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1 Great promises in epic breadth,  great expecta-
tions  and how they implode. A residue of a narrative: 
This is how it could have been, had not reality gotten 
the best of us.
 
2 The realness of materiality. Materials out of dis-
count paradise, clean, sleek and oh so contemporary. 
The beauty of a staple, of a towel, of a raw sausage. 
#AN�YOU�POLISH�A�SPONGE�TO�HIGH�lNISH�
 
3 The blunt cheesiness of glitz & glam. Did you 
ever wonder how gross Usher’s fragrance smells, scat-
TERED�INTO�PIECES�ON�THE�GALLERY�mOOR��4O�EXCEED�TOL-
erable limits, the boundaries of good taste in the rear-
view mirror.
 
4 Portrait of the artist, a trillion times. Is this nar-
CISSISM�OR�INDIFFERENCE�
 
5 All desire wants eternity, and all eternity is 
phantasm, phantasm only. The water that is dripping 
through the sponges and is painting rainbows on the 
floor will eventually evaporate. Contemporary daily 
makes for good urban decay when the letters fall off 
THE�WALL� LIKE� PAINT� EXFOLIATES� FROM� ABANDONED�BUILD-
ings. Jouissance of the untying knot. Let us go back 
to the beginning, let us start over, view set onto the  
NEXT�ETERNITY�
 
6 There is a magic in every beginning, and the 
melancholy of the last failure. Self-imposed tilting at 
windmills, artistic chastisement and no way out. The 
morbidity of “The Child is Father of the Man” does 

not lie in the mortuary, but in the yeast that is work-
ing against its own evanescence. It has never actually 
worked out.

7 The solution of the problem is always the solu-
tion of the knot, the inevitable free fall towards the 
ground. Solution and problem, at once: The relent-
less eagerness to build a knot out of a rigid rope.

8 Creating form, becoming form, withdrawing 
FORM��FORMLESSNESS��)NmECTION��DEmECTION�OF�THE�MATE-
rial until it not yet collapses. A moment in time when 
everything is before falling apart. Apotheosis of the 
ephemeral form. The most patient waiter gets a per-
fect installation shot.
 
9 Form is shape shifting in space. 
 
��� -EGALOMANIA��4HESE�EXPERIMENTAL�DESIGNS�WANT�
nothing less than redefining art, the art world, the  
world. It will all break apart before it started. What 
DOES�TRYING�EVEN�MEAN�
 
11 Being fashionable in the art world is being ef-
fortlessly chic. The ultimate balancing act: Be your 
best unfashionable. 
 
12 The woods are lovely, dark and deep, but I 
have promises to keep, and miles to go before I sleep. 
Promise of the artwork: I won’t ever get tired.

 text by Nora Weinelt



2013 — installation and performance
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CandyCrush

2013 — video: 5m 49s
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2012 — sponges, drinking glasses, water
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2011/2012 — used military towels, fiber glass tent poles
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2012 — PVC hose, wire, tube clips cable

you’re as cold as ice
you’re willing to sacrifice our love
you never take advice
someday you’ll pay the price, i know

i’ve seen it before, it happens all the time
you’re closing the door, you leave the world behind
you’re digging for gold, you’re throwing away
a fortune in feelings, but someday you’ll pay

you’re as cold as ice
you’re willing to sacrifice our love
you want paradise
but someday you’ll pay the price, i know

i’ve seen it before, it happens all the time
you’re closing the door, you leave the world behind
you’re digging for gold, you’re throwing away
a fortune in feelings, but someday you’ll pay

 cold as ice, you know that you are
 cold as ice, 
    as cold as ice to me
 cold as ice

you’re as cold as ice, 
 cold as ice, i know, yes i know
you’re as cold as ice, 
 cold as ice, i know, oh yes i know
you’re as cold as ice, 
 cold as ice, i know, oh yes i know
you’re as cold as ice



I’ve been trying to optimize my collaboration with Daniel Kiss for a while now. 047
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2014 — perfume, glass, Maglite, bent chipboard



