
That reek with the odour of 
food. Opposite me is the 
bar Het Feest van Joop. A 

Grim looking bar known to 
regional youngsters, where 
tourists usually pour in. 
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I’m standing here on an 
empty stomach at the con-
fluence of tortuous lanes 

Your white see-through underwear, extra 
translucent from the sauna sweat. We 
were all there for similar reasons? Sweat-
ing out some tension AND pouring gos-
sips out… you provided some eucalyptus 
drops and scrubbing salts, but no matter 
how much you wanted, did not touch. We 
kept our brains cool anyways. So… came 
the heavy storm, we ran outside for a sec-
ond, before the last sweaty interval. 
There was no candy there, only cold 
hands.  

As if left there for me to find. It was 
almost giving a “Loving pink for Boys, 
Hating it for Girls” vibe. I mean… It was 
pink all right. As opposed to yours — 
yours was the color of a factory chicken’s 
flesh. We milked the amulet for all its 
worth and, to be honest, it worked quite 
well. Great ghost stories by the way. My 
mom believed in them too. Maybe we 
should Zoom. That might be easier. I can 
do now. 

I shrieked. You blushed. We called it 
auto-frottage, -frontage? Thank you, pal. 
I’ll be all over that obviously. The red-
dening, involuntary and triggered by 
emotional stress associated with passion, 
embarrassment, shyness, fear, anger OR 
romantic stimulation. Finally. Found the 
courage to let it all go, like rubbing dino-
saur flesh. Only dinosaurs cannot blush. 
Only fantasies lack the physical meat-
ness that real objects have. What you 
said. I never remember jokes. 

I was listening at 1.25 reading speed. I 
sneezed before, but nothing a paraceta-
mol/Vitamin C powder packet could not 
fix. On avocado maki later, I squeezed 
onto a tram, Brussels is big. Yet… we say 
we go out “into” nature. It was nice to 
make a useless bed and end up in the 
other room. 

There’s the future that is today. Am I 
hungry? Lice and flies, fleas and peas. 

This instant, I want thick milk, creamy 
filling. Was that expectation or reality? 
We’ll see. Or not. Did you know that 
trolls only comes out when it’s dark? 
Wouldn’t even ring the bell, comes 
through the basement, and climb up the 
stairs all the way to the top. Clamping my 
mouth onto hers, as we stumble to the 
bed, my legs up in the air,  

We’d get advised to sugar coat what 
needed to be ingested. To avoid risk of 
lodging in. Thanks. Thanks for all the 
training, all that poking and downcom-
ing has got to count for something. Down 
my/your swallow-hole, for whom was it 
harder? With a gulp of saliva, it would 
turn into a lip-smaking delicious start. 
Or ending. Pounding one’s ear snappily 
after. I’d boil dud tea, leaving it to cool. 
Quaffing it once you’d left while I’d gath-
er your lost spires to burn daily. What 
you said. I never remember jokes. 
Bought wrong one. And a bag of padro-
ne, spineless but roughly the size of a 
finger. Your fingers. Then, after much 
snapping you cracked open your mouth, 
gritted teeth shining. There must be 
roughly 32, I ran my my tongue over 
them, filled with moist humour. You 
whirlpooled the pointed projection, pull-
ing water down your swallow-hole, flow 
in mouth, snuff saccharine and warm 
spout. I wouldn’t say there was an ava-
lanche of them or anything like that 
though. 

We hugged the door guy and ran-walked 
passed the lockers and empty but smelly 
front room. Pushed the double/sound-
proofed doors and entered the red room. 
You quickly saluted each person stand-
ing there, making sure I was introduced, 
before cock-a-hooply walking me 
through the premise… The genderless 
toilets, the staff area, etc. The music 
playing was low-volume Kid-Cudi. 
Crush a bit. 

Who needs to go home with a hot date 
when you can get hot paracetmol/vitamin 
C instead. 2am sweat, wiping my 
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BRUSSELS, MAY 3 —  This year marks  
Jan Mot's 21st participation to the  
Galleries Section of Art Basel (Basel, 
CH). For its 2024 presentation, Jan Mot 
will showcase historical and contempo-
rary works by, among others, Francis 
Alÿs, Lili Dujourie, Mario Garcia Torres, 
David Lamelas, Sharon Lockhart and 
Ian Wilson. 

