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Preface: The Assignment   

 

 

 Dear Mark Hansen, 

Greetings from New York. 
 
 We are assigning you as our correspondent to cover the Grand Tour 2007 ǘƘƛǎ ǎǳƳƳŜǊΩǎ ƳŀƧƻǊ 
European exhibitions: Venice Biennale, Art Basel, Skulptur Projekte Muenster and Kassel Documenta. 
 
The articles should address art tourism, city branding, elitism and its effect on contemporary art.   We 
want four separate articles covering each event and a summary of the Grand Tour (approx. 500 words 
each). Deadline: July 15th. 
 
In the past, we have enjoyed your honest and witty approach and we would like you to continue with 
this style. To add another dimension to your articles, we have deemed it apt for you to travel 
specifically ŀǎ ŀ ΨCǊǳƎŀƭ Art TƻǳǊƛǎǘΩΣ ǘƘǳǎ ǿŜ ŀǊŜ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ƭƛƳƛǘŜŘ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ŜȄǇŜƴǎŜǎ ǘƻ authenticate your 
experience. We have arranged modest accommodation in Venice, Basel, Muenster and Kassel as well as 
cities in-between if you wish to stopover.  
 
Of course, Jerry Saltz will be also covering the events over there; although he will address the 
exhibitions from a different standpoint. 
 
Unfortunately, I will be unable to meet you this time around; I will be on vacation until June 28th and 
will be in Venice and Kassel around September after the rush.  
 
Keep us up to date on your progress. 
 
 
Yours Sincerely, 
 
 
Adam Moss 
Editor in Chief 
New York Magazine 
 
New York Media 
75 Varick Street 
New York, NY 10013 
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1. The Rally Driver and his Italian Co-driver 

A few years back I had written some articles for the New York Magazine, since then I had fallen 
somewhat off the Art journalism trail. Now, back in the game, I stood at the first gas station outside of 
Berlin with my hitchhiking thumb poised to initiate this so-called Grand Tour.  

 
After three hours of waiting, I had a chance to mull over the fact that New York MagazineΩǎ other 

Art Journalist Jerry Saltz is flying first class to Venice. Well, he is the premier art critic, and me, leǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ 
get too self critical, am a Frugal Art Tourist. 

A car with the Rally Driver and his Italian Co-driver finally pulls up, and he asks Ψ²ƘŜǊŜ ǘƻΚΩ 
Ψ±ŜƴƛŎŜΩ I replied. 
Ψ¢ƘŜ .ƛŜƴƴŀƭŜΚΩ 
Ψ9ȄŀŎǘƭȅΦΩ 
Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴΚΩ 
ΨNo, I am bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘŜǊ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ƛƴ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΦΩ 
ΨTƘŜ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ the art they buy, unlike the RussiansΣ ǘƘŜȅ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘΦΩ 
Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ wǳǎǎƛŀƴΚΩ 
ΨNo, L ŀƳ {ƻǳǘƘ !ŦǊƛŎŀƴ 5ǳǘŎƘ /ǊƻŀǘΦΩ 
ΨThat muǎǘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǎǘƻǊȅΦΩ 
ΨWell, you better hop in; wŜ ǿƛƭƭ ƎŜǘ ǘƻ ±ŜƴƛŎŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅΦΩ 
 
So, we head toward Venice, the Rally Driver, the Italian Co-driver and me. There was one small 

concern- no seatbelts. Apparently this car was made with VW parts, but was no VW. The Rally Driver 
told me about his rally car driving experience in Finland, his ability to slide and drift on ice and gravel. 
¢ƘŜ ŎŀǊ ǎǇŜŘ ǳǇΣ ǎǿƛƳƳƛƴƎ ƛƴ ŀ ǎŎƘƻƻƭ ƻŦ ŀǳǘƘŜƴǘƛŎ ±²ΩǎΤ L ǿŀǎ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀƭƭ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ŀǳǘƻōŀƘƴΦ ²Ƙȅ ƘŀŘƴΩǘ 
they put in seatbelts?  

 
One hour into the journey the Italian Co-driver finally broke ǘƘŜ ŀǿƪǿŀǊŘ ǎƛƭŜƴŎŜ ΨI am only going to 

Venice Biennale to watch people queue up for bad art, the sun sadistically punishing them, I make sure 
they see me watching from the shade sipping my water. I calƭ ƛǘ ǘƘŜ ±ƛƻƭŜƴŎŜ ƻŦ ²ŀƛǘƛƴƎΦΩ Then the Rally 
Driver adds ΨIn Venice they view and critique, it makes itself more important than it really is- ƛǘΩǎ ǇƻǇ 
culture, like Kylie Minogue. Real Art ignores Venice but unfortunately the establishment needs it. Basel 
is a whore house, people just negotiate and buy, the crap left over is sold in Miami. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ Kassel; 
the CIA is behind that, they wanted to stop Nazi art and Socialist Realism. Oh, I forgot, nobody gives a 
shit about MuensterΩ. 

 
The Italian Co-driver has guided us toward ƻǳǊ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ƭƻŘƎƛƴƎ, nestled below the Dolomites, 

ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ƛƴ ΨƘŜǊ ǾŀƭƭŜȅΩ- Valley Zoldo. The Rally Driver tells me that last time he ventured on this 
twisting road, a stag pounced out of the forest and collided with the car, but unfortunately the fake VW 
came off second best, leaving a battle wound ƻƴ ƛǘΩǎ ōƻƴƴŜǘ. The Rally Driver asks his Italian Co-driver, 
Ψ5ƻ ǿŜ Ǝƻ ǘƘŜ ǎŀƳŜ ǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪΚΩ {ƘŜ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘǎ ΨNo, we just continueΧ Really nice around here ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 
Much better tƘŀƴ ±ŜƴƛŎŜΤ ƴƻ ŎŀǊǎ ǿƘŀǘǎƻŜǾŜǊΩΦ 

 
That night I shared a bed with the Rally driver. He spoke about his house situated on a Croatian 

island made of only sand without water or vegetation. The Venetians built an abbey there in the 13th 
century and till this day is the only building which has a water supply. Pirates used to frequent the 
island in hope of plundering treasure but soon realised that they were the ones being pillaged.  

 
Lying next to this beast of a man, I float peacefully up and down from the vibration of his snoring; 

drifting off to sleep, fantasising about what distractions Venice will offer.  
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 2. The Venice Conspiracy  

My Editor Adam Moss specifically ordered a report on frugal art tourism. I could not help but be a 
little suspicious, he was holidaying in the Bahamas and I was sleeping the next five days at a campsite 
ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ±ŜƴƛŎŜΩǎ ƳŀƧƻǊ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ twenty kilometres away from the Biennale. 

 
The man at reception handed over my lodging in a bag - a two-man-tent. After setting it up I 

ǿƻƴŘŜǊŜŘ ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘƛǎ ΨŜȄǘǊŀ ƳŀƴΩ ǿŀǎ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇ, not exactly a penthouse suite. A 747 airplane 
roared above my head nearly uprooting the tent, it may be wise to always carry important personal 
belongings.  

 
My first obligation was to attend a book launch at the Hotel Metropole which had already began 

two hours before, so I quickly freshened up, dressing to impress: Bavarian reporter hat, white fly-eye 
glasses, a skin tight white and mustard polyester shirt, a silver Swiss watch, powder blue polyester 
trousers, white Birkenstock sandals and an effeminate leather man bag containing my passport and 
wallet slung over my shoulder. With my Moleskine notepad in one holster and a Dictaphone in the 
other I was finally ready, but was Venice? 

 
 A bus took me through uninspiring Mestre and then across to the famed island of Venice. The 

cityscape did not disappoint, canals lapping against majestic Venetian architecture; one marvel 
neighbouring another.  

 
Once off the bus, I noticed a stream of tourists heading towards the water taxis and water buses. I 

chuckled, I knowing chuckle, the city of Venice had been fooling these people for years with 
propaganda - Ψ¸ƻǳ ǿƛƭƭ get lost here ς the boat system is for your ōŜƴŜŦƛǘΩΦ  The propaganda created a 
fear of becoming inevitably lost and allowed water taxis the audacity to charge one hundred and fifty 
euro per person for the two euro journey I had just completed. It was a conspiracy. 

 
I intended to walk the forty minutes to the Hotel Metropole.  Wandering through the alleys and 

squares, my initial feelings of amazement turned into frustration and finally helplessness, maybe the 
propaganda was appropriate after all. Venice is a labyrinth designed by the city to tire tourists, reducing 
them into confused, dehydrated and famished idiots, and at the precise moment when they about to 
collapse in desperation, a pizzeria or gelataria magically appears. I saw a young couple, probably honey 
mooning, quarrelling over a map, if only they had stuck to the yellow signs which keep us all on the 
official tourist route- San Marco via Rialto.  Terrorists, if so desired, could send the city into chaos by 
merely removing these yellow signs; I suppose in a city without streets it would be quite difficult to 
plant a car bomb.  

 
!ŦǘŜǊ ǘǿƻ ƘƻǳǊǎΣ ŀ ǎƭƛŎŜ ƻŦ ǇƛȊȊŀ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ƛŎŜ ŎǊŜŀƳΣ L ƘŀŘ ōƻǘƘ ŘŜǇƭŜǘŜŘ Ƴȅ ŘŀȅΩǎ ōǳŘƎŜǘ and arrived 

at the opulent hotel Metropole. 
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 3. The Venetian 

At the Hotel Metropole, the book launch was predictable, black clothes, small food and lots of wine. 
Desperately scanning for stimulus I noticed a man with the same thirst for the wine; he was an English 
farmer who just happened to know the right people, travelling to Venice with the curators of [ƻƴŘƻƴΩǎ 
White Chapel Gallery. He introduced his people to me; the word in London was that the White Chapel 
ƘŀŘ ǎŜŎǳǊŜŘ {ƻǇƘƛŜ /ŀƭƭŜΩǎ ŦƛǊǎǘ [ƻƴŘƻƴ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴ- a major coup- and the Tate Modern; their rival 
gallery ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ƳƻŘŜǊƴΦ Lƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƴŜǿǎΣ [ƻƴŘƻƴΩǎ protagonist- graffiti artist Banksy, had fallen 
from grace, right into the awaiting hands of capitalism; and these days Tracey Emin and Damien Hurst 
were just so god dammed narcissistic and boring, yet their parties in Venice were the parties to attend, 
if one could attend. 

The English Farmer, the White Chapel curators and I decided to ditch the book launch in favour for 
the Australian Pavilion Party. At the entrance they flashed bright yellow invitations and sliced through 
the guards, leaving me behind- without an invitation. Security was tight, but I was a journalist after all, I 
had rights, I yelled ΨtǊŜǎǎΩ a couple of times while erratically shaking my arms around. I passed the test 
and entered.  

I went straight to the Prosecco. There was a problem, a big problem. They were dry and the 
reinforcements of Prosecco were ten minutes away. I scouted about, the dance floor was weak: a bad 
DJ and nervous dancers made for awful viewing, it needed to be addressed.  

A shrill electrified the masses, the fuel was delivered. The polite and dignified crowd dropped their 
masks and rushed the Prosecco table. This gave me adequate coverage to ΨǎŜŎǳǊŜΩ a couple of bottles 
for myself. Once sufficiently hydrated I headed towards the music, I needed a partner, not for romance 
but a dance partner, one requires validation after all. There she was, dressed in a silk peacock coloured 
dress, like a fish lure. She danced alone, hypnotically moving with the music. I asked her to dance, she 
blushed, declined my offer and the music stopped. The party stopped. She cynically looked me, then 
smiled and asked me to join her for a walk. 

Her name was Ana and she happened to be Venetian. She towed me all over her town, I lagged 
behind her sweeping steps and she turned back and explained Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ Ƙƻǿ ǿŜ ǿŀƭƪ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ 
ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƴƻǘƛŎŜ ǳǎ, keep up or get lostΩ, I decided to keep up.  We did however get lost in 
conversation and missed the only bus back to my campsite. Instead of letting me sleep on the street 
she reluctantly offered her couch, but she was resolute, she already had a boyfriend, he had six more 
houses, two more degrees, he was more cultured, handsome and frankly more superior to me, I should 
get no ideas.  No funny business.  

 
We snuck into her house. We went to the bathroom, washed our feet and brushed our teeth 

together. She said goodnight and for me to be quiet, so not to wake up her housemates. She led me 
past the couch already occupied probably with another frugal journalist and into her bedroom. There 
were three beds, two vacant and her roommate slept in the other. I lay down in the vacant bed next to 
Ana and tried to sleep but I watched as she undressed, she knew and teased me.  
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 4. Floating on Prosecco 

 Like everyone, I queued up for free coffee at the BiennaleΩǎ illy stall. It was midday but I still had 
ǘƘŀǘ ΨǎǘŀȅŜŘ ƛƴ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ ōŜŘǊƻƻƳ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩ kind of tiredness. Well, now Ana was not that much of a 
stranger; we briefly ate breakfast together before she rushed off to work. She was a guard at .ƛƭƭ ±ƛƻƭŀΩǎ 
Ocean without a Shore exhibition. It was a confusing morning; had I found my story: Ana and Bill? 

The female coffee maker seemed to be automated like a sad robot. I made the effort to say a big 
ŎƘŜŜǊȅ ΨGƻƻŘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΩ, just to distract her for a second, just long enough to remember what it felt like 
to be human (You already have a heart Tin man!!). She looked at my eyes, then harder and announced 
loudly, ŀƳōƛǾŀƭŜƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎǊƻǿŘ ΨYou slept in my bedroom last night!Ω The morning had just become 
more confusing. ShŜ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ ΨL ŀƳ !ƴŀΩǎ ǊƻƻƳƳŀǘŜ, LauraΦΩ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ΨYes, of course. Hi Laura, thank 
you for your hospitality, would I be pushing my luck if now I got a coffee please?Ω She smiled and 
handed me an Italian coffee reminiscent of tar.  I found my story: Ana.  

 
It was fiftŜŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΣ L ǿŀǎ ǘƘƛǊǎǘȅ ŀƴŘ ǊŀǘƘŜǊ ōƻǊŜŘΣ ǘƻƻ Ƴŀƴȅ ǇƻǎŜǊǎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƘŜǊŜ shaking my hand 

and stuffing business cards down my pants.  Therefore the WPS1 party situated on their Bloomberg 
sponsored boat outside the Gardini would at least solve the dehydration issue.  WPS1 is a New York 
based Radio Station; they are apparently quite liberal, broadcasting art interviews and alternative 
music. On the boarding plank, two heavy-set security guards blocked my access with an ΨInvitation 
pleaseΗΩ I gave them a disgusted and offended gaze, how dare they ask me, Mark Hansen, Radio 
extraordinaire for an invitation. In an entitled tone and my best bŜǿ ¸ƻǊƪ ŀŎŎŜƴǘ ΨI am late, I am with 
studio B11 and my ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǊŜ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΩ pushing through their helpless arms. Of course there is no such 
place as studio B11, but nobody questions a name with numbers. On board the standard Venice 
Biennale refreshments flowed ς all the prosecco one can drink and stow away in resealable bags.  I 
hoped that this place would be a sanctuary from the pretentiousness twaddle outside, yet instead this 
boat seemed to be the breeding ground: tuxedoes, gowns, pompous jazz and wobbling seasick egos. 
Taking my prosecco flute upstairs and I sat alone, focusing on the sun which escaped Venice behind the 
San Giorgio church. I was reaching some type of drunken Zen until Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ŘƻΚΩ a New Yorker 
rudely interrupted my attempted enlightenment; he probably noticed my Moleskine notepad- a mark 
of a Journalist.  

 ΨL ǿǊƛǘŜ.Ω I kept it short.  
 Ψ²Ƙƻ ŦƻǊΚΩ he eagerly continued.  
ΨWell, nobody really, just the New York Magazine, you might have heard of them?Ω I looked back at 

the sunset.  
 ΨYes of course, quite a publication. By the way, I am Anton Ginzburg, a New York Artist, here is my 

card, my website is on there, see? Check it out if you have time, my email is also there, see? Maybe we 
could, you know, contact each other.Ω  
Ψ!ōƻǳǘ ǿƘŀǘ exactlyΚΩ  
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ ƴŜǘǿƻǊƪǎΣ L ƳƛƎƘǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƎƘǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǎƻƳŜƻƴŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ 

ŀōƻǳǘ ŀǎŎŜƴǎƛƻƴ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ a more names equals more fame game.Ω He grinned. 
ΨSay no more Anton, enjoy the party.Ω Shaking his hand and nodding- a business transaction 

confirmed. We both understood, his name in the New York Magazine traded for free beer and 
accommodation in New York. Fair deal I thought. 
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  5. The Venice Conspiracy Continues 

Being the benefactor of ²t{мΩǎ ŎƻƳǇƭƛƳŜƴǘŀǊȅ ŘǊƛƴƪǎ L ǎǘǳmbled to the bus station, taking the 
cheap no. 5 bus back to the campsite. It was time to freshen up, to change into a new monoform. A 
monoform is an individual uniform like Homer Simpson or Fred Flintstone. I have multiples of the same 
recognizable outfit, three skin tight white and mustard polyester shirts and four pairs of powder blue 
polyester trousers, it is a pragmatic system; everybody needs a system, right?  

