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Bartleby’s Heritage
A tribute to the LESS in times of MORE
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by Laura Gersch

imperatives of our time, so we find ourselves at image consulting and learning
Chinese which should keep our brains from the embarrassment of mental
degeneration.
The conversion of degeneration seems to stoke our fear of the LESS the most.
The permanent mental and social upgrade preserves at least the illusion that
the LESS as the process of degeneration isn’t such a fundamental part of our
nature. Living is from a certain point on equivalent to the LESS - a fact that we
try so hard to avoid by always struggling for the MORE. Its efficiency appears
an enormous time saving, which gives us the secret promise of an escape from
death.
LESS, in contrast, forces us to recognize the obvious boundaries of our human
existence. But accepting some lines that we have already crossed is not easy,
especially if we are made to believe that those lines do not actually exist. Brainscientists are telling us every day about how much MORE our brains could be
capable of. It is like the continuing hype about genetic engineering that has its
roots in the common fantasy of an extended version of man, a next generation
permanently advanced and no longer weak, ill, slow. Some of these fantasies are
even now being realized: Sports are mainly fascinating because human beings
are performing MORE than human beings are actually capable of. Legally or
illegally doped to turn their bodies into machines with supernatural powers. It
is the recurring idea of the ′new human′ who is not human anymore. An idea
that so many fell for in cultural history, from the ancient world onwards, where
Hephaistos build his golden machine-women, until modern visions of it.
The enthusiasm for the idea of MORE seems to have climaxed in modernity,
pushed by the speed of the industrial revolution that changed human perception
rapidly and influenced art and aesthetics of the time. The obsession for the ′new
human′ was never as big as in expressionism and futurism, where the passion
for speed and acceleration also culminated, showing first of all an excitement
for progress and innovation. But with each shift towards the MORE there