The Kabinett section of Jan Mot’s booth 
(Hall 2.1 R10) will feature a recent series 
of prints by Andrea Büttner entitled 
Images of beggars sourced from auction 
catalogues in the Photographic Collec-
tion of the Warburg Institute, London 
(2015–23). While researching the ico-
nography of poverty at The Warburg  
Institute, London, Büttner noticed sale 
information on the backs of  artwork 
illustrations  that had been cut out from 
auction catalogues. Long interested in 
methodologies of looking, in  Images of 
beggars the artist juxtaposes these recto 
and verso images, questioning which 
side is more shameful and continuing her 
practice of research-based works that 
connect art history with social and 
ethical issues.

As part of the 2024 Parcours section of 
Art Basel, curated by Stefanie Hessler, 
Jan Mot is presenting the sculpture  
In Remembrance of the coming alien 
(Alienor) (2022) by Dominique Gonzalez- 
Foerster, in collaboration with Paul B. 
Preciado. First exhibited in Gonzalez-
Foerster’s solo exhibition at Serpentine, 
London, in 2022, the painted steel sculp-
ture commemorates the coming alien, 
and forms part of an ongoing conversa-
tion about extraterrestrials between  
Gonzalez-Foerster and Preciado. The 
work is a queer and critical version of 
architect Le Corbusier’s anthropomor-
phic model The Modulor and a reference 
to the exceptional historical figure of 
Eleanor of Aquitaine. This contribution 
to Parcours is presented by the gallery 
together with Chantal Crousel, Esther 
Schipper and 303 Gallery.

I picked up a half-full glass of cham-
pagne, downed it. And went back to bed. 
The joke was on him: soon he will be 
melted. 

My finger will 

Oh good, A year of suspense. So it feels. 
As if a 90 min playlist composed entirely 
of Kid Cudi singing the Pursuit of Happi-
ness in an endless loop, another crime 
with its own logic. I’m freezing in bed, 

my door unlocked. I devour the equiva-
lent of a xanax in powered shape, mixed 
with vitamin C that you add hot water to! 
Today was the longest night of the year, I 
celebrated by sleeping from 1h30-12h, 
and again 17h30-19h. 

I biked by the fountain-head, head is a 
keyword here, before getting caught in a 
rain storm. In an aquatic setting one 
would say.  B4Real. I could feel the mois-
ture coming out from the tiny holes in the 
fabric.   

Thanks, yes, I mean no, I haven’t figured 
any of it. Anton came over to the corner 
where me and Mr. ??? were at. He got two 
bright gold teef in the side of his mouth, 
generally grin all the time. But now, he cry.  
Old Mr. ??? clear his throat. Nobody are 
even sure exactly who her daddy is. Pull up 
a chair. Look down my throat. What’s the 
matter? What’s your real name? Make 
Anton call you by your real name, I say. 
Then maybe he sees you even when in 
trouble. *** Okay, Wow, it’s already the 
middle of the mouth again, how strange, 
and I’ll see you tomorrow. 

**Hi. Uh, me neither, and I’m doing fine, 
you? No, I didn’t eat the cookie type of 
thing made of sacred wafers and cacao 
powder, yet! But I did test two brands of 
pickles. It’s cherry season, gang! When the 
cherry tree fruited, we found we had the 
sweetest, most abundant crop we could 
ever imagine. We’d gorged on the juicy 
bits, while she was trying to save them for 
jam and pies and glazed tartlets. I would 
feed you cherries in bed while you’d say: “I 
could hardly remember pre-cherry world, 
can you?” I hope your Monday doesn’t live 
up to Monday’s bad reputation.

Congratulations on getting water from your 
eyes. My pleasure, my honour. Today was 
about hail and nail(s). Perhaps snails too. 
After the heavy rain, we were sent out 
together, hand in hand, with identical tin 
buckets. To collect snails. I fell something 
real soft on my breast, she hauled off and 
kissed me on the mouth. WEST, OR 
MOUTH AND ROOFLESS DISEASE: a 
treatise on futility in the tropics, Etc. Etc. 
Felt tropical indeed, all that storm and wait, 
do bumblebees survive really hot weather? 
I just stared at its wiggling butt. 