 
Walking past the camping reception, the man behind the counter recognized me (the monoform 

works ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘŀǊƳύ ŀƴŘ ȅŜƭƭŜŘ ΨaǊΦ IŀƴǎŜƴΣ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ƴŜǿǎΣ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƪind 
ƻŦ ŀΧ how do you say in English? A freak happening, is that right a freak happeningΚΩ  
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΣ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ŦƛǊǎǘΣ ǘƘŜƴ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŜǎǘŀōƭƛǎƘ ǿƘŜǘƘŜǊ ƛǘ ƛǎ 

freaky or not. Of course the freakiness would be subjective, for instance my use of the word freak is 
reserved for events involving bestiality simultaneously with cooking. Who knows what you find freaky? 
You look like a heavy internet user, so. Anyway, ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƛƴǘΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƘŀǇǇŜƴŜŘ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΚΩ  
Ψ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘŜƴǘ ŦƭŜǿ ŀǿŀȅΦΩ 
Ψaȅ ǘŜƴǘ ŦƭŜǿ ŀǿŀȅΚΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ȅƻǳǊ ǘŜƴǘ ŦƭŜǿ ŀǿŀȅΦΩ 
Ψ²Ƙŀǘ the hell are you saying!!? ¢Ŝƴǘǎ ŘƻƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ Ŧƭȅ away, my monoforms are in thereΗΩ 
ΨaƻƴƻŦƻǊƳǎΚΩ 
ΨLǘΩǎ ŀ ŎƭƻǘƘƛƴƎ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ, ōǳǘ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ƎŜǘ ŘƛǎǘǊŀŎǘŜŘΣ Ƙƻǿ ŘƛŘ ƛǘ Ŧƭȅ ŀǿŀȅΚΩ 
ΨaŀȅōŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘƛŜ ƛǘ ŘƻǿƴΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǎǘǊƻƴƎ ǿƛƴŘǎ ƘŜǊŜΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀƴŜǎΚΩ 
Ψ¸ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ ǘƘŜ 747s; yes they are kind of noticeable. So, what are doing about this situationΚΩ 
ΨLn the unlikely event of someone finding the tent we will email you, but we are not responsible for 

ȅƻǳǊ ōŜƭƻƴƎƛƴƎǎΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƛƎƴΚ !ƭǎƻ ȅƻǳ ǿƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƘŜ ƻƴŜ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ euro deposit for the 
ǘŜƴǘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƻǳǊ ǇƻƭƛŎȅ. L ŀƳ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƻǊǊȅΣ aǊΦ IŀƴǎŜƴΦ tƭŜŀǎŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ ǘƘŜ ŎŀƳǇǎƛǘŜΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ freak 
happening, now can I arrange another tent for youΚΩ  

 
So I sat disgruntled on the cheap no. 5 bus back to Venice. How could a tent fly away? I smelt a 

conspiracy. New accommodation was now the priority and Ana seemed the logical solution. Hopefully I 
could still catch her at the Bill Viola exhibition. While in the neighbourhood I might as well kill two birds 
with one stone and arrange an interview with Bill.  
¢ƘŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ {ŀƴ DŀƭƭƻΩǎ ŎƘǳǊŎƘ ƴŜŀǊ {ŀƛƴǘ aŀǊƪΩǎ ǎǉǳŀǊŜΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ƭƻƴƎ ƭƛƴŜ ƻŦ 

visitors patiently outside and others buzzed around Mr. Viola like bees on honey. I tracked down Claire 
from the London gallery Haunch of Venison who ran the show; apparently .ƛƭƭΩǎ ǎŎƘŜŘǳƭŜ ǿŀǎ Ŧǳƭƭ ŀƴŘ 
had already conducted an interview with New York Magazine journalist Jerry Saltz. Had Jerry sabotaged 
my article? I smelt a conspiracy.  

Ana was welcoming the visitors, yelling ǘƘŜ ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭ Ψbƻ ¢ƻǳŎƘƛƴƎΗΗΩ or ΨNo Flash photography!!Ω 
she noticed me in the line and screwed her face although not convincingly hiding ƘŜǊ ōƭǳǎƘΦ ΨaŀǊƪΣ L ŀƳ 
working.Ω 
ΨL Ƨǳǎǘ ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ.Ω 
ΨhƘΣ L ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ŜƭǎŜΦΩ  
Ψ[ƛƪŜ ŀŎŎƻƳƳƻŘŀǘƛƻƴΚΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǎΦΩ 
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ǿƘŀǘ ƛŦ L ōǳȅ ȅƻǳ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƛƴŜ ŀŦǘŜǊ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ƘŜǊŜΚ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΦ We 

can discuss the accommodation issue later.Ω 
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  6. A Bedtime Story for Ana  

It was bed time. Ana lay on the couch drinking wine while I was subjected to the concrete floor. She looked at 
ƳŜ ΨaŀǊƪΣ ȅou call ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ ŀ ǿǊƛǘŜǊ ŘƻƴΩt you? {ƻ ǘƘŜƴ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΩ. Like opportunists do, I replied 
ΨUnfortunately, I can only utilise my craft if I have comfortable conditions, for instance lying next to you on that 
soft couch Ƴŀȅ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ǎǳŎƘ ŎƻƴŘƛǘƛƻƴǎΦΩ  She obliged and I began my tale:   
ΨLet me tell you about the famous town called Jubilee Junction. The history of Jubilee Junction dates back 

more than one thousand years when nomads established a central meeting point for recuperation. They decided 
upon a location next to a famed magical spring. The site became popular and soon people began developing 
drinks mixing the magical spring water with exotic eastern spices. One particular drink surpassed them all, one 
Ǝƭŀǎǎ ǿƻǳƭŘ ǎŜƴŘ ŀƴȅ Ƴŀƴ ƛƴǘƻ ŜǳǇƘƻǊƛŀΤ Ƙƛǎ ōƻŘȅ ǎǳǊƎƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƎƭŜŜΣ ǘƘŜ ŘǊƛƴƪ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǘƭȅ ƴŀƳŜŘ ΨWǳōƛƭŜŜΩΦ ¢ƘŜ 
peculiar quality of the drink was that it could only survive two hours after being created, and since its main 
ingredient came from the local spring, the drink could not be exported or recreated elsewhere. It did not take long 
before all of Europe knew about the famed drink and the little gathering point turned into a bustling town. The 
town soon became so popular that the supply of drink or amenities of the town could not cope with ǘƘŜ ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘΩǎ 
demand. In 1205, a committee of Jubilee producers was formed to address the issue. The following resolutions 
were implemented: 1) The town should be reconstructed, firstly an East gate will be erected to welcome tourists, 
from this gate only one main road will service tourists. This road will be westbound where tourists will depart 
through the West gate. 2) Loitering is prohibited, once through the East gate, tourists must continue moving 
towards the Westgate.  3) Tourists may only travel to Jubilee Junction once a year.  

These may seem strict laws, but they in fact created a perfectly orchestrated and constant tourist stream 
through Jubilee Junction, which heightened the pleasure of the experience for all. The journey to Jubilee Junction 
was considered an annual pilgrimage for unmarried European citizens, most returning to their homeland with 
fiancées or stories of love lost. 

So now, Ana, I can begin your bedtime story, it begins in the 14th Century with a young Danish man named 
Hans. Hans was difficult; he thought too much and did too little. He was pleasant enough to look at, but was 
socially inept. His parents were dismayed that he was unable to find a wife. They decided that it was time for his 
first pilgrimage to Jubilee Junction. The experience they argued would transform Hans into a more socially 
grounded adult. Hans was reluctant; he liked Denmark, but set out nonetheless. It was a six day trek to Jubilee 
Junction and Hans could not sleep a wink. His insomnia began mixing with anxiety and paranoia. On the seventh 
day, arriving slightly later than expected, the East Gate hovered ominously over HaƴǎΩ ƘŜŀŘΣ ƛƴǎŎǊƛōŜŘ ƛƴ ƛǘǎ ƎƻƭŘ 
ŎƻƴǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴ ǊŜŀŘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊŘǎ Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ōŜƎƛƴǎ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŦǳǘǳǊŜΩΦ  tŜƻǇƭŜ ŘǊŜǎǎŜŘ ƛƴ ǳƴŦŀƳƛƭƛŀǊ ŎƭƻǘƘŜǎ ǎǘǊŜŀƳŜŘ 
around him toward the stalls selling the desired thirst quencher. He moved in a trance with the herd of other 
tourists and in doing so unwittingly held the hand of a maiden from Bohemia, named Silvia. They had not realised 
their physical union until they were handed a golden goblet filled to the brim with the long awaited Jubilee and 
had became conscious of having only one hand available. They blushed, but did not let go. Together they drank, 
ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴǘƻ ŜŎǎǘŀǎȅ ŀƴŘ ǎǿŀƳ ƛƴǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΦ ¢ƘŜȅ ƪƛǎǎŜŘΣ ŀ ƪƴƻǿƛƴƎ ƪƛǎǎΣ ƻƴŜ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƻƴƭȅ ƳŜŀƴǘ ŜǘŜǊƴŀƭ 
union, and slowly made their way west. It was then that Hans spotted a small grassy knoll on his left. It was 
against Jubilee Junction regulations to loiter, but it lured him, just a quick rest he told himself and Silvia was more 
than obliging to lie down next to him. They fell asleep, the tourist traffic continued to flow past. Silvia woke first, it 
had been two hours, she looked at peaceful Hans, her future husband, she would let him sleep and wait outside 
ǘƘŜ ²ŜǎǘƎŀǘŜΦ {ƘŜ ǿǊƻǘŜ ŀ ƴƻǘŜ ΨForeǾŜǊ ǿŀƛǘƛƴƎΣ {ƛƭǾƛŀ Ǿƻƴ .ƻƘŜƳƛŀΩ, tucked it into HansΩ breast pocket and 
headed west. In the meantime Hans had burrowed into a deep sleep, plummeting even deeper to the deepest of 
the deep. He was a foetus again, nurtured and nestled in bliss. That day Hans did not wake, nor the next month, 
he lay in a heavenly coma. During which time the grassy knoll claimed Hans for its own and began to grow grass 
on him until he had been completely covered. Exactly one year later, a desperate Silvia scouted the crowds to find 
her love that had left her waiting; she ran to the grassy knoll and saw the unusual form. Had the knoll eaten Hans?  
She frantically ripped away sods of grass revealing Hans head. Hans simultaneously emerged from sleep and 
struggled with the knoll for his independence. Finally Hans became untangled and they stood up, held hands and 
walked west together, bisecting the tourists aƴŘ ōȅǇŀǎǎƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ WǳōƛƭŜŜ ǎǘŀƭƭǎΩΦ 
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 7. New Zealand Pavilion 2009 

Every country to be seemed represented here at the Venice Biennale, even the African nations who are so 
often overlooked had come, except for my country, New Zealand. We were involved in the last three Venice 
Biennales but this time was different.  

 
Like yesterday I found myself back at illy stall to get another free coffee from Laura. While sitting and sipping 

the tar I overheard a familiar accent, a Kiwi, a fellow New Zealander, a painter based in Leipzig. He told me about 
bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘΩ ǎ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴ- a book named Speculation to be launched today at the bar Banco Giro near the 
Rialto. ¢ƘŜ ǇŀƛƴǘŜǊ ŀƴŘ L ŎƘǳŎƪŜŘ ǘƻ ƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎ ŀǎ ǿŜ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊŜŘ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘΩǎ нллр ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘƛƻƴ Ŝǘ ŀƭϥǎ the 
fundamental practice which sparked controversy back home, the public deemed it embarrassing being 
represented by the portable toilet installation. Since then Creative NZ, the New Zealand Government funding 
body for Culture removed the Pavilion funding allocated for the Venice Biennale and is currently reviewing 
whether there will be any future representation. 

 
{ƻ ŀǘ ǎƛȄǘŜŜƴ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ I headed to Banco Giro, the bar ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƭŀǊƎŜ ōǳǘ ǎŜŜƳŜŘ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ŀ while to locate the 

book launch. Outside on the terrace about twelve people had congregated, by the sound of their accents all New 
Zealanders. They enthusiastically greeted me, it was like attending the uncool school ƪƛŘΩǎ birthday party where 
nobody turns up but you had to because your mother promised his mother. I took a flute of prosecco and 
thumbed through the free book. A woman approached, small talk ensued and she identified herself as Undine 
Marshfield, one of fƻǳǊ ŘŜƭŜƎŀǘŜǎ ŦǊƻƳ /ǊŜŀǘƛǾŜ b½ ǿƘƻ ŀǊŜ ǘǊŀǾŜƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ DǊŀƴŘ ¢ƻǳǊΦ ²Ŝ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŦǳƴŘ ŀ ōƻƻƪ 
but also a European Tour for government officials, a patriotic tear rolls down my cheek. 

 
The book Speculation features New Zealand Artists who ΨcouldΩ represent the country in the future; basically 

ǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ŀǎ ŀ Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ ǿƘƻΩΦ ! ǇŀƴŜƭ ƻŦ ŜƛƎƘǘ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ-based curators chose the artists who contributed four 
pages each. Speculation should have at least informed the reader about our art practices, our culture and issues 
we are concerned with. Instead it merely contains names and pictures leaving gaping holes where the content 
usually goes. How does the book function? It tells the reader that we ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ƻǊ ƧǳǎǘƛŦȅ ǎǇŜƴŘƛƴƎ ƳƻƴŜȅ ƻƴ 
an actual exhibition, so we just compiled a book worthy of only a flick through; this how we represent New 
Zealand. 

 
 It is evident that the Venice Biennale solely operates as a platform to promote artists and countries. It is the 

Art Olympics, the World Cup of Art and the gold medals are handed out to whoever was noticed, the one who 
implemented the most effective marketing strategy. This ȅŜŀǊΩǎ clear winner: Australia, why you ask? Simple, a 
great party and all over Venice you can see their cool bright yellow bags. Sounds shallow, party and bags, come 
ƻƴΗ ²Ƙŀǘ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘΚ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ŀǊǘ ǿŀǎ ǳǇ ǘƻ ǎǘŀƴŘŀǊŘΣ ǎǳǊŜΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŜȄǘǊŀƻǊŘƛƴŀǊȅΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ 
ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ Řŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊΦ  Should a country of only four million people get involved 
in such a branding war? Should we invest thousands to promote our art scene, to bring attention to our issues and 
culture? Well, yes New Zealand without doubt has something to offer contemporary art. So then lŜǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ōŜat 
around the bush, if publicity is what we need then ƭŜǘΩǎ ŦƻŎǳǎ, no more half baked publications or modest 
exhibitions. [ŜǘΩǎ ŜȄǇƭƻƛǘ ƻǳǊ ƛƴŦŀƳƻǳǎ ŎǊŜativity, ingenuity and dynamism. 

 
 Fast Forward to 2009:  Our contribution will be twenty micro projects relating to the city of Venice, site 

specific responses (No I doƴΩǘ ƳŜŀƴ ǳǎƛƴƎ ǿŀǘŜǊΤ ǘƘŀǘ ƎŜǘǎ ǘƛǊŜǎƻƳŜ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘύ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ Ƙƻǿ ±ŜƴŜǘƛŀƴǎ react 
to influx of tourists, how we as tourists treat the city like a floating museum and most importantly is what story do 
we bring to their story. The participants are selected through an international open submissions process by 
curator Robert Storr, who is well connected and New Zealand already has associations with him. Now, the 
opening of the show needs to be the event of the Biennale, we need DJ Shadow and top New Zealand acts like 
Flight of the Conchords(if they still are trendy then). Also free giveaways- bright pink hats or something. It will be 
the spectacle of spectacles. No more insecurity, we are proud Kiwis after all.   
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 8. There is more than One Way to Shave a Cat 

 Ana and I walked back to her place after finishing for the day. With every step she recited a Boris 
Vian poem for her amusement or described any significant architecture we passed. What interested me 
more was ±ŜƴƛŎŜΩǎ inevitable takeover by tourists and ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿƴΩǎ ŀǘǘŜƳǇǘ ǘƻ ǊŜƳŀƛƴ ŘƛƎƴƛŦƛŜŘ ŀƎŀƛƴǎǘ 
this onslaught; one must remain modernΦ {ƘŜ ŀǎƪŜŘ Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƭƛƪŜ IƛǎǘƻǊȅΚΩ ¢ƘŜ ǘǊŀǇ ŘŀƴƎƭŜŘ ŀōƻǾŜ Ƴȅ 
head. Her poker face was charming; it was so evidently a poker face that it revealed deceit was afoot. 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ L ƭƛƪŜ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅΦΩ L ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ ŀƴŘ ǎhe smirked. She misunderstood. The correct question would 
ƘŀǾŜ ōŜŜƴ ΨLǎ ƘƛǎǘƻǊȅ ǊŜƭŜǾŀƴǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳΚΩ  
L ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘ ΨLǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ƘŀǊŘ ŦƻǊ ŀ 9ǳǊƻǇŜŀƴ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ōǳǘ New Zealanders board up the portals 

to our history, it is buried with us. We step only forward and are reluctant to look back.Ω 
 Ana took my hand and steered us towards a Vaporetto landing. I pulled away objecting.  
 ΨIŜȅ !ƴŀΣ L ǘƻƭŘ ȅƻǳ, L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀƴȅ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘese boats. ¢ƘŜȅΩǊŜ ŀ ǎŎŀƳΦΩ  
 Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ŀƭƭ ±ŜƴŜǘƛŀƴǎ ǊƛŘŜ ŦƻǊ ŦǊŜŜ, only the tourists pay. If they ask for a ticket just say that 
you lost it and give a fake address. By the way, ƘƻǇŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ōǳǘ L ǇǊŜǇŀǊŜŘ a liquid dinner again 
tonight, three liters of red wine, same as last night, not bad for a euro a liter, better that that German 
ƎŀǊōŀƎŜ ȅƻǳ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŘǊƛƴƪΦΩ Ana was perfect.  

