






In dieser grossen Zeit

2011
projection vidéo en boucle, 10 minutes
looped video projection, 10 minutes

This video consists of a selection of fragments taken from two 
texts by the iconoclastic Austrian writer Karl Kraus: In dieser 
grossen Zeit (In these great times, 1914), Man frage nicht 
(Don’t ask why, 1933), read by the ventriloquist Alpar Fendo. 

Karl Krauss wrote these texts for his periodical Die Fackel (The 
Torch). They address his decision to respond to historic events 
(the start of WWI, Hitler’s rise to power) by a period of silence, 
during which he stopped publishing his writings. Yet it was a si-
lence that he, on both occasions, felt the need to break in order 
to “preserve it from misinterpretation.” The ventriloquist makes 
the paradox of this gesture visible, by speaking Krauss’s words 
without moving his lips. 

In keeping with Krauss’s own way of working, this is a col-
lage of citations. In the video, each cut in the original text was 
marked by an edit and change of camera angle in the video. 
A live performance of this work was also staged at the GAK 
Kunstverein in Bremen in 2011.
See full text page 68

	 Cette vidéo consiste en une lecture par le ventriloque 
Alpar Fendo d’un choix de fragments provenant de deux textes 

de l’écrivain iconoclaste autrichien Karl Krauss : l’essai de 1914 
In dieser grossen Zeit (Cette grande époque) et le poème de 1933 

Man frage nicht (Que l’on ne me demande pas).

Karl Krauss écrivit ses textes pour sa revue Die Fackel (La 
Torche). Ils évoquent sa décision de répondre aux évènements 

historiques (le début de la Première Guerre mondiale, l’ascension 
au pouvoir de Hitler) par un temps de silence lors duquel il s’arrêta 

de publier ses écrits. Mais peu de temps après l’écrivain ressentit 
le besoin de briser ce silence, afin de le “préserver d’une mauvaise 
interprétation”. Le ventriloque rend le paradoxe de cette démarche 

visible, en récitant les textes de Krauss sans remuer ses lèvres.

Ce texte est avant tout un collage de citations. Dans la vidéo, 
chaque coupe dans le texte est signalée par une coupe dans le 
montage et un changement de perspective de la caméra. Une 

performance de cette œuvre fut réalisée à la Kunstverein de Brême 
(GAK) en 2011. 

Voir texte complet page 68
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Man falls

2008
édition offset sur papier journal, 70 x 70 cm
offset newsprint edition, 70 x 70 cm
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The wind blew against the window of the empty 

sanded and varnished. In the center of the living 

real-estate broker. It read: “Convenient location... 
spacious and sunny and affordably priced too!! This 
prewar 2 bedroom has a brand new kitchen and 
lovely entry foyer leading to a sunny living room with 
views of the bridges. The bath is centrally located 
between a large master and a good-sized 2nd 

of charm! Live-in super, pet friendly, and basement 
storage in this elevator prewar building.” Outside, a 
clamor grew and waned. A phone rang in 
an apartment below, while something slid,
 shifted, cursed, cocked, and farted in the 
ventilation shaft. The refrigerator 
compressor turned on and the wind
 subsided as the light bulb in the living 

 died.

been left as they were at the time of his death. Stacked 

carelessly tossed on an armchair, the ashtray brimming, 
almost spilling, a glass of water slowly evaporating on 
the coffee table by its side. A few dishes were piled up 
in the sink, along with a banana peel, and a used coffee 

writing table stood out, accentuated by the sharp oval 
of light cast by the desk lamp, which had been left on. 
In the center of the oval lay a notebook and a pen. The 
notebook was open, and the poet’s trembling hand had 
written the following diagram on its lined surface:

              sator rotas      torah tarot 

     anna (gramma)       arepo’s opera

And at the bottom of the same page, in 
darker, more accentuated strokes: 

              Now do I repay a period won.

behind the closed bathroom door. The television was on 
in the cluttered living room, but the sound was off and 
no one was watching. Onscreen, a man was drinking 
alone in a saloon, his weathered face crusted with dirt, 
his features indecipherably opaque. The saloon doors 
swung open and a pair of boots entered. The boots 
stopped. There was a close-up of the barman’s face, his 
eyes wide open with fear, his brow pearling with sweat, 
as if the drops were blooming in accelerated motion on 
the surface of his skin. The camera panned back to the 
boots, then zoomed back out to reveal the familiar fea-
tures and trademark smirk of a famous Hollywood 
  character actor. The intruder reached for 
  his gun as the other man drew from his 
  holster, their guns blazing in unison. 
  
  dissipated. One man was dead, the other 
  
  
  
   prostrate foe. In the bathroom, the 
  shower had stopped running. The 
  program cut to commercials.

The phone rang. A woman’s hand reached out from 
under the covers and brought the receiver into their 
paisley folds. “Hello?... oh it’s you. What is it this 
time?” she asked. There was a long silence. The hand 
stretched back to the receiver, the earpiece still broad-

and hung it back up. As it swung back in under the 
covers, it grabbed the pillow and pressed it down 
against its owner’s ear, a tousled head of blond hair 

-
side, there was a crash, a scream, a thud, then another 
scream, followed by the sharp retort of a door being 
slammed shut in the building, but if she heard any of 
it, which in all logic she must have, she 
did not betray any interest in it, but 
simply fell back asleep, gently snoring as
 the sirens howled, the crowd squawked, 
and the whistling wind spun and sung.

The man (short, skinny, thinning blond hair, thin mus-
tache, narrow tapering face, with a tattoo of a siren on 
his right forearm, and a gold wedding band on his left 

-
ting with a screwdriver and slid the blue plastic pack-
age inside the cavity. As he gently nudged the board 
back in place, he heard a crash and a blood-curdling 

-
ing up his jacket and his phone, then unscrewing the 
wall vent cover from its frame with a Leatherman™ 

  
  it to its frame from the inside with two 
  pre-installed hooks. From within his 
  hiding place came the sound of cursing
  and fabric rustling, then of a gun being 
  cocked. After a few seconds, the man 
  farted loudly, cursing once more under 
  his breath before falling silent, having 
  heard the door of the neighboring 
  apartment slam shut.

The sleeping woman silently mouthed something 
then turned her head back on its side, her lips parting 
slightly. She was sleeping, and if she was dreaming, 
hers was a dream which pulled her between poles of 
pleasure and pain, her grins punctuated by winces, 
her winces halted by groans, her groans muting into 

-
ble of spit formed and leaked out of her open mouth. 
Meanwhile, her automated coffee maker set itself into 

then grinding them, before tapping them into place, 
  
  sounded, her alarm went off, just as 
  the boiling water started dripping 
  through the coffee grinds.

The wind blew into the empty apartment. The walls 
had been stripped of their paint, the wires pulled 

its varnish. In the middle of the L-shaped living 
room was a canvas tarpaulin, on which there stood 
a small paint-spackled stepladder, along with an 
orange bucket, an empty cardboard beverage cup, a 
crumpled pack of cigarettes, also empty, and a mail 
order catalog for home electronics. The wind blew in 
a single yellowed leaf while the sounds of an incident 
and its aftermath came in from outside. The light in 
the apartment was slowly growing in intensity, its 
color turning a brighter, lighter white. A phone rang 
upstairs while a door slammed in the hall.
 The wind subsided.

The young man took off his headphones and lit himself 
a cigarette. He was sitting in a dark and empty apart-

switches, knobs, dials, and buttons. The needles on two 
of the dials jumped. He reached for the headphones, 
stiffening as soon as he put them on. Pulling them off 
his head, he ran to the door, but stopped upon hearing 
a crash and a scream from outside. Pouncing quickly 
to the window, he carefully pried apart two of the slats 
from the drawn blind and scrutinized the street below 
him, shifting positions before stiffening once more and 
emitting a series of hushed curses. He moved to the side 
of the blind, pulled it aside a few inches, and looked up 
at the broken window of the apartment diagonally 
  above his. Something made him recoil 
  sharply. Wiping the sweat from his brow, 
  he quietly slipped into the dark bedroom, 
  pulling a Kimber M1911 pistol from his 
  side holster and closing the door softly 
  behind himself as another door slammed 
  shut in the hall and two sets of footsteps 
  clattered down the stairs, turned, then 
  moved loudly towards his door.