»I would prefer not to« Bartleby the scrivener says in Herman Melville’s tale
with the same title: So he refuses to work, to move, to eat and finally to live.
The successive attitude of refusal is no progressive revolt, no expression of
disrespect towards his social environment – the politeness with which he
expresses his decision against acting shows that he doesn’t want to bother
anyone. It is more a decision against the claims of life itself, of which the most
fundamental is living at all.
Bartleby can be seen as a godfather to a number of fictional characters who
dabble in the fascination of the LESS. But his special reduction of human
functioning exceeds the denial of activity performed by his literary relatives.
Like Goncharov’s Oblomov who becomes addicted to his bed from where he
is dreaming of a different life, making big plans, but unable to put them into
practice.
For LESS is not about laziness, the biggest common weakness of humans, nor
about depression, the disease of civilization which we driven people fall victim
to; being surpassed by the digital revolution we wish no more than to rest our
failing bodies and to numb our weak minds. The MORE as speed and speedingup as described by the philosopher Paul Virilio has left us behind, with the
feeling of failure in contrast to the so-called normality. Those norms are set by a
whole system of the MORE, which creates its own myths through the media and
incorporates fixed ideas of winners and losers in each of us.
The normality of MORE is accumulation and acceleration at the same time,
both considered the driving forces of progress. The intention of MORE as
optimization and perfection has lead to all those inventions that are supposed to
compensate the weak human condition. Cars, aircrafts, machines, computers are
all products of the desire for MORE. Technology is expanding our possibilities
by surpassing our own facilities. The ironic effect is the increased challenge
for the individual within each step of progress, the greater effort required
in adapting to it. ′Expect more of your life′, ′Make more of yourself′ are the
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viewpoint of the ′homo oeconomicus′ who doesn’t know anything but profit.
That does not just concern the MORE of money or other actual profits, but the
expectation of MORE even in a far away future. The link is strong between the
LESS in the present and the expectation for the MORE in the future or even
afterlife. LESS becomes here nothing more than an instrument of the MORE
and its promise of happiness.
However, the LESS in Bartleby’s tradition is just about getting rid of those
great expectations and the impatience that goes along with it. Its salvation lies
in nothing less than personal freedom: The choice for a LESS which stands
for itself without expecting something MORE behind it, the free will to devote
oneself to the LESS like to celibate lover.
The philosopher Gilles Deleuze called Bartleby, even decades before the actual
crisis of the MORE, ′not the patient but the medicine-man of a sick America′. In
spite of his radical ending the idea of him as a bearer of hope is not destroyed.
Why is it so hard to embrace his heritage, then?
Maybe we are not made for the LESS or not ready for it yet. There is one
character in Melville’s novel who therein resembles us a lot: It is the lawyer,
who is deeply fascinated by his scrivener Bartleby precisely because he himself
can not escape his world of logical lawfulness. Like him we are bound to a
life that consists of accumulating things, filling empty hours with any activity.
The reduction of the LESS is illogical in this world and it means not least
standing and admitting the general human loneliness, the last taboo of our time.
LESS means facing the fact that ′the only one around here who is me is me′
as Morrissey sang and that the future is just a concept we created to avoid the
reality of our own life today, that all we know and all we have is this moment
and meaning is not something that can come from somewhere else. Only the
attempt to evade these truths seduces us to want the MORE, mislead us to
collect innumerable objects and people around us that are supposed to distract
us from the bearing of our own presence.
Sadly but most likely the LESS will remain a utopia, at least in western culture
where people always expect MORE than they actually have: An imagined
different, better life that will always keep us from being content with LESS. So
the lawyer’s words as the last sentence of the tale stay true: »Ah Bartleby, ah
humanity! «
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is a change in consciousness. So, as a side-effect, in modernity also arose an
existential angst and the subject became porose. That dark side of the MORE
has always been there and determines our ambivalent relation to it. Surrounded
by a utopia of the MORE the overwhelmed individual secretly longs for the
LESS.
On the surface the LESS is only valued when it returns a profit to the MORE,
as in the guiding principle of Minimalism in Art and Architecture ′LESS is
MORE′. The idea behind it is again perfection in the sense of making something
better or MORE than before - quite the opposite of the idea of LESS in itself.
Besides, the static character of the ′minimal′ should not be mistaken with the
dynamic character of the LESS. The special nature of the LESS - same as of the
MORE – is the motion. It is the path, not the destination, that’s why LESS is not
the same as ′little′ in the sense of a certain amount, but the process of reducing
and slowing down. Rather a mode of concentration, of getting back from multitasking to the tasks themselves.
If in spite of all ambivalences, modernism is considered as the time of MORE,
maybe post-modern times are post-MORE times. In a radical way that does not
leave us with LESS but with nothing. A perverted complement of the modern
MORE. The nihilistic reaction seems to be a common answer to the MORE,
as in pop culture which has raised its own frail characters: Anti-Heroes rather
than superheroes of improvement. They do not satisfy the longing for a superior
superman anymore, like Clark Kent’s alter ego did in the fifties. The latest
versions of former superheroes appear torn and almost broken by the claims of
the MORE-principle within their environments, like Batman who becomes as
corrupt and cruel as his combatants and the whole dark city of Gotham. These
characters see the implosion of the MORE-system, but resign and arrange
themselves with the downfall. The saddest but actually most common vision of
the LESS.
Resignation might also be the most fatal form of the LESS because it is not
strong enough to overcome the naive trust in the MORE that the generation
in power still sets all its hopes on. It’s all they know – they grew up with a
system that worked not only because of growth but because of the growth of
the growth. So even after the recent total crash of that system, they try to cure
it with more MORE. Indeed the whole economic system is based upon the
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Minimalism and Modernity
Sou Fujimoto (born 1971), is one of those rising stars, who has quickly become a leading figure among young
architects in and outside Japan. After graduating from Tokyo University he set up Sou Fujimoto Architects. One
of his recent projects is: The treatment center for mentally disturbed children in Hokkaido’s Date City (2007).
Commissioned by one of his father’s colleagues, Fujimoto created a building that looks like a haphazard group
of boxes bound together with window walls. Inside, it works as a pint-size city composed of free-form plazas and
tiny cubic buildings. Though the quirky corners and awkward alcoves between mini buildings might make adults
blanch, the kids adore them. “Children always invent new uses for space,” explains the architect.
www.designboom.com met sou fujimoto in his office in tokyo on october 31st, 2008.