2014 — video: 6m 56s 057
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Overview
It happens – we can only remember the dog barking after 
the sheep on the field. But consider: it’s the Year of the 
Sheep – is it sensible to continue to kick them in the ass 
to drive the herd together? Not this year, Darling. Relax, 
you deserve it. Things could turn out well if you stick to the 
tried and true. Accustomed to talking with the common 
people as well as with celebrities and intellectuals, you 
stride through the world, having nothing to lose. Usually, 
you degrade yourself with words (knowing full well your 
personal advantages). You know well that you have a  
large impact on your environment. People know you mainly 
over your body … of work. Before your ideas are born  
you are used to carrying them around. Your biggest goal is 
and always has been to be conscious of your own doings 
and motivations, being conscious of yourself. So why the 
low self esteem? Well, feelings might run high this year – 
sometimes the sheep gets kinda whiny! In fact: letting the 
ball roll is sometimes a good choice. The dog has enough 
common sense to know when to play and when to sit on the  
sidelines and – is always eager to remind you that your 
playground has, indeed, its boundaries. Let’s no longer be-
speak the general. Let’s come to the personal affairs.

Relationships
Emotion is the new black! Picture  
yourself beneath a gold canopy 
sharing delicious grapes with your  
lover. Or a boat on a lazy river. 
Or even better, chasing dolphins  
together! Kisses, thrilling as cham-
pagne? Check. Levels of playful 
companionship, trust and intimacy  
beyond your wildest dreams? 
Double Check. Encouraging & lis- 
tening, stuff you’re probably  
pretty good at, will make you in- 
dispensable to your friends and 
your partner this year. You are not  
the kind of person who rushes 
willy nilly into new relationships. 
In this of all years, you’re willing 
to share experiences. You’ll be 
having a little less conversation,  
a little more action. Luckily, your  
beloved ones never have the  
feeling that you are positioning 
yourself into the center of at-
tention. No, you’ve got the perfect 
excuse – the center of attention  
is positioning itself around you.  
As things are getting a bit busy 
starting midyear, your empathy 
could give you a leg up on the love 
front. When in doubt, love more, 
love often and love responsibly. 

Career
If there’s a job to be done, you’re 
the one to step up and do it.  
People love that about you! Maybe  
you like this too much. A better 
plan this year might be to take a  
step back. The small projects 
add up quickly and you could find 
yourself dog paddling your way 
into burn out. Don’t let them get 
ya. Once your plate is full, it‘s  
full. We all do love the Spanish ex- 
pression ‘con ganas’, meaning 
‘with gusto’. You got your gusto  
– and you won’t lose it. You‘ll 
have hot cooperations. From Ha- 
baneros to Jolokias, back to Ha-
baneros, Ying will be much more 
supportive than Yang was last 
year. Ah, Dog, you magical thing: 
This is a time for cultivating  
hot healthy emotional habits and 
sharing them with people in your 
professional life.
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text by Carola Uehlken

Health
Of all zodiacs you are the picture  
of health: Lean, sleek and tanned. 
Your body is in a good shape, your  
mind is focused. In all your work, 
loneliness is merely a measuring 
device that indicates how human 
you are. Being human is amazing,  
… but it forces you to expose 
weakness. Don’t let things slide. 
You know, you‘re close to grow-
ing into an historically recognized 
person. The grey tone that turns 
your face sallow from time to time  
shows you how necessary it is to  
let others work for you and to have  
your beauty sleep. Daily medi-
tation, yoga and breathing prac-
tices will come effortlessly to 
you. Add regular spa treatments 
and a daily massage. Your so-
cial health will benefit as a result. 
Kissing your left biceps after 
finishing something more or less 
important will be an appropriate 
reward. Feelings of cheer and joy 
will blossom in your heart. Enjoy!

Wealth
Periods of prosperity? This year  
is a hell of one for you. The rich-
ness in wood – years comes from  
sunsets and laughter, as opposed 
to fine clothing and luxury automo- 
biles. Having overcome these  
human desires, you do value what  
money can’t buy. – Sharing that 
this year will bring tears of joy to 
the eyes of your friends. Travel-
ing should be something worth 
considering. It’s not the short  
distance trips that catch your at- 
tention. China asks for your pres-
ence, more than willing to share 
her last laps of the Golden Age 
with you. This year it’s YOUR op-
portunity to expand your center 
of attention. 
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2012 — object and video





2013 — video: 41m 59s — 143 oldschool rap covers, sorted by color
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2013 — video: 15m 02s, no sound





2013 — celebrity perfumes, glass boxes, sparkling wines
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fall
apart

