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L E T T E R  F RO M  T H E  E D I TO R

H A N S 

U L R I C H 

O B R I S T

Everything began for me as a teenager, visiting 
the studios of artists. It is still what I do today.
 My first visit was to Claude Sandoz. My 
second was with Peter Fischli and David Weiss. It 
was an incredible moment because they were 
working on the famous chain reaction The Way 
Things Go. Pio Corradi was their director of 
photography and it was magical as a 17-year-old to 
see that work. Not only did I decide that day I 
wanted to work with artists and become a 
curator, it triggered a whole chain reaction of 
further studio visits: Fischli and Weiss sent me to 
Alighiero Boetti in Rome.
 Boetti gave me a task, which was asking 
artists about their unrealised projects. We know 
a lot about architects’ unrealised projects because 
whether they win or lose competitions they 
usually publish the work. Very often even if a 
project isn’t built, it is shown.
 Yet we know next to nothing about visual 
artists’ unrealised projects, composers’ unrealised 
projects, or those of designers or musicians.
 The question is asked with not only curiosity 

for what these projects are, but with the 
pragmatism of trying to get them done. With 
help, they can be realised. 
 Projects can be unrealised because they’re 
too big, too expensive or the technology doesn’t 
exist. Because one has not had the time, or the 
space. There are the projects on file one has 
forgotten about. Sometimes they can be partially 
realised, or even too small. There are censored 
projects. Doris Lessing, whom I knew well when  
I moved to London in 2006, would tell me, 
“There are the projects one hasn’t dared to do.” 
Which is a form of self-censorship.
 Curating printed matter such as this issue  
is to realise another exhibition space and can be 
thought of as a group show. So when the 
invitation came, I thought it would be interesting 
to invite a younger generation of artists to tell us 
about their unrealised projects. I hope that many 
of these projects can soon be realised. 
 I am often asked in interviews about my own 
unrealised project. I have many, from writing a 
novel to curating a city. But my main unrealised 

project is actually an exhibition of all the 
unrealised projects of artists I have gathered.  
At some point, we even commissioned several 
architects to think about how a building could 
house this archive as not only an exhibit but  
a permanent display. 1 
 It remains unrealised.

HAN S  U L R I C H  OB R I ST,  A RT I ST I C 

D I R E C TO R  OF  TH E  S E R PE N T I N E 

GALL E R I E S ,  HAS  S P E N T  H I S  L I F E  

AS K I N G  ‘WHAT  I S  YO U R  U N RE AL I S E D 

P RO J E C T ? ’ ’ AS  G U E ST  E D I TO R  OF  TH I S 

S P E C I AL  E D I T I O N  OF  CATALO G U E ,  

39  A RT I ST S  RE S P O N DE D .

1  Unbuilt Roads, Presented by Hans Ulrich Obrist, e-flux,  
 New York, 11 April – 16 May 2009; 
 https://www.e-flux.com/announcements/38272/unbuilt-roads- 
 presented-by-hans-ulrich-obrist
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HSU CH E-YU

Hsu Che-Yu, 2020.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

ALVARO BAR R I NGTON

I always think of paintings – as with life – as 
decisions made under consideration of things 
seen and unknown. So a painting is always a 
realisation of many ideas executed and many 

Alvaro Barrington.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

decisions not executed. I tend to record these 
decisions in sketches as shown in these images in 
hopes that maybe one day it may make sense to 
follow through with these decisions. In that way  

I also believe that paintings only are fully  
finished when no one ultimately is able to paint 
on it, including time which has its own brush.
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K I M H EECH EON

Kim Heecheon, Early drawing for unrealised installation  
work in 2017, ink and pencil on paper, 210 x 297mm.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

The image is the early drawing I made for an 
unrealised installation work preparing my solo 
show at Doosan Gallery Seoul in 2017. I wanted 
Doosan Gallery to be haunted and visitors of the 
exhibition to be possessed. I do remember that I 
started to draw blue and red things because I 
watched the Bitcoin chart a lot at that time. But 
I don’t remember how it became this sketch of 

the installation of blue and red candles covered 
by white cloth. Anyway, I loved to draw these 
sketches and I did quite a lot. Maybe because this 
resembles a typical Korean range of mountains. 
As I stopped sketching and the work itself I 
realised that this also resembles the Korean 
national flag. In the end, I chose to focus more  
on the video work for that show.

OSCAR M U R I LLO

‘I am thinking of ethical farming.  
I wish to work with the land ethically and 
respectfully – reverse the colonial process 

inflicted into my motherland.’
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I SSY WOOD

RACH E L ROSE

Rachel Rose, Untitled, 2020.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

Issy Wood, But Who’s Counting?  
Image courtesy of the artist. 
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SARA SAD I K

Sara Sadik, En détente, 2019, chicha-fountain 
sculpture research. Image courtesy of the artist.

