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Congratulations on getting water from 
your eyes. Today was about hail and 
nail(s). Perhaps snails too. To collect 
snails. Practically jellified. I reckoned a 
ballgown might have been a bit OTT 
WEST, OR MOUTH AND ROOFLESS 
DISEASE: a treatise on futility in the 
tropics, Etc. Etc. Felt tropical indeed.
******Thank you for choosing this place 
as fire entrance, Gavin. There’s some-
thing so wrong and right about it. My 
week is/should be pretty excellent, I 
think. Has been so far. Although today… 
My mouth was stuff full with chicory 
salad when I accidentally took a bite off 
my tongue. Something I hadn’t done in 
years. Very French, no? You noticed the 
gash when I parted my mouth expectant-
ly. It didn’t seem to bother you as you let 
me slip my tongue halfway down your 
throat. Fishing out. The gasps, the 
groans, the pleasurable sighs. In the end, 
you had your head laying between my 
legs, lapping up the drool that was pour-
ing from me. 

That will be the day… The photos tell 
you nothing. Leather, rubbed treated. 
Have you touched a rotten chair? They 
are like this. Surrealism couldn’t have 
predicted how surreal the year would 

actually be. Not even Gore, hollywood-
esque effects. Pulp turns into an omi-
nous oasis track and everyone seems to 
be wearing nikes and people aren’t mov-
ing casually enough. They look coordi-
nated, almost programmed, and umbrel-
las are open because they are. 

Hannah has a number of snakes at home.. 
as pets and breeders, and ummm she 
works in an electrical contractors office. 
One of her snakes was sold to her as 
female but none of the males she has 
tried pairing it with showed interest. So 
she decided to take it to a local reptile 
shop after work to find out if it really was 
a girl, or not… She put the snake into her 
tote, next to her Gucci snakeskin wallet, 
miniature mont blanc fountain pen and 
Nars lip gloss. throughout the day, she 
would reach down her bag, brushing the 
tip of her fingers against the clammy 
skin. Her own whole skin has become 
hypersensitive to the sensation, and as 
soon she would touch it a shiver would 
passes through her back, touching her 
every nerve. Whatever heats your iron. 

After clicking one too many time, he 
slipped into his shoes and turned towards 
the end of the room. Entering the 

kitchen, dressed in sweats, he rubbed a 
speck of antiseptic gel on his hands. Took 
out the pre-sliced meat, mayo, cheese 
from the fridge and a plate, knife and 
bread from the cupboard. Walking back 
to the table, he laid out his haul and sat 
down. After washing a Xanax down with 
a sip of his Coke Cola, he started slicing 
the bread, spreading it open before drop-
ping layers upon layers of meat and 
cheese. Realizing he forgot the mayo, he 
used his knife to scoop a bounteous 
measure from the jar before letting it fall 
limply atop. Satisfied, he closed the wad 
and guided it towards his mouth. While 
chewing, he turned to us and said, “Did 
you guys hear about Jared Leto today?”. 
The music in the background was mid-
period Eurythmics.

The doughnut seat cushion had a circular 
opening in the centre, which relieved 
pain in the sacral and anal region. The 
two sections would also encourage 
healthy posture by naturally aligning the 
spine. The cushions were used to sup-
port, amongst others, people suffering 
from haemorrhoids, post-operative heal-
ing, and coccyx injuries. It also promoted 
blood circulation, especially for those 
who spend a lot of time sitting down. 
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The psychogeographic nature of the 
sound piece, alongside its productive 
entangling of personal accounts evident 
in E.E.’s texts and Tris’ collages, is also 
present in the photographic and film 
series shown in the exhibition. Nudging 
& Spooling (2023–2025), for example, 
consists of digitised film transfers  
from 8mm, 16mm and photography  
by E.E. and Tris. Demonstrating what 
Tris terms ‘a certain technological alche-
my’ in the aperture or interstice between 
practices, the work contains slow screen 
recordings of high-resolution scans 
belonging to Tris’ photographic collages 
Collections & Collaborations (2023–
2024) alongside 16mm footage of his 
hand rummaging through boxes. Collec-
tions & Collaborations (study I) (2023), 
meanwhile, shown in Moon Grove’s din-
ing room, consists of photographic prints 
made using a large format camera, the 
result of a long process of collating E.E.’s 
archive. These images comprise constel-
lations of material ranging from art-
works, personal and anecdotal ephemera, 
political or propaganda brochures, news-
paper clippings and artefacts.

Essentially, through Tris’ activation of 
his father’s collection, which casts myri-
ad archival viewpoints in a montage of 
personal identity, ‘The Art of Clockmak-
ing’ folds ideas of time onto tropes of 
doubling and the uncanny in literature 

Tris Vonna-Michell, The Art of Clockmaking at Moon Grove, installation view, April 2025  
(photo: Michael Pollard)

Tris Vonna-Michell
The Art of Clockmaking

By 
Andrew Hunt

MANCHESTER, APR. 25 — For twenty 
years, Tris Vonna-Michell has employed 
analogue and digital technology along-
side innovative approaches to installa-
tion that encompass performance, sound 
poetry, printed matter, sculpture, pho-
tography and film. Through a trans-gen-
erational approach, Tris’ father E.E. 
Vonna-Michell’s (1950–2020) photo-
graphic and publishing projects from the 
late 1960s onwards are currently being 
shown at Moon Grove in Manchester, 
alongside and integrated with Tris’ 
recent works. The show is entitled ‘The 
Art of Clockmaking’ and is the second 
iteration of a two-part project, the first of 
which, ‘Vonna-Michell’s House’, curated 
by Anja Casser and Andrew Hunt, took 
place at Badischer Kunstverein in 
Karlsruhe in 2024.