YES. My day has just started, so who 
knows. I was never into the Spice Girls for 
even a split second. For instance, one time I 
hid the yams in peanut butter. No change, I 

can’t change, but I’m here. In my mould. 
Don’t be bitter I said. I biked quite far 
south, through the park twice, with D&D 
and then P.  Did your day hint at anything 
great? I don’t have AC so even indoors and 
even with movies as a companion is not a 
solution, but it’ll be sorted. Sporty spice 
was kinda cool I guess.

I do have a slight soft spot for in season figs 
and I DO like my peanut butter smooth, 
like…. smooooooooth. And then what? A 
step-shaped recess, typically a match to the 
edge or tongue of another piece; a rebate, a 
rebate joint. Nice one. I’m curious (and 
ignorant) about crash magic, I will follow 
your lead on that. Why not highlight confu-
sion which arises when categories form? I 
think I’ve reached my fucking limit. I’ll 
prod its surface with my finger and lick the 
poor bastard to sleep. The beta instance is 
the most interesting instance we’ve got, but 
of course not for the faint of heart,. This 
instance is fresh off the assembly line and 
contains everything new and cool that isn’t 
quite ready for prime time.

My pleasure, sir, obviously. I saw that 
Amsterdam got whacked. That’s sad. I do 
know that you like half-sucked lollies, and 
that is kind of music to my… eyes. Back 
then, we would lick and then hit the poor 
bunny with a cat-o’-nine-tails. It should 
have been protected by copyright but we 
had stronger tactics. I would make myself 
explicit just to realise I had lost all of that 
humid intimacy. Practically jellified. Your 
antagonist had newly-earned a third degree 
burn and had been catastrophically (but 
magnificently) put in a corner. The water-
melons were lined up and the corner was 
waiting, I reckoned a ballgown might have 
been a bit OTT. As regards you. 

Full. Of, Saliva.  Yes Yes, say yes. Spit, spit, 
spirit…Somebody spirit you sin against 
maybe? Mine for yours. I can’t help it. I just 
want more so I gave you two collagen 
cookies and I glass of milk. Slipping my 
tongue under you earlobe, I let you bite my 
neck and 

Excellent eye-brain-combo, as usual. 

Castles, cats and chickendeals. Your love 
was kind. Strangely, I did not get rained on, 
I think maybe. Knock on wood. So come 
fall, we’d dress in thicker wetsuits and wait 
for mega-fruits  to bear.  Gaslamping is the 
new Gaslighting. Well, except for choosing 
3 different pieces for 6 euro, there was 
nothing else I needed to do under that tent, 
Good eyes he said. Mm, yes, I think I could 









Tris Vonna-Michell
Sample #1, 2024

A shipment containing hundreds of boxes of materials, many of which contained works, often seemingly incomplete and undefined works, arrived 
at my studio. It was sent from England after discovering that my father had been producing artworks, unbeknown to me, for several decades. Boxes 
containing disparate works, his and others, documentations and disintegrations.



7 Newspaper Jan Mot 142In Brief

In Brief
Previously shown at the Belgian Pavilion 
at the 2022 Venice Biennial and at 
WIELS, Brussels, (among other places) in 
2023–24, Francis Alÿs’ ongoing series of 
films Children’s Games will have its UK 
premiere in the exhibition Ricochets at the 
Art Gallery of the Barbican Centre, Lon-
don (27/06–01/09). The exhibition will 
also include a new site-specific commu-
nity project, part of the artist’s continued 
engagement with cross-cultural contexts 
around the world.

The 2024 Festival de l’histoire de l’art in 
Fontainebleau, France (31/05–02/06), 
will include numerous exhibitions, per-
formances and events related to Mexico, 
this year’s invited country. Among the 
artists in the Festival is Mario Garcia 
Torres, with a display of his Spoiled 
Paintings, a performance of his live piece 
Whatever doesn’t kill you makes you 
stronger, as well as a public conversation. 
Joachim Koester will also be represent-
ed during the Festival with a screening of 
his film Maybe one must begin with some 
particular places (2012).