SEBAST I N CALFUQU EO

Sebastián Calfuqueo, Iñche küpa nielafiñ feychi 
domo ad. Direction: Sebastián Calfuqueo. 
Performers: Ange Valderrama Cayuman and 
Claudia Ancapan Quilape, 2016. English 
Translation: Jorge Pérez. 

Iñche küpa nielafiñ feychi domo ad (‘I am not that 
woman or the image of hers’) is an installation 
consisting of a series of dolls, two LED screens 
and a platform with a karaoke system and a 
microphone on top of it. The dolls, which were 
collected over a period of five years, represent the 
figure of the Mapuche woman (domo) present in 
the popular imaginary of the Chilean souvenir. 
The pieces are displayed over a wooden platform, 
and next to it, two LED screens reproduce two 
different videoclips, performed by Ange 
Valderrama Cayuman y Claudia Ancapan 

Quilape, both Mapuche transgender subjects. 
These subjects, a chronicler and a midwife, 
respectively, reinterpreted the melody of the 
popular song ‘Yo no soy esa mujer’ by Paulina 
Rubio, to question the exoticising imaginaries, 
representations and stereotypes of the Mapuche 
“woman” present in popular culture. To carry out 
this reinterpretation, the authors rewrote the 
original lyrics in Mapudungun, so the viewer can 
perform the song in that language while 
activating the piece. The project seeks to 
question, in a critic manner, the cultural 

constructions that have normalised the ideas of 
race, ethnic groups, gender and sex, imposed from 
the invasion of Abya Yala, and solidified, until 
today, through the binary system prevailing in 
the west. It should be noted that, prior to the 
Spanish invasion and posterior colonisation of the 
American territory, the notion of gender did not 
adjust to the representation of feminine and 
masculine we know today, but could be extended 
to other identity possibilities.
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MATT COPSON

Matt Copson, Stimulation Room, 2020.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

PAT R I SSE CU LLO RS

Patrisse Cullors, Documentation by Giovanni 
Solis of Patrisse Cullors’ performance Respite, 
Reprieve, and Healing: An Evening of Cleansing at the 
Big House in South Central, Los Angeles in 2019. 
Photo credit: Giovanni Solis.

As a Black queer woman living inside a world that 
is constantly trying to kill me, Respite, Reprieve, 
and Healing: An evening of Cleansing is my latest 
work for my 2019 thesis solo show. Elements of 

performance, live music, sculpture and 
improvisation are the artistic foundation of this 
piece. I’m tired, and I’ve been tired for a very long 
time. Imagine the collective fatigue of being 

Black, now imagine US living in our healing  
and dignity. This piece is an ode to both my 
exhaustion and my respite. 
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GAB R I E L AB RANTE S Gabriel Abrantes, Sheet music for Prelude in  
Eb Minor for a Capivara, composition for piano  
by Gabriel Abrantes, 2020.



1918 C A T A L O G U E I S S U E  4 . 5

CAN N U PA HANSKA LU GE R

Cannupa Hanska Luger, (Be)Longing, 2019, 
Mixed media life-size buffalo skeleton, sculptural 
installation: ceramic, steel, ribbon, fibre, video. 
Image Credit: Kate Russell Photography.

Buffalo Nation is a large earth work 
that honours the North American 
Buffalo. Part monument, part 
memorial, part landform, the 
proposed artwork will commemorate  
these fallen heroes as veterans of the 
American Indian War. Intended to 
be erected in the Great Plains region  
of North America, where Indigenous  
people continue to live and thrive, 
the piece communicates as a 
historic marker and is an active site 
for celebration and mourning.
 The loss of this majestic species 
not only affected my Great Plains 
ancestors but also their land.  
Buffalo Nation acknowledges the 
accumulation of loss, the entropy  
of societal waste, and the cascading 
effects of a decimated species on  
our precious and interconnected 
environment. As collateral damage 
for the war that I continually survive,  
the buffalo were true martyrs.

 I propose a large but scalable 
earthwork modelled after the famous  
documentary photographs of stacked  
buffalo skulls. The scale of the piece 
depends on how much real estate it 
is allowed to engage. If the site is 
large enough to accommodate a 
life-sized rendering of the original 
buffalo skull mounds, the piece  
will resemble an earthwork and 
incorporate an amphitheatre curved 
around a courtyard or commons. 
An organic 30 foot- tall pyramid will 
give way to 200 yards of sloping 
mound that curves around to form 
a natural amphitheater. One face of 
the mound or pyramid will “reveal” 
hundreds of stacked skulls, cast in 
concrete to emphasise the forms’ 
bonelike textures. This skull-studded  
plane will act as a retaining wall for 
the dirt mound, creating the illusion  
that millions of skulls reside beneath  
the earthen pile. This backfilled dirt 