clothes by issey miyake. that’s not limited to women, I like his thinking of how
to create clothing.a while ago there was a magazine I looked at that had images
of women in africa wearing issey miyake’s dresses. it was an amazing photo
report. I was very surprised about how the dresses, colors and their living style
blend so well together.
what kind of clothes do you avoid wearing? complicated suits. I see clothing
as a kind of second nature.
do you have any pets? not for now.
when you were a child, did you want to become a architect? I grew up in
hokkaido, in the northern part of japan, surrounded by nature and I enjoyed
just playing in the forest. I didn’t think about any future of mine. my hero was
albert einstein, so originally I wanted to be a physicist like him, I was interested
in the physical aspects of our world. now I find many similarities in the research
and practice in both fields, architecture and physics. my first experience with
architecture was with antonio gaudi (through reading a book about him).
where do you work on your designs and projects? mainly in the office
because my work is not only done by me. I collaborate with my staff through

what is the best moment of the day? morning, I’d say, except when it
rains (laughs). I usually wake up early rather than late, and mornings are very
precious for me. I like the beginning of everything. the morning is the beginning
of a day and I like to think of it as the beginning of architecture.
what kind of music do you listen to at the moment? I like bach and piano
music. in my younger days I loved the beatles and bob dylan, but recently I like
to listen to classical music.
do you listen to the radio? no. I just listen to cd’s.
what books do you have on your bedside table? one of my favorite books is
written by toro takemitsu. he is a great japanese contemporary music composer
and at the same time he’s a very good writer. his words about music, about the
japanese culture, about the world inspire me.
do you read design / architecture magazines? I don’t read them in detail, I
just take a look. mostly japanese but also international magazines. recently my
studio subscribed to domus, architectural review and architectural record.
where do you get news from? the internet.
I assume you notice how women dress. do you have any preferences? I like
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the spatiality according to where they are. it was a big challenge for us, as we
needed to consider if there was enough space for people (laughs).
did you modify your buildings a lot during development, because the client
wanted something different? I like to answer to the clients request as much
as possible, but I do not see it as compromises. I react with a more creative
development. of course clients always have an idea of what they want and
some site specific concerns but at the same time they like to have something
unexpected or something beyond their imagination. many clients want a new
lifestyle through a new style of house. I propose something beyond their request
and if they like the idea, the project will start. if they don’t like the project at all
it will stop.fortunately our idea, our scheme is a flexible one. the basic scheme is
very strong but it can adapt while still remaining strong.
who would you like to design something for? an art museum or some kind of
museum would be very interesting for me, or an art gallery and a photo studio.
I like to design medical facilities. in 2006 I have worked for a mental
hospital,developing the children’s center for psychic rehabilitation.right now we
are designing a library.
is there any architect from the past, you appreciate a lot? louis kahn, le
corbusier, mies van der rohe... and of course michelangelo. I also like the
architecture designed by nobody, for example gothic cathedrals.
and those still working / contemporary architects? I love frank gehry
because his architecture is like a second nature,like a jungle. something beyond
artificial things, it’s amazing.
what advice would you give to the young? I’m still a young architect.
so yeah um... enjoying things is very important.
what are you afraid of regarding the future? I think I we have to be very
serious about the change in climate and the situation of nature. I think that it is a
great opportunity for us to rethink about the modern age culture of controlling
everything. we have to change that kind of whole super controlling situation.for
example air conditioning - when we use it we close and shut out nature and we
are limited in the space we have. the artificial machine of the air conditioning is
controlling our space and separating each other. instead we might be able to live
together and use a kind of natural power to create a more comfortable space.
humans should adapt a bit more, rather than control.

discussions and models, but when I want to focus on something I prefer to be
alone. in that case I work at home or in a starbucks cafe.
do you discuss your work with other architects? sometimes. for example
with toyo ito and kazuyo sejima, ... but we don’t discuss, we chat.
describe your style, like a good friend of yours would describe it.
I call it ‘primitive future’. a sort of primitive situation that relates to the human
‘cave’ habitation but at the same time I like to create something new for the
future. I recently gave a lecture ‘cave or nest’, the two embryonic states of
architecture. a ‘nest’ is a place for people that is very well prepared, everything
is assembled and very functional, meanwhile the ‘cave’ is just a raw space,
which people need to explore and find their own comfort within. this is a
situation where people can use space creatively. I prefer something like the
cave-like-unintentional space. something that is in between nature and artifact formless form.
formless form? space is relationships and architecture generates various
senses of distances. I’m very optimistic and see architecture as something
between living together and independently. there are many degrees of
interaction amongst people. to construct a wall is to bisect a space into 0 and
1, however a space must have intrinsically many graduations between 0 and 1.
I like to create an in-between-space, therefore my works are very basic (I’ve
designed architecture that is very simple but looks complex due to its geometric
form).
please describe an evolution in your work, from your first projects to the
present day the projects are becoming bigger because I get the chance to do
more prestigious work, but I don’t want to limit myself just to expensive things.
sometimes with private projects that are low-budget I have more possibilities.
what project has given you the most satisfaction? there are two low-budget
projects that I have just recently finished.one is named house N which is a very
simple box house. an outdoor space that feels like the indoors and an indoor
space that feels like the outdoors. I think we were successful in creating a space
between the house and city. my ideal is architecture too be roofless and gardenlike. the other project is called ‘final wooden house’. we stacked wooden blocks
together to create a very small house, in which there are no categorization of
floors, walls, and ceilings.because floor levels are relative people reinterpret
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Say ZIFT
“It’s quite unlike anything you’ve seen before: a high-octane, mystery thriller that combines film noir, Jean
Cocteau, Pulp Fiction, a runaway gas leak and match.” MARCEL DUBOIS