THE STUDIO
A garden fence on a street that by 
 its very un-Berlin-ness – small 

gardens and pre-war trees, a for-
mer woman’s prison, the harsh 

concrete and the precise angles of  
recent outbursts of modernism 

– is very Berlin. The street cries 
tragedy in a still, small voice, 

the foreboding of something yet 
unclear, a restlessness without  

a name or a time frame, as if the 
for mer prison were looking for 

new tenants, or the fallow ground 
along the tracks waiting for new 

buildings to be cast like dice. The 
fence is carved out of solid black 

iron, while most of what’s inside 
 the studio is made of wood – or 
whatever passes for wood nowa-

days, plywood, thin MDF sheets, 
GRAINY�lBERBOARDS��4HE�STUDIO�IS�

both tidy and messy, perhaps tidy 
 because it is messy, the same way 
an oil stain in a garage looks per-
fectly in place, reassuringly com-

petent. There are more tools 
scattered about than names for 

them; a whole family of utensils 
 will cover any given horizontal 

 surface. The tools provide a gen- 
eral feeling of intense resour-

cefulness, of infinite and shifting 
POSSIBILITIES��THE�EXACT�OPPOSITE� 

of an IKEA assembly manual, al-
though at times achieving very 

similar results. Shelves have been 
put up, computer desks built  

from scratch. Everywhere you look 
 there’s something hanging over 
YOUR�HEAD��A�BOX��A�BED��4HE�BOXES�

are labeled, the bed unmade.
 

THE ARTIST
has built it all himself, the shelves, 
the desk, the bed. And as if that 
wasn’t enough of a present-day 
achievement (a “Contemporary 

Daily” hero), he has even found 

the time to make art. He rubs his 
 hands together while speaking 

about his work as if trying to tame 
them, to forbid them from  

erecting a structure right there and 
 then, like a magician holding his 

hat backstage. Or maybe he’s try-
ing to remember how it felt to  

assemble them, the structural solu-
tions he found as he went along, 
the last-minute material replace-
ments, the tactile memo ry of all 
that didn’t quite work out in the 

 end but that held the piece  
together all the same. Up close – 

and sometimes even from  
afar – the structures look rough, 
ALMOST�PURPOSELY�UNl�NISHED�� 

they challenge you to con front 
THEIR�mAWS�AND�SHORTCOMINGS�� 

to either come to terms with it or 
 to abandon your de lusions of 

control. They perform the task 
WHICH�IS�EXPECTED�OF�THEM��BUT�

just barely, and just for the time 
being. Five minutes from now 

is a conversation best had in five 
minutes; if things fall apart, they 

fell apart just in time.
 

HOW TO LOSE  
CONTROL 

Making art, mostly.

 THE IDEAL LEASH
4O�EXERT�CONTROL�OVER�THE�WORLD�IS� 
a deceiving pretension; in media 

res we believe to be in control of 
things, but as soon as we are  

done and retreat one step, what 
stares right back at us is a whole 

different monster. And now that 
you have a monster in the room 

it is probably best to attend to it, 
and what you will do with the 

monster is key – better let yourself  
be surprised by it than go imme-
diately running for the leash. 

Themes and techniques are im-
portant for keeping things  

manageable, for encompassing the 
scope of a project, but it is be-

yond their grasp where discovery 
begins. The ideal leash should  

end in a place where we had no 
idea it would end, preferably  

one we can never reach.
 

A SENSE OF SPACE
(IS�PIECES�ARE�NOT�SITE
SPECIlC�BUT�
RATHER�SPECIlC�TO�A�CERTAIN�SITE� 

built to fit and then be disassem-
bled, to rise from scratch and  

DIE�IN�A�BOX��&ROM�THESE�BOXES�THEY 
might one day rise again, changed, 
seasoned, but not for long, not 
FOREVER��4HE�LABELS�ON�THE�BOXES 
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should have stopped some twelve 
years ago. Art is only worthwhile 
if it’s bound to fail. In an ideal 

world, each work of art should 
posit its own failure.

 
WHEN THINGS  

FALL APART
 it’s tragic, but a thing only be-
comes tradition when it breaks, 

when it’s broken.

“ART OR STARBUCKS”, 
A POEM FOR THE  

ARTIST
 Restore the connection between 

image and meaning / 
%XPOSE�THE�CORRUPTION�MADE�IN-

visible by society / 
bewitched by a caffè-latte.