will be planted with wild prairie 
grasses and medicinal plants such  
as sage, sweetgrass, and cedar; sacred 
plants that will be determined and 
planted by local Indigenous 
community members. Visitors will 
have access to the mound as a place 
to play, gather, or conduct ceremony. 
From atop the hill, viewers can see 
statistical didactics inscribed into 
courtyard’s surface below. These 
numbers and tallies chart the 
collateral damage of the buffalo.
 The skull facade will be designed  
to mimic the tessellated forms of 
stacked skulls. I will work with 
fabricators to design a mould for 
each element of the giant facade. 
The mould will likely peel away 
from the poured concrete to reveal a 
textural facade resembling hundreds 
of individual skulls. I have done a lot 
of ceramic mould-making but 
working with concrete and at this 

scale present new creative challenges.  
How the piece employs repetition, 
detail, abstraction, or realism 
depends on the technology and the 
process that evolves. The concrete 
will be tinted to look like sun-
bleached bone. Though the piece will 
be built for permanent installation, 
it will be allowed to experience the 
elements. Moss and dirt are likely  
to collect over time; duration and 
entropy are critical to the conceptual 
backing of the piece. Viewers should 
feel the visceral accumulation of time, 
recognising that the work (as well as 
its human visitors) will eventually 
become one with the land.

No matter how cheap or how much of it is left 
over, I find myself being scared of white paper.
 When I was at nursery, I was given sheets of 
drawing paper and was told many times to draw 
bigger. Nevertheless I drew small. I was embarrassed  
to be seen, and thought it was a waste of paper 
and crayon.

MAK I KO KUDO

工藤麻紀子 Makiko Kudo, Untitled, 2020, oil on wallpaper,  
35.9 x 23.8 cm. Photo by Kenji Takahashi. © Makiko Kudo.  
Courtesy of Tomio Koyama Gallery.

Perhaps it was because my family was poor, or 
merely due to my character. As I lived in a place 
where there were far more apple trees than people, 
I used fallen green apples and chalk to draw 
pictures on the street.
 At home, I drew with a pencil on the back  
of flyers. The wallpapers used are just leftovers, 

and most of the paints are the remainders of those 
from my oil paintings. It is not really about being 
ecological, but is a simple reflection of the fact 
that I haven’t changed since my childhood.
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MATTH EW LUTZ-K I NOY

GET WET. Horny Surf Club opens a foundation 
and photo archive, located in an apartment in 
the iconic modern cliffside ‘Condomínio do 
Edifício Joatinga’ for surfers in Rio de Janeiro.
 These cube-like apartments are reminiscent 
of the single room studios in the Edifício Copan 
in Sao Paulo, and have large square floor to 
ceiling views onto the Joatinga beach. The curved 
building is shaped like a huge S and its privileged 
location on this little crescent beach with 
consistent surf has made this apartment building 
a dream pied-à-terre for those who love to pound 
waves on some little shorties.

 Once when blessed by the joyful spirits of 
surfing I ripped off all my clothing and showered 
in the buff in the diy outdoor public showers of 
San Onofre State Beach, then all of a sudden I 
was being yelled at by a stressed out pseudo 
hippie dad turned christian surfer complaining 
that his daughters were looking at my hot bod 
from the back window in their retro VW 
religious family van. I knew at this time we 
needed to fight for our horny space on this surf 
beach, and all surf beaches.
 Horny Surf Club is here because it meets the 
demands of a growing horny surfer community 

Matthew Lutz-Kinoy, Horny Surf Club headquarters, 
2020. Image courtesy of the artist.

that thrives in inclusive admiration and practice 
of surf. The foundation, a club house as a living 
archive dedicated to imaging the experience of 
people like us who need to create a plurality of 
signs, symbols and spaces to promote the pleasure 
of surf inside of what has become a singular  
and stylised voice. Cliff bitches unite, for 
unconventional lovers, of all things surfing,  
out of the closets and into the waves!

KUDZANAI -VI OLE T HWAM I

Kudzanai-Violet Hwami, Unpublished work.  
Image courtesy of the artist.
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Carla Juaçaba, Aerial view of Esplanada dos 
Ministérios em Brasília-DF. Photo by Ana Volpe, 
Agência Senado. Collaged by Carla Juaçaba. 
Image courtesy of the artist.

The Ministry for All is an imaginary  
building for Brasilia.
 Amidst the grandiose structures  
of the esplanade of the Ministries, 
another ministry would be built 
next to the cathedral with the same 

CARLA J UA ABA

dimension as the other ministries 
and the same distance between them.  
Except that it would be made of 
scaffolding as a temporary building.
 It could be a place of public 
discussions, where one could follow 

the activities of all ministries 
without any kind of interface with 
the media, among other actions  
that are part of a democratic state.
 Ministry for All is a utopian 
project at least at this political 

moment. In another moment it 
could be a monument to democracy.