The door of the apartment was locked. Its canvas 
blinds were drawn, their outer edges taped to the 
window frame. A barely discernible hum came from 
within it, intermittently covered up by the noise of 
the street outside. A window broke above, and some-
one screamed, fell, and landed on the street below. As 
another scream sounded outside, a lock clicked and a 

a phone rang down the hall and a door slammed shut 

cloistered space, barely discernible from the outside 
through the fabric of the blinds, then silence, darkness 

distance.

The couple slept facing one other, her left ear on the 
pillow, his left hand on her shoulder, his right ear on 
the pillow, her right hand on his neck. As the glass of 
the windowpane shattered in the apartment above 

ear, still sleeping, still dreaming, as she slid the fore-

breathing. They slid closer to one another, his breath 
mingling with hers as a man screamed, a body land-
ed, a woman screamed, cars braked, tires screeched, a 
crowd formed, and, after some time, sirens sounded, 
their disjointed yelps rising, nearing, as the crowd 
grew, a phone rang, a door slammed, a woman 
sobbed, the wind blew, its head bled,
 a man died.

The sleeping man’s head turned from side to side, then 
settled into the hollow it had formed in the pillow. The 
sounds of his breathing and those of the world outside 
his room were being drowned out by the steady drone 

he had come and to which he was seeking to return. 
Around him, pine trees grew on steep sandy slopes, 
while street-vendors stood on their toes and casually 
grilled skewers and corn-dogs. Suddenly, the scene 
changed. He was now in a park. The world was once 
again more or less horizontal. Cherry trees were 
  in bloom.  A foghorn sounded in the 
  distance. He was eating a corn dog and 
  engaged in a complicated conversation 
  with a co-worker. Then came a sudden 
  
  dream, at which point the sleeper shifted 
  
  his toenail before settling back down into 
  the mattress with a pained moan.

The sleepless man twirled the puzzle piece between 

while a cigarette consumed itself in the ashtray beside 
him. He was humming or rather breathing along to 
the music playing through his headphones. Putting 
out his cigarette, he set the puzzle piece back down, 
removed his headphones, and crept silently towards 

animated din outside. He frowned, then sidled up to 

seconds, he straightened, looked at his watch, fetched 
-

other cigarette out of the crumpled pack on the coffee 

puzzle, replacing the headphones on his 
head, and turning the music back on just 

    

The young woman brushed a stray lock of hair away 
from her face and turned the volume up on her 
computer speakers as a new song started playing. 
Bopping her head to the music (“ Away we go...away 
we go...” sang the singer), she started typing in the 
chat window. “R u there?” she asked. Seconds went 
by, during which she was informed by light gray 
type that “Snapdragon” was “composing a message.” 
“Yes,” said the response, then,” What’s up? When are 

then wrote, “I’m not.” There was another virtual 
silence, as the loud music and soundproof windows 
in her apartment sheltered her from the brutal 
sequence of events that was unfolding outside 
             her apartment. “Why?” “You know 
  why. Sarah told me. She knows every
  thing. She told me and I believe her.” 
  “Wait! What? I’m calling right now.” 
  She smiled, closed the chat window, 
  raised the volume on her speakers 
  another notch, turned off her cellphone,
  and went to run herself a bath.

over the worn corduroy armchair, the plastic parlor 
palm, the grimy tiles, and the gap-toothed row of 

-
ing a miniature bowler hat and holding an umbrella 
in its paws. “Have you seen me?” read the caption. 
Underneath it was a phone number, the name of a 
local bar, a date, a time, and the following incentive: 
“Two-for one drinks from 7 to 8.” A man in a dark 
blue suit stepped out from the staircase, moved past 

remembering something. He turned and ran back up
           the stairs, just as a door slammed some-

                      stopped and a crowd was forming in 
                      front of the building. An agitated man 
                      entered the lobby and pulled out his 
                      cellphone. He dialed, waited, then said,
                      ”Hello, yes, there’s been, well we need, 
                      can you, umh, sorry... oh...yes, I’ll start 
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The apartment was an elegantly furnished one-bed-
room unit. One entered into a large kitchen and din-
ing room, adjoined by a small living room, whose 
diminutive size was palliated by its beautiful view of 
the two city bridges and the river. To the right of the 
living room was a small bedroom, which also looked 
out onto the river, and a diminutive marble and 
chrome bathroom. The curtains were open but the 
windows were shut, locked, and protected by bars. 
The apartment was sparsely but tastefully furnished. 
Though there was no one to be seen, someone had 
just been there, for the ashtray was full, and a strong 
scent of menthol cigarettes still lingered in the air.
          Three large suitcases were stacked by 
          the bed. On the bed itself, as well as on 
          the desk, coffee table, sideboard, kitchen 
          counter, and dining room table, four 
 
          thousand three hundred dollars were laid
          out in neat stacks of one-hundred dollar 
          bills. The air was still, and the apartment 
          strangely, yet unequivocally silent. 
          Time passed.

x



The catalog project

2011-
texte imprimé et enregistrement audio
printed text and audio recording

The catalog project is an ongoing work for which I have pro-
duced a yearly installment since 2011. Each installment uses 
texts on contemporary art published in the preceding calendar 
year to create both a print and an audio work. Playing off of the 
conventions of current conceptual writing practices, none of 
the material is written by me. My intervention lies solely in the 
selection and re-composition of appropriated text.

The first installment of The catalog project used only descrip-
tions of artworks culled from press releases and exhibitions. 
These two pages are from the most recent installment of this 
project to date (Catalog version 2.1: The lazy machine). The 
source material was expanded to include blogs, art-market 
analyses, and editorials on art. When I selected a publication 
or section thereof, I took every text that had been published in 
2011 from it, so as to neither filter nor target my content. Addi-
tionally, all artist names, titles, exhibition titles and venue names 
were erased from the material. The texts were cut up, shuffled, 
and recomposed into a 565-page long novel, with 365 chap-
ters, a prologue and an epilogue, which was then printed on 
the self-publishing site Lulu.

The epilogue was composed from around 73 different inter-
views of artists and curators, all of which were fused together 
to create a 90 page long interview of an absurdly protean artist. 
The epilogue was also used to create an accompanying audio 
work, titled Catalog version 2.2: Q and A. Actors Jennifer 
Grace and Nathan Dame played the two voices of the text, the 
former shifting her tone and voice throughout the 4 hour long 
recording, to match the schizophrenic plurivocity of the fictional 
interviewee. 

The complete text of both installments and both audio record-
ings have been posted at www.julienbismuth.com

The catalog project est une œuvre en cours. Je produis un nou-
veau volet de ce projet une fois par an depuis 2011. Chaque volet 

utilise des textes sur l’art contemporain publiés l’année précédente 
pour créer à la fois une œuvre textuelle et une œuvre audio. En 

référence aux conventions des pratiques d’écriture dites concep-
tuelles, rien n’est écrit par moi. Mon rôle consiste seulement à 

choisir et composer un nouveau texte à partir des textes d’origine.

Le premier volet de ce projet fut produit à partir de descrip-
tions d’œuvres tirées de communiqués de presse et de revues 

d’expositions. Ces deux pages proviennent du dernier volet de ce 
projet (Catalog version 2.1: The lazy machine). Le choix des textes 

d’origine fut étendu aux blogs, aux analyses du marché de l’art, et 
aux éditoriaux sur l’art. Quand je décidais d’utiliser une source et 

une catégorie de textes provenant de celle-ci, je prenais tout ce qui 
avait été publié en 2011, afin de ne rien cibler ou filtrer. Tous les 

noms d’artistes, titres d’œuvres et d’expositions, noms de galeries 
ou d’institutions furent effacés du texte. Les textes furent décom-
posés en fragments, puis mélangés et recomposés en un roman de 
565 pages, de 365 chapitres, avec un prologue et un épilogue, qui 

fut ensuite imprimé sur le site d’auto-publication Lulu. 