In partnership with LUMA Foundation, 
Fondation Beyeler (Basel, CH) is organ-
izing Summer Show (19/05–11/08), an 
exhibition covering the entire museum 
and its surrounding parc. Summer Show 
— conceived as a constantly evolving 
“living organism” — presents the work 
of artists including Dominique Gonza-
lez-Foerster and Tino Sehgal. Sehgal’s 
work This Joy is part of The Making Of 
(22/04–18/05), an exhibition during 
which visitors are invited to view the 
Summer Show’s “making-of”, affording 
them a look behind the scenes.

Ghost Party (2) (2022) by Manon de 
Boer and Latifa Laâbissi, as well as 
Sleepers I (1999) and Ambulantes II 
(1992–2003) by Francis Alÿs, are part of 
untranquil now: a constellation of narra-
tives and resonances (31/05/24–19/01/25) 
at Kunsthalle Hamburg. Curated by 
Corinne Diserens, the exhibition brings 
together works in which “bodies and 
modes of perception become the agents 
of contradictory states and troubled 
histories”. 

On April 3, the Museum of Contempo-
rary Art Chicago hosted the world pre-
miere of David Lamelas’ This Is My 
Place (2024), a fictional documentary 
about the artist’s itinerant life and 

Comparing my goosebumps to the erected 
lumps on pickle skin. Thanks pal, I’ll be 
all over that. Just like a dentist would see 
an horrible cavity as a portal to hell. You 
weren’t scared that I would lick your eye-
ball but skittish about using a little too 
much teeth on your earlobes. t. Oh my oh 
my. I mean amazing news about the raise! 
My work sent me an nd of year board 
game, coffeemuig and SAD lamp instead 
of a bonus ** uk it. Somedays I just want 
to reply to emails with “ok” and this photo 
whoosh. Rob, Good golly, I wish the fire-
place channel had switched off. I would 
have replaced my cheek with the load of a 
Mountain Dew. How many marbles do 
you think we can fit inside of him.  

conceptual practice, produced with the 
support of the Institute for Studies on 
Latin American Art (ISLAA).

The launch of Tris Vonna-Michell’s most  
recent publication, Dataton Dialogues 
(published by Mount Analogue, 2024) 
took place on the opening of his solo 
exhibition Nudging and Spooling at Ver-
milion Sands, Copenhagen, on May 4. 
The exhibition on view until June 1 
draws from hundreds of boxes of materi-
als sent to the artist after discovering that 
his father had been producing artworks 
for several decades. On this occasion, 
Vonna-Michell made an artist's contribu-
tion included in this newspaper.

donate two inches. Bath, she said eventual-
ly. I hope your friend is chill, re: old lungs. 
Time was thick, my spit was stiffening as I 
looked up the definition of psychiatric 
calms (qualms). Give that a shot? Maybe.  

Its interpretation is already supplied with 
the obvious: “Their faces look so unhappy 
when they’ve having one.” Milky crepes. Is 
this your hand or mine? I continued thrust-
ing my tongue in and out of the jar. You 
stiffened up noticeably, everything was 
covered in charms. Hoe are you? An out-
ward 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 terrace, serene and glassy-
eyed, our lips swollen from collagen injec-
tions, beeswax balm spread over our 
mouths. We had two coffees and a toastie. 
Pause. I didn’t … send any flowers, Victor. 

You know me: convoluted is a magic word.  

Literally just happened this morning. Walks 
into room without knocking. Backstory: He 
really likes fireworks, but finds them huge 
disappointment relating to their usually 
excellent labels. And charging 20$ a pop 
for them always feels like a swindle. He 
also didn’t think that .org was running the 
tightest ship. So walked into the room and it 
could have been the premise of a cheap hor-
ror/slasher film. Who’s my favourite god 
and favourite kitchen appliances: Jupiter, 
Egg beater. Still. The hair pulling might 
have brought our mouth together. Make a 
post, please. This is more of a general story. 
I get it. You’re frustrated over x, y & z rule. 
Gotta see that thing and forget about that 
other. I mean, it’s all scaremongers over 
there. And I’m biting. Speaking of, got a 
dentist appointment at 9h20 AM. Me, dead 
inside: “Sorry for the inconvenience”. My 
tongue just loves to rub agains the sharp 
edge. Very worn, missing side pad, fade, 
wear to straps, not recommended intended 
use. Are they not aware Christmas is Satur-
day. I got the t-shirt anyways, Pantera. KK, 