THE ARTIST  
(IN A NUTSHELL)

A one-man boy band.

 are there to remind the pieces 
THAT�THEY�BRIEFLY�EXISTED��THAT�THE�
artist’s attention has now shifted 

elsewhere, to new ideas and loca-
tions. The cluttered studio can-

not hold a piece from beginning to 
�END��AND�SO�THE�EXHI�BITION�SPACE�

becomes part of the equation. He 
will first go and investigate it, 

and later on return with his tools 
and his hands and a halfway done 
piece and the promise – menaced 
by a looming open ing date – to 
lNISH�IT�ON
SITE���&OR�THE�ARTIST��AS�
for the real estate market in Ber-

lin, location is everything.) One of 
 the first things he says about  

the studio: sorry about the lack of 
space. Like he is embarrassed  

but isn’t really, like he is just plac-
ing him self outside his comfort 

zone to see what he can come up 
with. He then talks about a towel 
on a beach, how it marks a terri-
tory, how it says: this space here 

belongs to me. But it doesn’t, real-
ly, it’s still just sand underneath, 
counting the waves and its days.

 
WHAT IS THE  
ARTIST DOING

Working on the border of  
what he can do.

BALANCING ACT
4HE�EXACT�WRONG�ANGLE�AND�NOT� 
an inch further. The glass one 
drop before it overflows. The 

whole might and myth of  
German engineering applied to 

 making things almost break.  
A question is being asked here 
somewhere, in between planks  
of wood that aren’t real wood, 
underneath pop choreographies 

that you don’t want to dance to, 
and the question seems to be: 

how much is too much, how lit-
TLE�IS�NOT�ENOUGH��4HERE�AREN�T� 

any answers, of course, answers are 
BORING�AFFAIRS�AND�ART�A�DIFlCULT� 

mistress. But perhaps this here may 
help: picture a painting hanging 
on a wall, its whole weight rely-

ing on one thin iron nail.  
It might take centuries of quiet 
 gravity and decay, but at some 
point that nail will too fall off.

FAIL BETTER
If it were possible to measure life 

 with a ruler, like a kid on a  
geometry class, which would be 
the closest point to failure that  
IS�NOT�YET�FAILURE��!LL�TOOLS�IN�THE�

world still won’t let you know 
how much is left to go, or if you text by Caio Yurgel
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2012 — accidental screenshots taken on an iPhone 3GS between April and August 



2011 — water–filled buckets, shovels, level 087



Schwe-
rebe-
schleu-
nigung

2011  — wood, model landscape grass, dimmer, cable, plugs, bulbs, hot glue
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2012 — drywall, cw studs, rope
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2013 — performace and installation, with Sebastian Tröger
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(1) Maschinen, die selbstständig Funktionen ausführen, (2) Roboter, die sich gegen ihren Erbauer 
DXӿHKQHQ������$XWRPDWHQ��GLH�K|KHUH�,QWHOOLJHQ]�DOV�LKUH�6FK|SIHU�KDEHQ�XQG�VLH�OLHEHQ�XQG�VFK�W-
]HQ������9HUJOHLFKH�RGHU�,GHQWLӾNDWLRQ�GHV�0HQVFKHQ�PLW�GHU�0DVFKLQH��GLH�)UHLKHLWVYHUOXVW�DQGHXWHQ�

Ã6FKRQ�GLH�9HUELQGXQJ�GHV�0HQVFKHQ�PLW�WRWHQ�GDV�0HQVFKOLFKH�LQ�%LOGXQJ�XQG�%HZHJXQJ�QDFKlӽHQGHQ�)LJX-
UHQ�]X�JOHLFKHP�7XQ�XQG�7UHLEHQ�KDW�I�U�PLFK�HWZDV�'U�FNHQGHV��8QKHLPOLFKHV��MD�(QWVHW]OLFKHV��,FK�NDQQ�PLU�HV�
GHQNHQ��GD��HV�P|JOLFK�VHLQ�P��WH��)LJXUHQ�YHUP|JH�HLQHV�LP�,QQHUQ�YHUERUJHQHQ�*HWULHEHV�JDU�N�QVWOLFK�XQG�
EHKHQGH�WDQ]HQ�]X�ODVVHQ��DXFK�P��WHQ�GLHVH�PLW�0HQVFKHQ�JHPHLQVFKDIWOLFK�HLQHQ�7DQ]�DXӽ�KUHQ�XQG�VLFK�
LQ�DOOHUOHL�7RXUHQ�ZHQGHQ�XQG�GUHKHQ��VR�GD��GHU�OHEHQGLJH�7lQ]HU�GLH�WRWH�K|O]HUQH�7lQ]HULQ�ID�WH�XQG�VLFK�
PLW�LKU�VFKZHQNWH��Z�UGHVW�GX�GHQ�$QEOLFN�RKQH�LQQHUHV�*UDXHQ�HLQH�0LQXWH�ODQJ�HUWUDJHQ"�$EHU�YROOHQGV�GLH�
0DVFKLQHQPXVLN�LVW�I�U�PLFK�HWZDV�+HLOORVHV�XQG�*UHXOLFKHV��>«@�XQG�>VR@�ZLUG�GHU�JHLVW��XQG�HPSӾQGXQJVOR-
VHVWH�6SLHOHU�QRFK�LPPHU�PHKU�OHLVWHQ�DOV�GLH�YROONRPPHQVWH�0DVFKLQH��GD�HV�QLFKW�GHQNEDU�LVW��GD��QLFKW�LUJHQG�
HLQPDO�HLQH�DXJHQEOLFNOLFKH�$QUHJXQJ�DXV�GHP�,QQHUQ�DXI�VHLQ�6SLHO�ZLUNHQ�VROOWH��ZHOFKHV�QDW�UOLFKHUZHLVH�EHL�
GHU�0DVFKLQH�QLH�GHU�)DOO�VHLQ�NDQQ�´��DXV��(�7�$��+RӽPDQQ��ÃGLH�$XWRPDWH´��

Der Schachtürke
6HEDVWLDQ�7U|JHU�	�%HQMDPLQ�=XEHU



2007/2013 — raw yeast dough, autopsy table
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Ein Versuch über  
Fokussierung.

There was a darkness; then a dizzy, sickening sensation of sight that was 
not like seeing; I saw a Line that was no Line; Space that was not Space;  
I was myself, and not myself. (Edwin Abbott Abbott: Flatland)

I.
Kleine orangefarbene Quadrate bewegen sich, lang-
sam, kriechend, von unten nach oben durch einen ver-
tikal durchschnittenen Raum. Nicht ganz synchron, 
in gemäßigtem Tempo, wandern sie von der unteren 
Kante des Bildes die ganze Strecke nach oben, immer 
ihre Bahn entlang. Ungerührt, unbeirrt. Lautlos.
 
Es dauert einen Moment, bis ich mich orientiert habe. 
Ich schaue, aus der Vogelperspektive, auf eine Anord-
nung von Bänken. Die Quadrate, zwischen ihnen, 
Sitzkissen. Und nicht die Quadrate kriechen, sondern 

die schwarzen Gestalten, die sie auf dem Rücken tra-
gen. Eine Szene aus einem mir fremden Universum, 
genauso phantastisch wie selbstverständlich, irgend-
WIE�ABSTRUS��ABER�IRGENDWIE�AUCH��SAKRAL��7O�BIN�ICH�
 
Ein geometrischer Raum, geprägt und strukturiert 
durch Vertikalen, Horizontalen, architektonisch klare 
Formen. Die Architektur sagt: Kirche. Die Requisi-
te sagt: Sportheim. Schweißbänder, Hüpfbälle, Trai-
ningshosen. Und dazu dieses Volk: diese Ansammlung, 
diese Erscheinung von badebekappten Männern, eher 
Männchen, die mal im Chor rezitieren, mal choreo-
graphisch Sportübungen veranstalten. Oder einfach 
nur herumhängen. Anwesend sind. Bis auf ihre Klei-
dung sind sie eigentlich nicht voneinander zu unter-
scheiden. Und die scheint ebenso vertauschbar wie 
der Rest des Equipments, mit dem sie sich ausstatten.
 
Die Bewohner in Trainingsoutfits singen. Rezitie-
ren. Gemeinsam, allein, einstimmig, mehrstimmig.  
Hoc est corpus meum.
 