L’épilogue de ce livre a été construit à partir d’environ 80 inter-
views réunies pour ne composer qu’un seul entretien de 90 pages 
d’un artiste singulièrement plurivoque. Le texte de l’épilogue fut 

aussi utilisé pour produire l’œuvre audio, titrée : Catalog ver-
sion 2.2: Q and A. Les acteurs Jennifer Grace et Nathan Dame 

jouèrent les deux voix du texte, Jennifer modulant sa voix et sa 
diction lors des quatre heures d’enregistrement afin de répondre à 

l’hétérogénéité schizophrène de l’interview hybride.

Le texte complet des deux volets de ce projet et les deux pièces 
audio qui les accompagnent sont disponibles sur 

www.julienbismuth.com
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182 

92. Dun 
 
An artist spent some quality time with a bunch of wild asses in rural California 
for an exhibition. Punctuating the scenery like so many inflated periods (enough 
to constitute several scrambled ellipses denoting asinine speechlessness), large 
white balloons often catch the light and appear, fleetingly, like big holes punched 
in the picture, as if abstracting or redacting the documentary. At a distance, their 
sandy, dun hides camouflage them against the greyish-brown and ochre terrain 
of the low Sierras, as inconspicuous and thing-like as boulders – or rather, 
disappearing in plain sight, just like an adjacent suite of monochrome paintings, 
where each square canvas, presented in varying degrees of completion, is hung 
on a section of wall painted the same unique hue. 
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262. In themselves nothing new 

A famous aphorism is addressed by a work in several ways—but most of all, it is 
translated to the context of visual art. Questions raised are in themselves 
nothing new, but their combination and the wideness of possible connotations 
are remarkable. A show creates a new playing field of interlocking elements: 
curatorial (it proposes a “new” genre of the duo-exhibition, similar to a 
collaboration but relinquishing individual authorship); ephemeral (it is an artwork 
that will disappear after 4 months); architectural (it revalues the floor as a 
medium of expression); conceptual (it is completely horizontal and thus 
egalitarian); and theoretical (it once again questions the relationship between 
language and image). There is something in these spaces of a museum that 
certainly wasnʼt there before, and that can never be taken outside. There is 
nothing outside of a work—so whoever wants to know what it is, has to step on 
it. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 Jest

2012
impression offset sur papier 21.5 x 22.5 cm, photos couleurs
offset print on paper 21.5 x 22.5 cm, color photographs
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A JEST*

julien bismuth

 *  These images were taken during the installation of The Storm Cloud of the XXth Century at the GAK (Gesellschaft für Aktuelle Kunst) in 
Bremen, Germany, in 2011. I filled a bottle with water, placed two tulips inside of it, grabbed hold of the flowers by their stems, then let go of the 
bottle, letting it fall and shatter on the cement floor. Only the shards and water remained as part of the installation. The flowers were displaced 
elsewhere, and the images were set aside until now. Like a quote, these images extract and suspend a discrete sequence of movements from the process 
which gave them meaning and reason to be. Like the illustrations of a manual, they can be used to replicate the action that they describe and cir-
cumscribe. Like a metaphor, what they impart is a gesture that builds up so as to be left hanging, so as to leave itself hanging, like the flowers once 
placed now removed from the bottle first held now dropped, forever dropping.
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Appendix



Une drôle de chose m’est arrivée hier soir, en rentrant. Je rentrais d’une soirée, 
un dîner avec des amis, puis… enfin, il était tard. J’étais fatigué, mais comme il 
faisait beau enfin bon plutôt, comme il faisait bon, j’ai décidé de rentrer à pied. 
J’étais fatigué, un peu saoul aussi, et surtout j’étais perdu dans mes pensées. Je 
pensais à… un tas de choses. Je commençais à avoir froid, il faisait bon, mais la 
brise, la brise était fraîche. Vous savez, souvent quand on est seul, on se laisse, 
comment dire? On se laisse aller, on se permet certains comportements qu’on ne 
se permettrait pas si on n’était pas seul, comme, par exemple, de siffler, ou de 
se curer le nez, ou de marcher bizarrement. Je ne sais pas si vous saisissez… si 
vous comprenez ce dont, ce que… Eh bien, j’étais justement en train de marcher 
un peu bizarrement, en touchant le talon de mon autre pied avec la pointe de ma 
chaussure à chaque pas. Ça me donnait une démarche un peu saccadée, mais 
rythmée, un rythme léger que j’accompagnais d’un fredonnement, ou peut-être 
même d’un sifflement, peut-être même que j’étais en train de siffler. C’est pro-
bable. J’aime siffler. Ça me détend.

Eh bien donc j’étais en train de siffler, de marcher bizarrement, quand subite-
ment, je me suis retrouvé face à un étranger. Je ne veux pas dire quelqu’un 
venant d’un autre pays, mais plutôt quelqu’un que je ne connaissais pas. Un in-
connu. Il semblait attendre quelqu’un ou quelque chose. Quelque chose dans son 
regard me faisait même penser qu’il m’attendait, ou qu’il attendait quelqu’un, 
n’importe qui, le premier venu. Il avait les mains dans les poches. Je ne sais pas 
pourquoi mais je me suis mis à rire. Un rire qui me déplaisait, que je n’aimais 
pas entendre car il était tendu. Sifflant. Il me semblait que l’autre, l’inconnu, 
l’étranger, s’apprêtait à dire ou à faire quelque chose, qu’il s’apprêtait à agir, 
comme si ma venue allait rendre possible son action préméditée. Et moi, je me 
sentais, enfin, vous pouvez imaginer à quel point j’étais…. (geste).  Mais à ce 
moment-là, un couple sortit d’un… d’une porte, enfin d’un immeuble quoi. 
Ils parlaient bruyamment. Derrière eux il y avait un autre couple, ils sortaient 
tous de la même fête. Ils avaient bu. On n’entendait qu’eux dans la rue. Je me 
suis tourné vers eux, l’espace d’un instant, et quand je me suis retourné vers 
l’inconnu, il avait disparu. Il s’était littéralement éclipsé. Et pourtant je ne sau-
rais vous dire où ni comment il s’est volatilisé dans cette rue longue, large, et 
droite aux portes fermées, à une centaine de mètres du croisement le plus proche.

C’est rien, c’est pas grand chose cet incident, mais j’y pense sans cesse. Il y 
avait, dans son regard, quelque chose de saisissant… comme un appel, voyez-
vous, un appel, mais aussi une détermination singulière. Une chose dure et lisse. 
Comme un caillou.

A funny thing happened to me last night as I was coming home. I was com-
ing from a night out, a dinner with friends actually and... well, it was late. I was 
tired, but as the weather was nice, I mean pleasant, I decided to walk home. 
I was tired, a little drunk as well perhaps, and mostly I was lost in my thoughts. 
I was thinking about... a lot of things. I started to feel cold, the weather was 
nice, but the breeze, the breeze was cool. You know when one is alone, you 
let yourself, how should I say this? You do things that you wouldn’t do if you 
were alone, like, for example, whistling or picking your nose, or walking in 
a funny way. I was walking strangely actually, touching the heel of my shoe 
with the tip of my other shoe with each step. I had a jerky way of walking as 
a result, jerky yet somewhat rhythmic as well, a light, pleasant rhythm which 
accompanied my humming, or perhaps it was a whistling, perhaps I was 
whistling as well. I like to whistle. It relaxes me. 

So, here I was, whistling, walking funnily, when, suddenly, I found myself 
face-to-face with a stranger. I don’t mean someone from another country, 
but rather someone I did not know. An unfamiliar person. He seemed to be 
waiting for someone, or something. Something in his gaze even made me 
think that he was waiting for me, or that he was waiting for someone, anyone, 
the first person to arrive. His hands were in his pockets. I don’t know why, 
but I started to laugh. A laughter that I immediately dislike hearing, for it was 
tense, shrill.