In 2021, Tris received two-hundred and 
forty-four boxes of material that his father 
had accumulated, many of which con-
tained unfinished works, research mate-
rial and indeterminate objects. E.E. had 
been involved with counter-cultural artis-
tic movements including auto-destructive 
art, expanded cinema, sound poetry, and 
the British poetry revival movements. 
Through his publishing house Balsam 
Flex, he worked and collaborated with 
artists such as Henri Chopin, Bob Cob-
bing and Allen Fisher to create innovative 
artists’ books and recordings. Examples 
of material found in E.E.’s boxes included 
numerous large-format camera compo-
nents and abstract photographs, which 
had been deliberately crumpled, left 
unprotected, scratched and contaminat-
ed, as if to be found later and decoded.  
In this resistance of the creative possibili-
ties offered by such photographic appara-
tus, Tris perceived parallels with his own 
work: an encounter with contradiction, 
abstraction and renewal in archival and 
time-based media.

The exhibition at Moon Grove comprises 
a small number of discreet and intimately 
connected rooms that include E.E. 

Vonna-Michell’s work within the context 
of Tris Vonna-Michell’s own archive and 
characteristic performative, sculptural, 
filmic installations. The result is a series 
of meticulously interconnected narratives 
that consist of multi-generational aspects 
of sound poetry, artistic publishing and 
countercultural moments, set within the 
domestic context of a family home.

In concrete terms, as one enters the gal-
lery, the first work encountered is Boxed 
Matter (2022-2025), a slide installation 
showing images of Balsam Flex artefacts 
combined with a collection of photo-
graphs taken by Tris in late 2023 that 
show E.E.’s publications held at The Brit-
ish Library’s collection in London. This 
imagery is shown with a sound piece 
made in collaboration with the artist and 
oral historian Laura Khan Mitchison, 
recorded on a walk along the River 
Thames, which takes the listener through 
London locations familiar to E.E. and 
Tris, featuring an interpretative reading 
of Tris’ photographic collages.
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KÖLN, APR 3 - Andrea Büttner is the winner of the Cologne Cathedral International Art Competi-
tion. In 2023, Büttner was one of fifteen artists invited to participate in the competition, which 
sought a new artwork for the cathedral––a UNESCO World Heritage Site––that would focus atten-
tion on the present and future of Christian-Jewish history. In her practice, Büttner asks founda-
tional questions about how art functions in culture, through the use of imagery evocative of reli-
gious themes, and art historical representations of lowliness, vulnerability, and shame. By opening 
up artistic discourse in these ways, she challenges prevalent value judgments and their underlying 
belief systems. Büttner’s proposal envisions a mural on the end wall of the Chapel of St. Mary in 
Cologne Cathedral. The mural is painted directly above Stefan Lochner’s Altarpiece of the Patron 
Saints of Cologne (1442) and presents a life-size depiction of the stone base of the Torah ark from 
Cologne’s former medieval synagogue. Lochner’s altarpiece, which was moved to Cologne Cathe-
dral in 1810, originally stood on the Torah ark’s base, replacing the ark after it was damaged in a 
1349 pogrom and the synagogue was turned into a council chapel. Her proposed artwork links the 
Jewish quarter’s history to the cathedral, telling a story of foundation and superimposition. 

and art, to enable new readings of histori-
cal material. One can claim that Tris’ 
form of trans-generational authorship 
also stimulates ideas of cultural ances-
tralism, where a process of intuition or a 
mongrel system of knowledge serves to 
scramble any easy idea of art history or 
contemporaneity through duration and 
lived experience. This complicated 
familial context allows new artistic iden-
tities to emerge and is one sought by 
Moon Grove’s ongoing programme, 
which aims to engage with intimate sub-
jects that might develop new forms of 
curatorial and artistic knowledge.

Tris Vonna-Michell, The Art of Clock-
making, Moon Grove, Manchester. Till 
27 June.

Gladly, 
I have the endurance of a horse but my 
blood sugar was quite low, I needed a 
jolly ranger badly. No. A bag of candy 
corn. Oh, those doughnut were very, very 
good. I keep wanting to go back and re-
supply myself. 

Bill, Hi. Extremely early happy birthday. 
I was thinking about what you said the 
other day — how you love men in busi-
ness suits completely submerged under-
water. Also wet business suits in general. 
I guess I was thinking about it because I 
had a brunch-meeting the other day. One 
of the guy had weird stains on the lapel of 
his Armani suit and the other guy, who 
had been on Prozac since August, was 
wearing a too tight navy-blue Ralph Lau-
ren. The point is, suits can also be tough. 
Anyways, I hope everything is very 
interesting on your end. It’d be nice to see 
you, post-here. Otherwise, working, rain, 
curfew-hating… 
I felt pinned together, and my mouth was 
dry from too much xanax. It was then 
time to stick up my nose one of those 
cryoprobes in such a way that the freez-
ing process would/could destroy all dis-
eased tissues. They were not so much like 
tissues but rather flesh timber. Very 
French, no? Meanwhile, we’d end up the 
way we always thought we would: gently 
used — only for a few nights. We use to 
tell ourselves live and let live… but that 
was before. Before noon, we’d have bit-
ten off half of another xanax while pass-
ing what’s got to be a trustworthy astrol-
oger to deal with those planetary vibes. 
Everything was vaguely cool.  