JAN VO R I SEK

Jan Vorisek, In the future there will be no Future, a 
script, edited into various versions, looped – no start – 
no end. Image courtesy of the artist.
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LU K I  VON DE R G RACHT

Luki von der Gracht, Half Price, 2011.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

Last Doll Standing

The stars have found a bed to sleep on a beautiful face
The stars have sparkled all night long on a beautiful place

A pair of tired feet that take a girl home at night
A pair of black high heels have danced until morning light

All the beautiful songs
That have been written about you

All the beautiful lines
Combined of rhythm and rhymes

She’ll sing the high notes
And I’ll take the low ones

She’ll sing the melody
And I’ll have the words

For all the beautiful songs
That will be written about you

All the beautiful lines
Combined of rhythm and rhymes

She’ll sing the high notes
And I’ll take the low ones

She’ll sing the melody
And I’ll have the words

Last woman in the world
Last Doll Standing

Look at my face
Not my photograph

Ask how I am
Not my autograph

Last woman in the world

Here she comes, she is a superstar
And there is a feeling in my body and a loud guitar

She is flying to the spotlight like a butterfly (like a moth to the flame)
I am singing all her words and she is flying high

I don’t know what it is, it’s in my bones
Feels like the end of the world, I’m all alone

I am listening to the last music on earth
Is she singing the last song ever heard?

In a world without destiny
In a world without melody

A girl is on her way to a sold out show
A girl with a face that you should know
Her heels go klick klack klickedy klack
The clock goes tick tack tickedy tack

Hairspray Microphone Painted Lips
I feel the excitement in my finger tips

She is stepping in the spotlight, the curtain is falling (the curtain is down)
I look up to her, the whole world is applauding

Last woman in the world
Last Doll Standing

Look at her face
Not her photograph

Ask how she feels
Not her autograph

Last woman in the world

Last Doll Standing feat. Amy Winehouse: a song 
I wrote, imagining it becoming a duet with Amy 
Winehouse, my favourite singer. The photo is 
from June 2011, when I started writing it in cheap 
Berlin bars. Amy died the following month. 
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KASPE R BOSMANS

Kasper Bosmans, Knife, 2020, ink on paper.  
Image courtesy of the artist and Gladstone 
Gallery New York/Brussels.

TAU LEWI S

Tau Lewis, 2020.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

Through my body of work I am 
unfurling a sci-fi chronicle. The 
cosmic geographies, their histories 
and inhabitants are revealing 
themselves to me as I construct the 
artworks. I look to the cosmos as a 
locus of black past and present. I’m 
not an afrofuturist, I am interested 
in histories and the portals through 
which objects, voices and allegories 
return to us.
 The accompanying photo  
was taken in my studio. It depicts  
a sculpture named Symphony.
 Symphony is a sovereign of  
the T.A.U.B.I.S. designation of  
the universe. Triumphant Alliance 
of the Ubiquitous Blossoms of 
Incarnate Souls.
 The T.A.U.B.I.S. (Pronounced 
tow-beez) act as the judicial sector of 
the universe. Lawmakers and law 
enforcement Uni-wide must seek 
the blessing and approval of the 
T.A.U.B.I.S.
 The T.A.U.B.I.S are very tall, 
striking figures. Stylish, creative and 

elegant, draped in pink or yellow 
hued gowns, or glowing ornately 
cabled robes. They are often 
surrounded by veins of blossoming 
flowers. Motherly, intimidating and 
beautiful, the T.A.U.B.I.S. have the 
gift of foresight.
 T.A.U.B.I.S. is an institution 
similar to sainthood. They regulate 
the moral compass of the universe, 
souls inducted into the T.A.U.B.I.S 
have lived lives to the fairest and 
most compassionate of their ability. 
Ascension to the T.A.U.B.I.S after 
death is a prospect for any soul 
belonging to any honourable 
conscious life-form, regardless of 
planetary designation, class, species 
or religion.
 The T.A.U.B.I.S. are mutable 
beings. Devoid of gender, they 
transmute into blossoms, each one 
containing a soul, alive and 
listening. T.A.U.B.I.S. blossoms 
grow year-round, uni-wide, even in 
the harshest weather and on most 
hostile planets. The T.A.U.B.I.S 

communicate and collect intel 
through these blossoms. The 
blossoms often offer guidance, 
foresight, and sometimes song  
and dance.
 The continuation of T.A.U.B.I.S.  
existence is dependant on the 
safeguarding of a massive 
disembodied head called the Ovule. 
The Ovule is an information bank, 
living entity, and power source. The 
Ovule registers, sorts, and disperses 
data collected via T.A.U.B.I.S. 
blossoms, uni-wide, to the T.A.U.B.I.S.  
population. The Ovule serves the 
purpose of regulating, updating and 
informing the unified T.A.U.B.I.S. 
consciousness. The Ovule is watched  
over by the Gynoecium, the 