It seemed to me that the other, the stranger, was about to say or do some-
thing, that he was about to act. As if my arrival had made it possible for him 
to act. As for me, I felt, well, you can imagine at what point I was... (gestures). 
But just then, a couple came out of a... a door, well a building actually. There 
were talking loudly. Then another couple came out after them. They were all 
talking loudly with one another. They had been drinking. I turned to look at 
them, for a second, and then I turned back to look at the stranger, but he 
was gone. He had literally vanished. And yet even now, I am unable to tell 
you how or where he disappeared in that long, large, and straight street of 
closed doors, at a hundred meter’s distance from the nearest crossing.

It’s not much, in fact, it’s nothing, but I think about this incident all the time. 
There was, in his gaze, something that grabbed me... something which called 
out to me, but also, there was something else, a singular sort of determina-
tion, smooth and round... like a pebble.

L comme litote
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Ceci entraînerait cela. La lumière se serait faite sur cette table. Le silence se 
serait plus ou moins installé dans la salle, dans cette salle, et j’aurais déjà com-
mencé à parler, à vous parler.

Ceci impliquerait cela. Deux jeunes femmes feraient semblant de parler entre 
elles, à voix basse. Elle le faisaient à l’instant même. Mais elles se sont tues. 
D’un même mouvement abrupt, d’une même impulsion synchronisée, elles se 
sont tues, puis elles se sont tournées vers moi, en me regardant avec un même 
regard, d’abord fixe et ciblé, puis de plus en plus lâche, dissipé. L’une aurait dû 
dénouer le nœud de son écharpe, d’un geste rapide, presque furtif. Je ne peux 
vous dire si elle l’a réellement fait ou pas, ou plutôt, même si je le pouvais, ce 
texte n’aurait pu m’y contraindre au moment de son écriture.
 
Ceci serait cela. Il y a deux publics. L’une imite l’autre, mais à rebours et à 
contresens. Il y a un public dans le public, et l’une joue et se joue de l’autre dans 
une pantomime d’aveugles, un dialogue de sourds. Ce serait comme s’il y avait, 
parmi vous, des spectateurs dont les gestes auraient déjà été écrits, joués, répé-
tés. Une audience de mimes et de faussaires qui simule vos mimiques, vos jeux 
de mains. Une troupe d’acteurs et d’imposteurs qui contrefait cette pantomime 
incessante et involontaire qui nous anime, nous tous, eux et vous, vous et moi, 
dans ce que nous appelons la vie réelle, la vie de tous les jours. Comme vous, 
leurs gestes sont calqués sur une suite indéfinie d’ancêtres et de patrons. Ce 
qui les distingue est, avant tout, une question d’écart, de retard, de recul. Leurs 
gestes sont dictés par un texte appris, remémoré, tandis que les vôtres tissent 
en temps réel un soliloque irréfléchi, dicté par un courant sans cesse renouvelé 
d’ombres, d’étincelles, et de chimères. 

Ils sont sans cesse séparés, dissociés, distanciés de leurs mouvements par cet 
écart que nous nommons conscience ou représentation, ce retard que nous ap-
pelons mémoire ou répétition. 

This would lead to that. Light would have fallen on this table. Silence would 
have more or less settled in the room, in this room, and I would already have 
started to speak. To speak to you.

This would imply that. Two young women would pretend to speak to one 
another in a whisper. They were doing this just now. But they have fallen 
silent. With a single abrupt movement, a shared synchronized impulse, they 
stopped talking, and then turned to face me, looking at me with a similar 
gaze: first targeted and still, then increasingly loose and distracted. I cannot 
tell you if they actually did this or not, or rather, even if I could, this text would 
not have been able to demand this of me at the time of its composition.

This would be that. There are two audiences. The one imitates the other, 
but nonsensically, against the grain. There is an audience within the audi-
ence, and the one plays the other in a blind pantomime, a deaf dialogue. 
It would be as if there were, hidden among you, spectators whose actions 
had already been written, rehearsed, performed. An audience of mimes and 
counterfeits who are simulating your tics, your mannerisms. A troop of actors 
and impostors who are replicating the incessant and involuntary pantomime 
that animates us, all of us, you and them, you and I, in what we call real or 
everyday life. Like you, their gestures are determined by an infinite chain of 
models and ancestors. What distinguishes them from you is something of a 
split, a delay, or a distance. Their gestures are dictated by the text they mem-
orized and rehearsed, while yours weave a thoughtless soliloquy in real time, 
dictated by a continually renewed stream of shadows, sparks, and chimeras.

They are constantly separated, dissociated, and distanced from their move-
ments by that split we call consciousness or representation, that delay we 
call memory or repetition.

You, on the other hand, are moved by an involuntary tremor that comes from 
elsewhere, like a nurse’s babble mimicked and deformed by the prattling of 
a newborn. 

Here is an example. Among you there is a man who is communicating with 

Écart / retard



Tandis que vous, un bruissement involontaire vous anime, venu d’ailleurs, com-
me le babil d’une nourrice que capte et déforme le gazouillis d’un nourrisson.

Tenez, un exemple. Un homme parmi vous communique avec l’extérieur comme 
par magie, comme par télépathie. Une femme se hâte pour vous rejoindre, mais 
son retard, qui est déjà plus ou moins fixé, écrit, ne fait que s’alourdir.

Il y a, comme, je le disais, deux audiences. L’une est le miroir aveugle de l’autre, 
un miroir distrait, ornée d’un motif statique dans les contours duquel se joue la 
chorégraphie fluide de ses reflets, de ses sujets.

Il y a un écart entre ce que je vis et ce que je dis. Il y a un écart entre ce qui se 
fait et ce qui se joue. La représentation est un retard, un écart, que masque ou 
amplifie la répétition. 

Un homme, je disais donc, un homme communique avec l’extérieur par trans-
mission de pensée. Une femme, comme je vous l’expliquais, une femme, se 
presse, se hâte pour nous rejoindre, mais contrainte comme elle l’est par les 
horaires prédéterminés des transports et les distances immuables qui la séparent 
de sa destination, son retard ne fait que s’alourdir et s’aggraver.

L’un ou l’une d’entre vous a manifesté son impatience par un léger frémissement 
de la cuisse, comme un spasme. Le muscle s’est contracté, puis relâché.

Un autre parmi vous s’est appuyé sur un pied, puis sur l’autre, en alternance, plu-
sieurs fois de suite. Vous l’avez sans doute raté. Il ou elle le faisait il y a quelques 
secondes, ne le fait plus, ne le refera plus, en tous cas aujourd’hui.

Ceci serait comme la suite, la conséquence, mais aussi le principe et le ferment 
de cela. Que ressent l’acteur quand il mime une tristesse, un bonheur, un sou-
lagement ? La diction de certaines lettres, en ouvrant ou en resserrant les sou-
papes de votre cerveau, en influant donc sur la température ambiante de votre 
boîte crânienne, amène des sauts et des changements d’humeur. La lettre U 
m’opprime, m’échauffe. La lettre A me soulage. La lettre O m’indiffère. C’est 
une question non pas de causes et d’effets, mais d’impulsions et de reflets. 

Une fille baille. Une jeune fille baille. C’est simple. C’est bête. Vous l’avez peut- 
être entendue. Cela vient de se passer, et son bâillement, qui est de nature conta-
gieuse, aurait dû et a bien pu d’ailleurs se propager, vous atteindre, vous toucher.

J’aurais aimé vous imiter, vous, l’audience. J’aurais dû vous mimer, mimer vos 
mimiques, pour vous rejoindre et me fondre parmi vous. Comme si je pouvais 
composer mon visage afin d’imiter le vôtre, comme si mon visage pouvait saisir 
l’empreinte des mouvements intérieurs qui vous traversent, comme si cette mi-
mique pouvait me rendre capable de capter vos pensées.

À l’instant même, une spectatrice manifestait son impatience par un léger 
frémissement des deux cuisses, comme un spasme ou une contraction. Elle grat-
tait aussi la surface de l’ongle de son pouce avec celui de son index. Avant cela, 
elle enroulait et déroulait une de ses mèches autour de l’un de ses doigts.