An hour later, back at her house we were already feeling the effects of the wine. ΨAna, what do you 
reŀƭƭȅ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƻŦ .ƛƭƭ ±ƛƻƭŀΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΚ L ƳŜŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǎǘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƭƭ ŘŀȅΣ ŘƻŜǎ ƛǘ ŜǾƻƪŜ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎΚΩ 
ΨLǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ threshold of life and death, the fragile veil that one can merely fall into, so yes it 

means something I suppose. You have to understand that I am rather desensitised to it by now, and 
ȅƻǳΚ ¸ƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄǇŜǊǘΣ ǊƛƎƘǘΚΩ  
ΨNo, not an expert but I do know how to feel things. CƻǊ ƳŜΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǿŀǎ ŀ ǎŀŦŜ ŎƘƻƛŎŜ ŦƻǊ Viola, quite 

predictable, very similar to his 2002 work Observance. But it did make me think about fleeting 
happiness, how happiness is so precariousΦΩ  
Ψ¢ƘŜ ǾƛŘŜƻ ǊŜƳƛƴŘǎ ƳŜ ƻŦ when Dante enters hell and inscribes on the wall "Abandon all hope, ye 

who enter here", this passing through into the darkness, dark and weight as the protagonist, perusing 
ŀƴŘ ŎƻƴŘŜƳƴƛƴƎ ƭƛƎƘǘΦΩ 

 Ψ²ƘƻΩǎ 5ŀƴǘŜΚΩ 
ΨI know who you are, a degenerate! You ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ 5ŀƴǘŜ ƛǎΣ ƘŜ ƛǎ the most famous 

Italian playwright you idiot.  He wrote the Divine Comedy. You are the downfall of humanity, no 
appreciation for real culture. I am only twenty years old, do you know that? You are hanging out with a 
ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ȅŜŀǊ ƻƭŘ ǿƘƻ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƳƻǊŜ ǘƘŀƴ ȅƻǳΦΩ IŜǊ eyes glazed with condescension, I stare back fuming, 
the gall of this girl, her overwhelming arrogance. She was a victim of the past, obliged to drag a train of 
weight behind her.  

Suddenly a white cat came screeching in, jumping over the table and knocking over everything on 
its ǿŀǊǇŀǘƘΦ Ψ/Ƙƭoe!!Ω !ƴŀ ǎŎǊŜŀƳŜŘ ΨǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΩǎ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ƘŜǊΦΩ We stumbled after her, finally 
finding Chloe panicking inside a cupboard, her tail and paws completely fixed together. She had 
managed to get stuck on a rat trap- a shoe box lacquered heavily with super glue. In the bathroom Ana 
held Chloe tight while I carefully shaved the glued hair.  

 
After Chloe was nearly completely shaven we resumed our drinking positions in the kitchen, I 

temporarily forgot about the tense conversation before. Ana stood up from her chair, slinked behind 
me and licked my ear, whispering Ψ[ŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ƻƴŜ ǘƘƛƴƎ ǎǘǊŀƛƎƘǘΣ L can touch you, you canΩǘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ƳŜΩ ǎƘŜ 
opens my shirt and ǎǘǊƻƪŜǎ Ƴȅ ŎƘŜǎǘΦ ΨL ŀƳ ǎƛŎƪ ƻŦ ǘŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ .ƛƭƭ ±ƛƻƭŀΣ ǎƻ ȅƻǳ Ŏŀƴ ƳŜŜǘ ƘƛƳ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭŦ 
tomorrow at eleven. Also my boyfriend is coming in two days; we are going to make love on LSD all over 
Venice, how do you feel about that? You must ƭŜŀǾŜ ǘƻƳƻǊǊƻǿ ƴƛƎƘǘΦΩ She grabs the glass of wine from 
Ƴȅ ƘŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜǎ ƛǘ ƻƴŜ ŘŜŎƛǎƛǾŜ ƎǳƭǇ ΨL Ƴǳǎǘ ǘƘŀƴƪ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ƘŜƭǇƛƴƎ Ƴȅ Ŏŀǘ ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΦ Lǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ 
sweet, you know. Now, ƭŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ Řƻǿƴ ƘŜǊŜΣ ǇǊŜǘǘȅ ōƻȅΩ ŀƴŘ ƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǎƭƛŘŜǎ ƛƴǘƻ Ƴȅ 
pants.  



The Grand Detour  

12

 9. The Hunt for Bill Viola 

Venice was scorching today; Bill Viola wore sunglasses and sensibly sat under an umbrella. I waited in the sun, 
sweating in polyester.  Ana had spoken to Bill yesterday and secured this meeting, now she stood to my left at the 
door of the exhibition. This was important to get an interview with someone well known and respected early on 
the tour. Whatever happens from here on dƛŘƴΩǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƳŀǘǘŜǊΣ ŀ .ƛƭƭ ±ƛƻƭŀ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿ ƳŜŀƴǘ ǾŀƭƛŘŀǘƛƻƴ. It was time, 
Bill strolled over through the crowd, stopping at intervals to greet his admirers, once he arrived; we smiled, shook 
hands and sat down to begin.  

 
MH: Firstly, your contribution to the Venice Biennale Ocean without a Shore is a site specific work designed 

for the church San Gallo. For the people that cannot attend the Biennale can you please describe the work for 
them and how it is intended to be viewed? 

BV: This piece was only created a few months ago, I came here the second week of January to see this quite 
beautiful chapel called the Oratorio San Gallo. San Gallo is the patron saint of Switzerland. Inside this chapel are 
three stone altars made of marble, two small ones on the left and right walls and one large one in the centre 
opposite the door. The church itself is small only ten metres in length, maybe nine metres wide. What we did here 
was put three plasma screens on the altars in the position where painting usually sit. I began to see these stone 
ǿŀƭƭǎ ƴƻǘ ŀǎ ƘŀǊŘ ƻǇŀǉǳŜ ǎƻƭƛŘ ƻōƧŜŎǘǎ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ǇƻǊƻǳǎ ǘǊŀƴǎƭǳŎŜƴǘ ƻǇŜƴ ǇƻǊǘŀƭǎ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ǿƻǊƭŘΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŜƴ L 
realised I could bring people back literally through them and the video screens doƴΩǘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ŀ surface for the 
image rather a threshold to be crossed easily and immediately by these people coming back. So this idea of the 
dead coming to our world, becoming physical again and then having to spend a short time, having to return, 
became the basic framework of the piece.  

MH: Yes, you have the people from the underworld returning to the material world for a short moment and 
then they return. Why are they returning through these portals? Why once through these portals do the people 
look confused and anguished, then turn and go back without revealing anything information to this world? 
.±Υ ²ŜƭƭΣ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ .ŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǿƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘ ǿŀǎ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ǇǊƻǾƛŘƛƴƎ ǎƻƭǳǘƛƻƴǎ 

for it. Because when you work with people if you give them a ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ŀƴ ŀƴǎǿŜǊΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜǎǇƻƴŘ 
creatively, but if you leave out either the question or the answer it will get the people thinking and people 
involved. So I just described the situation to them very generally, and I found they all had different ways to 
interpret it, for example one of the first people we worked with was this old woman, Jean Rhodes, she came 
tƘǊƻǳƎƘ ǘƘŜ ǘƘǊŜǎƘƻƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ΨI was going to visit my ǎƛǎǘŜǊ ǿƘƻ ŘƛŜŘ ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎ ŀƎƻΩ so inverted the thing that 
was in my mind, she was a living person going to see a dead person, and I found a number of people had done 
that.  

MH: At the moment there are one hundred people queuing up to see your work, are you concerned that 
the experience might be diluted, that this intimate connection will be lost?  

BV: Yes, it has been even more crowded than this. Only a limited amount of people can fit into the space. Any 
art experience and for that matter any experience in a church is effected by a large numbers of people especially 
when it gets crowded because churches and museums are places where we want a private experience with a work 
of art or with the divine or absolute. So in a way I agree with you that when you are in there it is hard to see and 
you feel claustrophobic. But I found when I was in there, that people in the videos make eye contact with us 
individually and I found that a very intimate thing. The eye contact is the most essential part of the piece. 

MH: What is your position on the Venice Biennale? 
.±Υ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƘƛƴƎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƛǘ ōǊƛƴƎs countries of the worlds together through art, which in this world 

that is so unstable, troubled and violent, so disconnected, full of conflict. To have a place in the world where not 
sports people or politicians and religious leaders but art and artists can be together which I think is very good. 
Unfortunately art today has become very economic, the engine of capitalism is so heated up in art world, there is 
ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴΣ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ǿƘƻ ŘƻƴΩǘ really care about how the art changes them in an inner way just want to 
make an investment that in two or three years they can sell for twice as much and be happy.  

MH: ¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƛǘ ŎƻƴƴŜŎǘǎ ŜǾŜǊȅƻƴŜ ǘƻƎŜǘƘŜǊΣ ōǳǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜ ŜȄŎƭǳǎƛǾŜƴŜǎǎ ƛƴǾƻƭǾŜŘ ƛƴ this Biennale? 
9ȄŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƛǊ ŦƛƴŀƴŎƛŀƭ ŎŀǇŀōƛƭƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŀƭǎƻ ǿŜ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǎŜŜ ǇƻǾŜǊǘȅ ǎǘǊƛŎƪŜƴ 
ǘƻǳǊƛǎǘǎ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǇŀǾƛƭƛƻƴǎΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŎƻƳǇƭŜǘŜ Ŝƭƛǘƛǎǘ ŜǾŜƴǘΦ  

BV: Yes, I mean where is the art from the African ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜǎΚ LǘΩǎ ŀ ŎǳƭǘǳǊŀƭ ǎƻŎƛŀƭ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴΦ .ǳǘΣ 
ǇŜǊǎƻƴŀƭƭȅ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΣ ǿŜ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŘŜƴȅ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛǘƛŎŀƭ ŜȄŎƭǳǎƛƻƴΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻƳǇŀǊŜŘ ǘƻ мффр ǘƻ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ƘŜǊŜ 
ƴƻǿΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀǊŜ Ƴŀƴȅ ƳƻǊŜ ŎƻǳƴǘǊƛŜǎΣ ǘƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ bŜǿ ½ŜŀƭŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƳǇǊƻǾƛƴƎΦ 

MH: Actually, I happen to be a New Zealander. This biennale we ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ fund a pavilion instead we made a 
book and sent four government officials on the Grand Tour. 
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10. aȅ DǊŀƴŘŦŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ Lost Thumb  

The accommodation that the New York Magazine had arranged in Milan now seemed not so 
reputable.  Ana had just explained that it was a well known Anarchist Squat; and recently men dressed 
ŀǎ 5ŀƴŘȅΩǎ ƻǊ ƻŦ ŀ ŘƛƎƴƛŦƛŜŘ ƴŀǘǳǊŜ ǿŜǊŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇŜŀǊƛƴƎ ƛƴ ǘƘŀǘ ŀǊŜŀΦ wǳƳƻǳǊǎ ǿŜǊŜ ǎǇǊŜŀŘƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ 
Police were being intimidated by the Anarchists and not willing to investigate the disappearances. I 
imagined a businessman stretched and tied onto an Anarchist Ψ!Ω ǎȅƳōƻƭ ŀƴŘ then sacrificed to the 
Punk gods during a concert. Maybe I should find alternative accommodation? Ana decided her friend 
Ambra of Como could supply a suitable refuge for me. It was time leave the Venice Biennale, the great 
party scavenger hunt was over. Ana kissed me good bye, I wanted to stay forever with her and vanquish 
her superior boyfriend. Reluctantly I walked away to the nearest gas station to hitchhike west, Ana 
along with my fleeting happiness receded into the distance. 

 
I waited at Shell {ǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻǳǘǎƛŘŜ ƻŦ ±ŜƴƛŎŜΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΣ ŎŀǊǎ ŎŀƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƎǊŜŀǘ ŦǊŜǉǳency, 

but ignored me- the vagabond; Italians did not take too kindly to Hitchhikers. My enthusiasm began to 
dwindle four hours later as tiredness took over, a pile of wood for sale outside the Station was deemed 
an adequate bed for a quick nap. 

 
A great shimmering lake stood before me. The crisp airs hit upon my chest causing it to rumble with 

agitation and then heaved with force. An entity was trapped inside and furiously tried to escape, it 
started peeling back ribs row by row; then feverishly pierced its head out to the surface, inhaling a 
cavernous gasp. The head turned, I looked in terror, it was my grandfather, between his cheeky grin he 
ǎŀƛŘ ΨMark, do you know where we are? We are in Como, I was here, remember? Mussolini, that bastard 
lost everythƛƴƎ ƘŜǊŜΣ L Ƨǳǎǘ ƭƻǎǘ Ƴȅ ǘƘǳƳōΩΦ His glassy eyes scanned the mountains; content with his 
fleeting nostalgia he slowly receded back into my sternum. The lake faded into grainy dark forms edged 
with harsh yellow light.  

 
I returned back to a familiar scene, conveniently chopped wood below me, gas pumps to my right 

emitting the ever present stench of solvent fumes, the only difference being that now a man stood over 
me silhouetted by the neon Shell sign.  
Ψ{ƭŜŜǇƛƴƎΚΩ he asked, twitching a little. 
ΨI was. WƘŀǘ ǘƛƳŜ ƛǎ ƛǘΚΩ replying still semi unconscious  
Ψ4:30, you sleep ƘŜǊŜΚΩ 
ΨI am trying to hitchhike to ComoΦΩ 
ΨI go to Bergamo; Como is close, get in my carΦΩ 
¢ƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ car was basically a mobile nightclub, loud electronic music, flashing lights and smoke 

machine. Between the breaks of the House music, I was able to understand that the man was a driver 
by trade, he went back and forth from Bucharest and Bergamo six days a week, driving sixty hours 
without rest, he was Romanian, he was not a DȅǇǎȅΣ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭƛƪŜ DȅǇǎƛŜǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ ŘǊǳƴƪ ŀ ƭƻǘ of 
Red Bull. IŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ explain what type of cargo he shipped but considering that Bergamo is the drug 
capital of Italy I applied journalistic assumption.  