Yavor Gurdev

Yavor Gurdev is one of the most prominent directors in Bulgarian theatre. Born
in 1972, studied in the National School of Ancient Languages and Culture and
graduated in Philosophy and Theatre Directing. He’s a one of the founders of
Triumviratus Art Group (t.a.g., 1994). He has directed plays for theatre and
radio, video and art performances. His forte is the interpretation of classic and
modern texts with modern vision and his intuitive work with actors. His plays,
based on the works of Jenet, Heinrich Muller, Friedrich Durrenmatt, Peter Weiss
and William Shakespeare are staples of modern European theatre His movie
debut “Dzift”, defined as film noir won several prizes amongh them “Silver
George” and the big prize of the Federation of the film clubs at the Moscow
Film Festival 2008. We met Yavor right after his return from
Festival Nouveau Cinema Montreal.

reality with a healthy mocking of this reality.
What’s your main inspiration for this movie? The whole long tradition of
film noir
In some of your theatre works (like The Pillowman by Martin McDonagh)
you achieve a cinematographic effect of a lack of distance between the
viewer and the performance. What surprised you the most when you
stepped into the world of cinema? The long periods of waiting, that can drain
you out of your energy.
What genre could be attributed to this movie. Some call it film noir, a
crossover of genres, one Russian newspaper even called it “a historic
grotesque”
This descriptions are enough to make it quite clear that everyboy can interpret
its genre in whatever way he likes.
How do you look at “Dzift” after its success at the film festivals in Moscow
and Toronto? I see it like a racehorse.
What is the direction that contemporary cinema follows? Which current
cinema trend do you consider most interesting? The merge of genre and art
house cinema.
Are there any cinema auteurs that you would like to work with? Yes.
Speaking of directors I’d certainly like to work with Lars Von Trier. I can’t say
which actor I’d like to work for because that will mean to underestimate all the
other actors I’ll work with in the future.
What is the most important thing that a man who is about to direct a movie
should know? That the ability to shoot can’t save you from the inability to tell
a story.
What book are you reading at the moment? “Mediated” byThomas de
Zengotita
How does an ordinary day of yours start? With a very hard return from the
territories of sleep.
What inspires you? Beauty and ugliness. Up close and intimate

Let’s start with the question that everybody to whom I recommend your
movie asks me. What is “Dzift” about? The movie tells the story of a man
whose life turns terribly wrong. Wrong to a degree that he loses the will to live.
Often in their movie debuts the director aims to tell everything he need
to communicate to the general public. Was there anything that you didn’t
manage to tell with “Dzift”? Yes. I didn’t manage to tell the people about
global peace.
What’s the percentage of pleasure in the creation of a movie, compared to
the percentage of responsability to the team and the viewers? In the realm
of the conscious - 0% pleasure versus 100% responsibility. In the realm of
unconscious, I suspect, is vice versa - 100% pleasure and 0% responsibility.
What was your starting point for this movie? The aesthetic that the world
isn’t very familiar with? The history of the protagonist? The problems of
adapting to the society rules? In fact, I started from the communication code
- irony, that blocks the possibility for pathetic experience and turns reality into
a nightmarish absurd. By elevating the moral tension in the viewer the feeling
of desperation rises and the effect is very polarising tragicomism, which brings
a healthy result. The movie immunises the public against the virus of Bulgarian