Gynoecium is a group of three 
T.A.U.B.I.S. called ‘Carpels’.
 The Gynoecium are caregivers 
to the Ovule. They are responsible 
for feeding, massaging and 
entertaining it with songs and 
theatricals. Once a year the 
Gynoecium rotates, the three 
Carpels feed themselves to the 
Ovule by crawling onto its tongue, 
they are then absorbed into 
T.A.U.B.I.S. consciousness and  
a new Gynoecium is selected.
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G I NA F I SCHL I

Gina Fischli, Bond Street Flags proposal, 2017.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

AR IA DEAN

A blockade of 250 lb cotton bales fills a gallery, one of those 
smaller rooms within an institution with a roughly standard 
width frame, such that the viewer is left only the minimal 
negative space between the blockade and the wall to navigate 
around the object (no more than 1.5 ft). The object, the 
blockade, reaches as close to the ceiling as possible, probably 
interfering with the track lighting a bit. It lampoons concerns 
around minimalism, power, and brutality, but probably doesn’t 
land the joke, to its chagrin. Instead of being experienced 
dimensionally, volumetrically, phenomenally – as its scale (too 
big to see all at once from any angle) and composition (voided, 
just bales on bales on bales) would seem to require – it appears 
to many to be a very poignant, restrained, and heavy commentary 
on the legacy of cotton and chattel slavery. As each viewer 
walks by, they leave with cotton fibres on their person. After a 
while, maybe the object, collecting dust and shedding fibre, 
would cause one to sneeze upon encounter?
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GAB R I E L CHAI LE

Gabriel Chaile, Sketch project El Castillo –  
The Castle, graphite on paper, 13 cm x 18 cm, 2011. 
Image courtesy of the artist. 

The Castle is a project that arises 
from the ruins of an old house  
(early 20th century) that was built 
as a result of the love and power  
a governor from Tucuman (where  
I was born) felt for his wife. He 
designed the building himself, 
which he baptised Chalet Carmen 
Reto, in honour of his beloved wife.
 But all this love and power 
didn’t last long. This large and 
eclectic mansion, adorned by a 
massive French-style tower, quickly 
passed into the hands of the 
Argentinian state to ultimately, 
never be used again. Finally, it all 
became ruins.
 Ruins that soon became 
garbage, when the heirs of the house 
completely demolished them.
 Neighbours renamed the house, 
El Castillo – The Castle – (I am very 

interested on how the identity of 
things can be determined by the 
people’s voice because it is not one 
single voice) I sense they named it 
that way because of the French- 
style tower. I collected some bricks 
from the old house that were 
nothing but junk, and I kept them 
thinking about the possibility of 
renewing the historic strength of 
these materials.
 So I thought about transforming  
this Chalet into a Popular Economy, 
or into a small food truck topped 
with the same tower the Castle once 
had, able to sell hot food and travel 
from place to place.
 I was interested in how an 
object’s social class could be 
transformed by the simple fact  
of having a different task: it will  
no longer be an imposing 

architecture, now it will be a small 
architecture with a historical and 
useful awareness.
 It will now be a people’s clay 
oven, used in many parts of the 
world to support the economy and 
communal food. This oven, built 
with the old mansion’s bricks, will 
be topped with the French-style 
tower and the story of what these 
bricks used to be, would be written 
on either side of the truck. The truck  
itself will be an archive of who its 
owners were for everyone who would 
want to come close and look, and 
buy something produced in the oven 
where the fire doesn’t destroy the 
bricks but rather the warm strength 
helps to transform the material. 
Then, it will be an important part 
of the people’s economy. 

TOSH BASCO & WU TSANG

Tosh Basco & Wu Tsang, The Story of Bliss, 2018. 
Image courtesy of the artists.
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ALEXAN D RE KHON DJ I

Alexandre Khondji, Picture taken in the studio  
of an unrealised project, 2020. Image courtesy  
of the artist.

PAU L KOLL I NG

1
Paul Kolling, 30-M SRTM elevation data,  
June 2013. Image courtesy of the artist.

2 
Top: Paul Kolling, CNES satellite image,  
November 2013. Image courtesy of the artist.

2 
Bottom: Paul Kolling, CNES satellite image, 
December 2019. Image courtesy of the artist.

3
Paul Kolling, Example point of view.  
Image courtesy of the artist.
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CH R I STODOU LOS PANAYI OTOU

Trieste, 10 June 2014

Dear V, 

I have inherited your cough. What a vicious 
condition! Every time I cough, I think of 
you… and I rush to rectify every spasm with  
a smile…

This is a twice unrealised project, which time 
rendered doubly unrealisable. A love affair that 

never came to fruition, and a closure letter that 
was never sent…

Sky Hopinka, Powwow People.  
Image credit: Mike Hopinka.