 
As Ana predicted Ambra of Como had waited patiently for my arrival at the town square, after an 

exchange of pleasantries we headed back to her villa. The villa had been in the family for centuries, 
bullet holes in the outer walls bared scars of its painful history. Over wine, I told Ambra that my 
Grandfather was a soldier stationed in Northern  Italy during the liberation in 1944, unfortunately when 
he died a year ago, his history died also. He had left only photo album, a collection of Italian landscapes, 
Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ ƭƻǾŜǊǎ ŀƴŘ ŀ ǇƘƻǘƻ ƻŦ .Ŝƴƛǘƻ aǳǎǎƻƭƛƴƛΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘ ǎƳŜŀǊŜŘ ōǊƻƪŜƴ ŦŀŎŜΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŎŀǇǘǳǊŜŘ ƛƴ 
Como in 1945 while escaping to Germany, he was shot then later hung up on meat hooks with his 
mistress in Milan. Ambra had never seen this photograph and hoped that one day I could to send it to 
her.  
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11. Baxter and I Write a Disclaimer 

The next morning on her way to work Ambra dropped me off at an Irish Pub where I was to meet 
her friend, an American writer named Baxter T. Waterhouse.  He sat at the bar brooding over pages of 
paper; once he noticed my presence he turned, his seriousness morphing into an inviting smile. 
ΨaŀǊƪΣ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ Ambra said you would come. Sit down. How would you like an Irish .ǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΚΩ  
ΨhŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ŎƘŜŜǊǎΣΩ I took a seat and thanked him for the pint of Guinness. ΨΧso, Baxter, I 

understand you are a writer. What are you working on exactlyΚΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ L ŀƳ writing the next ƎǊŜŀǘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƴƻǾŜƭΦ LǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ŦǊǳƛǘ ǾŜƴŘƻǊ ŀǘ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭ 

market; ƛǘΩǎ a portrait of his existence. The man quixotically attempts to sell fruit only large quantities 
for a big profit and due to the lack of demand sells nothing. Overtime, the fruit rots in front of his eyes, 
they ferment and the putrid smell keeps customers away from the marketplace. Eventually, the 
situation escalates and the other vendors are forced to beat him to a pulp. His mashed corpse is 
blended into decayed bananas. ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ ǘƻƻΦ !ƴŘ, you, Mark, what are you 
ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎΚΩ   
Ψ²Ŝƭƭ, I am reporting on the major Art Shows in Europe for the New York Magazine. I was just at the 

Venice Biennale and I am off to Art Basel today. The problem is however that the articles are getting 
quite convoluted, I was meant to focus specifically on the Art shows, but instead I have been distracted 
with other things. For instance, I met a girl, shaved her cat and have talked to interesting people like 
Ambra or you. I think the happenings in between are just as or more important than the art.Ω 

 Ψ¸ƻǳ know as well as I do that the New York Magazine ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘ ƭƻǾŜ ŀŦŦŀƛǊǎ ƻǊ Ŏƻƴservations 
ǿƛǘƘ ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ƭƛƪŜ ƳŜΣ ǳƴƭŜǎǎ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ IǳƴǘŜǊ S. Thompson. Do you really think the 
happenings you experienced are worth writing about?Ω 
ΨI think they are interesting, they offer experiences around these events, not just polished concise 

descriptions which we usually read.Ω 
ΨLƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ for whom, for you or ȅƻǳǊ ǊŜŀŘŜǊǎΚ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ǿŜƴǘΤ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ŀōƻǳǘ 

where you take the readers. It is your interpretation of the events. This is your constructed reality and it 
is not your fault that you are delusional, do you even know where you are? When it comes down to it, 
we, as in society failed you; somehow, you got through the net. I know your type, trust me, just write, 
and believe in your story. Dƻǘ ƛǘΚΩ 
ΨI am confused, are you are saying that I could have just stayed in Berlin and gone on an imaginary 

Grand Tour?Ω 
Ψ²Ŝƭƭ, no, Mark, I am saying you are now in Berlin working in this Irish pub, remember? Look 

ŀǊƻǳƴŘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǎƻ ŎƭŜŀǊ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ bƻǿ ƳŀƪŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŀǘ cocktail I ordered: 70 part truth, 20 part believable 
lies, 10 part fantasy and just a squeeze of sheer unadulterated farce. You mix it, everyone will drink it. 
Got it?Ω 
ΨI am a journalist; I write for New York Magazine, I am currently in Como at an Irish pub speaking to 

you Baxter T. Waterhouse, an American writer. If I make up lies about people, they will sue me and I 
will lose all my credibility.Ω 
Ψ¸ƻǳ are what they believe you are. Now, Mark, you have recorded this conversation with your 

Dictaphone, right? We have said everything you need, just transcribe it, thŀǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ŘƛǎŎƭŀƛƳŜǊΦ Got it? 
Good luck and safe journey, Mark. Basel is that way.Ω 
Ψ̧ ƻǳ ƳŜŀƴ L ǎƘƻǳƭŘ Ǝƻ ƴƻǿΚ L ƘŀǾŜƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦƛƴƛǎƘŜŘ Ƴȅ ōŜŜǊ ȅŜǘΦΩ 
ΨI mean, Mark, listen very carefully; you are already standing on the outskirts of Como waiting for a 

ride. Got it?Ω 
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12. Who Picks Up a Psycho? 

I stood on the outskirts of Como waiting for a ride just before the road evolved into the national 
highway. It was one of the only places left in Italy where hitchhiking was still legal, any further down the 
road it was prohibited and any closer to town we were just undesirable vagabonds.  

 
Six other hitchhikers also waited, mainly thirty something single males, I recognised one from my 

travels, we smiled, knowing smiles, there was a certain comradeship amongst our kind, well at least 
while we waited.  The unforgiving sun hung above, we fried in our own sweat, even the road submitted 
to the heat, bleeding black ooze.   

 
There were not so many willing hosts these days; we were on the road to extinction. The 

ƘƛǘŎƘƘƛƪŜǊΩǎ ǊŜǇǳǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŘǳŎŜŘ ǘƻ ƳŜǊŜ ŘǊƛŦǘŜǊǎ ǘƘŀǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƴǘǊƛōǳǘŜ ǘƻ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΦ Even the concept 
of free travel which was the initial selling point seems absurd in the days of low cost airfares. 

 
Cars whizzed past us compelled to reach their destination with minimal hassle and stoppages. Kids 

curiously looked through the back window, some turned up their noses with an air of superiority 
inherited from their parents in the front seat.   

 
All of us had various marketing strategies, subtleties to sneer that elusive ride. Most displayed 

standard hitchhiking signs that stated their desired destination, yet there were a few original signs out 
today which read 'Free Chocolate' or 'Your Way'.  Clothing also played an important factor; bright 
colours were effective, hippy clothing only worked for hippy drivers. Today, like every day on this Grand 
Tour I wore my only set of clothes due to the flying tent incident; yet still dressing to impress:  Bavarian 
reporter hat, white fly-eye glasses, a skin tight white and mustard polyester shirt, a silver Swiss watch, 
powder blue polyester trousers, white Birkenstock sandals and an effeminate leather man bag 
containing my passport and wallet slung over my shoulder.  

 
¢ƘŜ ƳƻƻƴΩǎ working shift had now arrived and it punched into work. We all became anxious and the 

competition heated up, so far none of us managed to coax a ride. After an hour a car finally rose above 
the darkened horizon, was this our last chance? We all scrambled to our feet, desperately waving signs 
and wore the most convincing smiles. It was time for me to unleash the secret weapon; the tantalising 
sign declaring ΨL ŀƳ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ŀ ǇǎȅŎƘƻΩ. To our delight the car pulled up, we all grabbed our belongings 
and rushed toward the tinted window. It rolled down electronically revealing the silhouetted driver; he 
pointed at me.  I plunged into the back seat and sadistically waved goodbye to the remaining damned 
hitchhikers, destined to stay the night outside Como.  

 
The car drove into nightfall, winding up and over the mountains towards Switzerland.  The old man 

at the wheel attempted conversation in French, repeating the questions again in French and then in bad 
German, although he stopped after my English answers and my worse German did not satisfy his 
dialogue needs. An hour later, darkness had well and truly entered the stage; ǘƘŜ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΩǎ ŘǊƛǾƛƴƎ 
patterns now seemed a little erratic as he sluggishly swung around the tight corners moving into 
oncoming traffic. Still disgruntled with the first attempted conversation, he bitterly asked if I had a 
drivers licence by using his one as a prop in the charade. I shook my head and shrugged. It took me only 
one minute to realise that the old man was nodding off to sleep, barely managing to stop; the car 
grazing a bank in the process. The old man was hunched over the steering wheel, he had burrowed into 
a deep sleep, plummeting even deeper to the deepest of the deep. He was a foetus again, nurtured and 
nestled in bliss. I leaned forward and turned off the engine and fell asleep also, stretched out on the 
back seat ƻŦ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΩǎ ŎŀǊ ǎƻƳŜǿƘŜǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ !ƭǇǎ.    
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13. Free Beer  

Europeans ǘŜƴŘ ǘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭ ƛƴ Ψ/ƛǘȅ .ǊŜŀƪǎΩ easy jetting around for the weekend. Whereas, I was stuck 
hitchhiking to campsites next to airports or to youth hostel dormitories accommodating six people to a 
room with a snorer ratio of 1:4. I survived on a diet consisting of bread, cheese, coffee and beer. In 
Basel I was an outcast, just a poor journalist without a Gallerist Gold VIP card and consequently barred 
from their high class outings. Basel was different than Venice, this was only about galleries.   

 
I was depressed already after a day, Art Basel was white cube against white cube and there seemed 

to no concern about viewing pleasure. To my fortune I ran into my old professor Axel Lieber who was 
also in town for the fair and he invited me for a beer or two.  We went t a popular Asian restaurant 
which had just been flooded by a storm, my feet rested on another seat to keep the white Birkenstocks 
dry. 
Ψ{ƻΣ !ȄŜƭ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘŜ ŘŜŀƭ ǿƛǘƘ .ŀǎŜƭ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΣ ƛǎ ƛǘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘΚΩ 
ΨaŀǊƪΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƛŘƛƻǘΣ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǘƘƛǎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƛǎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘ ƛƴŘǳǎǘǊȅΣ this event has 

been going on for thirty-ŜƛƎƘǘ ȅŜŀǊǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ōŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅ ƴǳƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜ ƛƴ ǘŜǊƳǎ ƻŦ art fairs, I think there is about 
three hundred galleries here which show two thousand artists. Last year fifty thousand visitors came, 
not that insignificant is itΚΩ  
Ψ¸ƻǳ ŀǊŜ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǘǿƻ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŀǊǘƛǎǘǎ ǘƘƛǎ ȅŜŀǊΣ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳΚΩ 
Ψ¸ŜŀƘΣ L ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǎƻƭŘ ǎƻƳŜ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǇŀȅƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ȅƻǳǊ ōŜŜǊ.Ω 
Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ Ƙƻǿ ƳǳŎƘ ƛǘ Ŏƻǎǘǎ ǘƻ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘ ƘŜǊŜΚΩ 
ΨNot exactly, Ƴȅ DŀƭƭŜǊƛǎǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ǘŜƭƭ ƳŜΣ but I heard someone say around three hundred and fifty 

euro a square metre for the five day event. Usually everyone comes again the following year so it must 
be worth it I suppose. You know MaǊƪΣ ǿŜ ŀǊŜƴΩǘ ƛƴ ŀ ōŀŘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΣ there are more than one hundred 
major art shows ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ Ǝƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ǎƻƳŜ ƳƻƴŜȅ ŀǊƻǳƴŘΦΩ 
Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ǘƘŜy say. L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǎƻƳŜ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ for a hotel room. Last year the art 

market was worth twenty billion euro, not bad, right? Not really surprised, I walked around before and 
saw a RicharŘ IŀƳƛƭǘƻƴ ǇǊƛƴǘ ŦƻǊ ǘǿŜƴǘȅ ŦƛǾŜ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘ ŀƴŘ ŀ /ƘǳŎƪ /ƭƻǎŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƛǊǘȅ ǘƘƻǳǎŀƴŘΦΩ 
Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ, Christie's Auction house sold two hundred and eighty million euro worth of artwork 

in one evening. I think a ²ŀǊƘƻƭ ǿŜƴǘ ŦƻǊ ŦƛŦǘȅ ƳƛƭƭƛƻƴΦΩ 
ΨLǘΩǎ perverse, Axel, L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƳŜƴǘ.Ω  
Ψbƻ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǇŜǊǾŜǊǎŜΣ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǿŜŜƪ /ǊŜŘƛǘ Swiss has been advertising Art Banking. They have this 

index for artists, like a stock index, valuing all the artists here. Credit Swiss is even meeting with 
Gallerists and collectors to give them advice on what artist to invest in. If that is not perverse enough 
Credit Swiss is ŜƴŎƻǳǊŀƎƛƴƎ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƻǊǎ ǘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƛǘΩǎ ƻǿƴ !Ǌǘ ŦǳƴŘ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ŀ ǎŜƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀǊǘǿƻǊƪǎ 
which have been chosen, locked away, never to be seen again, there only purpose is to increase in 
value.Ω 
ΨL ƪƴŜǿ ǘƘŀǘ ŜǾƛƭ ǿŀǎ ŀŦƻƻǘ ƘŜǊŜ.Ω 
ΨHey, if you are that stuck and need some quick cash, collect and sell the catalogues from the shows 

here, ƛǘΩǎ simple ǎƛƴŎŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ǇǊŜǎǎ they are free, ȅƻǳΩƭƭ ƎŜǘ ŀǘ ƭŜŀǎǘ ŀ ƘǳƴŘǊŜŘ ŜǳǊƻΦΩ 
ΨSounds like a plan to me.Ω  
 
That night instead of wasting my evenings trying to get into !Ǌǘ .ŀǎŜƭΩǎ ŜȄŎƭǳǎƛǾŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎ L ƘǳƴƎ ƻǳǘ 

with a group of fifteen year old girls, they took me to a makeshift bar built on abandoned train tracks; 
well at least I hoped they were abandoned. Lightening sliced the evening sky apart; we sat on beach 
recliners and waited for the promised rain. The girls nervously flirted with me and sharing their beer in 
unlabeled silver cans. Maybe Basel was not as evil as I thought.  
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14. Malcolm McLaren failed to be a Magnificent Failure 

The third morning in Basel I spent hunting for free coffee allocated to Journalists, searching through back 
doors, vacant rooms and somehow ended up in an auditorium filled with at least two hundred people seated and 
attentively listening to an old man on stage. I was curious; the speaker was unravelling what seemed to be one of 
those long winded tales sprinkled with anecdotes, that type of tale that your grandfather tells and you avoid. But 
actually he was becoming interesting, to paraphrase his speech: 

 ΨIt was at Art school when my teacher said to me ά5ƻƴΩǘ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎΣ ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ aŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜέ 
and since then I endeavoured to beŎƻƳŜ ǘƘƛǎ ΨaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜΩ, whatever that was. I sat at home for the next 
three months making this suit, a beautiful suit; all I wanted was to wear this suit. Finally it was finished and I 
walked down Kings Road with my suit, I was cool, strutting down Kings Road. A big black man stopped me; he 
ǎǘƻƻŘ ƻǾŜǊ ƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘΚέ L ǿŀǎ ǘŜǊǊƛŦƛŜŘΣ ōǳǘ ƳŀƴŀƎŜŘ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ άL ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘέ ǘƘŜ ōƛƎ 
black man pointed across the road to tƘƛǎ ǳƴƳŀǊƪŜŘ ŘƻƻǊ ƻŦ ŀ ǎƘƻǇ ŀƴŘ ǎŀƛŘ ά¢ƘŜǊŜέΦ !ŦǘŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎ ŀƴŘ L 
hung out at that shop which was called Paradise GarageΣ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀŎƪ Ƴŀƴ ǘƻƭŘ ǳǎ άbŜǾŜǊ ŜǾŜǊ ǎŜƭƭ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎέΣ ōut 
ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ there anyway, then he disappeared. Two weeks later a man with a limo kept on coming and 
knocking on the door, we hid at the back of the shop, but eventually the man with the limo got in, he wanted us 
to sell everything and we did. We felt guilty, also the big black guy might come back so we made replicas of 
everything, but then the man with the limo came back and we sold the replicas to him. He was Charles Saachi. We 
were successes without trying; Charles Saachi was buying our stuff. So we closed the shop, determined to become 
ŀ ΨaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ ŦŀƛƭǳǊŜΩΦ L Řecided to rename the shop SEX and stocked it with all bondage gear, dildos and a 
fashion line. I met some weird people during that time; even members of parliament were coming in to buy stuff. 
Kids started hanging out there, they were different kids, angry kids, but I saw their potential though. They were 
sexy young assassins, so we made a punk band - ¢ƘŜ {ŜȄ tƛǎǘƻƭǎΦΩ 

 
ΨhƘΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ aŀƭŎƻƭƳ aŎ[ŀǊŜƴΗΩ L ǳƴŦƻǊǘǳƴŀǘŜƭȅ ǎŀƛŘ ƻǳǘ ƭƻǳŘΣ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǎƘƻƻƪ Ƙƛǎ ƘŜŀŘΣ Ƙƛǎ Ŧŀce 

ŜȄǇǊŜǎǎƛƴƎ ΨȅƻǳΩǊŜ ŀƴ ƛŘƛƻǘΦΩ 
 
At the end of his talk Malcolm was surrounded by fans so I waited to the side of the mob to secure an 

interview. The last fan lingered, a fifty something white male beaming like his teenage poster had just come alive; 
after an awkward prolonged handshake and an autograph it was finally my turn. ΨaŀƭŎƻƭƳΣ aŀǊƪ IŀƴǎŜƴΣ bŜǿ 
¸ƻǊƪ aŀƎŀȊƛƴŜΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΚΩ  IŜ ǉǳƛŎƪƭȅ ƎŀǾŜ ƳŜ ǘƘŜ ǳǇ ŀƴŘ Řƻǿƴ ƭƻƻƪ ǘƻ ŀǳǘƘƻǊƛǎŜ ǘƘŜ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿΥ 
.ŀǾŀǊƛŀƴ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǇǊŜǎǎ ŎŀǊŘ- check, Moleskine notepad ς check, and ƘŜ ǊŜǇƭƛŜŘ Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ǿƘŀǘ Ŏŀƴ L Řƻ ŦƻǊ 
ȅƻǳΚΩ  
ΨL ǿŀǎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘŜŘ ǘƻ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ aǊΦ tǳƴƪ ƘŀŘ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ǎƘƻǇ ŀǘ ²ŀƭƳ!Ǌǘ .ŀǎŜƭ.Ω  
ΨIƻǿ Řƻ ȅƻǳ Ǉŀȅ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊǘƎŀƎŜΚΩ ƘŜ ǊŜǘƻǊǘŜŘΦ 
 Ψ.ȅ ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿƛƴƎ aǊΦ tǳƴƪ ǿƘƻ Ƙŀǎ ǎŜǘ ǳǇ ǎƘƻǇ ŀǘ ²ŀƭƳ!Ǌǘ .ŀǎŜƭ.Ω  
ΨCŀƛǊ ŜƴƻǳƎƘΣ Ƙƻǿ ŀōƻut today, say ǘƘǊŜŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪΚΩ  
 
L ǿŜƴǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ Ƴȅ ƘƻǎǘŜƭ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴŀǇΣ ƭŀǎǘ ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ǎƭŜŜǇ ǿŀǎ ŘŜǎǘǊƻȅŜŘ ōȅ ŀ ǇŀƛǊ ƻŦ ǎƴƻǊers- who were actually 

cyclists; ŀǇǇŀǊŜƴǘƭȅ ǎǇƻǊǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ŎƛǊŎǳƭŀǘƛƻƴΦ !ǘ ŦƛǾŜ ƻΩŎƭƻŎƪ L ǿƻƪŜ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊŜŀƭƛǎŀǘƛƻƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ aŀƭŎƻƭƳ 
intŜǊǾƛŜǿ ǿŀǎ ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴΦ ¸ƻǳƴƎ YƛƳΣ aŀƭŎƻƭƳΩǎ tǳōƭƛŎ wŜƭŀǘƛƻƴǎ ǊŜǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛǾŜ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ 
impressed but forgave me; she also disliked snorers and said to forward the questions via email.  On her advice I 
emailed Malcolm the following questions:   

1: What is your feeling toward Art Basel- the Walmart of art fairs and the reason why you operate within their 
event?   