Missing person(s). Not in the computer 
world. Or perhaps it was I, that wasn’t in 
the computer world, but one of my hand 

had accompanied my position onto the 
sweeping electronic flatland that sur-
rounded me — yours, mine and ours — 
depending on how well we learned to 
grope and probe. Thank you for choosing 
this place as fireplace, Bill. Instead of 
limiting my observations to whether or 
not Google is making us stupid, Face-
book is commoditizing our privacy, or 
Twitter is chopping our attention into 
micro slices, I’ve been touching a seltzer 

bottle that sat in a champagne bucket. I 
also drank half an egg cream. To solidify 
the process.  

Its a question of altitude or latitude, Prob-
ably. Soon I noticed her groping about. 
First with her hands then with her teeth. 
And I started to envy the french weathy 
baton. I watched her snap and butter each 
piece. Soaking it slowly in her bowl, let-
ting it float… growing heavier and 
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Voice Over 
by  
Mario García Torres

It is late afternoon, the moment just 
before the end of the day. Dusk. Vision is 
limited. A few simple forms emerge; it is 
possible to recognize a minaret, a dome, 
and little more. Half the image is sky. 
That space of imagination, the space 
where ideas come from. But then, a 
reduction, a synthesis, in the form of a 
fantasy. A dream, where not everything 
is given; a suggestion, an invitation. It is 
a color of light that exists in reality, yes, 
but only momentarily. A passage that 
feels almost like a fiction. The stage of a 
story, a backdrop for a theater piece. It is 
what gets a narrative to be experienced as 
truthful. The image is a way to make life 
possible, in a studio, rather than being on 
location. A displacement. The beginning 
of a mediated reality. In fact, it is a call 
from Hollywood, a call from illusion, 
from the desire of being. It is pure possi-
bility. Or more so, the impossible. Salvo 
has managed to make distant extremities 
coincide in his work; the precognitive 
and the conscious concur. What seems 
contradictory, in Salvo’s work becomes a 
perfectly synced playlist. This is where 
different times collide. Where different 
ideologies sit for dinner and smile at each 
other. The uncomfortable made easy.

There is a sense of repetition, a sense of 
déjà vu. I have been here, but it is differ-
ent. Regardless of the narrative that has 
been written over the decades about Sal-
vo’s radical career path, of a “return” to 
painting, I have never stopped seeing his 
work lodged in the discourse known as 
Conceptual Art. It is possible to paint a 
landscape while thinking about the 
issues that concern rational people, the 
intellectuals, the coherent who eventual-
ly turn into romantics, who turn thinking 
into poetry. It is possible to realign the 
conception of what the last avant-garde 
movement, in fact, yearned for.

The passage of time has allowed the con-
clusion that the moment in which Salvo 
created immaterial, photographic, and 
text-based works seems more of an 
extraordinary deviation than the norm. If 
it is true that the move was more of a 
return than a departure, the period of the 

early 1970s seems to be overly significant 
for what happened afterward. Or is it that 
after Conceptual Art, nothing, absolutely 
nothing, could be seen in the same light? 
Is it possible to claim that Conceptual Art 
managed to erase every other ideology, 
that absolutely everything that happened 
afterward comes back to it? Once you go 
Conceptual, you never go back. It is a 
gang—once you are part of it, you cannot 
leave. It curses you forever.

In that sense, I doubt Salvo’s “return” to 
“traditional” painting. There is no return, 
it does not exist. By the time a return hap-
pens, it erases itself, because we are dif-
ferent, we are other people; it is never the 
same character playing the part. Even if 
places are identical, they will not be the 
same either. Salvo’s “return” is nothing 
but doubts. In fact, it makes me doubt 
perception, it makes me doubt represen-
tation. Figuration is never just that. There 
is an agenda, there is a program. Action 
overshadows form.

We see the same place again, but it is 
dawn. We see more of the space, the forms 
repeat, but also multiply. Something has 
allowed the frame to open out and reveal 
what was off-screen before. It’s an image 
of Bosnia and Herzegovina, I am told. It is 
the extended version, the director’s cut, 
the bonus track. There is the same mina-
ret, the same dome. Same location, differ-
ent scene. We have spent time from dusk 
till dawn,1 but there are no vampires. Sev-
en years have passed through the night. 
Barely anything has moved. There is 
nobody there. Yet, it is a delusion. A place 
Salvo had visited in other times. It inhab-
its the present, but it is merely a flashback. 
And as such, it is a ghost, an apparition, a 
specter that is able to bridge time.

In this second image, there is a presence, 
the phantom maybe, of Giorgio Morandi. 
Painting the same still life again and 
again. The second is the sketch for the 
first. In repetition, time crumbles too. It 
disappears. It reorders sequence. Then 
Giorgio de Chirico appears, pretending 
to crush time too. Referencing the clas-
sics while predating the image. A hoax, a 
market trucco turned conceptual gesture. 
It is, in fact, an act, a movement, a dance 
step, a balancing act. de Chirico as the 
proto-conceptualist. I like to think that. 

A trickster, who gives more importance 
to dates than to forms. He is a ventrilo-
quist, playing a stunt we all know is just 
that, but we decide to enter the game. But 
when the show is over, it pushes you to 
ask what is the gesture, what is the opera-
tion we were just in front of. That is no 
more than the legacy of Conceptual Art; 
its own revenge. It moves back and forth. 
It is a legacy that is malleable, flexible. It 
accommodates itself to whatever context 
and whatever practice.

