (a long time friend and collaborator), all of whom were using appropriation as a way of questioning the onslaught of a sophisti-
cated and appearance-conscious, consumer culture. Saville used appropriation as a means of production, and his choice of images was eclectic. 
As a result, his work became known for its use of ideas as opposed to a defined visual style. 

His early record covers are notable for their lack of text and awesome simplicity. On ‘New Order’s’ Power, Corruption and Lies album and the 
12-inch single Blue Monday  (by far Saville’s most inspired work) colour-coded blocks provides a reference  to the album cover’s text. This 
device was inspired by Gert Dumbar’s poster design for a show of sixteenth-century Dutch painting at Amsterdam’s Rijksmuseum in which he 
simply inserted the colour-correction cards (that are used when photographing the museum’s paintings) into the image. 

For the minimal, black cover of Blue Monday, Saville took inspiration from the data discs used in the band’s Emulator synthesizer. A hole and a 
slot were cut into the actual  record cover replicating this data disc’s mounting slots. These cuts were a costly addition, and the record originally 
sold at a two-pence loss. However, the fact that Blue Monday is still the fastest selling 12-inch single ever meant costs were soon recouped. 
Through the extensive display of source material, it becomes clear that what characterises Saville’s singular way of doing things is a combina-
tion of Situationist strategy and artistic commitment. “At Factory, when we put something in an unusual package it was in order to question the 
system and challenge people’s perceptions of how a piece of music could be presented to the public”.

Saville’s art direction for Factory Records ensured the consumer was left to make their own connection between the music and accompanying 
visual material. In effect, he was running counter to the prevailing theory that a product’s identity relied on a set of conforming principles and 
overbearing visual clichés. Saville involved the fan in the creative process, by revealing the importance of creating your own narrative between 
sound and image. The exhibition’s layout is rather conventions traditional, which allows for a comprehensive overview of Saville’s work. It spans 
the spare elegance  of his post-punk, new-wave days at Factory Records, to his more recent art direction work for fashion houses such as Dior, 
Stella McCartney and Mandarina Duck. However, like most band’s first albums, Saville’s early work is by far the best.

The Peter Saville Show, Urbis, Manchester. 23 January – 18 April 2004

Jason Coburn is an artist based in Rotterdam
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AWFA

AWFA abbr. Americans With Foreign Accents noun. 1. English-speaking Americans who adopt phoney European 
accents. 

It is a quite specific phenomenon. I noticed it first in the Void, New York, circa 1997. After being introduced to a curator who speaks with a 
detectable French accent, I asked where she was from, assuming she was European. Turns out she is from Ohio. Born and bred. But surely she 
lives in Europe, right? Wrong. 

A summer BBQ in Brooklyn, packed with members of the NYC artworld. Lots of Germans, lots of New Yorkers. I begin a conversation with an 
artist, who responds to our innocuous banter with emphatic nodding and the occasional, ‘Yah, yah, zat eez so funny.’ We chat about a recent 
show and he postulates, ‘I really like zat verk. Is guut, yes?’ He is from LA. 

So what is up with AWFAs? Why the accent? Where does it come from? What does it mean? It seems most AWFAs have distant connections to 
Europe (meaning they have met some Europeans). I begin asking friends in New York if they’ve noticed any AWFAs in their midst. Almost every-
one has met someone at some party with some kind of European accent who turns out to be from Florida, or Oregon, or Kansas. One AWFA, a 
critic, lives in South Carolina where she has successfully avoided acquiring a southern tang, yet she returned from a visit to London with a British 
accent. Madonna is a celebrity AWFA, not to be confused with American actors who speak with generic ‘British’ inflections in all of Miramax’s 
period dramas. Apparently, a British accent signifies to American audiences that the story is set sometime before 1950 and/or in a non-English 
speaking country. Note Joaquim Phoenix in Gladiator, John Malcovich in Dangerous Liaisons, Brad Pitt et. al. in Troy. These actors aren’t AWFAs, 

they’re simply applying the AWFA Principle. 