2: You described your aspiration in bŜŎƻƳƛƴƎ ŀ ΨaŀƎƴƛŦƛŎŜƴǘ CŀƛƭǳǊŜΩΣ have you achieved this in any way or 
have you given up hope?  
оΥ !ǘ ǘƘŜ ŜƴŘ ƻŦ ȅƻǳǊ ǎǇŜŜŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƭŜŦǘ ǳǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǳǎ ŀ ǿŀȅ ǘƻ ǇǊƻŎŜŜŘΣ Ψǘƻ ōŜ ŀǳǘƘŜƴǘƛŎ ƻǊ ƪŀǊŀƻƪŜΩΣ Ŏŀƴ ȅƻǳ ǇƭŜŀǎŜ 

expand on these loaded terms and explain how one can achieve this paradox? 
4: NME has described you as ŀƴ ΨŜǘƘƴƛŎ ǇƛǊŀǘŜΩ ŀƴŘ ŀ ΨŎƘŀǊƭŀǘŀƴΩΣ do you consider yourself authentic or 

karaoke? 
 
Malcolm never replied. 
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15. The Crying Artist  

In Basel other fairs such as Volta Show 03 feed off the popularity of Art Basel. It differed from the 
major fair as it firstly was situated in an industrial area too dangerous to walk and secondly there were 
no people, this equates to in Art Terms as no money.  I strolled up to the press counter, showed them 
my Art Basel press pass, the receptionist knew I was the real deal and automatically spewed out the 
welƭ ǊŜƘŜŀǊǎŜŘ ƳƻƴƻƭƻƎǳŜ ΨVolta is different than Art Basel, iǘΩǎ ƳƻǊŜ ƻŦ ŀ personal experience, a 
friendly atmosphere, once inside you can really notice. Since the galleries promote younger artists the 
work is therefore cutting edge, we even have some Public Art here, check it out, this is your free Volta 
catalogue, have funΦΩ I thanked them for their bulky catalogue; it was bound to have a street value of 
fifteen euro - ǘƻƴƛƎƘǘΩǎ ōŜŜǊ taken care of. I moved through the gates toward the warehouse and 
passed the first piece of ΨPublic Art,Ω a bucket of scepticism suddenly dumped on my head - a fibre glass 
woman with a rabbits head, huddled in a foetal position lay before me- You got to be kidding, Volta 
promotes figurative sculpture as contemporary Public Art, the next hour would be a tedious one.   

Once inside the Volta Warehouse I found the universal fair format- white cubicles with walls 
ǎŀǘǳǊŀǘŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ΨǎǘǳŦŦΩ. The cubicle owners smiling optimistically, yet on close inspection one sees a 
quivering crack at the side of their mouth suggesting that maybe this whole fair ordeal is not worth the 
risk of spending their yearly advertising budget on. They sit behind makeshift desks professionally 
covered with plastic facades and stare at ȅƻǳΣ ǇƭŜŀŘƛƴƎ ΨJust look, just browse, just take a card, pleaseΩ. 
When no customers were around I watched as gallerists chatting to each other, they were in an 
imaginary Fun Run, pretending to be friends until the finish line, yearning to someday run alongside real 
athletes in a real race. From what I gathered Volta basically showed the art that wanted to be in Art 
.ŀǎŜƭ ōǳǘ ǎǘƛƭƭ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǘƘ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ȅŜǘ- cheap undiscovered art. It was not alternative or even 
contemporary. They were paintings, drawings and photographs sized ǘƻ Ŧƛǘ ƛƴǘƻ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƭƛǾƛƴƎ ǊƻƻƳ. Volta 
ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŜǾŜƴ ǇǊƻǾƛŘŜ ŦǊŜŜ ŎƻŦŦŜŜ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƧƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘǎΤ ƎǳŜǎǎ ǘƘŀǘ ƳŜŀƴǎ Ƴy critique might not be so 
complimentary.   

My brain felt like it guzzled a litre of ice cream on a cold day, so I left the warehouse towards the 
gates. It was raining hard now, so I ducked behind a plastic sheet which was attached to the 
ǿŀǊŜƘƻǳǎŜΨǎ ŜȄǘŜǊƛƻǊ ǿŀƭƭ and to the ground with heavy stones. Somehow, I had just jumped into Public 
Art. Inside the makeshift shelter a woman slept on a pile of old blankets, she wore mittens and a 
woollen hat. My presence stirred her awake and she offered a coffee from a silver thermos, I accepted 
and drank. There was an unbearable awkward silence which I tried to ignore but provoked her to speak: 
ΨhƘΧ Ƙƛ ǘƘŜǊŜΣ LΩƳ Kerstin Schiefner, an artist from Leipzig. Is it still raining out there? LǘΩǎ ōŜŜƴ ƻŦŦ 

ŀƴŘ ƻƴ ŀƭƭ ǿŜŜƪΦ L ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳǇǇƻǎŜd to be here like this you know. On Monday I had a fight with my 
gallerist, that bastard!! He was my lover years ago, well, we were friends first at art school, he was not 
so good at art so I suggested he organise exhibitions and collect art, he got good at that and he opened 
a gallery and represented me, my sole representation and then we become lovers. But these days he 
ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿΦ IŜ ƛǎ ǎǘŀȅƛƴƎ ŀǘ ŀ ǇƻǎƘ ƘƻǘŜƭΣ ƎƻƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƻǎŜ ƎŀƭƭŜǊȅ ǇŀǊǘƛŜǎΣ ŜŀǘƛƴƎ ŘƛƴƴŜǊ 
with those other bastards. Look at me, I am so pathetic, I am sleeping here outside this bloody Volta 
exhibition, I told the organiseǊǎ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ tǳōƭƛŎ !ǊǘΣ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǊƛƎƘǘΚ tǳōƭƛŎ !ǊǘΗ L Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ŀ ǇƭŀŎŜ ǘƻ 
stay. So I stay here under this bloody plastic sheet. I was meant to stay with him, but we fought, so I am 
here. He never introduced me to his clients, he was embarrassed, he wanted to keep everything 
professional, and he just showed them my art. So, I told him to piss off, we were finished and I have 
been making these business cards all week, look, I did them by hand with a pen, here take one, you 
seem like a nice young man, here have some more coffee.Ω Kerstin suddenly stopped her monologue 
and began crying, she embraced me and rubbed my lower back. We stayed there nestled in the wool 
blankets; protected from the gallerists and rain by a plastic sheet.   

 
Retraction: Volta- Art .ŀǎŜƭΨǎ ǇŀǊŀǎƛǘŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴΣ ƛǎ ƘƻƳŜ ǘƻ the most compelling art work to be 

experienced this summer ς Kerstin SchiefnerΩǎ The Crying Artist.   



The Grand Detour  

19

16. The Power of Birkenstocks 

The four sold catalogues earned enough Swiss Francs for a train ticket out off Basel. Instead of 
hitchhiking to Skulptur Projekte Muenster I detoured to Amsterdam for a bit of time out with my friend 
Michel. On the train I sat in a stench that had been brewing for two weeks- the scent of a vagabond. I 
had been showering of course, but today were my sandals coming out party. The white Birkenstock 
sandals had endured days of abuse and now they exuded a thick pungent fog. The upside of being a 
treated like a leper was that no one dared to sit next to me, allowing that crucial extra seat for 
stretching out. The passengers mocked me, the woman on the opposing seat freshened up, spraying 
her clothes with fruity Impulse and brushed her hair until it gleamed, then smirked at me, suggesting 
maybe I might consider a little bit of maintenance. Behind me sat a man quite aware of my 
dehydration, quite aware that I have not eaten or drunken anything for eight hours and in response to 
my desperation he sadistically cracked open a Coke guzzling it in one gulp with an orgasmic 
ά!IIƘƘƘƘƘέΦ ¢ƘŜƴ ǘƻ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ add insult to injury he crunches an apple, the apple mist sailing over my 
head evaporating just above my tongue. This was a psychological war. I had only one weapon, I slid my 
sandals under the seat, the stench wafting up towards him. He took drastic action and retreated to an 
alternative train car.  

 
Ten hours later Amsterdam Central arrived. aƛŎƘƛŜƭΩǎ apartment was situated five minutes away in 

an old converted office building still comǇƭŜǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ мфулΩǎ ǇŀǊǘƛǘƛƻƴǎΣ décor and rolodexes. The door 
swang open revealing the smiling lanky Michiel. 
ΨHey, Mark, welcome back, how are you doing mate?Ω 
ΨStill alive, ŎŀƴΩt complain.Ω 
ΨYƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ǎƳŜƭƭ ƭƛƪŜ ƛǘΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ŀ ǎƘƻǿŜǊ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΣ ƳŀȅōŜ ǿŀǎƘ your monoform?Ω 
Ψ¢Ƙŀǘ ƳƛƎƘǘ ōŜ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ƛŘŜŀ aƛŎƘƛŜƭΣ ȅƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛǘΣ in Venice my clothes blew away in a 

tent and I only have this set left.Ω 
ΨWell, I do actually, I once heard of a couple that were sleeping in a tent and a hurricane picked up 

them up, they flew for a kilometre until they were crushed into the side of a house, imagine that mess.Ω 
ΨYeah, tƘŀǘΩǎ unfortunate; I was lucky then that I slept on ŀ ƎƛǊƭΩǎ ŎƻǳŎƘ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘΦΩ 
Ψ! ƎƛǊƭΩǎ couch, why not her bed?Ω 
ΨLong story, I will tell you when we drink, are we are going out tonight?Ω 
ΨOf course my friend, once you wash off that girl repellent. Now come in, watch out for my cat, 

ǎƘŜΩǎ ǎƻ ƘƻǊƴȅ ǘƘŜǎŜ Řays.Ω 
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ōƭŀƳŜ her; ǎƘŜΩǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ƘŜǊŜ ǿƛǘƘ you which would be enough for even Rapunzel 

to jump out of her tower.Ω 
ΨRapunzel?Ω  
Ψ5ƻƴΩǘ ǿƻǊǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ŦŀƛǊȅ ǘŀƭŜ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ .ǊƻǘƘŜǊǎ DǊƛƳƳΣ ǘƘŀǘ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƘƻ ǿŀǎ ƭƻŎƪŜŘ ǳǇ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǘƻǿŜr and 

grew her hair long to escape.Ω  
ΨAhhhh, RaponsjeΗΗ Lƴ 5ǳǘŎƘ ƛǘΩǎ wŀǇƻƴǎƧŜΦΩ 
ΨAnyway if you want I can set up your cat with a black tomcat down at the station.Ω 
Ψaȅ ŎŀǘΩǎ ŀ ǾƛǊƎƛƴ ƳŀƴΗΗ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ L ǿant to deflower her with a bloody tomcat that is probably 

all hooked up on heroin and shit?Ω 
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ǘƘŀǘ ŘŜǇŜƴŘǎ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƴǘ ƛǘ ǘƻ ƘǳƳǇ ƻǳǊ ƭŜƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻbably our faces while we 

sleep?Ω 
Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǘǊǳŜΣ ǿƘŀǘΩǎ ǘƘƛǎ ¢ƻƳŎŀǘΩǎ ƴŀƳŜΚΩ 
ΨL ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ŎŀǘŎƘ ƛǘ.Ω 
Ψ!ƴȅǿŀȅ ǿŜΩƭƭ ǘŀƭƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ƛǘ ƭater, come in, sit down, relax and we will hit the town later, sweet?Ω 
Ψ¢hat sounds like the ticket Michiel, good to be here mate.Ω 
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17. The Art Institution Degenerates 

As usual we headed down to the Red Light District. I love the spectacle of the whole place, watching 
the girls tempt the customers, the customers struggling with themselves and especially listening to the 
Amsterdam chatter: How many minutes do I get? Do you have any friends? Cocaine? What is the blue 
light district? Why do they call it the Banana show? Why do you avoid their stares? Theoretically 
speaking, if you had no morals, who would you choose? Do you know that the peepshows accept 
Turkish coins?  
ΨYou know Mark, when I look at these girls, it reminds me oŦ ŀ ǎǘƻǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀōƻǳǘ ŀ ƎƻǊƛƭƭŀ from the 

Rotterdam zoo, do want to hear it?Ω 
Ψ!ǊŜ you saying that your story connects a gorilla in a zoo to prostitutes behind windows Michiel?Ω 
ΨWell, a loose connection, so L ǿƛƭƭ ǘŀƪŜ ȅƻǳǊ ŀƴǎǿŜǊ ŀǎ ŀ ΨȅŜǎΩ ǘƘŜƴΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ōŜƎƛƴΣ a few months ago a 

gorilla named Bokito was in his enclosure and he was visited by a woman.Ω 
Ψ²ŀǎ she attractive?Ω 
ΨNot really my type, but as you wiƭƭ ƘŜŀǊ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƛƴǘŜǊǊǳǇǘ that Bokito thought she was rather 

hot, O.k.? So, as I was saying this woman came to see him, then the next day and the next.  She came 
everyday to see him, they began this relationship that only a woman and a gorilla can have with bars 
between them. This happened for about a month until one day, the silly bitch brought along a friend, a 
male friend and I tell you what, Bokito did not like that, believe me, Bokito was not a happy gorilla. He 
jumped out of his cage in an act of passion, beat the shit out of the man and then turned to the woman 
and bites her on the face, she screams of course, so he slaps her and she falls down unconscious at the 
feet of the lust crazed Bokito, but he was not that type of gorilla, not into that sort of thing, so instead 
he went searching,  horny as hell I imagine all that built up over a month. He broke out of the zoo and 
smashed into a Restaurant window. Nƻǿ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ Ŧǳƴƴȅ ǎƛǘǳŀǘƛƻƴ ƛǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ {itting there at a table having 
a romantic dinner with your wife or even funnier on a nervous first date and then a giant gorilla 
smashes through the window, how messed up is that? Apparently some guy in the restaurant was so 
freaked out that he freezes and Bokito, at this stage not in such a good mood whacks him as well. 
Eventually the zoo catches up to Bad Bokito and shoots him with tranquilisers. Kind of like a real King 
Kong. So after a month the woman recovers from her injuries and she decides to sue the zoo for 
damages, but the zoo replies that they should sue her for provoking Bokito.Ω 
ΨSo what is the connectioƴ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ƎƛǊƭǎ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿǎΚΩ 

 ΨDesire creates destruction, Mark, come on you know that.Ω 
 ΨWhat about degeneration? What creates that?Ω 
 ΨNegligence and ignorance. Let me tell another story. One day, a guy named Michiel was working at 
a Dutch University.Ω 
 ΨI think I know this one.Ω 
 ΨWell, this one is not for you, write this down. This story is for everyone who got screwed over by 
the University system, you see how the system works these days is that everyone who is newly 
employed are precarious workers on temporary contracts, basically like you, freelancing. What makes 
things worse at Dutch Universities there are contracts from the early nineties which keep old professors 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜƛǊ ƧƻōǎΣ ǘƘŜȅ ŎŀƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŦƛǊŜŘ ŀƴŘ ŜŀŎƘ ȅŜŀǊ ǘƘŜȅ ƎŜǘ ŀ ǊŀƛǎŜΦ It is Bloody Ludicrous! The seriously 
ridiculous part is that now universƛǘƛŜǎ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŦŦord to keep the young teachers like me, who teach video 
installation and performance but instead they must keep these degenerate old farts who teach canvas 
stretching and landscape oil painting. Oh!! Shit. By the way, Mark I forgot to tell you, tomorrow I must 
drive to Berlin for a job interview, do you mind? You can still stay at my house for a few days.Ω 
 ΨWell, can you go past Muenster?Ω 
 ΨWhy not.Ω 
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18. Children in Trash Cans? 