Like the first, the second is also an empty 
place. How lonely an image can be. We are 
all alone, in an image. That is not because 
the image is devoid of human presence, 
but because the experience of an image is 
always practiced from solitude, in one’s 
mind. The experience of an image is a 
solo. There is always space in-between. It 
invites us, it seduces us, but it is never 
complete. It only gives what is needed, so 
we are able to project. In the incomplete-
ness rests its success. An image is only a 
proposal, an insinuation. Always showing 
what it wants. We try to reach it, but we 
never succeed. We are there, but we can-
not inhabit it. Faraway, So Close! 2 It is the 
beginning of a story, your story. The start-
ing point of a new script. The reference 
has been mentioned before, but every time 
it is said, it is different. Every return 
makes things anew. Every time a story is 
repeated, it is a different one.

The first time Salvo’s work caught my 
attention it was not with a painting, but 
his intervention in Harald Szeemann’s 
1972 documenta. I saw it many years 
after the exhibition. I was, as always, 
late. It happened at a time when I was 
deeply interested not only in conceptual 
strategies, but also in the most radical 
gestures within that movement. It 
smelled like books and old carpet. I 
remember the moment that sparked my 
curiosity. Endless bookshelves and soft 
talking. I remember, it was in the CalArts 
Library. I was doing research around the 
work of the North American artist Chris-
topher D’Arcangelo—a performer, an 
anarchist working during the early 1970s 
who wanted to disappear. Some things I 
read there seemed unreal.

Books lie sometimes. It was Los Ange-
les, after all, the Mecca of fiction. Among 
many other subtle gestures, D’Arcangelo 
had swapped his name from a show’s 
invitation card and communication for a 
blank space. It was then that I understood 
that the enlargement of Salvo’s name in 
the list of artists was some sort of 
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Salvo è vivo / Salvo è morto (Salvo lives / Salvo is dead), 1977, serigraph on board, 65 x 50 cm, edition 
of 100. Courtesy of Archivio Salvo and Mehdi Chouakri, Berlin.

performance in itself. A magic act. It 
intrigued me not only because of the 
immaterial nature of the work (his con-
tribution was the request for his name in 
the list of artists participating in the exhi-
bition to be printed in capital letters), but 
also because it seemed to challenge the 
nature of an artwork, a gesture that ques-
tioned the institutional apparatus. A sim-
ple move breaking the conventions, a 
form of quitting while being (more) pre-
sent. Not so different from D’Arcangelo, 
Salvo also refused to appear in the exhi-
bition. He had exchanged a space at the 
Fridericianum for a list in the catalog. 
Hiding there. An act of escapism. Being 
(more) there, while also not. Like a back-
drop, like the set of a scene that becomes 
invisible when the action starts.

Conceptual practices, as they have come 
to be known, are a set of tools that have 
allowed aesthetic practices for the last five 
decades to expand the notion of art, while 
also criticizing its operations and the way 
art is experienced. Contrary to what its 
presentation card pretends, Conceptual 
Art is a flexible toolbox that can allow the 
most radical, thoughtful, political ges-
tures to exist, but also the most capricious, 
ethereal, and unpredictable ones. It could 
be argued that the most radical works in 
the so-called Conceptual Art movement 
are in fact quite romantic— the word that 
Jörg Heiser used in the title of his 2007 
exhibition Romantic Conceptualism.3

Salvo’s “hotel drawings” evoke the artist 
as the lone painter, the traveler. The artist 

in search of the extraordinary. Walking, 
climbing, looking, as a gesture. Salvo as 
Caspar David Friedrich, looking for the 
sublime, at the edge of reality, at the edge 
of the imaginable, while drawing on 
hotel letterhead paper. It pretends to be a 
depiction, but it is just the documentation 
of an action. I like the drawing from 
1995, from the Oriental Palace Hotel in 
Tunis. Being in a place, while searching 
profoundly for feelings. The “hotel draw-
ings” seem immediate; I trust them. 
Maybe because they use the “aesthetic of 
administration” 4 while tricking us into 
the romantic. Can desire coexist with 
reality? It is as if Salvo is trying to escape 
from veracity, from reality, maybe. He is 
on the edge. They tell a fiction, the draw-
ings; they turn around the truth, they 
avoid, they leak out, they elude. Because 
the romantic is nothing but idealism, the 
practice of realizing the unrealistic. Of 
escaping logic. And as such, it is an act of 
resistance, an act against conventions.

For Alighiero Boetti, Salvo’s early stu-
dio-mate, faraway places were an act of 
escapism too. He thought of Kabul and 
Buenos Aires as places where he could 
reinvent himself. “Even presenting your-
self as other than an artist. When you 
have no anchorage and must completely 
reinvent yourself, physically and as a 
character.” 5 Escapism as a theatre play, as 
the illusion of a movie sequence. Role-
play as an aesthetic gesture.

Like Boetti’s One Hotel (1971) in 
Afghanistan, all hostels are, in general, 
faraway places. They are the place of for-
eigners; they are in a city, but also outside 
of it. They are contextless. Stages for a 
story to develop, without attachment. 
What happens in hotels, stays in hotels. I 
tell a story about myself to the barman, 
and then a different one to the cleaning 
lady. I write from room 1036 at the Pierre 
Marques in Acapulco. I am able to 
become a writer here, an introvert, think-
ing about other times. They cannot tell 
who am I here. I am an unwritten script, 
an undefined story. I am a character, or so 
I hope. I write as I think: in a slow, low, 
deep voice. It goes back, it repeats, it 
erases itself. It edits, it goes back in time. 
It does not follow a coherent timeline. I 
can only hope one day the text will be 
spoken in someone’s head, in that voice, 
in that tone. Unfortunately, there is no 
letterheaded paper in this room.