À peu près au même moment, une autre spectatrice se balançait d’un pied sur 
l’autre. Elle le faisait il y a quelques secondes. Elle le refera. Il n’y a qu’à atten-
dre, il n’y a qu’à la repérer et attendre. Ses orteils jouent des gammes invisibles 
dans ses chaussures.

Pendant ce temps, un homme communique encore ou toujours avec l’extérieur. 
Il communique par transmission de pensée. Ses pensées s’envolent, rebondissent 
tout là-haut, dans le ciel, puis retombent comme une balle lestée de plomb vers 
leur cible. Cet homme se détache de vous, de plus en plus. Il cherche quelqu’un 
des yeux, il est de plus en plus impatient, tendu, angoissé. Pendant ce temps, une 
femme se hâte pour nous rejoindre, mais elle est en retard, et son retard ne fait 
que s’alourdir, se coaguler, se pétrifier.

Ceci serait cela.

Ceci serait l’enceinte de nos échanges.

Ceci serait la main qui... (lève la main)

d’un geste vous... (balaie l’air, la repose)

Je ne fais que creuser l’écart entre les deux rebords de mon propos.

L’écart entre ce qui se fait, ce qui est en train de se faire, et ce que je dis, ce que 
j’en décris. 

Quelqu’un aurait perdu quelqu’un ou quelque chose, plutôt quelque chose que 
quelqu’un, car il ou elle, mais on va dire elle, elle le cherche des yeux au sol, à 
même le sol, entre vos jambes, vos pieds, sans se pencher ni se déplacer, seule-
ment en accentuant son regard, en le rendant plus pointu, plus ciblé...

Il y aurait toujours eu cet écart entre ce que je fais et ce que je dis, il devrait  

the outside world as if by magic or telepathy. A woman is rushing to meet 
up with him, but her delay, which has already been set and written, is only 
increasing.

There are, as I said, two audiences. One is the blind mirror of the other, a 
distracted mirror, decorated with a static motif within whose outlines plays 
the fluid choreography of its reflections, its subjects.

There is a split between what I am living and what I am saying. There is a split 
between what is being done and what is being acted. Representation is a 
delay, a chasm, which masks and amplifies a repetition.

As I was saying before, a man is communicating with the outside world 
by transmission of thought. As I was explaining earlier, a woman is hurry-
ing, scurrying to join you, but constrained as she is by the predetermined 
time-tables of public transportation systems, as well as by the set distances 
which separate her from her destination, her delay is only increasing and 
becoming more weighty.

Someone among you, man or woman, has manifested their impatience with 
a slight tremor of their thigh muscle, like a spasm. Their muscle contracted 
then relaxed.

Another among you has leaned on one foot, then on the other, in alternation, 
several times in a row. You might have missed it. They were doing it a few 
seconds ago. They are no longer doing it. They will no longer do it, at least 
today.

This would be the sequel and the consequence as well as underlying prin-
ciple and origin of that. What does an actor feel when he is imitating happi-
ness, sadness, or relief? The enunciation of certain letters, by opening and 
constraining certain conduits in your brain, by impacting the temperature of 
your cranium, can bring about shifts and changes in your mood. The letter U 
oppresses and warms me. The letter A is a relief to me. The letter O leaves 
me indifferent. It is a question not of causes and effects, but of impulses and 
reflections.

A girl yawns. A young girl yawns. It’s simple. It’s stupid. You may have heard 
it happen. It just happened, and her yawn, which is contagious in nature, 
should and very well may have propagated itself to you.

I would have liked to imitate you as well, you the audience. I should have 
mimed you, mimed your mimics, so as to join in and become a part of you, as 
if I could train my face to imitate yours, as if my face could seize the imprint 
of the internal movements which are working their way through you, as if this 
mimic could enable me to perceive your thoughts.

At this very instant, a female spectator expressed her impatience with a 
slight tremor of her thigh muscles, like a spasm or a contraction. She also 
scratched her thumbnail with her index finger. Before that, she was twirling 
a lock of her hair around one of her fingers.

At more or less the same time, another audience member was balancing on 
one foot, then the other. She was doing this a few seconds ago. She will do 
it again. All you have to do is wait, all you have to do is detect her and wait. 
Her toes are tapping invisible beats in her shoes.

Meanwhile, a man is still communicating with the outside world. He is com-
municating by telepathic transmission. His thoughts are taking flight, then 
bouncing back down, way up there in the sky, dropping towards their target 
like a weighted ball. He is looking for someone; he is increasingly tense, 
impatient, and anxious. Meanwhile, a woman is rushing to join you, but she 
is late, and her delay is only become increasingly weighty, dense, petrified.

This would be that.

This would be the perimeter of our exchanges.

This would be the hand that ... (she lifts her hand)

With a gesture would ... (her hand sweeps the air, then settles back down 
onto the table)

I am only deepening the chasm between the two edges of my speech.

The split between what is being done, what is unfolding, and what I am say-
ing about it, what I am describing of it.

Someone would have lost someone or something, rather something than 
something, for he or she, we will say she, she is looking for it on the ground, 
her gaze moving between and around your legs, your feet. She is neither 
leaning nor moving her body, it is only her gaze that is shifting, sharpening, 
accentuating, becoming more focused and precise...
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toujours y avoir cet écart entre ce que l’on vit et ce que l’on perçoit, ce que l’on 
croit et ce que l’on doit, un écart entre le présent et le représenté, la représenta-
tion, sa représentation, vous saisissez? La mémoire est un présent. Les souve-
nirs en sont les représentations. La pensée est un présent. Les pensées en sont 
des représentations, s’appuient sur des représentations, des répétitions, jeux de 
fantômes et de funambules, et moi aussi j’aurais aimé parfois tout oublier, tout 
vivre, ne rien revivre, à nouveau et à tout jamais. 

Une jeune femme songeait à autre chose en regardant vers le plafond, elle vient 
de le faire, en se balançant aussi sur ses talons, puis en se raidissant d’un mouve-
ment leste et agile avant de fixer à nouveau son regard sur moi, un regard qui de 
distrait est devenu défiant, dubitatif.

Pendant ce temps, sa voisine cherchait quelque chose discrètement dans sa poche 
puis son regard s’est contracté, comme si elle l’avait trouvé, ou comme si elle 
avait trouvé autre chose, une chose qu’elle ne s’attendait pas ou ne s’attendait 
plus à trouver ou à retrouver dans sa poche. Elle a retiré sa main de sa poche 
avec violence et à nouveau, ceci elle vient de le faire il y a quelques secondes, 
elle a fixé son regard sur moi, un regard qui, en me regardant, s’est détendu, 
dissout même.

Il y a, parmi vous, quelqu’un qui à l’instant même, en sachant que cet instant est 
déjà passé, vient de s’absenter. Le mot est inexact. Il ou elle, mais on va dire elle, 
elle a fermé ses yeux un long moment, l’espace de quelques secondes seulement, 
mais cela peut paraître long, quelques secondes, dans des circonstances comme 
celles-ci, dans un contexte comme le nôtre. Elle les a fermés un long moment 
comme pour s’abstraire de cette pièce, de cette salle aussi, de ce lieu disons, de 
ce spectacle, car voyez-vous, je me donne en spectacle aujourd’hui, ou plutôt je 
le pourrais. Je pourrais me donner en spectacle mais je ne le ferai pas.

Je mime, j’imite, je déplace en le représentant sous d’autres traits ce qui 
m’effraie, ce qui me cloue de frayeur, afin de pouvoir le regarder, l’examiner, 
le raisonner.

Quelqu’un vient de sourire, en pensant à autre chose. Quelqu’un vient de faire 
semblant de sourire en faisant semblant de penser à autre chose, une chose qui 
l’aurait fait sourire.

Quelqu’un vient de froncer ses sourcils en inclinant sa tête, puis de fermer ses 
yeux, en pinçant la voûte de son nez, comme si il ou elle avait mal à la tête.