After checking into the Sleep Station Muenster hostel (eight beds to room, two snorers) I met some Bauhaus 
University and School of Art Institute of Chicago Students who were heading to a church garden for drunken 
ŀŎǊƻōŀǘƛŎǎΣ L ǿŀǎ ŎǳǊƛƻǳǎΦ ¢ƘŜƛǊ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜ ŎƻƴǎƛǎǘŜŘ ƻŦ ƎǊŀǾƛǘȅ ŘŜŦȅƛƴƎ ΨŀŜǊƻǇƭŀƴŜǎΩΣ ƎǊƻƛƴ ǎŎǊŀǇƛƴƎ ΨƘŜŘƎŜ ƘǳǊŘƭƛƴƎΩ 
ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎƘƻǿΩǎ ŎƭƛƳŀȄΣ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŜƭƭ ōƻǳƴŘƛƴƎ ΨtȅǊŀƳƛŘ ƻŦ YƘǳŦǳΩΦ  

 Post show they invited me to join them for a critique session with their professor Mary Jane Jacob. We sat in 
a circle in the park discussing the artworks of the Skulptur Projekte Muenster 2007. The work which provoked the 
Ƴƻǎǘ ŘƛǎŎƻǳǊǎŜ ǿŀǎ Lǎŀ DŜƴȊƪŜƴΩǎ Untitled situated in the city centre outside the Uberwasserkirche (Over water 
Church). The installation featured dolls sitting on deckchairs sheltered from the elements by beach umbrellas. On 
closer inspection one finds that the dolls are battered and abused, the umbrellas in fact torn and useless. The 
scene resonated abandonment and neglect. That day I had spoken two Germans who had explained DŜƴȊƪŜƴΩǎ 
Untitled dealt with the poor ǘǊŜŀǘƳŜƴǘ ƻŦ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƛƴ ǘƻŘŀȅΩǎ ǎƻŎƛŜǘȅΣ ƳƻǊŜ ǎǇŜŎƛŦƛŎŀƭƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŘƛǎǇosing of children in 
trash cans which recently had headlined the National News. I relayed this information to the group and Mary Jane 
replied that this was not mentioned in the official catalogue. She was right; the catalogue provided nothing less 
than ambiguous misinformation. So who were we to believe and how should we understand Untitled? I suggested 
that we should all reinterpret ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ŀƴŘ ƛƴǾƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƎǊƻǳǇ ǘƻ ŀ ΨǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΩ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ Lǎŀ DŜƴȊƪŜƴΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  

 
The following day Christa Hiestermann , a local Skulptur Projekte guide met us on the on the bridge just 

before the Uberwasserkirche.  Her job was to usually guide people with mental disabilities through the exhibition 
using techniques to make the art concepts more accessible. Firstly we were to view the Genzken installation from 
a distant. She ŀǎƪŜŘ ΨNow we must forget all prior knowledge of this work, think with a clear unadulterated mind. 
What are our first impressions...a very inviting atmosphere like a friendly beach scene, ǊƛƎƘǘΚΩ ²Ŝ ǘhen proceeded 
to the installation, walking around its perimeter. Now realising that the children were actually broken dolls and 
the umbrellas were torn. Christa took a CD player out of her bag Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ŀŎŎƻƳǇŀƴȅƛƴƎ ƳǳǎƛŎ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ 
Ƴƻǎǘ ŀǇǇǊƻǇǊƛŀǘŜΚΩ ²Ŝ ǎǘƻƻŘ ŀǊƻǳƴŘ ƛƴ ŀ ŎƛǊŎƭŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ ǇƭŀȅŜŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ǎƻƴƎǎ: a Guns NΩ Roses rock song, a Beach 
Boys pop song and a generic ambivalent electronic song. We all agreed that Welcome to the Jungle ōȅ Dǳƴǎ bΩ 
wƻǎŜǎ ǿŀǎ ŀǇǘ ŀǎ ƛǘ ƛƴǾƻƪŜŘ ƛƳŀƎŜǎ ƻŦ ŘŜǎǘǊǳŎǘƛƻƴΦ /ƘǊƛǎǘŀ ŎƻƴǘƛƴǳŜŘ Ψ[ƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴΣ ǿƘŀǘ ŀǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ 
ǿŜŀǊƛƴƎΚΩ This led us to notice the dolls were ridiculously over accessorised with feather boas, cell phones, 
sunglasses etc. She pulled the identical items from her bag and gave them to us to wear. I chose the powder blue 
ŦŜŀǘƘŜǊ ōƻŀ ǘƻ ƳŀǘŎƘ Ƴȅ ǘǊƻǳǎŜǊǎΦ ΨbƻǿΣ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ȅƻǳǊǎŜƭǾŜǎΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ƻǾŜǊŘǊŜǎǎŜŘΚ ¢ƘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘ Lǎŀ DŜƴȊƪŜƴ ƛǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ 
to illusǘǊŀǘŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ǘǊŜŀǘ ƻǳǊ ŎƘƛƭŘǊŜƴ ƭƛƪŜ ŀŎŎŜǎǎƻǊƛŜǎ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ DǳŎŎƛ ƘŀƴŘōŀƎǎ. They are not objects 
to dress up and parade downtown. So that is my interpretation of the work and brings an end to my 
ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴΦΩ 

 
My  ΨǎǇŜŎƛŀƭΩ ǇǊŜǎŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ quite over, I had arranged another speaker and a young and pretty girl 

named Julia entered the stage. Julia was currently on guard duty at the installation but agreed to come over to the 
group and answer any further questionǎΦ Ψ{ƻ ǿƘŀǘ do you think the work is ŀōƻǳǘΚΩ ƛƴǉǳƛǊŜŘ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ /ƘƛŎŀƎƻ 
students.  
ΨLǎŀ DŜƴȊƪŜƴ ƛǎ ŀ DŜǊƳŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘ ŀǎ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭ ƪƴƻǿΣ her work deals with issues of childhood development and she 

uses fairy tales which have a moral message to convey these . For this work Untitled the Brothers Grimm tale The 
Pied Piper of Hamelin was the source of inspirationΦ L ǿƛƭƭ ōǊƛŜŦƭȅ ǘŜƭƭ ȅƻǳ ǘƘŜ ǎǘƻǊȅ ŦƻǊ ǘƘƻǎŜ ȅƻǳ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΦ ¢ƘŜ 
German town of Hamelin was infested by rats and one day a colorfully dressed man arrived, he proclaimed that 
he could rid the town of his rats for a certain fee if they agreed to pay the price, which they did. The Piper then 
played an enchanting tune; all the rats flocked and followed him into the lake. The townsfolk emerged on the 
shore to witness the dramatic climax, the rats climbing over each other in sheer panic, ultimately leading to them 
to their deaths. The citizens of the city realisŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜȅ ƘŀǾŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƻǊŘŜǊŜŘ ŀ Ƴŀǎǎ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΤ ŎǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ΨDŜƴƻŎƛŘŜΗΗΩ 
rang the air and they refused to pay the Piper. That night while the citizens of Hamelin peacefully slept guilt free, 
in the cover of darkness the Piped Piper sought revenge, he played a similar enchanting tune which compelled all 
the children of the town to follow him, leading them into a deep mountainside cave. Some people think that 
maybe the Pied Piper was a Pedophile and had planned the whole mass kidnapping all along. So, getting back to 
this Genzken work, we can see it shows neglect the children fending for themselves in a world witƘƻǳǘ ŀŘǳƭǘǎΦΩ   

The presentation was over, we were now re-informed about this work but whose version was correct- the 
official catalogue, Christa Hiestermann or Julia?  
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19. Excuse Me, Have You Seen David Hammons? 

I ŘƻƴΩǘ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊƭȅ ƭƛƪŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘƳŜƴǘǎ so I have always attempted to keep expectations to a 
minimum. But in Muenster I did look forward to the work of David Hammons, the New York based 
!ǊǘƛǎǘΦ IŀƳƳƻƴǎ ƛǎ ōƻǘƘ ǇƭŀȅŦǳƭ ŀƴŘ ǇǊƻǾƻŎŀǘƛǾŜΤ ƘŜ ŎǊŜŀǘŜǎ ǿƘŀǘ L ƭƛƪŜ ǘƻ Ŏŀƭƭ ΨǇƻƛǎƻƴ ŎŀƴŘȅ ŦƭƻǎǎΩΦ Iƛǎ 
renowned work of 1983 Bliz-aard Ball Sale epitomises his tongue and cheek approach to addressing 
issues such as commoditisation.  

 
Scanned the map for Hammons contribution to Skulptur Projekte Muenster 2007 I realised he was 

not mentioned. In a discussion with the co-curator Brigette Franzen, I questioned her about Hammons, 
she seemeŘ ƴŜŀǊƭȅ ŜƳōŀǊǊŀǎǎŜŘΣ ƳǳƳōƭƛƴƎ Ψhe is predicting ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳƻƴǘƘ ƻŦ !ǳƎǳǎǘΩ then she 
trailed off and changed the subject. On the official Skulptur Projekte Muenster website Hammons is 
quoted ΨThe less I do the more of an artist I amΩΣ quite apt I thought. With his 1995 work representing 
him in Basel and a non event in Muenster, one must wonder if Hammons is satirically critiquing his own 
cultural capital.   

 
Walking out of the Press Center wondering about the point of this exhibition, a Bauhaus University 

student from the drunken acrobatics recognised me. ΨHey Mark, wait up. Today we met the other guy 
from New York Magazine.Ω 
Ψ¸ƻǳ ǎǇƻƪŜ ǿƛǘƘ WŜǊǊȅ {ŀƭtȊΚ IŜΩǎ ƛƴ aǳŜnǎǘŜǊΚΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǇΣ ƘŜ ƪƴƻǿǎ ƻǳǊ ƎǳŜǎǘ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƻǊ aŀǊȅ WŀƴŜ WŀŎƻōΣ ǿe were drinking coffee together. We asked 

ŀōƻǳǘ ȅƻǳ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿ ǿƘƻ ȅƻǳ ǿŜǊŜΣ ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŦƻǊ ǊŜŀƭΚ Ω 
ΨOf course, he just has a high profile and LΩƳ ƳƻǊŜ ǳƴŘŜǊ ŎƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭΦΩ 
Ψ²ŜŀǊƛƴƎ ŀ ǇǊŜǎǎ ŎŀǊŘ ƛƴ ȅƻǳǊ Ƙŀǘ ƛǎ ƴƻǘ ŜȄŀŎǘƭȅ ǳƴŘŜǊŎƻǾŜǊΦΩ 
Ψ¢ǊǳŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎŀȅ ǘƘŀǘ Ƴȅ ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ǿŀǎ more undercover. Anyway, did he say anything 

ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΚΩ 
ΨIe told us that artists were in control, not the curators, collectors or critics but the artistsΦΩ 
Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ǘƘŀǘΚΩ 
ΨL ƳŜŀƴΣ ƛǘΩǎ ŀƴ ƻǇǘƛƳƛǎǘƛŎ ƻǳǘƭƻƻƪ, but a little farfetchedΦΩ 
Ψ²Ƙŀǘ ŜƭǎŜΣ ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ aǳŜƴǎǘŜǊ {ƪǳƭǇǘǳǊ tǊƻƧŜƪǘeΚΩ   
Ψ¸ŜǇΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘŀǘƛƻƴ ǿƛǘƘ tǳōƭƛŎ !Ǌǘ ƛǎ Ŏoming to an end. Art is moving back indoors. 

²ƘƛŎƘ ƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ ōŀŘ ǘƛƳƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊƛƴƎ L ŀƳ ǎǘǳŘȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ tǳōƭƛŎ !ǊǘƛǎǘΦΩ 
ΨwŜŀƭƭȅΣ did he say anything more?Ω 
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ƴƻǘƘƛƴƎ ƳƻǊŜΣ ƘŜ ǘŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƻ aŀǊȅ WŀƴŜ a bit longer and left waving goodbye like President 

Kennedy.Ω 
Ψ[ƛƪŜ YŜƴƴŜŘȅ ȅƻǳ ǎŀȅΣ ƴƻǘ bƛȄƻƴΣ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎΦΩ 
Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘƛŀƭ ǿŀǾŜΣ ƛǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƳŀǘǘŜǊ ǿƘƛŎƘ tǊŜǎƛŘŜƴǘΦΩ 
ΨIave you seen George Bush do the cowboy ǿŀǾŜΚΩ 
ΨL ǘƘƛƴƪ .ǳǎƘ ƛǎ ŀƴ ƛǎƻƭŀǘŜŘ ŎŀǎŜ.Ω 
Ψ!ƴȅǿŀȅ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ WŜǊǊȅΦ What about Venice Biennale, ŘƛŘ ƘŜ ǎŀȅ ŀƴȅǘƘƛƴƎ ŀōƻǳǘ ±ŜƴƛŎŜΚΩ   
Ψ̧ ƻǳΩǊŜ not planning to steal his ideas ŀǊŜ ȅƻǳΚΩ 
ΨaŜΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ ƴƻǘΣ L ƘŀǾŜ ǇǊƻŦŜǎǎƛƻƴal standards, integrity and ethics. {ƻΣ ŘƛŘ ƘŜΚΩ  
ΨbƻΣ ƴƻǘ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŜŀǊŘ ōǳǘ L ǊŜŀŘ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƻƴƭƛƴŜΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘΦΩ 
ΨIŜ ǇǳōƭƛǎƘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅΦ IŜΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ LΨƭƭ ƎƛǾŜ ƘƛƳ ǘƘŀǘΦ  IŜȅΣ ǿƘŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘƛǎ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴΚΩ 
ΨvǳƛǘŜ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǊŜŀƭƭȅΣ ǎƻƳŜ ōƛƎ ƴŀƳŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ Ƨǳǎǘ ƛǎƴΩǘ any continuity, ƛǘΩǎ geographically 

and thematically ǎŎŀǘǘŜǊŜŘΦ .ŀǎƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ Ƴƻǎǘ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŜƴƎŀƎŜŘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǇŀŎŜǎΣ 
the art work looked a little phoned in, if you catch my drift. I mean its clever city branding which brings 
the city revenue through art tƻǳǊƛǎƳΣ ōǳǘ ŎƻƴǘŜƴǘ ƛǎ ƭŀŎƪƛƴƎΦΩ 
Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀǊǘ ƛǎ ƳƻǾƛƴƎ ƛƴŘƻƻǊǎΚΩ 
Ψ¢ƘŜ ƳƛǎŎƻƴŎŜǇǘƛƻƴ ƛǎ ǘƘŀǘ ǇǳōƭƛŎ ŀǊǘ ƛǎ Ƨǳǎǘ outdoor art, public art is about accessibility in terms of 

being received. It goes to where the people are, whether they are inside or outsƛŘŜΦΩ  



The Grand Detour  

23

20. Seducing Kasper Konig 

At the Skulptur Projekte Muenster 2007 Press Centre I arranged an exclusive interview with the 
respected curator Kasper Konig, the man responsible for all of the Muenster shows thus far. I had 
nothing particular to ask him as from what I had seen, the artworks were rather blasé. The intention of 
the meeting was for my friend Mr. B, (disguised as an extremely camp photographer dressed in cut off 
jeans and a short tee) and I to propose a new concept for the 2017 show. Mr. B would play the sexy cop 
and I would play the hard cop, who behind closed doors ironically likes to be dominated. We arrived to 
the meeting to find Kasper ( I call him Kasper) relaxed on a couch, we shook hands, Mr. B slid in next to 
Kasper forgetting his duties to take photos, I pulled up a chair ǇƻƛǎŜŘ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ψ.ƛƎ {ŜƭƭΩΦ  
ΨLΩƭƭ Ŏǳǘ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŎƘŀǎŜ YŀǎǇŜǊΣ I am a straight shooter and we both are busy people. We are here to 

deliver our concept for the Skulptur Projekte Muenster нлмтΦΩ 
Kasper began to speak; Mr. B quickly intervened, implementing his signature move - the soft finger.  
I continued ΨOur concept has been conceived out of benevolence, we wish to create a work that 

truly services the public. We believe that Muenster is congested with a certain pest and we deem it in 
the public interest to remove this problem. The work would be initiated by ridding the city of its 
troublesome rabbit population. The extermination process would not just simply involve poisoning their 
food supply for that would not truly set an example for other rabbits planning to emigrate to Muenster. 
We will tranquilize all of the rabbits (estimated to be 25,000), load them on a yacht and sail them to the 
centre of aǳŜƴǎǘŜǊΩǎ lake. The city would emerge on the shore to witness the dramatic climax of the 
work- the rabbits sluggishly gaining consciousness, then all climbing over each other in sheer panic; 
ultimately leading to them overboard. The citizens of the city would realise that they have just funded a 
Ƴŀǎǎ ƳǳǊŘŜǊΤ ŎǊƛŜǎ ƻŦ ΨGenocide!!Ω would ring the air. They will first feel guilty, but as with human 
nature, they will quickly point the finger at the curator, you, Kasper Konig, in your defence will state 
ǘƘŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƪ ƛǎ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΩǎ responsibility; it is them who are accountable. As punishment we will 
receive no payment and by the following day at sunrise will be barred from the city limits. Quite 
prepared for this reaction, Mr B. and I have already arranged alternative forms of payment. I, who has 
previously lived in Holland, know of the lucrative black market for bicycles as well as the traders. So, 
that night while the citizens of Muenster peacefully sleep guilt free, in the cover of darkness trucks 
cross the border and a gang of thieves steal 25, 000 bicycles; one for each rabbit drowned. The work 
will be titled The Great Bicycle Heist. Mr. B and I lay low for the next ten years hoping for the reinvite to 
Skulptur Projekte Muenster 2027 by which time the art community have deemed us geniusesΦΩ 

Kasper Konig who had stayed very still throughout the sales pitch now moved uncomfortably in his 
seat, he looked at me, then harder, searching for a smile to reveal the prank. I gave him nothing but a 
stone face. The meeting ended. No business card exchange.  
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21. Mary of Muenster 

My feet were dying, was it gangrene? I was no specialistΣ ƻƴŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǎǇŜŎǳƭŀǘŜ. From what I could tell, the 
source of the pain seemed to be cracked and weathered heels. There was no way my beloved white Birkenstocks 
were going to be the scapegoat here; I blamed ƛǘ ƻƴ aǳŜƴǎǘŜǊΣ ǿƘȅ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ǘƘŜȅ Ƨǳǎǘ ōǳƴŘƭŜ ǳǇ ŀƭƭ ǘƘŀǘ art in a 
small Zen garden instead of forcing every Art Tourist to walk or bike five kilometres. Are they suggesting that we 
need to become healthier? Maybe they should supply bran bars and carrot juice at every art site. What about golf 
carts for us to whizz around on? Now they expect a nice article about their exhibition which immobilised me.    