Zift, 2008
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Anselm Kiefer at the Grand Palais: tangible firmaments
by Nikoleta Kerinska

« Je ne peux rien faire d’autre que ce qui passe à travers moi . »
Anselm Kiefer was born in 1945 in Germany, where he studied law, literature and linguistics, before starting his studies at
the School of Fine Arts in Karlsruhe and later in Düsseldorf, where he was a student of Joseph Beuys. At the beginning of
the 70s, Kiefer investigates the post-war German identity. In some paintings of this period, Kiefer makes references to
Fascist Germany and above all to Hitler. Some art critics consider this an act of provocation. In the following decades,
Kiefer participates in several exhibitions in the Marian Goodman Gallery in New York, and quickly becomes a very well
quoted artist in the international market of painting. His paintings, often seen as neo-expressionist, are executed in
monumental scale and are marked by a passionate energy. Currently, Kiefer lives in Barjac (France)
where he dedicates himself to painting, sculpture and installation.

The High Priestess, Anselm Kiefer in Grand Palais, Paris

glass and metal plates. We are facing a series of materials crushed by their own
weight. The composition ends with a structure consisting of pre-cast concrete
walls, in which we recognize the traces of some kind of a residential complex.
Such debris exude a distant solitude, perhaps the loneliness of the past still
lived and not shared at all. The destruction, as an accidental act, is followed by
abandonment. The scenario refers to the memory of Europe devastated by war.
This association, direct, simple and inevitable at the first moment, demands a
symbolic reflection. We can read in these shattered buildings the decomposition
of the memory: the mementos collected over a lifetime, which substance is
metamorphosing, becoming ruins.
The installation Sonnenschiff (Sun Ship) is a conceptual extension, presenting
an architectural composition of stacked cement blocks. This is an irregular
rhythm construction built as a rigid upraised body from which a lot of sunflower
stalks are blossoming up. The intriguing contrast between the dried plants,
which seem to be naturally born from limestone surface, is provoked. The
sunflowers do not follow the sun in his daily route, they witness one of the most
striking contemporary features - the strange amalgam between artificial and
natural. The artiste investigates the essence of our time, stimulating a dialogue
between the human technical knowledge and the mysterious principle of nature.
The Sun Ship is a question thrown to the future, a moment of curiosity and
expectation, a building whose interior seduces as a hideout.
Between those Installations, we find the bodies of solid cubes covered by metal
surfaces, called by the artist of “maisons” (houses). Nothing could be more
accurate than that name to indicate these galleries, examples of the excellence of
the construction designed by human hand. Beautiful and perfect these “houses”

In the heart of Paris, between the Seine river and the beginning of the ChampsElysée Avenue, part of a luxury buildings complex, we find Grand Palais - an
excellent example of the Art Nouveau architecture and also of the economic rise
of France at the end of the 19th century. The Grand Palais as an architectural
project is a result of a national competition organized by the French government
in 1896. The project was build to house the Industrial Exposition of 1900, and to
serve for exhibitions, festivals and competitions of all kinds. Built in steel, glass
and concrete, Grand Palais is a masterpiece of engineering. This gigantic temple
of modernism incorporates the aesthetic of the Belle Époque, as we know it in
the drawings of Aubrey Beardsley and the posters of Alfons Mucha.
The exhibition area includes two naves (north and south), connected to the main
hall. Wondrously graceful, this is the elegant architectural complex decorated by
ornament compositions of organic and floral motifs moulded in iron. The glass
roof of main hall offers an open view to the sky of Paris. We can experience
the feeling of being outdoors and appreciate the subtleties of natural light,
transforming the plasticity of space at every single moment of the day.
From May to July 2007 Grand Palais received the first edition of Monumenta.
This is an ambitious exhibition of Anselm Kiefer’s art works. At the very first
contact, the exhibition imposes itself by the magnificence of its proportions far
away from the human scale. Fragmenting the main hall of the Grand Palais,
Kiefer builds a narrative sequence of environments to install his paintings and
three dimensional compositions.
The visit begins with the installation entitled Sternenfall (Star Fall), which
appoints all of the exhibited works. Under this expressively poetic title, there
are presented a set of blocks of cement and steel mesh, mixed with chips of
16