À force de vouloir être léger à tout prix, nous sommes devenus des capteurs 
d’ombres, des transmetteurs de pénombre, d’une pénombre dissimulée sous les 
feux d’une scène de plus en plus aveuglante et assourdissante.

Une assemblée de masques, leurs visages lisses comme des poupées de faïence, 
bercée par un vacarme de cuivre et de laiton.

Ma parole, qui se voulait légère, est alourdie par vos attentes et vos préjugés.

L’originalité est un cercle vicié, un refrain lancinant.

Il n’y a ni perte ni perfection dans l’imitation. C’est une ligne extensible, une 
déflagration dont l’origine se perd à tout jamais, sans cesse, indéfiniment. C’est 
un trajet qui, même interrompu, serait néanmoins inachevé, inabouti. C’est une 
suite indéfinie d’éléments qui se calquent les uns sur les autres, en se décalant, 
avec toujours un accroc de trait, une déformation de contour, une différentia-
tion qui se communique d’un élément à l’autre, différemment, à chaque fois 
différemment.

L’origine est un trou dans l’eau, sans cesse renouvelé, toujours un peu plus loin 
dans le courant d’un même fleuve, ou même toujours au même endroit mais 
dans une eau toujours différente, une eau venue toujours d’un peu plus loin. 
L’origine est un trou dans lequel l’objet qui en dessine le contour se perd, se 
dissout, se dilue même. Ceci serait cela. Une œuvre ou une pensée, un acte de 
pensée disons, ce serait comme un objet qui dessinerait un trou dans l’eau, puis 
s’y perdrait, s’y oublierait...

Ceci serait, aurait été une image d’emprunt.

On ne peut trahir sans traduire. On ne peut ni traduire ni trahir sans l’appui d’un 
trahi, d’un traduit, le trahi d’une dette, le traduit d’une tradition par exemple, 
sans l’appui de ce que l’on fait passer, de ce que l’on transmet, de ce qui se 
transmet par et parmi nous, même dans nos trahisons les plus fidèles. 

Un nuage de fumée se déplace et se dissipe dans une salle de miroirs.

Je vais bientôt terminer, et quand j’aurai terminé vous verrez quelqu’un, cette 
femme dont je vous parlais, elle va arriver, elle va faire son entrée dans la salle, 
mais elle sera en retard, elle aura pris trop de retard, et ce sera trop tard, car 
l’autre, celui qu’elle voulait rencontrer, celui avec lequel elle avait pris rendez-
vous, il sera déjà parti.

There would always have been this gap between what I say and what I 
do. There should always be a gap between what we experience and what 
we perceive, what we believe and what we owe, a separation between the 
present and the represented, or representation, its representation. Do you 
understand what I am trying to say? Memory is a present. Memories are its 
representation. Thought is a present. Thoughts are its representation, rely on 
representations, repetitions, games played by phantoms and acrobats, and 
I too would have sometimes liked to forget, to live, to never relive, forever 
and anew.

A young woman was thinking about something else while looking up at the 
ceiling, she just did this, while also leaning back on her heels, then quickly 
and gracefully straightening and settling her gaze once more on me, a gaze 
which went from distracted to defiant and doubtful.

At the same moment, her neighbor was looking for something in her pocket. 
Her gaze suddenly contracted, as if she had found it, or as if she had found 
something else, something that she did not or no longer expected to find in 
her pocket. She then pulled her hand out of her pocket violently, she just did 
this a few seconds ago, and she looked back at me, with a gaze that, as it 
settled on me, relaxed, dissolved even.

There is among you someone who, at this very instant, knowing that the in-
stant has already passed, became absent. The word is imprecise. He or she, 
let’s say she, she closed her eyes for a long moment, actually only for a few 
seconds but that can seem like a long time in circumstances such as these. 
She closed them for a long time as if to remove herself from this piece, this 
room as well, this show even, for you see, I am putting myself on show today, 
or rather, I could. I could make a show of myself, but I won’t.

I mime. I imitate. I displace so as to represent what scares me with different 
lines, so as to represent it at a remove, so as to be able to look at it, examine 
it, reason with it.

Someone just smiled while thinking of something else. Someone pretended 
to smile while pretending to think of something else, something that would 
have made him or her smile.

Someone furrowed their brows while bowing their head. She then closed 
her eyes and pinched the bridge of her nose, as if she had a headache.

From wanting to be light at all costs, we have become relays of shadows, 
transmitters of obscurity, an obscurity dissimulated by the lights of an ever 
louder and more blindly bright stage.

A gathering of masks, their faces smooth like porcelain dolls, nursed by a 
din of copper and tin.

My words, which aimed to be light, are weighed down by your prejudices 
and expectations.

Originality is a dented circle, an insistent refrain.

There is neither loss nor perfection in originality. It is an extensible line, a def-
lagration whose origin is forever, continuously, and indefinitely lost. It is a tra-
jectory that, even when it is interrupted, remains unfinished and incomplete. 
It is an indefinite sequence of elements that draw upon their predecessors, 
while simultaneously departing from them with a slight catch or deformation 
of contour, a differentiation that communicates itself from one element in the 
sequence to the other, differently, each and every time.

An origin is a hole in a stream constantly renewed, always a little farther 
down the line of the same stream, or even always at the same place but in 
different and more distanced waters. An origin is a hole in which the object 
that sets its contours is lost, dissolved even. This would be that. A work or 
a thought, an act of thought let’s say, would be like an object that makes a 
hole in a stream, then sinks and loses itself within it...

This would have been a borrowed image.

One can betray without translating. One can neither translate nor betray 
without the support of something betrayed, translated, like the betrayal of 
a debt or the translation of a tradition. One can neither translate nor betray 
without the support of what we communicate, what we impart, what imparts 
itself through and among us, even in the most faithful of our betrayals.

A cloud of smoke moving through a hall of mirrors.

I will have finished soon, and when I do so, you will see someone, this wom-
an that I described, she will arrive, she will enter this room, but she will be 
late, she will be too late, and it will be too late, for the other, the one she was 
supposed to meet here, he will already have left.



Un homme va partir, tenez, ma parole le chasse, il sort, il part, il est parti, et 
celle qu’il devait rencontrer, celle qui va arriver en retard, elle le manquera, elle 
ne le verra pas passer, lui peut être la verra, mais ce sera trop tard, il se seront 
manqués, c’est en tout cas comme ça que ça doit se passer entre eux, en tout cas 
aujourd’hui. 

(Elle se lève).

A man is about to leave, here look, my words are driving him away. He leaves, 
he is gone, and the one he was supposed to meet here, the one who is com-
ing here too late, she will miss him, she will not notice him, he may see her in 
passing, but it will be too late, they will have missed each other. That is how 
things have to unfold between them, at least today.

(She stands.)

J’ai filmé cette image en 2012, ici à São Paulo. J’étais dans le métro, une foule 
de gens regardait par la fenêtre, et je suis allé voir ce qu’ils regardaient. J’ai com-
mencé à filmer avec mon appareil photo compact, j’ai continué à filmer, jusqu’à 
dissolution de la scène.

Je n’ai pas pensé à ces images jusqu’à ce qu’on m’invite à faire quelque chose 
ici ce soir. Je n’avais pas pensé les utiliser, ni même à faire quoi que ce soit avec, 
jusqu’à ce que je reçoive cette invitation.

Je suis tombé sur cette séquence d’images. Cette invitation m’est tombée dans 
les mains. Je suis tombé sur l’idée de faire quelque chose avec cette image, ici, 
face à vous.

J’ai pensé simplement vous la montrer tout en lisant un texte, ou plutôt, porter 
un texte, le tenir afin de vous le lire, et faire en sorte que l’image soit projetée sur 
l’autre face de la même surface blanche.

Une surface comme un écran ou un page, ou comme un pièce de monnaie. Com-
me une pièce de monnaie à deux faces, avec (d’un côté) l’image, et (de l’autre) 
un texte, un discours.