 
In the kitchen/dining room of the Sleep Station Hostel I sat drinking a beer, brooding about the dire 

predicament. How was I to continue? The Grand Tour may end right here, missing the Kassel Documenta and 
never returning home. Do you remember that man who once was trapped under a boulder? The only way he 
could escape was to wait for help or cut off his arm.  What would anyone choose? Correct! Cut off your arm and 
he did it with a pocket knife. Never ever trust a man who would saw his own arm off. The kitchen knife was in 
reach, should I slice my heels off? 
Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭǊƛƎƘǘΚΩ a young woman says entering the kitchen. 
ΨL ŎŀƴΩǘ walk anymore, I tried to see too much art.Ω I replied. 
Ψ¸ƻǳ ƴŜŜŘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǎƘƻŜǎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀǊǘΣ ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǎƘƻŜǎΚΩ 
ΨL ƘŀǾŜ .ƛǊƪŜƴǎǘƻŎƪ ǎŀƴŘŀƭǎΣ ǘƘƻǎŜ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƻƴŜǎ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜǊŜΦ Sorry about that ǎƳŜƭƭΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘΩǎ ŀ ƪƛǘŎƘŜƴ, 

probably not the best place to put them, anyway, I am Mark, I am writing about this Skulptur Projekte here in 
aǳŜƴǎǘŜǊΣ ƘŀǾŜ ȅƻǳ ǎŜŜƴ ƛǘ ȅŜǘΚΩ 
ΨYes, of course why else would you come here, to look at the rabbits? So you are writing for an art magazine 

or something? 
ΨThe New York Magazine, I need to go to the Kassel Documenta today to complete the Grand tour. Not that 

anybody cares you know, people are only interested in the individual events.  The Grand Tour is just a concept to 
herd tourists to all of the shows, rather than only attending one, kind of like whiƭŜ ȅƻǳΩǊŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ƴŜƛƎhbourhood 
you might as well pop over and see ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦΩ 
ΨI am actually here in Muenster not just to see the show but to interact with people on the street. I try to 

break the taboo of being touched by a stranger, like cutting their hair or massaging their shoulders. Hey, what if I 
ŦƛȄ ȅƻǳǊ ŦŜŜǘΚΩ 
Ψ¸ƻǳ ǿƻǳƭŘ Řƻ ǘƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜΚ /ŀn I give something to you or write about youΚΩ 
ΨI am not a self publicist. Just relax and think about the experience of being helped by a stranger. You can 

write what you like just ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳŜƴǘƛƻƴ Ƴȅ ƴŀƳŜΦΩ 
Ψ²Ƙŀǘ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ aǳŜƴǎǘŜǊΩǎ exhibitionΚΩ 
Ψ¢ƘŜ {ƪǳƭǇǘǳǊ tǊƻƧŜƪǘe ǇǊƻƳƻǘŜǎ ΨǇƭƻǇ ŀǊǘΩ ǿƘƛŎƘ ƭŜŀǾŜǎ ŀ ǾƛŜǿŜǊ ŦŜŜƭƛƴƎ self conscious and despondent, ƛǘΩǎ 

just an outdoor museum. I believe the fundamental intentions of public art should be interaction and 
relationships. Public Art is collaboration between Artwork and the audience, ideally, the collaboration becomes so 
integrated that a new complete form is created entirely. !ƴȅǿŀȅΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŜƴƻǳƎƘ ŎƘŀǘǘƛƴƎΣ ƭŜǘΩǎ ƎŜǘ ǎǘŀǊǘŜŘΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ 
go anywhere, I will prepare some warm salty water for your feet, just relŀȄΦΩ  

For the next hour she washed, massaged and scrubbed my feet until they were baby smooth. Magically I 
could walk again converting me instantly to her school of thought. Yes, Public Art should supply a service, all 
Public Art should engender an experience, interact with the public and most of all heal the ǇǳōƭƛŎΩǎ shoulder and 
feet pain, that is the ideal world is it not?  

 
The short trip to Kassel was made shorter by a German soldier picking me up straight away. The soldier was 

on his way back to the army base after visiting his girlfriend for the weekend. We joked about the Americans, 
always an easy ice breaker. The American Army has their largest European facility in Germany, so they land here 
before going to Iraq. The American soldiers apparently have no clue about international politics, gobbling up 
everything George Bush says, all thinking they are Rambo fighting for freedom. They waste boxes of ammunition 
at the shooting range, hitting the target one out of twenty, in comparison the German soldiers hit one in three 
and must account for each bullet.  
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22. Roger and Me  

Three hours in Kassel was long enough to secure myself a flea riddled mattress at a hostel and 
ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘ ŀ ǇǊŜǎǎ ƪƛǘ ŦǊƻƳ 5ƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŀΩǎ tǊŜǎǎ centre. I placed my press card in the band of my Bavarian 
ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀǘ, a hallmark of a serious journalist and was ready for action. Time to find a story or let the 
story find me. Strolling through the Documenta Halle I spotted the man of the hour, the curator of 
Kassel Documenta 12 Mr. Roger Buergel.  He stood chatting to fellow international curators, my watch 
said I had five minutes to spare but did he? I marched up him ΨExcuse me, Roger, Mark Hansen, New 
York MagazineΣ Řƻ ȅƻǳ ƘŀǾŜ ŦƛǾŜ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΚΩ  He quickly gave me the up and down look to authorise the 
ƛƴǘŜǊǾƛŜǿΥ .ŀǾŀǊƛŀƴ ǊŜǇƻǊǘŜǊΩǎ Ƙŀǘ with press card- check, Moleskine notepad ς check, and he replied 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀ ƳƻƳŜƴǘΦΩ I waited to the side while he briefly finished his conversation. 

 
MH: So Roger, quite the happy man I imagine? 
RB: Well, Yes, I am happy with this outcome. 
 
MH: Which audience was Documenta 12 designed for?  
RB: This exhibition was curated with the general public in mind; it aims to be accessible for a wider 
audience than a usual contemporary art exhibition. Documenta 12 is not curated for Art professionals 
like artists, curators or critics.  
 
MH: Yes, an art show which seems to discount Art professionals. This has generated some criticism in 
ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎΣ ƘŀǎƴΩǘ ƛǘΚ 
w.Υ L ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƪƴƻǿΦ  L ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ƛƎƴƻǊŜ ǘƘŜ ǇǊŜǎǎΤ ƛǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ƳŜ ƴŜǊǾƻǳǎΣ ǎƻ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǊŜŀŘ ƛǘΦ 
 
MH: What was your intention or aim? What are you trying to convey with the selected works? 
RB:  This exhibition is rather formless; it has no overarching theme like Documenta ммΩǎ Post-Colonial 
debate. This show attempts to bridge the gap of accessibility, in my opinion contemporary art is just not 
accessible eƴƻǳƎƘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜŦƻǊŜ L ƘŀǾŜ ƳŀŘŜ ŎŜǊǘŀƛƴ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴǎ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘ ƳƻǊŜ ΨǾƛŜǿŀōƭŜΩ ŦƻǊ ŀ ƴƻƴ-
art audience. Like it not art is part of the entertainment industry. 
 
MH: How should one view Documenta 12? How should we navigate and negotiate through the 
exhibition? 
w.Υ L ǉǳƛǘŜ ƭƛƪŜŘ aŀǊȅ WŀƴŜ WŀŎƻōΩǎ ǘŜǊƳ Ψ{ƭƻǿ ŀǊǘΩΤ ƻƴŜ Ƴǳǎǘ ǘŀƪŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǘƛƳŜ ŀƴŘ ǾƛŜǿ ŜŀŎƘ ǿƻǊƪ ƻƴ ŀƴ 
individual basis. I am also a believer of self education, the information is out there ŀƴŘ ƛǘΩǎ ǳǇ ǘƘŜ 
viewer to experience and interpret it. 
 
MH: Do you think that the audience have received that information? 
 w.Υ LǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ Ƴȅ Ƨƻō ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ǘƻƻ ŜŀǎȅΦ  
 
MH: Well, Roger, I think I have taken up enough of your time. Thanks for answering my questions. 
RB: No problem, by the way, I like your hat. 
 
As Roger returned to meet his peers it occurred to me that the key to understanding this perplexing 
exhibition lay in the non-art audience. I needed to find a stranger. 
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23. The Art Whisperer 

 Ψ9ȄŎǳǎŜ ƳŜΣ ƘŜƭƭƻ L ŀƳ aŀǊƪ IŀƴǎŜƴΣ !Ǌǘ WƻǳǊƴŀƭƛǎǘΣ Ŏŀƴ ǿŜ ǘŀƭƪΚΩ 
 Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊ hΦYΚΩ 
 Ψbƻ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΣ ǿƘŀǘ L ǿŀƴǘ ǘƻ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǎ ƛŦ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀƴ ŀǊǘ ƻōƧŜŎǘΚΩ 
 ΨL ŀƳ ŀƴ ƻōƧŜŎǘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŎƘŀƛǊ ƻǊ ŀ ǇƛŎǘǳǊŜΦ .ǳǘ L ǘǊȅ ǘƻ ƛƴǘŜǊŀŎǘ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΦ LŦ L ǎŜŜ ŀ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ 
coming I move towards them. It is really amazinƎ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ǘƘŜƛǊ ǊŜŀŎǘƛƻƴ ƛŦ L ǘƻǳŎƘ ǘƘŜƳΦΩ 
 Ψ¢ƘŜȅ ǘƻǳŎƘŜŘ ŀǊǘΗΗ Ψbƻ ǘƻǳŎƘƛƴƎΗΗΩ the guard would yell. Do you know that audience members are 
ƴƻǘ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻǳŎƘ ȅƻǳ ƻǊ ŜǾŜƴ ǘƘŜ ǿŀƭƭǎΚ ²Ŝ Ŏŀƴƴƻǘ ŜǾŜƴ ƎŜǘ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ǿŀǘŎƘƛƴƎ ȅƻǳΦΩ 
 Ψ¸ŜǎΣ Ƙŀ Ƙŀ ƘŀΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƛŦ ǿŜ ǘƻǳŎƘ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ōƛǘ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΦΩ 
 Ψ!ǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŀƭƭƻǿŜŘ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΚΩ 
 ΨL ŦŜŜƭ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŀǳŘƛŜƴŎŜΩǎ ŜȅŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ƛŦ L Řƻ Ƴŀƪe eye contact with the audience 
they avoid my stares. They seem uncomfortable when the roles are reversed and object looks at them. 
They should be more relaxed, I emit warm energy and when people receive this energy I feel 
ǿƻƴŘŜǊŦǳƭΦΩ 
 ΨIƻǿ ǿŜǊŜ ȅƻǳ ŎƘƻǎŜƴΚΩ 
 Ψ²ŜƭƭΣ L ǿŀǎ ȅƻǳƴƎ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƳŜ ǘƻ DŜǊƳŀƴȅΦ Lǘ ƛǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ƛƴ !ǊƎŜƴtina. The artist Trisha Brown 
selected me. I am one of the forty who were chosen out of the 200 who auditioned. She is great to 
worƪ ŦƻǊΣ ǎƘŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƴƛŎŜΦ LǘΩǎ ŀƴ ŜȄǇŜǊƛƳŜƴǘ doing the same thing every day and I wondered to myself, 
how it would feel doing the same thing for one hundred days.Ω 
 Ψ5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƪƴƻǿ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘΩǎ ōŀŎƪƎǊƻǳƴŘΚΩ 
 Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ¢ǊƛǎƘŀ .Ǌƻǿƴ ƛǎ ŀ ǿŜƭƭ ƪƴƻǿƴ bƻǊǘƘ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ŎƘƻǊŜƻƎǊŀǇƘŜǊΤ ǎƘŜ ǿŀǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ƛƳǇƻǊǘŀƴǘ ǇŜǊǎƻƴ 
ƛƴ ǘƘŜ мфтлΩǎΦ .ŀŎƪ ǘƘŜƴ ŘŀƴŎŜ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ŦƻǊƳŀƭ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǉǳŜǎǘƛƻƴŜŘ this. She said wŜ ǎƘƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŘŀƴŎŜ 
ƭƛƪŜ ǊƻōƻǘǎΣ ŘŀƴŎŜ Ƙƻǿ ȅƻǳ ǿŀƭƪΦ 5ƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƻƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ŘŀƴŎŜ Ŏŀƴ ōŜ ƭƛƪŜ Řŀƛƭȅ ǊƻǳǘƛƴŜǎ ǿƛǘƘƻǳǘ ŦƻǊƳΦΩ 
 Ψ!Ŏǘually, I think the performance Accumulation is very repetitive.Your group dances in uniform, 
ŎƻƴǘǊŀǊȅ ƛǘ ǎŜŜƳǎ ǘƻ ¢ǊƛǎƘŀ .ǊƻǿƴΩǎ ƛƴǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ǊƻōƻǘΚΩ 
 ΨL ŦŜŜƭ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ Ǌƻōƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ǿƘŜƴ L ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳ ǘǊŀŘƛǘƛƻƴŀƭ ŘŀƴŎŜǎΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L ŘŀƴŎŜ ǘƻ ¢ǊƛǎƘŀ .ǊƻǿƴΩǎ 
choreography I feel like myself. I think this dance allows personal expression; the movements are my 
own, although I am fƻƭƭƻǿƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ ƭŜŀŘŜǊΦΩ 
 Ψ¢ƘŜ ŘŀƴŎŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŀƭƭ young, slender and attractive. Does this distract from the objective of the 
ǿƻǊƪΚ 5ƻ ȅƻǳ ƳƛƴŘ ōŜƛƴƎ ǾƛŜǿŜŘ ƴƻǘ ƻƴƭȅ ŀǎ ŀƴ ƻōƧŜŎǘ ōǳǘ ŀǎ ŀ ǎŜȄǳŀƭ ƻōƧŜŎǘΚΩ 
 ΨL ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎŀǊŜ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘΣ ōǳǘ L ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘŀǘ ȅƻǳ ƳŜŀƴΣ ōǳt why not? The shorts I wear are not that 
ǎƘƻǊǘΦΩ 
 ΨLƴ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ ŀ ƎƛǊƭ ǿƻǊŜ ǊŜǾŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǎƳŀƭƭ ǎƘƻǊǘǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŀǘǘǊŀŎǘŜŘ ŀ ƭƻǘ ƻŦ ŀǘǘŜƴǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŜǎŜ 
small shorts were a distraction from the piece; it was transformed into a sexy piece rather than a 
beauǘƛŦǳƭ ƻƴŜΦ L ǿŀǎ ƴƻ ƭƻƴƎŜǊ ŀƴ ŀǊǘ ǾƛŜǿŜǊ ōǳǘ ŀ Ƴŀƴ ǿƘƻ ƭƛƪŜǎ ǘƻ ƭƻƻƪ ŀǘ ƎƛǊƭǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ƘŀǾŜ ŀ 
problem with this element as it distracts me from seeing art. L ŘƻƴΩǘ ƳƛƴŘ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŀǘ ōŜŀǳǘƛŦǳƭ ƎƛǊƭǎ ōǳǘ 
in doing so the art disappears. Do you know what I ƳŜŀƴΚΩ 
 Ψ¸ŜǎΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǎƻΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ƎƛǊƭ ŀǎƪŜŘ ƳŜ ōŜŦƻǊŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜ Ψ¸ƻǳ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǎƘƻǊǘǎ ŀǊŜ hΦYΚΩ and I 
ǎŀƛŘ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ƴŜcessary. Trisha told us to wear shorts and t-shirt but the length of these is our 
ŎƘƻƛŎŜΦΩ 

 ΨL ǊŜƳŜƳōŜǊ ƻƴŜ ǇŀǊǘƛŎǳƭŀǊ ƳƻǾŜΣ ǘƘƛǎ ƪƛƴŘ ƻŦ Ψ{Ω ƳƻǾŜƳŜƴǘΣ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ǾŜǊȅ ǎǳƎƎŜǎǘƛǾŜ ŀƴŘ ǎŜȄǳŀƭΦΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ L ƪƴƻǿ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ hΦY ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŀǘΦ But this one time a man with a camera came very close to my 

ōƻŘȅΣ ƘŜ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ ǘƘŜǊŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻǳƭŘ ŜǾŜƴ ŦŜŜƭ ƘƛƳ ōǊŜŀǘƘƛƴƎΦ L ǎǘƻǇǇŜŘ ŘŀƴŎƛƴƎ ŀƴŘ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻƳΦΩ 
ΨAt the moment you are performing Floor of the Forrest, you are hanging there with your limbs 

rather exposed and I have noticed men approaching and photographing you from all angles.Ω 
Ψ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ hΦYΣ L ŀƳ ǳǎǳŀƭƭȅ ŀǎƭŜŜǇ ŀƴȅǿŀȅΦΩ 
ΨL ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ Ƨƻƛƴ ȅƻǳ in there as it seems quite ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ȅƻǳ ǎƘƻǳƭŘ ǘǊȅΣ ƛǘΩǎ ǊŜŀƭƭȅ ŎƻƳŦƻǊǘŀōƭŜΦΩ 
ΨaŀȅōŜ L ǿƛƭƭ ǎƻƳŜǘƛƳŜΣ ǘƘŀƴƪǎ ŦƻǊ ŎƘŀǘǘƛƴƎΤ L ōŜǘǘŜǊ ƭŜǘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǇŜǊŦƻǊƳŀƴŎŜΦΩ 
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24. The Girl Who Protected Angels 

¢ƘŜ bŜǳŜ DŀƭƭŜǊȅΩǎ ŜŀǎǘŜǊƴ ǎǘŀƛǊǿŜƭƭ ǿŀǎ illuminated by melancholic sunlight that barely penetrated 
the tinted windows. The seeking light subtlety revealed Sakarin- Krue-hƴΩǎ ŀǊǘǿƻǊƪ Angels consisting of 
Buddhist chalk figure drawings which seemingly crawled up the walls. The young Documenta guard 
stood there in a reflective state, statuesque, her blonde hair tinted with a sombre blue. I felt a story 
percolating, questions like a gas bubbles were rising to the surface. The guard turned, nearly expecting 
the questions, I smiled and she received. Let the Art initiate the interview. 
 