Dass diese Welt nach bestimmten Regeln funktio-
niert, wird schnell klar; nur bin ich mit den Regeln 
nicht vertraut. Ich kann teilhaben, aber erklären kann 
ich mir die eigentümlichen Prozeduren dieser kleinen 
Gesellschaft nicht. Ich bin nicht eingeweiht, ich kenne 
den Code nicht. Ich kenne weder den genauen Sinn 
des Hüpfballs im Taufbecken noch die Bedeutung des 
froschgrünen Teppichs, ausgerollt von einer ebenso 
froschgrünen Figur. Ich begreife weder die Bedeu-
tung der Sitzkissen-Choreographie noch die Rolle der 
schwarzen Lackschuhe.



Mein Referenzsystem gibt den Geist auf. Und weicht 
einem anderen, das ich zwar nicht durchdringe, dem 
ich aber folgen darf. Mein Kopf ist voll von geomet-
rischen Formen, fremden Ritualen, verschobenen Zu-
sammenhängen. Eine Initiation. Eine abstruse, sakra-
le, phantastische und schräge Initiation.
 

II.
Eine dunkle Gestalt performt immer wieder von neu-
em denselben kruden Rap. Die merkwürdigen Ge-
schöpfe eines mir fremden Mikrokosmos skandieren 
Kirchenchoräle. Rotwangig und feist produziert ein 
Gesicht eine unendliche Anzahl von Kaugummibla-
sen. Auf einer zusammengezimmerten Bühne folgen 
VIER�MIT�"OYBAND
!CCESSOIRES�AUSSTAFlERTE�*UNGS�EINER�
musiklosen Tanzchoreographie.
 
Die Figuren, oder besser: die sich duplizierende Figur, 
die ich vor mir habe, übt. Mit höchster Konzentrati-
ON�WIDMET�SIE�SICH�IHRER�n�SELBSTGESTELLTEN��n�!UFGABE��
Ihre Handlung könnte ebenso gut eine Beschwörung 
sein wie eine Demonstration: In jedem Fall aber ist 
sie Einübung. Es ist der ernsthafte Versuch, eine He-
rausforderung zu meistern; eine Aneignung, vielleicht 
mehr des Ungekonnten als des Unbekannten. Auch 
eine Art Initiationsritus.
 
!LLERDINGS�� )N� DER� 0RAXIS� SELBST� TRITT� EIN� 0ROBLEM�
auf. Eine Störung. Fatalerweise kommen Objekt  
und Subjekt im Einübungsprozess nicht ordnungs-
gemäß zusammen. Es gibt da einen gewissen, un-

überbrückbaren Widerstand des Gegenstandes: Aus 
irgendeinem Grund ist das Einzuübende dem Ein-
übenden nicht ganz gefügig. Und so bleibt die Vor-
FÍHRUNG�EINE�DILETTANTISCHE��$ER�4EXT�SITZT�NICHT�GANZ��
die Tanzschritte sind nicht synchron, der Akzent passt 
nicht. Eine leichte Verzögerung in der Durchfüh-
rung. Delay�� 4ROTZ� DES� MAXIMALEN� &OKUS�� TROTZ� DER� 
MAXIMALEN�!NSPANNUNG�
 
Die beinahe mit den Händen greifbare Konzentrati-
on lässt das Unvermögen der trainierenden Figur, mit 
seinem Objekt synchron zu werden, vom Komischen 
ins Tragische kippen. Glasklar und ohne Zweifel: Es 
besteht einfach keine Möglichkeit für den unermüd-
lich Praktizierenden, irgendwann vollkommen Teil 
des Systems zu werden, das er sich da über Übung 
einverleiben will.
 
Und mit diesem Kippen, mit dem Fall vom Komi-
schen ins Absurd-Tragische, vollzieht sich ein jäher 
Riss durch die Perspektive. Schlagartig ist es nicht 
mehr die Einübung, die absurd scheint – sondern die 
GESAMTE�0RAXIS�SELBST��AN�DER�SICH�DIE�'ESTALTEN�ABMÍ-
hen. Plötzlich ächzt das ganze Gefüge.
 