Salvo’s “hotel drawings” are immediate, 
quick. I remember. They are not inter-
ested in detail, they are interested in 
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place. By the time Salvo stayed in Tunis, 
a number of works from his ottomanie 
series already existed. Salvo’s “hotel 
drawings” seem more of a bureaucratic 
procedure than a sketch for a later work. 
The ottomanie works are projections, a 
condensation of memories and yearning. 
The drawings seem more of an excuse, 
the proof of being in a place that had been 
painted before. A reversal operation. It is 
like looking to prove to yourself that 
what you imagined actually existed. 
Waking up and trying to prove that your 
dream does in fact exist.

In the early 2000s, Salvo mentioned tak-
ing a trip to Norway in order to look for 
the filming locations of a movie he had 
seen, titled The Heroes of Telemark 
(1965). Anthony Mann’s film is the true 
story of the Norwegian water sabotage 
during World War II, with Ulla Jacobs-
son, Kirk Douglas, and Richard Harris. 
Salvo’s drawing from Hotel Norge, in 
Bergen, is proof of his search. He had 
been nearby, or at least 321 kilometers 
away from the movie locations. Regard-
less of the fact that he claimed not to be 
able to see the shooting locations, it is 
telling that Salvo was trying to prove 
what he had seen, chasing a memory. It 
makes me want to go out and search for 
shooting locations of Le Magnifique 
(Philippe de Broca, 1973), or Murder in 
Three Acts (Gary Nelson, 1986). The art-
ist chasing the memory of an image. Or 
chasing the image of a memory.

Achievement and deception happening at 
the same time. In a 2006 conversation, 
Salvo said, “Every journey has three phas-
es; imagination, before departing, empiri-
cal experience, and finally memory. A 
memory that cannot be precise and ends 
up mixing with others, inexorably.” 6 Sal-
vo as a “romantic conceptual artist. ”

Salvo’s artistic gestures are closer to 
those of Robert Barry or Sol LeWitt (who 
he met through Gian Enzo Sperone) than 
to his Turinese colleagues. Both artists 
were regarded as some of the most radi-
cal of the movement, although they were 
in fact the ones who argued against the 
intellectual nature of Conceptual Art. 
LeWitt famously wrote, “Artists are mys-
tics rather than rationalists. They leap to 
conclusions that logic cannot reach.” 7 
Barry famously said that the ideas in his 
Telepathic Piece (1969), to mention but 
one example, will live forever until the 
end of the world. Salvo’s text works Più 
tempo in meno spazio (1972), or Salvo è 

vivo – Salvo è morto (1970) inhabit the 
same space; they are doing nothing but 
flirting with the idea of the eternal and the 
sublime. Like Barry, who was working 
with the most ethereal materials, playing 
with memory and time, Salvo created 
smilingly modest works that were, at the 
same time, the most grandiloquent, look-
ing for perpetuity and the unimaginable.

This is what in fact surrounds Salvo’s 
capricci, which I have been thinking 
about a lot recently. They are unstable 
images, as they open themselves to inter-
pretation in order to tease us; they appeal 
to the precognitive, but can only exist 
through an action, that of the artist, look-
ing, imagining, hoping, while crashing 
the past into the present. There is no 
rational logic in Salvo’s operation. The 
capricci are betting on the poetic, on a 
non-conformist vision of the world.

The time is noon, or so the light indi-
cates. There are no actual buildings, but 
ruins, a very small fraction of what an 
ancient construction would have been. 
Only the columns and a few slabs topping 
them remain. There is a distant back-
ground, faraway mountains, and a bay. It 
is 1999, and it feels like I have been here 
before. Maybe it is 1983, or it may have 
been 1984. Repetition plays its tricks. 
Time collapses again. It is hot. The 
humidity makes me open the window. 
Sea air blows in. As I draw the heavy cur-
tains, strong sunlight enters the room and 
blinds me. I have been in a different 
geography, who knows for how long. 
When I manage to see again, there are no 
ruins. Just a large empty garden with 
some palm trees, manicured grass, and 
shrubs with funny shapes. The bay in the
background makes me doubt. A great 
part of what I see is sky, but I can hear the 
waves. When my eyes focus, what previ-
ously looked like scattered leafy forms 
with trunks become small palapas, those 
structures for people to shelter under 
from the sun when at the beach. Suddenly 
the wind brings the voices of people sun-
bathing. I am not alone. This is not an 
image. I wonder if I have been in a dream, 
and this is the stage for it.

I decide I am not playing this film again. I 
pack and leave the room. As I drive back 
out into reality, into my daily life, I see 
ruins again. Half the city is destroyed. I am 
told a hurricane wrecked hotels, streets, 
and everything in the port less than a year 
ago. It has changed the city, and it has 
changed my memory of this place. I doubt 

if they are speaking metaphorically, if the 
typhoon they are talking about is simply 
daily life.  I am confused. The only thing 
that seems certain is that I will not be able 
to return to this place ever again.