Dude, you stay on my lap,  
quivering like a toothache

Please welcome to the world the Cooler 
Master Orb X…. whoosh. Rob, Hi, Rob. 
Did you receive the same message? next 
thing you know, I was sitting on the dentist 
recumbent chair, glistening mouth, opened 
wide already until she pulled my lower lip 
down. The rules of attraction you once told 
me. Good golly, I wish the fireplace chan-
nel had switched off. I hadn’t got any anes-
thesia, got it? My today is, uh, … trip prep. 
Download a bunch of songs for the road 
trip. 
Is it me or is it morally wrong to advertise 
spice pumpkin latte in January. No apolo-
gies, full frontal. Hey, Kevin, Hi. Ah yes, I 
remember this is a really cool link, yep 
really cool go join it. Aaahh I’m all warm 
now. and helpless. Opened my mouth and 
decided on stroking the tip of my tongue 
against its inner walls. The flesh on the bot-
tom right feeling chewed and raw. I com-
pulsively tried to smooth it out and apolo-
gized for the inconvenience (for the 17th 
time). Awesome! The 4 steps to happiness, 
step 3 is cover yourself in oil. See you 
tomorrow.



8 Newspaper Jan Mot Agenda 142

Agenda
Francis Alÿs
Francis Alÿs: Cuando la fe mueve montañas 
(2022). Dos décadas después, Museo de 
Arte de Lima – MALI, Lima, 26/01–
02/06 (solo); Genealogías y disidencias, 
Museo Universitario Arte Contemporá-
neo (MUAC), Mexico City, 16/03–17/11; 
Leaps of Faith, Z33, Hasselt (BE), 31/03–
25/08; The Paradoxes of Internationalism 
(As Narrated by the Museo Tamayo Collec-
tion). Part II, Museo Tamayo, Mexico 
City, 11/04–25/08;  
Rayon jouets, Hangar Y x Art Explora, 
Meudon (FR), 18/05–22/09; untranquil 
now: a constellation of narratives and reso-
nances, Hamburger Kunsthalle, Ham-
burg (DE), 31/05/24–19/01/25; Children's 
Biennale "Planet Utopia", Japanisches 
Palais, Dresden (DE), 01/06/24–30/03/25; 
The making of the Mediterranean - The gaze 
of museums, Mucem, Marseille (FR), 
05/06–31/12; BACKSTAGE, Engelberg (CH), 
22/06–18/08; Francis Alÿs: Ricochets, 
Barbican Centre, London, 27/06–01/09 
(solo); Francis Alÿs, Ludwig Museum, 
Cologne (DE), 03/04/25–12/08/25 (solo)

Sven Augustijnen 
49 Nord 6 Est - Frac Lorraine, Metz (FR), 
06/09/24 - 19/01/25

Pierre Bismuth
The Lives of Animals, M HKA, Antwerp 
(BE), 08/06–22/09

stanley brouwn
Delinking and Relinking, Van Abbemuse-
um, Eindhoven (NL), 18/09/21–01/07/24; 
stanley brouwn, Dia Beacon, New York 
(US), 15/04/2023–2025 (solo); Extreme 
Tension. Art between Politics and Society 
(Collection of the Nationalgalerie 1945 – 
2000), Neue Nationalgalerie, Berlin, 18/11/23–
28/09/25; stanley brouwn, Stedelijk Museum, 
Amsterdam, 01/06–01/09 (solo); books, 
01/06–20/07, Jan Mot, Brussels (solo); stan-
ley brouwn, 19/09–02/11, Micheline Szwa-
jcer, Antwerp (solo)

Andrea Büttner
THE PHANTOM OF LIBERTY, Anoze-
ro’24 – Bienal de Coimbra, Coimbra 
(PT), 06/04–30/06; film, haubrok founda-
tion, Berlin, 21/04–22/06; What Is So Ter-
rible About Craft?, Hollybush Gardens, 
London, 17/05–22/06 (solo); Shame Pun-
ishments, 12/09–26/10, Jan Mot, Brussels 
(solo)