Not in sync : Irgendwie renitent und nicht synchron 
mit ihrer Umwelt, an der sie sich versuchen, sind im 
Übrigen auch die Körper der Praktizierenden selbst. 
Sie setzen sich einfach ab. Nicht vollständig, eher  
TEILWEISE��BEIL¹UlG�UND�ZWISCHENDRIN��-AL�VERSCHWIN-
det ein Bein, mal ein Arm. Mal überlagern sich  
%XTREMIT¹TEN� ODER� GANZE� +ÈRPER�� 5NGERÍHRT� WIRD� 
weitergesungen, weitergetanzt, weitergeübt. Aber in  



4EXT�VON�!NNA�3OPHIE�,UHN

der Anstrengung, es sich mit größter Konzentration 
ANZUEIGNEN�� GESCHIEHT� EINE� MERKWÍRDIGE� !UmÈSUNG�
im neuen Referenzsystem.
 
Das Material, der Körper, spielt nicht mit. Oder es 
spielt sein eigenes Spiel.
 

III.
Überhaupt wird Materialität zu einer schlüpfrigen Ge-
schichte, wenn man sich nicht mehr sicher sein kann, 
nach wessen Regeln sie spielt. Wenn Personen sich dop-
PELN� UND�%XTREMIT¹TEN� VERSCHWINDEN� KÈNNEN��7ENN�
man auf einem Fliesenboden steht, der sich plötzlich 
als Papier entpuppt, oder ein sleeker Schriftzug an 
der Wand plötzlich absackt. Wenn ein Bratwurstkreis 
durch seine materielle Struktur eine merkwürdig sym-
bolische Einheit mit einem Taufbecken bildet. Wenn 
ein DVD-Player zur Verlängerung seines eigenen De-
signs wird oder ein Kabel so tut, als sei es eine defekte 
Neonröhre. Wenn ein Sack mit Gips die Projektions-
m¹CHE�SEINER�EIGENEN�'ESCHICHTE�WIRD�
 
Wenn ungeeignetes Material an die Grenze dessen ge-
bracht wird, was es leisten kann, um etwas zu werden, 
was es eigentlich nicht sein kann, dann ist das keine 
Zweckentfremdung mehr: Es ist Provokation.
 
I saw a Line that was no Line; Space that was not Space; 
I was myself, and not myself.

 

In Flatland, einer britischen Novelle von 1884, wird 
der Protagonist und Ich-Erzähler, ein Square, von ei-
nem ihm unbekannten Wesen, einer Sphere, plötzlich 
aus seinem zweidimensionalen Universum herausge-
rissen, um von ihr, der Kugel, in die höhere Wahrheit 
der Dreidimensionalität eingewiesen zu werden.
 
'EMEINSAM�ÍBERmIEGEN�NUN�ALSO�+UGEL�UND�1UADRAT�
Flatland, das dem Quadrat schlagartig furchtbar, nun 
JA��mACH�ERSCHEINT��%S�ERLEBT�EINE�REGELRECHTE�%PIPHA-
nie. Die Zweidimensionalität, die ihm bis dato die 
einzig mögliche Realität erschien, wird durch die Ent-
deckung der Perspektive mit einem Mal fundamental 
erschüttert. Die ganze Initiation ist ebenso phantas-
tisch wie schräg, ebenso sakral wie abstrus.

7HEN�)�COULD�lND�VOICE��)�SHRIEKED�ALOUD�IN�AGONY��h%I-
THER�THIS�IS�MADNESS�OR�IT�IS�(ELL�v�h)T�IS�NEITHER�v�CALMLY�
REPLIED� THE�VOICE� OF� THE�3PHERE�� hIT� IS�+NOWLEDGE�� )T� IS�
More Dimensions: open your eye once again and try to 
look steadily.”
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CORPUS MEUM





005 .
007 . text by Nora Weinelt
009 United
021 Candy Crush
023 .
027 somewhere over the rainbow
033 Platzhirsch 
037 .
039 .
045 two bad jokes balancing on each other
047 .
049 .
053 Dickerchen / Fett
055 Bruce
057 l‘heure de la soupe
061 DOG text by Carola Uehlken
065 Quartet
069   .
071 NO STRINGS ATTACHED
075 smells like teen spirit
079 things fall apart text by Caio Yurgel
083 .
085 .
087 LEVELED
089 Schwerebeschleunigung
093 .
095 .
097 lubbers knot
103 Schachtürke
109 the child is father of the man
113 More Dimensions. text by Anna Sophie Luhn
119 HOC EST MEUM CORPUS
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