Essay excerpted from the book Salvo. 
Arrivare in tempo published in 2024  
by Pinacoteca Agnelli Torino, with 
JRP|Editions, on the occasion of the Sal-
vo retrospective (October 2024–May 2025), 
400 pages, ISBN : 978-3-03764-629-8

1. From Dusk till Dawn is a 1996 film 
directed by Robert Rodriguez, starring 
George Clooney, Quentin Tarantino, 
Harvey Keitel, and Juliette Lewis.
2. In weiter Ferne, so nah! is a 1993 film 
directed by Wim Wenders, a sequel to 
Der Himmel über Berlin, 1987.
3. J. Heiser (ed), Romantic Conceptual-
ism, exhibition catalog, Kunsthalle Nürn-
berg, Nuremberg, May 10–July 15, 2007; 
BAWAG Foundation, Vienna, September 
14–December 1, 2007, Kerber, Bielefeld
and Berlin, 2007.
4. B.H.D. Buchloh, “Conceptual Art 1962–
1969: From the Aesthetic of Administration 
to the Critique of Institutions,” October,  
vol. 55, Winter, 1990, p. 106–143.
5. Alighiero Boetti, interview from the 1970s,
quoted in A. Sauzeau, “Alighiero Boetti’s 
One Hotel,” vol. 025, dOCUMENTA (13): 
100 Notes, 100 Thoughts, Hatje Cantz,  
Ostfelden 2012.
6. L. Castellini, “Dialogo con Salvo,” in  
Salvo – Opere recenti, exhibition catalog, 
Biale Cerruti Art Gallery, Genoa, 2006, 
reprinted in Io Sono Salvo. Works and Writ-
ings 1961–2015, NERO, Rome 2023, p. 605.
7. S. LeWitt, “Sentences on Conceptual Art,” 
0 to 9 (New York) 1969, and Art-Language, 
vol. 1 no. 1, May 1969, p. 11–13. 
https://www. robertspahr.com/teaching/gen/
lewitt.html?__ im-LAGKdKta=138243420
94336335477 (last accessed October 2024).

In the sacral and anal region. The two sec-
tions would also encourage healthy pos-
ture by naturally aligning the spine. The 
cushions were used to support, amongst 
others, people suffering from haemor-
rhoids, post-operative healing, 
And coccyx injuries. It also promoted 
blood circulation, especially for those 
who spend a lot of time sitting down. 
Gladly, I have the endurance of a horse 
but my blood sugar was quite low, I need-
ed a jolly ranger badly. No. A bag of can-
dy corn. Oh, those doughnut were very, 
very good. I keep wanting to go back and 
re-supply myself. 
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In Brief
Sven Augustijnen’s new film Fierté nation-
ale : de Jéricho vers Gaza (2025, 93 min.) 
was awarded with a Special Mention in the 
Burning Lights Competition at the Visions 
du Réel – International Film Festival Nyon.

Francis Alÿs received the Gorrita Azul 
Award for Artistic Career Achievement. 
Founded by Mario García Torres and pro-
duced by public relations firm Xaviera, the 
Gorrita Azul Awards honor outstanding 
achievements in the Mexican art world 
across thirteen categories. 

An extended version of Shame Punishments 
by Andrea Büttner will be shown at 
Unlimited during Art Basel this June.  
The presentation is a collaboration between 
David Kordansky Gallery, Galerie Tschudi, 
Hollybush Gardens and Jan Mot.

For the exhibition Dance with Deamons at 
LUMA Arles, Tino Sehgal created a dis-
play conceived as a ‘chain reaction’ with 
works from the Fondation Beyeler and the 
Maja Hoffmann / LUMA Foundation. Untill 
November 2.

Afterwards, An outward flush, if you’ve 
heard about leg-hold traps. A was for 
admiration, afterwards, Baby, they’re 
chickens, they have no voice. You froze 
them and I thawed. Served with a glass of 
milk. I spent what could have been two 
hours in Venice and then I had drinks at 
the Sugar Club before coming here. Oh 
Jesus, what a day. The title was the best. 
Surely this thing is covered in bugs, and 
yellowing. We sat on that floating ter-
race, serene and glassy-eyed, our lips 
swollen from collagen injections, bees-
wax balm spread over our mouths. We 
had two coffees and a toastie. Pause. I 
didn’t … send any flowers, Victor. You 
know me:  A human tongue cleaving to 
the roof of the mouth under certain cir-
cumstances. Originally I suggested this 
occurring when making a "tsk" sound but 
was rightfully corrected that in such a 
case it would not be considered "cleav-
ing" due to the absence of a foreign body. 
Long live the new flesh! Looking with 
glazed eyes at her large mouth, so wet 
and glistening. To fill holes, I suggested 
you go bake some pastries or something. 
Even though, they use to softens under 
the heat, and raid the chocolate box in a 
wild shoot. Wicked treats.  
To be honest, normally, the younger 
brother should be buried with the strange 
color "big cable". At most, it will only be 
tied to the state of sexual excitement, that 
is, it will become red when flying a plane, 
having sex, or "full of warmth and 
lust." Of course, the redness is only 
because the younger brother wants to 
maintain and increase blood flow, so the 
younger brother will become redder. But 
of course the color that I want to talk 
about this time is not red, but purple and 
black. What will cause the younger 
brother to become purple?

Nobody could have slept more soundly 
than I in the midst of this nightmare. I 
had to be taken down from my high 
horse, had to be kicked around, had to be 
stepped on, squelched, humiliated, fet-
tered, manacled…  and then served on 
chard melba toasts. As I had noticed a 
captive audience, I pushed my pelvis over 
the edge. Haha over the edge to facilitate 
his groping, I guess. Like one of those 
who pounds into you with mechanical, 
cursory power. Later on, I would start 
devouring, now. My mouth suffused with 
his fluid, I made sure to run my tongue up 
and down and. My tongue, its ideal posi-
tion pressed against the roof of my mouth 
rather than letting it “idle” at the bot-
tom… Need I go on?  