SKY HOP I NKA

This photograph of a powwow is 
one that my father took some 30 
years ago. I don’t know where this 
was, and I don’t know who these 
people are. They’re drummers 
sitting around a drum, singing a 
song for what looks like an 
exhibition or Grand Entry, there’s  
a man in the background holding  
a tape recorder as he watches the 
dancing, a singer with his back to 
the camera holding a cigarette with 
his hand cupped around his ear,  

and the drummers are drumming 
and the singers are singing and the 
dancers are dancing. Though I don’t 
know the where or when or who,  
I know the how and the why. My 
family has been going to powwows 
for generations now, they’re 
something that’s very much a part 
of who I am and how I locate myself 
in this world. 
 My plan was to start shooting  
a feature length film this summer,  
in 2020, about powwows and the 

people who travel them. I still plan 
to shoot it, but maybe next year,  
or the year after. In the mean time 
there are conversations I’ll be 
having, interviews I’ll be conducting, 
research I’ll be doing and frameworks  
I’ll be thinking about.
 The project is tentatively titled 
Powwow People, and while I’ve only 
shot a few instances of these 
gatherings in the past couple of 
years, this photograph encapsulates 
much of what I remember them 

being like, and that nostalgia and 
remembrance is something I question  
both earnestly and sceptically.  
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CH R I ST I NA QUARLE S

Christina Quarles, Untitled, 2020, acrylic on 
canvas, 195.6 x 243.8 x 5.1cm, 77 x 96 x 2 in.  
© Christina Quarles. Courtesy of the artist  
and Pilar Corrias, London. Photography:  
Fredrik Nilsen Studio.

It is incredibly meaningful for me  
to be able to talk about race and 
gender and sexuality in my work, 
but I find it to be problematic that 
women artists, artists of colour, 
queer and non-binary artists, are 
always asked about our identity 
while white cis-gendered male 
artists get to talk exclusively about 
the formal and larger philosophical 
ideas that drive their practice. It 
shortchanges artists on both sides 
when identity and philosophy are 
divided along racial and gender 
lines. So, with that in mind I’ve  
kind of always wanted to mine a 
museum’s archive and restage two 
shows: one that was curated to deal 
with issues of race and/or gender 
and one that was curated to be 
about something else and just so 
happened to be all white cis-male 
artists (I’m sure I could take my 
pick!). Then I’d switch the titles,  
so you’d have a show of mostly 
women or mostly people of colour 
with a title like, The Logic of 
Association, and then a show of  
white men called, for example,  
Race and Identity: Selections from the 
Current Collection.
 For my own work, I’m always 
looking for ways of reflecting my 
experience of moving through the 
world in my paintings and, by 
extension, the architecture that 
houses my exhibitions. I would  
love to do a super ambitious 
architectural intervention at some 
point in the near future or work 
with existing architecture that falls 
outside of the category of 
traditional exhibition space.
 When I was at Skowhegan in 
2016, I spent a lot of time looking at 
my work in this massive screened in 
porch that was nestled in the lush 

Maine forest. The porch had the 
skeletal wooden framework of an 
old building, but instead of plaster 
walls there were just screens on 
three of the walls. I was just out  
of grad school and still in the early 
stages of developing my visual 
language for situating my figures  
in environmental planes that existed 
in multiple frames of reference. It 
was so meaningful to develop this 
language in a space that itself existed  
at the crossroads of permeable and 
impermeable. I’d love to create an 
environment like that porch in 
some future exhibition.

 I’ve also been obsessed with 
coloured glass lately – I think it is 
because when I try to describe the 
sensation of being stuck in extended 
quarantine, I keep returning to the 
idea of an insect trapped in amber. I 
have been working through this idea 
in my recent paintings, but I’d love 
to dive deeper and actually work 
with a glass artist to create some 
coloured glass elements that I could 
embed in the architecture of a 
future exhibition.
 In general, I’d love to continue 
on a path of finding interventions 
for the architectural spaces that 

house my exhibitions. I would love 
to exhibit my work in less 
traditional exhibition spaces or even 
work with architects or set designers 
to help recreate environments that 
run through my head as I situate my 
painted figures.

SU MAYYA VALLY

1 Sumayya Vally, Counterspace – Some unmade 
projects. Image courtesy of the artist. 

2 Sumayya Vally, Counterspace – An architecture 
of choreographies and processions – Pavilion 20 Plus 1. 
Image courtesy of the artist. 
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MAXWE LL ALE XAN D RE

Maxwell Alexandre, Big Brother Brasil, 2018.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