Et plutôt que de parler de l’image, je voulais juste en souligner certains aspects.

Son mouvement par exemple. Je l’appelle image afin de pouvoir l’appeler image 
en mouvement, car c’est ce dont il s’agit. C’est une image d’une chose en mou-
vement, d’une chose prise dans le mouvement continu d’une rivière. C’est aussi 
une image en mouvement ou un mouvement d’images, un flot de clichés dont le 
mouvement continu mime celui de l’évènement d’origine, de son déroulement.

Il y a aussi mon mouvement, la manière dont j’ai continué à me déplacer le long 
du couloir vitré afin de continuer à filmer cette scène. Et la caméra que je tenais 
en main, elle bougeait elle aussi, c’est à dire que le zoom s’activait, que le mé-
canisme de mise au point s’activait sans cesse lui aussi, mais aussi que la caméra 
enregistrait mes propres mouvements pendant que je la déplaçais, que je me dé-
plaçais avec elle, que je dérivais à la poursuite de la scène dans sa ligne de mire.

Il y a aussi vos mouvements. L’image que je porte à votre regard est petite, tout 
comme la scène que j’ai filmée ce jour-là était petite car éloignée de moi. J’ai 
donc imaginé que, de la même manière que je l’ai fait moi-même ce jour-là, vous 
vous déplaceriez afin de mieux voir cette image. Mais j’ai aussi pensé que beau-
coup d’entre vous ne le ferait pas, comme la plupart des passants ce jour-là n’ont 
pas remarqué la foule qui regardait par la fenêtre, et s’ils l’ont fait, ne se sont pas 
arrêtés pour voir ce que nous étions en train de regarder, en train de filmer avec 
des portables et appareils photo.

Une image mouvante. Une image en mouvement. Une image d’un mouvement, 
en mouvement.

Merci.

Untitled (Moving image) I shot this image in 2012 in São Paulo. I was in a subway station. A crowd of 
people had gathered by a window, and I went to see what they were looking 
at. I started to film this scene with my compact camera, to keep filming it, 
until its point of dissolution.

I did not think about what I had shot until I was invited to do something here 
tonight. I had not thought of what to do with it, I had not thought of doing 
anything with it, until this invitation came.

I came upon this image. The invitation came to me. I came to the idea of do-
ing something with it, here, in front of you.

I thought of simply holding it up to your attention, and reading a text, or 
rather, holding up a text, holding it up so as to read it to you, and having the 
image play itself out on the other side of the same white surface.

A surface like a screen or a page, or like a coin. Like a two-sided coin, with 
(on one side) an image, and (on the other) a text, an address.

And rather than talk about this image, I just wanted to remark upon certain 
aspects of it.

Its movement, for example. I call it an image so as to be able to call it a mov-
ing image, because that is what it is. It is an image of something which is 
moving, which is caught up in the continual movement of a river’s current. 
It is also an image in motion or a motion of images, a stream of stills whose 
continual movement mimics that of the original event, its unfolding.

There is my movement as well, the way I kept moving farther and farther 
down the windowed corridor in order to keep filming this scene. And the 
camera that I held in my hand, it also moved, that is to say, it zoomed in and 
out, went in and out of focus, but also registered my own movements as I 
moved it, as I moved along with it, as I drifted along with the scene in its 
sights.

There are also your movements. The image I am holding up to you is small, 
just as the actual scene that I witnessed was small because I stood far away 
from it. And so I imagined that, just as I did that day, perhaps you too would 
move in to get a better look at this image. But I also imagined that many of 
you would not do so, just as most of the people who walked past me that day 
did not notice the crowd that had formed at the window, or even if they did, 
did not bother to move in closer to see what it was that we were all looking 
at, what it was that many of us were filming with our phones or cameras.

A moving image. An image in movement. An image of movement, in move-
ment.

Thank you.

construire une boîte
la remplir
la vider
la fermer et la sceller*

*  “a specific object” un texte que j’ai lu une fois c’est toujours la première fois 
puis plusieurs autres fois de suite ayant toujours le sentiment d’avoir manqué 

A specific object make a box
fill it up
empty it out
seal it shut*

 *  “a specific object” a text that I read once is always a first time then again 
several times always feeling as if I’d missed something or as if something 
were missing “a specific object” I made one piece then another inspired 
by this text its paradoxes the tenor of its statements “make a box” as in buy 
a cardboard box and fold it into shape I had initially thought of defining the 
size of the box but then decided not to if it were up to me I would probably 
go with a standard “fill it up” with some things, any things not necessarily  
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En cette grande époque...

En cette grande époque, que je connaissais quand elle était si petite, qui  
redeviendra petite...

In these great times...

In these great times, which I knew when they were this small, which will 
become small again...

In these great times, which we had better call fat times, and, truly, hard times 
as well...

In these serious times...

In dieser grossen Zeit

quelque chose ou que quelque chose manquait “a specific object” j’ai réalisé 
une oeuvre puis une autre inspirées par ce texte ses paradoxes la substance de 
ses propos “construire une boîte” dans le sens d’acheter une boîte en carton et 
de l’assembler j’avais d’abord pensé définir la taille de la boîte mais j’ai changé 
d’avis si c’était à moi de décider je choisirais une taille standard “la remplir” 
avec des choses n’importe quelles choses pas forcément ce qu’il y a autour de 
vous mais ça pourrait être ça ça pourrait aussi être les vêtements que vous portez 
votre collation des livres pamphlets ou factures le but est de remplir la boîte 
la remplir à craquer puis “la vider” ou serait-ce “la vider à nouveau” la boîte 
n’est pas scellée elle est remplie peut être qu’on la tient refermée juste pour voir 
si tout rentre puis on la vide j’ai envie de dire à nouveau comme si elle avait 
commencé par être vide mais elle était à l’origine non pas une boîte mais un 
morceau de carton découpé plié et ça c’est l’essentiel d’abord acheter la boîte 
puis trouver de quoi la remplir pas le contraire “la sceller” non pas avec du ruban 
adhésif mais avec de la colle appliquée à l’intérieur de ses rabats maintenus 
jusqu’à ce que la colle les tienne ensemble si ça ne tenait qu’à moi et je ne dis 
pas que c’est le cas je ne dis pas le contraire non plus j’aurais choisi une boîte 
rectangulaire et puis j’aurais plié les rabats du haut et ceux du bas différemment 
de manière à ce que les deux fentes soient perpendiculaires l’une à l’autre est-
ce que cela est compréhensible j’aurais pu vous faire un dessin mais j’ai pensé 
me restreindre à l’écriture pour ce “a specific object” plis et fentes “specific” au 
sens de la spécificité du comment ou du pourquoi de ce qu’est un “objet” il y a 
des textes dont le sens c’est-à-dire la signification ou la direction c’est à dire ce 
qu’ils produisent a ou n’a pas de sens ceci m’échappe mais quand même quelque 
chose est réalisé produit quelque chose se détache de la page das ce cas peut être 
en dépit de “Les différences sont plus importantes que les similarités” un objet 
déterminé ou mis-en-scène par “Certaines choses ne peuvent être faites que sur 
une surface plate” un objet qui varie avec les marges laissées ouvertes par un 
texte ses limites mais toujours “comparé à l’envers” un texte pour un objet un 
objet pour un texte car “les raisons positives sont toujours plus spécifiques” ou 
un point de départ “Ce qui nous incite à changer est toujours un malaise” il y en 
a d’autres comme “l’histoire linéaire s’est en quelque sorte défaite” dépassant se 
débarassant de mais aussi s’installant sur ou à proximité “des bords” comme si 
passé l’avance rapide jusqu’à atteindre “s’ouvre sur n’importe quoi” commence 
recommence avec quelque chose comme “une forme ne peut s’utiliser que de 
certaines manières” ou “La couleur n’est jamais sans importance” dans le dedans 
d’un fil ou d’une ligne il y en a d’autres pas pourquoi pas parce que mais depuis 
que “Il n’y a pas eu assez de temps ou de travail pour qu’on en voit les limites” 
une ligne ou un lien à “Une oeuvre peut être aussi puissante que l’on pense 
qu’elle l’est” quelque chose comme ça quelque chose spécifiquement comme 
“Les choses principales sont seules et sont plus intenses, claires, et puissantes” 
mais aussi “Et elles sont souvent plus aggressives”