If you find soap scum on the glass of 
your bathroom shower anything but easy 
to… Of course another thing you didn’t 
know existed: flavoured, non-toxic show-
er gel. This is almost as much fun as that 
soap you can write on the tub with. 
Almost. On the other side, there were 
things like toe-nails, hair, teeth, blood, 
ovaries, all incalculable and written in 
another kind of ink, an incomprehensi-
ble, undecipherable script, all of which 
was held in brine. We’d play the tele-
phone game, received the usual self-con-
gratulation and lick each other off, and off 
the floor. Leave a sock on the shower rail, 
hair scum in the drain or toothpaste lid off 
the tube. but you know, I put the stud back 
in star-studded. 
******Thank you for choosing this place 
as fire entrance, Gavin. There’s some-
thing so wrong and right about it. My 
week is/should be pretty excellent, I 
think. Has been so far. Although today… 
My mouth was stuff full with chicory 
salad when I accidentally took a bite off 
my tongue. Something I hadn’t done in 
years. Very French, no? You noticed the 
gash when I parted my mouth expectant-
ly. It didn’t seem to bother you as you let 
me slip my tongue halfway down your 
throat. Fishing out. The gasps, the groans, 
the pleasurable sighs. In the end, you had 
your head laying between my legs, lap-
ping up the drool that was pouring from 
me. 
That will be the day… The photos tell you 
nothing. Leather, rubbed treated. Have 
you touched a rotten chair? They are like 
this. Surrealism couldn’t have predicted 
how surreal the year would actually be. 
Not even Gore, hollywoodesque effects. 
Pulp turns into an ominous oasis track 
and everyone seems to be wearing nikes 
and people aren’t moving casually 
enough. They look coordinated, almost 
programmed, and umbrellas are open 
because they are. 
Hannah has a number of snakes at home.. 
as pets and breeders, and ummm she 
works in an electrical contractors office. 
One of her snakes was sold to her as 
female but none of the males she has tried 
pairing it with showed interest. So she 
decided to take it to a local reptile shop 
after work to find out if it really was a girl, 
or not… She put the snake into her tote, 
next to her Gucci snakeskin wallet, min-
iature mont blanc fountain pen and Nars 
lip gloss. throughout the day, she would 
reach down her bag, brushing the tip of 
her fingers against the clammy skin. Her 
own whole skin has become hypersensi-
tive to the sensation, and as soon she 

would touch it a shiver would passes 
through her back, touching her every 
nerve. Whatever heats your iron. 
After clicking one too many time, he 
slipped into his shoes and turned towards 
the end of the room. Entering the kitchen, 
dressed in sweats, he rubbed a speck of 
antiseptic gel on his hands. 
Took out the pre-sliced meat, mayo, 
cheese from the fridge and a plate, knife 
and bread from the cupboard. Walking 
back to the table, he laid out his haul and 
sat down. After washing a Xanax down 
with a sip of his Coke Cola, he started 
slicing the bread, spreading it open before 
dropping layers upon layers of meat and 
cheese. Realizing he forgot the mayo, he 
used his knife to scoop a bounteous meas-
ure from the jar before letting it fall limp-
ly atop. Satisfied, he closed the wad and 
guided it towards his mouth. While chew-
ing, he turned to us and said, “Did you 
guys hear about Jared Leto today?”. The 
music in the background was mid-period 
Eurythmics.

The doughnut seat cushion had a circular 
opening in the centre, which relieved pain 
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Agenda
Francis Alÿs
Mediterranean, Mucem, Marseille (FR), 
05/06/24–31/12/26; 206: Illusions of Life, 
MoMA, New York (US), 07/06/24–May 
2026; The Horizon is Always Out of Reach, 
Museo Tamayo, Mexico City, 17/03–27/07; 
Francis Alÿs, Ludwig Museum, Cologne 
(DE), 03/04–12/08 (solo); Même les soleils 
sont ivres, Collection Lambert, Avignon 
(FR), 19/01–25/05; On the Street, Kunstmu-
seum Liechtenstein, Vaduz, 11/04–31/08

Sven Augustijnen
Spectres (2011), Avila, 05/07/24–06/04/27 
(online streaming); Spectres, Sound 
Image Culture, Brussels, 25/06 (screening 
& talk); Fierté Nationale: De Jéricho vers 
Gaza, Bozar Cinema, Brussels, 11/10 
(screening & talk)

Pierre Bismuth 
Monochromy. On the aesthetics of pub-
lished art, Weserburg Museum of Modern 
Art, Bremen (DE), 09/09/24–28/09/25; In 
the Spirit of Friendship, Vienna’s Dom 
Museum, Vienna, 27/10/24–24/08/25; 
Super Conceptual Pop, Fondation CAB, 
Brussels, 01/04– 31/10

stanley brouwn
Delinking and Relinking, Van Abbemuse-
um, Eindhoven (NL), 18/09/21–01/06/26; 
stanley brouwn, Dia Beacon, New York 
(US), 15/04/2023–2026 (solo); On the 
Street, Kunstmuseum Liechtenstein, 
Vaduz, 11/04–31/08; stanley brouwn, 
Galerie Tschudi, Zurich, 12/04– 24/05 
(solo)

Andrea Büttner
Hand in Hand, Schloss Bellevue, Berlin, 
16/07/24–March 2026; Double Cheese Plat-
ter, Kunstmuseum Stuttgart, Stuttgart (DE), 
08/03-12/10; Time for Women! Empowering 
Visions in 20 Years of the Max Mara Art 
Prize for Women, Palazzo Strozzi, Firenze 
(IT), 17/04– 31/08; Rizhoma, Frans Masereel 
Centrum, Kasterlee (BE), 25/05–13/07, 
Andrea Büttner, On Shame, Art Hub; 
Copenhagen, 11/05 (talk); Fake Barn Coun-
try, Raven Row, London, 08/05–06/07; 
Andrea Büttner works, Bechtler Stiftung, 
Uster (CH), 25/05–14/09 (solo)