In the end of 2018 I finished my first 
year as a market integrated artist. It 
was all very sudden, a cycle of many 
victories, occupying a position of 
prestige. This short period greatly 
surpassed my team’s and my own 
expectations, as well as other agents 
who accompanied me from the 
start. It was all going very well until 
I got a call from Rede Globo, a 
National television network, 
inviting me to take part in their 
reality show, Big Brother Brasil, 
where participants are confined to  
a house for 3 months, competing for 
a final prize of RS$ 1.5 million. I was 
quick to say no at first but as soon 

as I hung up the phone I started 
reconsidering this opportunity for 
confinement. I became very seduced 
by the idea of entering a residency 
programme absolutely alienated 
from the art world, in a completely 
unfamiliar environment. 
 At the same time, The 
Inclusartiz Institute, headed by 
Frances Reynolds, was able to place 
me in a month-long residency at  
the Delfina Foundation in London. 
I really like art that happens outside 
its own spaces, outside its own 
institutions. So the idea of residing 
in a regime of total surveillance, 
recording and broadcasting myself 

live, taking the idea of residencies to 
a limit, really moved my thoughts 
on a whole new level. That’s why  
a reality show is a concept for a 
residency programme. 
 I even called the TV 
programme’s production team back 
then, and accepted their invitation. 
If I were to participate, I thought, 
I’d be completely vulnerable, in an 
unfamiliar terrain, adrift. This 
possibility suddenly started to 
absolutely frighten me, because  
I could really damage my career. 
Getting into arguments or petty 
discussions, or being ridiculed,  
once my sole intention was to take 

the whole experience as a 
performatic experience.
 The defining push that got me 
to actually go to the selection phase 
was the enormous anxiety attack 
and pressure I felt just by imagining 
this scenario. I hardly ever feel this 
way so when it happens, I usually 
chase after it looking for a way to 
make strong pieces of work.
 I often think that taking part 
in Big Brother Brasil would certainly  
generate subject matter to work on, 
probably, for the rest of my life. 

M E R I E M BE N NAN I

Meriem Bennani, Research and 3D sketches  
for VDG video viewing chair, 2019.  
Image courtesy of the artist.
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J U L I E N C REUZE T

Julien Creuzet, Forgetting, burned feelings the 
horizon, get lost in the wave. Image courtesy of the 
artist, High Art Paris and Document Chicago.

PO RT IA Z VAVAH E RA

Portia Zvavahera, 2020.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

Whenever I do a show, I always feel 
the need for something on the 
ground, something that people can 
move around and look at in space. 
I’ve always felt like there’s a hole 
that needs to be filled and so I’ve 
always had a wish to do sculpture. 
 I saw a picture of this mushroom  
called the Veiled Lady on the internet  
– it is also called the Bridal Veil 
Stinkhorn – and it made me think 
of the possible ways my paintings 
can live in three dimensions. 
 Since I use textile designs and 
techniques in my paintings, I’d like 
to make textile designs on a piece  
of fabric and then find wire or some 
strong material to build the form, 
and use that as a structure. Then  
I would cover this with the textile 
cloth. When I was in India, on a 

residency in Bangalore, I saw people 
making designs out of silk threads 
and that inspired me, I wanted to put  
that into my work, so maybe this can  
be part of the sculpture. I would love  
to sew and weave those fabrics into 
the sculpture. Like the mushroom, I 
would make a realistic veil covering 
and protecting the figures. 
 Sculpture is not a medium I 
have a lot of experience with. In 
school I only did one stone sculpture,  
and I made a small ceramic when I 
was at the Harare Polytechnic, so I 
am still searching for the right 
materials. I live with my husband 
who is a professional sculptor, 
working primarily in stone. He 
knows so much about the medium 
and here I am wanting to make 
these fluffy, colourful objects. I’m 

ready but it is a bit scary to say ‘now 
I’m going to do this’. I’ve already 
bought some wire and the fabric … I 
have always dreamt of making these.
 Sometimes I imagine the 
sculptures or figures not on the 
ground but suspended in the air so 
that when you encounter it, you are 
seeing it as I see it in a dream. What 
I hope is for people to see moments 
as they are in my dreams and in my 
imagination. In a dream, even though  

something might not look the same 
as it does when you are awake, you 
recognise who or what it represents. 
It might not be very clear but you 
just know. So with the colours and 
the forms and the fabrics I want to 
translate the emotions of the 
dreams, to bring out the feeling.
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JAM E S B R I DLE

James Bridle, Shard of the imagination.  
Image courtesy of the artist.

The Shard is a 95-storey skyscraper constructed 
in Southwark, London, between 2009 and 2012. 
Designed by Renzo Piano and the Sellar Property 
Group, it is 95% owned by the State of Qatar. At 
309.6 metres (1,016 feet) high, it dominates the 
skyline of the city, and is visible from almost 
every borough. Its occupants include 32 companies  
across a 26-floor office complex, three restaurants, 
the five-star Shangri-La Hotels and Resorts, and 
ten private residential apartments.
 The Shard of the Imagination is a flexible, 
light-weight, 310 metre high structure comprising 
monofilament wire and helium balloons – or, given  
the necessary technological innovation, vacuum 
balloons. Ribbons, streamers, or incandescent 
lighting might be added to the restraining wires 