whatever is lying around but it could be that it could also be the clothes 
you’re wearing your lunch and your light reading flyers and vouchers the 
point is to fill the box pack it tightly then “empty it out” or is it “empty it back 
out again” the box isn’t sealed it’s filled up maybe closed just to see if it 
all fits then emptied out I want to say again as if it had started empty but it 
started not as a box but as a cut folded piece of cardboard and this is impor-
tant to buy the box first then find things to fill it with not the other way around 
“seal it shut” not with tape but glue placed on the flaps and held until the 
glue holds them together again if it were up to me and I am not saying that 
it is or isn’t I would have chosen a rectangular box and then folded the top 
and bottom flaps down differently so that the two seams are perpendicular 
to one another does this make sense I’d make a drawing but I thought I’d 
stick to or stick with text on this one “a specific object” folds and seams 
“specific” as in specific to how or what is an “object” there are texts that I’ve 
read and whose sense as in meaning or direction as in what they produce 
makes or doesn’t make sense this eludes me but nevertheless something is 
made produced something comes off the page in this case perhaps in spite 
of “The differences are greater than the similarities” an object scripted set 
or staged by a “Some things can only be done on a flat surface” an object 
which varies by means of the margins left open by the text its limits but 
always “compared backwards” a text for an object an object for a text for 
“the positive reasons are more particular” or a starting point “The motive to 
change is always some uneasiness” there are others just as “linear history 
has unravelled somewhat” pushing through working past but also dwelling 
on or about “the edges” as if past fast forward to “opens to anything” start 
with start again with something like “a form can be used only in so many 
ways” or “Color is never unimportant” there’s the in within a thread or a line 
there are others not why not because but since “There hasn’t been enough 
time and work to see limits” a line a link to “A work can be as powerful as it 
can be thought to be” something like that something specifically like “The 
main things are alone and are more intense, clear, and powerful” and then 
“Also they are usually aggressive”

(extrait)

Bonjour ? Bonjour ? Qui êtes-vous ? Comment allez-vous ? Êtes-vous là ? Êtes-
vous proche ? Pouvez-vous m’entendre ? Ceci, pouvez-vous le sentir, le res-
sentir ? Êtes-vous là depuis longtemps ? Êtes-vous venu seul ? Allez-vous res- 
ter ? Y-a t’il autre chose que vous auriez besoin de faire ? Désirez-vous être ail-
leurs ? Pouvez-vous rester, s’il vous plaît ? Pouvez-vous, s’il vous plaît, rester 
un moment ? Un long moment ? Bonjour ? Bonjour ? Qui êtes-vous ? Com-
ment allez vous ? Est-il temps ? Le moment est-il arrivé ? Sommes-nous au 
bon endroit ? Avez-vous vu ce que vous aviez envie de voir ? Avez-vous trouvé 
ce que vous cherchiez ? Avez-vous vu ceci ? L’avez-vous vu en entier ? Avez-
vous entendu cela ? En avez-vous entendu au moins une partie? Bonjour ? Bon- 
jour ? Qui êtes-vous ? Comment allez-vous ? Est-ce que tout va bien ? Est-ce 
que vous vous sentez bien ? Y-a t’il quelque chose qui ne va pas ? Quelque chose 
est-il arrivé ? Avez-vous quelque chose ? Est-ce que vous comptez faire quelque  
chose ? Le pouvez-vous ? Bonjour ? Bonjour ? Qui êtes-vous ? Comment allez-
vous ? Comment vont les choses ? Comment va tout le monde? Où êtes-vous en 
ce moment ? Êtes-vous là ? Êtes-vous toujours là ? ...

(extract)

Hello? Hello? How are you? Who are you? Are you here? Are you close?  
Can you hear this? Can you feel this? Have you been here, long? Have you 
come here alone? Will you stay? Is there something else you need to do? 
Is there somewhere else you’d rather be? Would you please stay? Could 
you please stay a while? Can you linger long? Hello? Hello? How are you? 
Who are you? Is it you? Is it time? Is this the time? Is this the place? Have 
you seen what you wanted to see? Have you found what you were looking 
for? Have you seen this? All of it? Have you heard this? Any of it? Hello? 
Hello? How are you? Who are you? How do you feel? Do you feel alright? 
Is everything okay? Is anything the matter? Did something, anything, happen? 
Did you do something, anything? Will you? Can you? Hello? Hello? How are 
you? Who are you? How is everything? How is everyone? Where are you 
now? Are you here? Are you still, here? ...

How are you? Who are you?



En cette grande époque, que nous ferions mieux d’appeler une grosse époque, 
une époque difficile aussi...

En cette époque sérieuse...

En cette époque sérieuse, qui, surprise par sa propre tragédie, cherche une diver-
sion, et, se prenant en plein délit,  ne sait quoi dire...

En cette époque bruyante...

En cette époque, ne vous attendez pas à ce que je dise quoi que ce soit.

Sauf ces mots, qui arrivent à peine à préserver mon silence d’une interprétation 
erronée.

Dans le domaine de la pauvreté de l’imagination, ce qui n’est pas pensé doit être 
fait, et ce qui est seulement pensé ne peut se dire.

N’attendez plus de paroles de moi.

D’ailleurs je ne serais pas capable de dire quoi que ce soit de nouveau, car dans 
la chambre où l’on écrit, il y a un tel vacarme, et ce n’est pas le moment de cher-
cher à savoir s’il provient des animaux, des enfants, ou des mortiers.

Ceux qui n’ont rien à dire car les actions parlent continuent à parler. Que celui 
qui a quelque chose à dire avance et ne dise rien.

Je ne peux pas.

L’on ne me demande pas, ce que je fais toute la journée.
Je reste muet ;
Et je ne dis pas pourquoi.
Et le silence fait trembler le monde.
Aucun mot ne suffit ;
L’on ne parle qu’en rêves
Et l’on rêve d’un soleil qui rit.
La parole passe,
Et se montre avoir été inutile.
La parole a trépassé pendant que ce monde s’est réveillé.

Je ne peux pas.

Je ne vois que les marécages dans un paysage ; et de ses profondeurs, seulement 
la surface ; et d’une situation, je ne vois que son apparence, et de ça, je ne saisis 
qu’un miroitement, dont je ne perçois que le contour.

Et par moments, un ton ou sa semblance me suffit.

La surface repose et adhère à ses racines.

La dent du temps est creuse.

Le soleil tourne sur lui-même.

Je reste muet.

Je reste muet.

Je reste muet.

In these serious times, which, surprised by their own tragedy, are reaching 
for diversion and, catching themselves red-handed, are groping for words...

In these loud times...

In these times, you should not expect any words of my own from me.

None but these words, which barely manage to prevent silence from being 
misinterpreted.

In the realm of the poverty of imagination, that which is not thought must be 
done, but that which is only thought is unutterable.

Expect no words of my own from me.

Nor would I be able to say anything new, for in the room in which one writes 
there is such noise, and at this time one should not determine whether it 
comes from animals, children, or merely from mortars.

Those who now have nothing to say because actions are speaking continue 
to talk. Let him who has something to say come forward and be silent!

I cannot.

Man does not ask, what I do all day.
I remain mute;
And do not say why.
And silence makes the world tremble.
No word is adequate;
One speaks only in dreams
And we dream of a laughing sun.
The word passes,
Then shows itself to have been in vain.
The word has passed away while this world has awoken.

I cannot.

I see only the bogs in a landscape; and of its depths, only the surface; of a 
situation, I see only the appearance, and of it, I seize only a glimmer, of which 
I grasp only the outline.

And at times, a tone or simply its semblance suffices.

The surface sits and adheres to its roots.

The tooth of time is hollow.

The sun turns on itself.

I remain mute.

I remain mute.

I remain mute.
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