Manon de Boer
à, CCS Bard Hessel Museum of Art, 
Annandale-on-Hudson (US), 05/04–25/05; 
Corps Insensés, Frac Franche-Comté, 
Besançon (FR), 18/04– 31/08

Rineke Dijkstra
Rineke Dijkstra: Beach Portraits, Städel 
Museum, Frankfurt (DE), 13/12/24–18/05/25 
(solo); Fuera de marco. Obras de Rineke Dijk-
stra y Philippe Parreno, Caixa Forum, Barce-
lona (SP), 05/02-26/10; Good Mom / Bad Mom, 
Centraal Museum, Utrecht (NL), 28/03-14/09; 
Acts of Creation: On Art and Motherhood, 
Dundee Contemporary Arts, Dundee (UK), 
19/04–13/07

Lili Dujourie
Lili Dujourie, Jan Mot, Brussels, 17/05–
05/07; What Cannot Be Held, de Brakke 
Grond, Amsterdam, 17/05–13/07

Mario Garcia Torres
The Horizon is Always Out of Reach, 
Museo Tamayo, Mexico City, 13/03– 27/07; 
Mario Garcia Torres, A History of Influ-
ence, Fridericianum, Kassel (DE), 15/03-
27/07 (solo)

Dominique Gonzalez-Foerster
Pistarama (as part of the Pista 500 pro-
ject), Pinacoteca Agnelli, Torino (IT), 
03/05/23 – ongoing; Radical Software: 
Women, Art & Computing, Mudam, Lux-
embourg, 20/09/24–25/05/25; There Is A 
Ghost In The Room. For Sure!, Stiftung 
Museum Schloss Moyland, Bedburg-Hau, 
(DE), 24/11/24–25/01/26; On Education, 
Amant, New York (US), 20/03–17/08

Joachim Koester
Gothic Returns: Fuseli to Fomison, Auck-
land Art Gallery, Auckland (NZ), 
02/09/23–31/08/25; Isa Mona Lisa, Ham-
burger Kunsthalle, Hamburg (DE), 
18/10/24–18/10/26; The Horizon is Always 
Out of Reach, Museo Tamayo, Mexico 
City, 13/03–27/07; Animal!?, Fonds 
Leclerc, Landerneau (FR), 06/06-02/11; 
Klaipėda biennial, Klaipėda (LT), 05/09-
30/10; Dokumenter, Fotografisk Gallery, 
Copenhagen, 30/08–09/11

Sharon Lockhart
Transmissions: Selections from Mar-
ciano Collection, Marciano Art Founda-
tion, Los Angeles (US), 21/02/25–ongo-
ing; The Oldenburg Gleaners Society 
Club, Haus für Medienkunst, Oldenburg 
(DE), 30/04–09/06; WINDWARD, Fogo 
Island Gallery, Fogo Island (CA), 10/05–
31/10 (solo)

Tino Sehgal
(ohne Titel) 2016/2023, Duale Hoch- 
schule Baden-Württemberg Stuttgart 
(DE), 17/05/23–17/04/43; Philippe Par-
reno. Voices, Haus der Kunst, Munich, 
(DE), 13/12/24–25/05/25; Danse avec 
les démons, LUMA, Arles (FR), 
01/05–01/11

Colophon
Publisher Jan Mot, Brussels
Concept Design 
Maureen Mooren & Daniël van der Velden
Graphic Design 
Maureen Mooren with Frédérique Gagnon
Printing Cultura, Wetteren

JAN MOT

Petit Sablon / Kleine Zavel 10 
1000 Brussels, Belgium 

tel:+32 2 514 1010
office@janmot.com
www.janmot.com

Wed – Fri, 2–6.30 pm
Sat, 12–6 pm 

and by appointment

(advertisement)

Represented by the gallery
Francis Alÿs, Sven Augustijnen, Pierre Bismuth, 
stanley brouwn, Andrea Büttner, Manon 
de Boer, Rineke Dijkstra, Lili Dujourie, 
Mario Garcia Torres, Dominique Gonzalez-
Foerster, Joachim Koester, David Lamelas, 
Sharon Lockhart, Tino Sehgal, Seth 
Siegelaub / Egress Foundation, Philippe 
Thomas, Tris Vonna-Michell, Ian Wilson

Tris Vonna-Michell 
The Art of Clockmaking, Moon Grove, 
Manchester (UK), 25/04– 27/06

Ian Wilson
mode d'emploi, Musée d'Art moderne et 
contemporain, Strasbourg (FR), 27/09/24– 
01/06/25

Let’s make a fictional plot — Every few 
minutes I light a fresh minutes I light a 
fresh minutes I light a fresh c minutes I 
light a fresh igarette, which burns away 
as I claw at his skin. ke a spritz bath, and 
was about to lick my own arm, clutching, 
rubbing, scratching. Its interpretation is 
already supplied with the obvious: “Their 
faces look so unhappy when they’ve hav-
ing one.” Milky crepes. Is this your hand 
or mine? I continued thrusting my tongue 
in and out of the jar. You stiffened up 
noticeably, everything was covered in 
charms. Hoe are you? An outward flush, 
if you’ve heard about leg-hold traps. A 
was for admiration, Afterwards, An out-
ward flush, if you’ve heard about leg-hold 
traps. A was for admiration, afterwards, 
Baby, they’re chickens, they have no 