MH: Do you believe in Angels? 
G: Yes 
 
MH: Do they look like these chalk drawing figures? 
G: No, they are tall, blonde and dressed in white. 
 
MH: Why do you believe in Angels? 
DΥ L Ŏŀƴ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜƳΣ ōǳǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŎƻƳƳǳƴƛŎŀǘŜ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜƳΣ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŎǊŀȊȅΦ  
 
aIΥ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ƛǘΩǎ ŀŎǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŎǊŀȊȅ ǘƻ ŦŜŜƭ ǘƘŜƳ ŀnd not talk with them. Although it can be dangerous, my 
aƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŦǊƛŜƴŘ ǳǎed to communicate with spirits and she contacted an evil being that took control of 
her psyche, she was mentally disturbed for about ten years. What do you think the Devil looks like? 
G: HeΩǎ a heavy man with horns. 
 
MH: Goethe thought the Devil changed form: Das ist dem Poddles Kern.  
G: That is true, he is very manipulative. Do you know Emily Rose? 
 
MH: No, who is she? 
DΥ Lƴ ǘƘŜ мфтлΩǎ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ²ŜǎǘŜǊƴ DŜǊƳŀƴ ƎƛǊƭ ŦǊƻƳ ŀ ŘŜŜǇƭȅ ǊŜƭƛƎƛƻǳǎ ŦŀƳƛƭȅ ŎŀƭƭŜŘ 9Ƴƛƭȅ wƻǎŜΦ {ƘŜ 
went to church every week and prayed every night. But one day her skin was covered in rashes and 
spots, her eyes turned an icy blue and she started speaking foreign languages. Everyone in Germany 
knew about this case, a true example of Devil possession. Priests finally expelled the Devil out through 
exorcism but it was too late. 9ƳƛƭȅΩǎ ōƻŘȅ ƘŀŘ been consumed by the stress of the possession and she 
soon after ŘƛŜŘ ƻŦ ƳŀƭƴǳǘǊƛǘƛƻƴΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘȅ L ōŜƭƛŜǾŜ ƛƴ DƻŘΦ 
 
MH: Actually, I think she was possessed by God, not the Devil. 
DΥ {ƻǊǊȅΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ 
 
MH: Well if I may. During that period Western Germany was the second most Atheist country in the 
world, behind only Eastern Germany. The Devil was quite prosperous during this time, the more 
sinners out there the better. It would have been rather counterproductive for the clever Devil to 
ǳǇǎŜǘ ǘƘŜ ǎǘŀǘǳǎ ǉǳƻΦ hƴ ǘƘŜ ƻǘƘŜǊ ƘŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǇǊƻƳƻǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ DƻŘ ƻōǾƛƻǳǎƭȅ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǎǳŎŎŜǎǎŦǳƭΤ DƻŘ 
needed a drastic marketing strategy. Emily was an obvious choice; firstly she was a girl, the media 
and public respond most effectively to young female victims; secondly she was already receptive and 
finally she was from a religious family, which made the devil an obvious scapegoat. Emily was a 
sacrifice and I suppose it worked if the act converted more Atheists over to Christianity.  
G: That is certainly an interesting version, I will think about it. 
 
MH: Well, thanks for talking to me, the Art around here will not see itself. I better not distract you 
any longer. You are after all protecting angels. It was nice talking to you, bye. 
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25. The Answer Lay in a Stranger 

Two days ago in my brief interview with the curator of the Kassel Documenta 12 Roger Buergel, he 
had revealed that the exhibition was to be experienced through the eyes of the non- art audience. As a 
professional journalist, my strategy was clear, the story was to be found at a local bar. After a few 
glasses of beer I became that sceptical kind of drunk, one glass away from that optimistic kind of drunk. 
I scanned the room and no one really appealed to me, how does one choose the stranger to unlock 
secrets of Documenta? Then in walked a motorcyclist, two metres tall, dressed leather, he ripped off his 
motor cycle helmet to buy a beer revealing a rugged yet sensitive face, he sat alone,  finished his glass 
in five minutes and ordered another. I moved in, answers are often wrapped in unusual packaging.  
ΨL ŀƳ ƭƻƻƪƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΦΩ L ǎŀƛŘΦ 
ΨWhy ǿƻǳƭŘ ȅƻǳ ƭƻƻƪ ŦƻǊ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊΚΩ 
ΨI want to taƪŜ ŀ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǊ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŀΦΩ 
Ψ²ƻǳƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜ ŀƴ ƛƴǾƛǘŀǘƛƻƴΚΩ 
ΨFree entry, you only need to tell me what you thought, nothing academic, just your experience and 

interpretation.Ω 
The next day we met as planned outside the Fridericianum, I gave him the promised ticket and let 

him navigate his own way through the sites. After three hours he delivered the verdict of the exhibition, 
his opinion would become my article on Kassel Documenta:  
ΨCƻǊ ƳŜΣ ŀǎ ŀ ƭƻŎŀƭ ƻŦ YŀǎǎŜƭ L ŦŜŜƭ ƻōƭƛƎŀǘŜŘ ǘƻ ŀǘǘŜƴŘ ǘƘŜ 5ƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŀΩǎΣ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ǿǊƻƴƎ ǘƘŜȅ 

can be entertaining and they are very important for our economy, the shows draw a big international 
audience and that is good for our community. My prior knowledge of this exhibition was rather limited, 
I read that there were some sexist painting here which I saw and they were basically just images of sex , 
nothing new, men with big dicks dominating women. Also I heard about the Chinese Artist, I forget his 
name, he brought over a lot of tourists from China but there was not enough room for them in Kassel. 
The same artist made that sculpture that fell down. I am actually an architect and I laughed when I saw 
the broken sculpture as it was so badly constructed, an accident waiting to happen.  

 
I went to the Aue Pavillon first and to be honest, that whole place is terrible, it seemed so 

ŀƳŀǘŜǳǊƛǎƘΣ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ŦŀƛǊΣ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘŀƴŘ ǿƘȅ ǘƘŜȅ ƴŜŜŘŜŘ ǘƻ ōǳƛƭŘ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƛƭƭȅ ōƛƻ-dome tent structure 
down on the most picturesque space of Kassel. Instead, the organisers could have chosen so many 
spaces more appropriate like the train station.  

 
To understand art I firstly look at the title and skim over the description and then I try to apply it to 

ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘΦ {ƻƳŜǘƛƳŜǎ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ǘƘŜ ŀǊǘƛǎǘǎ ŀǊŜ ǇƭŀȅƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ȅƻǳ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǘƘŜ ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘƛƻƴ Ƨǳǎǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩt seem to 
explain anything and the work is basically rubbish. The best site was the Neue Gallery because it 
featured one artist per room as opposed to the other sites. It also had the most interesting art. My 
favourite was that room with the spotlight I think the artist is called Diaz, because eighty percent of the 
people missed the message written on the wall. I also liked that movie upstairs featuring Harvey Keitel, 
it was a great theatre space. The most powerful work was definitely the room with eight screens 
showing videos about the Muslim women being abused.  

 
When I walked around the galleries guards keep on telling me to stop touching the walls, apparently 

they were made of coloured clay which is kind of weird, also I was told not to hold my jacket which I 
have no explanation for. 

 
L ǇǊƻōŀōƭȅ ƘŀƭŦ ǳƴŘŜǊǎǘƻƻŘ ǘƘŜ ŜȄƘƛōƛǘƛƻƴΤ L ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ŦƛƎǳǊŜ ƻǳǘ ŀƴ ƻǾŜǊŀƭƭ ǘƘŜƳŜΦ Lƴ ƎŜƴŜǊŀƭΣ ǘƘŜ 

whole thing was O.K, not really for me; I likŜŘ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ 5ƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŀΩǎ ōŜǘǘŜǊΦΩ Thomas Berger, 27  
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26. In the End, Death Finds a Way to Enter the Story 

I had finished the Grand Tour and with art in general. A train took me the final leg of the journey, 
the cheap train which take six hours instead of two stopping at every shack along the way. For five of 
those hours I was wedged between drunken Germans singing bad regional folk who were returning 
home from a festival, not tƘŀǘ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ŀǇǇǊŜŎƛŀǘŜ ŀ ŘǊǳƴƪ but these guys obviously had been drinking for 
three days straight and their stench even overpowered mine. My famished body roasted above burning 
embers ready to consume itself. A fever had threatened a rebellion for a few days now and finally led a 
successful invasion, walking into a surrendered fortress. As the drunks jeered with me I pondered which 
situation would be better: 1) The current one, crushed by sweaty, smelly, singing, drunken Germans. 2) 
Covered with suction pads that vigorously drained all my ōƻŘȅΩǎ ŦƭǳƛŘ ǿƛǘƘƛƴ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎΦ оύ ¢ǊŀǇǇŜŘ ƛƴ 
salt up to my shoulders, slowly dehydrating my body over three weeks.  

 
Finally it was over, Berlin arrived. En route to bed my email inbox showed that three messages had 

sat neglected for two weeks. The first email was from someone claiming that they found the tent and 
my monoforms off the coast of a Croatian island. In the second email my editor Adam Moss expressed 
how refreshed he was after his holiday and promoted the benefits of escapism, he also reminded me 
that the publishing deadline was only two days away. The last was from the lovely Ana of Venice; she 
had broken up with her boyfriend and had thought about me.  

 
I needed to speak with her. We had not communicated since she kissed me goodbye in Venice. I 

nervously made the call, her surprised answer fell away quickly to a hollowness, something had 
happened. Chloe, her beautiful white cat had died.  Ana awoke this morning to find Chloe hitting her 
head on the floor. She rushed to the veterinarian clinic but it was too late, leukaemia had riddled 
ChloeΩǎ ōƻŘȅ. Ana held Chloe tight while the veterinarian carefully shaved her legs to find a vein for the 
lethal injection.  As the fatal dose ŜƴǘŜǊŜŘ /ƘƭƻŜΩǎ ōƭƻƻŘǎǘǊŜŀƳ Ana still held on tight, she gazed down 
at her cat sliding through the fragile veil that one can merely fall ƛƴǘƻΣ /ƘƭƻŜΩǎ slinky white body fading 
into the void of darkness.   

 
There was no assignment anymore only Ana or maybe the assignment was Ana. I lay down to rest 

imagining comforting Ana and then burrowed into a deep sleep, plummeting even deeper to the 

deepest of the deep. I was a foetus again, nurtured and nestled in bliss.  
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27. How I Failed 

I wake up this morning with a determination reserved for only pole vaulters prior to take off; it is 
last weekend of the Venice Biennale which will bring the Grand Tour to a close. So how significant was 
the Grand Tour? The numbers speak for themselves- about 300,000 visitors attended the Venice 
Biennale, 500,000 to Skulptur Projekte Muenster, Art Basel had 55,000 in five days and last but 
definitely not least 750,000 paying customers went to the Kassel Documenta. Grand total: 1,605,000.  

 
To my left Ana lay denying an early rise to the day, rolling away with the blanket; a gesture I 

recognise das: Please get us some coffee, Italian style, reminiscent of tar. Looking out of the kitchen 
window ƻŦ !ƴŀΩǎ ƴŜǿ Ŧƭŀǘ I see the neglected Hong Kong Pavilion below and just beyond that the 
Arsenale- Venice .ƛŜƴƴŀƭŜΩǎ major Exhibition, longing for attention. These days, visitors are infrequent, 
mainly stragglers, if only they had stuck to the yellow signs which keep them all on the official tourist 
route.   

Back in bed with the computer and coffee I am determined to whack out the final paragraphs of the 
article which is months overdue and 15 500 words too long. It is rather apparent that this will never be 
published by anyone and is quite redundant now. I could self publish on the web like those pathetic and 
needy bloggers (or cloggers as I call them). Am I a Magnificent Failure? Certainly. My Ex-editor Adam 
Moss seems to think so, he ǳǎŜŘ ŀƴ ŜȄǘŜƴŘŜŘ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ WŜǊǊȅ {ŀƭǘȊΩǎ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ called Ψ.ƛŜƴƴŀƭŜ /ǳƭǘǳǊŜΩ 
instead, fair enough, it was good too, descriptive and hitting on all the points.  

 
ΨIŜȅ !ƴŀΣ ǿƘŀǘ do you think of the title The Grand Detour?  
ΨbƛŎŜ one Honey, ŘƛŘ ȅƻǳ ƎŜǘ ƳŜ ŀ ŎƻŦŦŜŜΚΩ 
Ψ¸ŜǎΣ ƛǘΩǎ ƴŜȄǘ ǘƻ ȅƻǳ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƛƴŘƻǿ ǎƛƭƭΣ ƛǘ ƳŀȅōŜ ŀ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ŎƻƭŘ ƴƻǿΦΩ 
Yes, the Grand Tour, it is apt I suppose.  Detours are the only way to travel, for me anyway. They 

allow for new and richer experiences, promoting the process not the product, the links not the solution. 
On the road towards a destination one can be seduced or distracted causing one to become 
disorientated and to veer off to a new direction. Distractions and seduction therefore can be seen as 
positive signposts which guide one maybe to unforeseen opportunities. If we do reach a 'destination' 
one can choose to negotiate this stop or re-navigate and proceed. For now though I will just stay in bed 
in Venice with Ana, no more tours, art or writing- for there is not even ice in the Arctic to report on 
anymore.  

 
!ƴŀΩǎ ǇƘƻƴŜ ǊƛƴƎǎ ŀƴŘ ǎƘŜ ǿǊŜǎǘƭŜǎ ǘƘŜ ōƭŀƴƪŜǘǎ ƻƴƭȅ ǘƻ ōŜŎƻƳŜ ƳƻǊŜ ŜƴǘŀƴƎƭŜŘΦ CƛƴŀƭƭȅΣ ŀŘƳƛǘǘƛƴƎ 

defeat ΨCould you please get that, Honey?Ω 
ΨLǘΩǎ ŀ ǘŜȄǘ message from !ƳōǊŀΩΦ She had recently moved to Venice to study.  
ΨWhat does she want?Ω 
ΨLǘ ǎŀȅǎΥ {ƻǊǊȅ !ƴŀΣ L ŦŜŜƭ ǎƛŎƪ ŀŦǘŜǊ ǿƻǊƪƛƴƎ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅ ŀƴŘ L ŎŀƴΩǘ ǿƻǊƪ ǘƻŘŀȅΦ  DƻƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ǘƻ /ƻƳƻΩ 
!ƴŀ ōƻƭǘǎ ǳǇ ΨShit!! The Bill Viola Exhibition is closed; she was meant to work there today!! She is so 

irresponsible; I got her that job too, now I will get into trouble, the exhibition has to open.Ω  
ΨMaybe I could do it, I need a new job and I know Bill. How hard is it to be a guard anyway? Stand 

there and answer annoying questions and yell the ƻŎŎŀǎƛƻƴŀƭ Ψbƻ ¢ƻǳŎƘƛƴƎΗΗΩ ƻǊ ΨNo Flash 
photographyΗΗΩ  
ΨWǳǎǘ ǎǘŀȅ ƛƴ ōŜŘ IƻƴŜȅ. Besides exhibitions only hires young, pretty and bilingual girls for guard 

duty. IŀǾŜƴΩǘ ȅƻǳ ƴƻǘƛŎŜŘΚΩ 
 
 
Venice, 17.11.2007  
Mark Hansen 