Potentially the locus of speech is the locus of truth. AWFAs are saying something with their accents. Something that cannot be said with words. 
When hearing a person’s accent we seek its primary relationship to the speaker, based on individual points of origin, attitudes, politics, nationality, 
religion, class, etc. A basic element of all languages, an accent’s particular mode of pronunciation associates the speaker with a region or group. 
In short, accents reveal origin. When someone loses their accent it infers they are less connected to the accent’s source. Unlike the American 
tourist, who enunciates loudly, and accentuates their American-ness (i.e. ‘I want to go to NO-TRA-DAM-CA-THEE-DRAL,’) the AWFA re-accentu-
ates, ‘I vants to go to, how you say, Yan-kee Stadiooom?’ and thereby de-accentuates their origin. The impostor accent distances the AWFA from 
one place and connects them to another. I realize it is strange, this notion of a European accent, but it is the mark of an AWFA. And here lies the 
caveat. When I ask foreign friends about AWFAs they look at me puzzled: ‘Why would I think that so-and-so sounds (French/German/Dutch) when 
they are clearly American?’ I deduce that AWFAs are unnoticeable to foreigners, which limits the façade; the AWFA’s foreign accent only works 
on other Americans.

This makes it difficult to corroborate a genuine AWFA short of asking, ‘Is that accent for real?’ Since many Americans have legitimate foreign 
accents, it sometimes takes months of investigation to ascertain who is a bona fide AWFA. Fortunately, in the case of most AWFAs, such as our 
curator from Ohio, it only takes one or two conversations with key individuals and confirmation from a foreign source to verify that the accent is 
phoney. 

The process of detection begins unknowingly. AWFAs are pretentious in ways apart from the accent, making them conspicuous subjects. 
Exposing an AWFA often starts with an innocent comment like, ‘I met this really obnoxious French curator last night,’ to which the reply is ‘I 
know, she’s totally annoying, and guess what, she isn’t even French…’ In pure entertainment value, the AWFA is way ahead of other social blun-
ders, Freudian slips and all.

Quite a few AWFAs inhabit the artworld: an effectively globalized international community that infuses its enterprises from the social to the 
economic with values most notably revealed through ideals of communication. We marvel over how easy it is to connect! As long as everyone 
agrees to speak English, there is no end to what is possible in today’s cultural landscape. Territoriality, locality, transitology—one’s ability to 
speak English, one’s accent, is paramount to where one ‘belongs’ in this world. Amidst local displacements and global amalgamations, perhaps 
the AWFA’s hybrid personality is not altogether unfounded, especially when you consider what an American accent represents in some quarters 
these days. One’s choice of accent amounts to a political prospect. Afterall, the phonetic antithesis of G. W. Bush’s drawl is undoubtedly found 
somewhere in the region of Alsace. 

Sarah Pierce is an American artist who lives in Dublin (that’s Dooblin, depending on who she’s talking to).  
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KAMI, COOKIEMONSTER, BERT AND 
ERNIE (ALL TOGETHER NOW) 
by Hinrich Sachs

Did you know that: 

- Your favorite characters of Sesame Street TV series also speak in 20 other languages.

- Kami is the HIV-positive schoolgirl in South African Takalani Sesame while Khokha, is the ‘knowledge hungry she-monster’ in Egyptian Alam 
Simsim.

- Dafi and Haneen are Jewish and Arab friends in the Israeli/Palestinian co-production.

- If you make a puppet of Kami or Hanen one day it might become a property of Children’s Television Workshop, the owner of Sesame Street 
(if they like it)

- You might have to destroy it (if they don’t like it.)

- You might go to jail if the documentation of their destruction is fraudulent. 

- Hinrich Sachs has produced the puppets of nine characters of Sesame Street and invited them to play together in Maastricht.

- The puppets were our size!

- Children of the Montessori school developed a play for them and the French DJ’s teamtendo performed music wearing funny costumes.

- Karsten Gilhuis, a lawyer, specialized in intellectual property, was ready to protect the artist against Children’s Television Workshop if they did 
not like the piece.

- The act of copyright protection would have meant the actual destruction of the puppets and documenting it on video and photos.

- Those images were to serve as a key part of Hinrich Sachs’s project.

- By doing this he brought not only the nine characters, but also three issues together: a genre of fan fiction, copyright liberalization, cultural 
memory and time. So there were more than three issues involved.

- In April 2004 two people were arrested in California for operating camcorders in movie theatres.

- One was apprehended by an attendant wearing night-vision goggles.

- Shouldn’t we go to movies with camcorders instead of night-vision goggles?

Hinrich Sachs, Kami, Cookiemonser, Bert and Ernie (all together now), Marres, Maastricht 1 April - 23 May 2004.

Raimundas Malasauskas is a former male model, and currently a curator based in Vilnius

that’s a wrap
Well, dear readers, that’s all the news that’s fit to print, as of last spring. we hope you enjoyed it.
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