in order to increase visibility, as required for 
aesthetic and/or aircraft warning purposes.
 The Shard has a ground floor area of 2102m^2,  
so assuming an equilateral triangle base gives a 
spacing between the three anchors of √((4*2102)/
(√3)) ≈ 68 metres – about two thirds of a football 
pitch. The mid-point of the spire is at 29.4 metres 
from each vertex, giving a restraining wire length 
of 311 metres. The volume of the balloons will 
depend on the weight of the restraining wires, 
ribbons, etc., but should be sufficiently large and 
in such variety of colours to be clearly visible 
from a great distance.
 The Shard of the Imagination would be deployable  
in any location by a small team with the 
necessary equipment, helium canisters, etc., and 

could be packed for transportation into a 
medium-sized suitcase. Under calm weather 
conditions, it should also be mobile when 
deployed, allowing the structure to process 
through the city and across the countryside, 
subtly altering its form in response to the 
landscape. Ideal times for deployment include  
the first light of dawn, when the wind is lowest 
and the imagination is at its sharpest. 

J E RE MY SHAW

Jeremy Shaw, Altered States remake notebook. 
Image courtesy of the artist. 
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The displayed piece from 2018 is 
part of a larger body of work. It 
consists of various paintings and 
drawings that ultimately represent, 
both, a story board and visual script 
to a multimedia trilogy consisting 
of performance, film and sound 
elements, that I was not able to 
realise so far. Titled Legit / Threat, 
the painting visualises a tense 
airport situation in which having 
the wrong appearance and not 
having valid travel documents is 
simply not an option. 
 Passports suddenly turn into 
weapons, international mobility is 
threatened and subsequently life 
goals and aspirations as well. I am 
referring here to the powers of 
bureaucracy and its psychological  
as well as real life architecture.  
The painting furthermore alludes  
to personal experiences that my 

family members and me had 
frequently made throughout the 
years, not only on airports but also 
as victims of racial profiling in 
various other public contexts, 
mainly in the west. 
 My work is generally informed 
by personal accounts and 
observations that are then intertwined  
with subjects such as overarching 
narratives deriving from global 
folklore and social research finds, 
which intentionally create ambiguous  
and subversive spaces for projection 
and social dialogue. 
 I have ever since been interested 
in the structure of public spaces 
such as airports and the way you 
have to navigate through those halls 
in order to reach your desired 
destination. The figure of the 
gatekeeper, its powers to either 
make or break lives and various 

N I CHOLAS G RAF IA

cultural notions surrounding it, is  
a reoccurring motive in my artistic 
practice, and yet again central to 
the core ideas of my planned series. 
 Moving to Germany from the 
Philippines at an early age, I can 
still very much remember the 
feeling when I entered an airplane 
for the first time, with all its 
regulation, just to arrive in a totally 
different part of the world. Neither 
my mother nor me understood a 
thing of what the people around us 
were saying. 
 But what struck me back then 
were the uniforms that many people 
working at airports were wearing, 
the various choreographies that you 
would see performed in those kinds 
of spaces and the strictness of 
everyone and everything in that place. 
 I still recall as well how my 
mother repeatedly told me to “behave  

and be a good boy” while passing 
through the various gates of, both, 
the Ninoy Aquino International 
Airport in Manila and Frankfurt 
Airport, where I first arrived in 
Europe back then. 
 In retrospect, it felt like the 
onset of an ongoing performance of 
assimilation and integration into a 
new place; as if you had to eternally 
prove that you are worthy to receive 
entry into this new world. 
 Looking back at my personal 
history and artistic practice, that 
first experience at an airport as a 
little child has most definitely 
remained one of the most impactful 
memories and visualities in my 
mind. I hope to realise the first  
part of my planned trilogy in a show 
at Haus der Kulturen der Welt in 
Berlin, in June 2021. 

TEARS SWEAT HOMA

We are constantly sweating out excess body heat produced by metabolism or 
working muscles. The amount depends on our states of emotion and physical 

activity. Thoughts and feelings also leave the body as breath and tears.

HOMA is body water made of human experiences. It lets you embody the 
essence of another person, or a group of people, in the form of a potion. 

When ingesting HOMA, the molecules of others become you.

A few years ago, together with Hanna Nilsson of PWR Studio, I 
set out to bottle body water under the project title HOMA. In our 

experiments, we used a dehumidifier to capture traces of human 
waters from room air in our shared working space. We also used 

sauna suits to capture our own sweat. Analysing these samples, it 
turned out the water would need to be purified before bottling it 
for distribution and drinking. An atmospheric water generator 

could have provided a solution.

J E N NA SUTE LA

Nicholas Grafia, Legit / Threat (Meet Me at the  
Airport), 2018, Acrylics, Gouache & Oil on Canvas,  
110 x 110cm. Image courtesy of the artist. 
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PAT R I CK STAFF

Patrick Staff, Untitled, 2020.  
Image courtesy of the artist.
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