Manon de Boer
Imagine Home, Het Noordbrabants Muse-
um, Den Bosch (NL), 03/02– 02/06; 
These Circumstances, Fondation CAB, 
Brussels, 13/03–29/06; untranquil now: a 
constellation of narratives and resonances, 
Hamburger Kunsthalle, Hamburg (DE), 
31/05/24–19/01/25

Rineke Dijkstra
Delinking and Relinking, Van Abbemuse-
um, Eindhoven (NL), 18/09/21–01/07/24; 
Rineke Dijkstra - The Krazy House, 
Espace Louis Vuitton, Munich (DE), 
03/05–14/09 (solo); Acts of Creation: On 
Art and Motherhood, Midlands Arts Cen-
tre (MAC), Birmingham (UK), 22/06–
29/09; Grow It, Show It! A look at hair 
from Diane Arbus to TikTok, Folkwang 
Museum, Essen (DE), 13/09/24–12/01/25; 
Acts of Creation: On Art and Motherhood, 
Millennium Gallery, Sheffield (UK), 
24/10/24–19/01/25

Lili Dujourie
DOKA, Museum Leuven (BE), 15/01/23–
05/01/25; Presque partout, 49 Nord 6 Est 
- Frac Lorraine, Metz (FR), 23/02–18/08

Mario Garcia Torres
Cositas, Arte Abierto, Mexico City, 18/01–
July 2024 (solo)

Dominique Gonzalez-Foerster
Pistarama (as part of the Pista 500 project), 
Pinacoteca Agnelli, Torino (IT), 
03/05/23–ongoing; LAVATI LA BOCCA 
CON IL SAPONE, Soap Culture, Venice 
(IT), 18/04–15/06; Summer Show, Fonda-
tion Beyeler, Basel (CH), 19/05–11/08; 
Parcours (in collaboration with Paul B.  
Preciado), Art Basel, Basel (CH), 10/06–16/06

Joachim Koester
Gothic Returns: Fuseli to Fomison, 
Auckland Art Gallery, Auckland (NZ), 
02/09/23–31/08/25; TERRA: Morf, Skov- 
huset Kunst & Natur, Værløse (DK), 
05/04–03/11; Isa Mona Lisa, Hamburger 
Kunsthalle, Hamburg (DE), 18/10/24–18/10/26

David Lamelas
Collection 1950s–1970s, MoMA, New York 
(US), 24/10/20–ongoing; Presque partout, 
49 Nord 6 Est - Frac Lorraine, Metz (FR), 
23/02–18/08

Sharon Lockhart
Transmissions: Selections from the Marciano 
Collection, Marciano Art Foundation, Los 
Angeles (US), 21/02–ongoing; Noa 
Eshkol. No Time to Dance, Georg Kolbe 
Museum, Berlin, 15/03–25/08; Survival in 
the 21st Century, Deichtorhallen Hamburg 

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
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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

(DE), 17/05–20/10; EVENTIDE (2022), 
Frontera Sur Film Festival, Concepción 
(CL), 04/06–08/06 (screening)

Tino Sehgal
(ohne Titel) 2016/2023, Duale Hochs-
chule Baden-Württemberg Stuttgart (DE), 
17/05/23–17/04/43; For What It's Worth: 
Value Systems in Art since 1960,  
The Warehouse Dallas (US), 03/02– 
29/06; Philippe Parreno: Voices, Leeum  
Museum of Art, Seoul, 28/02–07/07; 
Summer Show, Fondation Beyeler, Basel 
(CH), 19/05–11/08; This Occupation, 
Mona – Museum of Old and New Art, 
Hobart, Tasmania (AU), 22/06/24–21/04/25

Philippe Thomas
Amour Systémique, Musée d'art contem-
porain de Bordeaux (CAPC), Bordeaux 
(FR), 07/04/23–05/01/25; Alias, M Leuven 
(BE), 15/03–01/09

Ian Wilson
Presque partout, 49 Nord 6 Est - Frac 
Lorraine, Metz (FR), 23/02–18/08; 
Brush, line and assertion - face to face 
and side by side #10, Kunsthalle Bielefeld 
(DE), 23/03–16/06