Anselm Kiefer “Sappho”, 2005, photo Claudio Abate
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are the very special places where Kiefer materialize his ideas. The totality of
the inside space of Grand Palais is absolutely transformed by the geometrical
symmetry of these constructions.
Organized thematically, on one hand, they invite us to experience different
narratives, on the other, they form complex passages in whose readings we are
overwhelmed without realizing it. We have not lost the space, but the story, the
story that awaits us inside each home. The dense narratives, full of symbols and
meanings, reveal an artist who nourishes himself from very different sources of
inspiration: Germanic myth, Jewish religion, twentieth century’s poetry. Titles
like The two towers, The secret of ferns and Country of fog, unveil some partial
dimensions of poetic meditation of Kiefer.
Dimanche des Rameaux, translated into English Palm Sunday, is another curious
work. Clearly, with this title, the artist makes a reference to Christian feast Palm
Sunday, also known as Passion Sunday. This (ili these) feat (ili feats) marks the
start of Holy Week and celebrate the triumphal entry of Jesus into Jerusalem in
the days before his Passion. According to the biblical story, the crowd cut the
branches of trees and tufts of palm and used it to cover the ground where Jesus
was passing.
In Palm Sunday, Kiefer presents a series of pictorial images that renounce to
two dimensional plan to achieve the real matter - images of natural pigments,
moulded with soil and dry plants. Mounted next to each other, they form an
impressive surface plasticity, which involves us in their space completion
expression game. The organization of the images does not allow us to observe
them separately. We have to move in space to investigate the uniqueness of
each painting, however, in the act of contemplation we feel swallowed by these
material textures violently torn away from the nature and submitted to the
imagination.
A palm tree trunk is lying faced to the images - a version of three-dimensional
paintings by Kiefer in natural size. Its leaves stretch up through the floor, while
the roots form a solid body. In this unusual position, the palm seems asleep. It

is no longer a tree, even preserving its wholeness from foliage to roots; it is a
body at rest, thin and dry, a real mummy of a myth that has long been rooted in
the Western man.
Kiefer admires the literature, more than that - he venerates the literary
practice. The love, both for symbolic and conceptual design of writing, and
the materiality of the book, exudes throughout Monumenta 2007. The writing
like an object, or like a concept, as a totality of the literary universe is for the
artist an inexhaustible source of reflection and inspiration. Some recent works
are dedicated to the poets Paul Celan and Ingeborg Bachmann. We found the
verses of the poets embodied in Kiefer’s pictorial images. The painful memories
of the recent history of Germany emerge in this three persons’ dialogue.
Witnesses of the World War II and the later reconstruction of Germany, Paul
Celan and Ingeborg Bachmann are reviewed by the artist in a very insistent
way. Meanwhile, Kiefer shows an extreme proximity between his works and
the poetry of Celan and Bachmann. We perceive this proximity as a complete
integration in which the individuality of the poetic discourse is not distinguished
any more.
Kiefer is an artist who handles a considerable amount of information,
encouraging us to discover the stories, to interpret the symbols and to enjoy the
matter. He is a troubled and a complex creator who faces several intellectual
challenges, situated between the primary principle of nature and the complexity
of human “symbology”. We are confronted to the life experience of a thinker,
interpreted and materialised by the original signs and meanings. . The scales of
his creations are monumental, so we are able to feel them only with our body,
without realizing how he sinks in the condense conceptual formulation. Our
mind follows the journey marked by an indescribable visual experience – the
artistic result of the practice.
Between the fragility of the concept and the material existence, we found the
artist’s universal discourse, seeking its essence, its scale, its projection in the
time, or better, beyond the time.
18
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“Jericho” by Anselm Kiefer in Grand Palais, Paris

Modernist
MMIX AD*

Central to the Modernist concept is the idea of contrast and it starts with its two designers, Andrew Jones and Abdul
Koroma. Andrew Jones, born in Northumberland in the North of England in 1975, displayed and intuitive interest in design
from an early age. His strong awareness of design and a desire to break free from the bleakness of Northern England led
to him taking a degree in fashion at Kingston University in Surrey. Abdul Koroma was born in Freetown, Sierra Leone in
1977 to a midwife and the managing director of an oil refinery. Moving to London in the nineties to finish his education he
changed his mind at the last minute from studying architecture to fashion design, incidentally at Kingston University, three
years after Andrew had taken the same path. Some years later Abdul went on to work for the same Italian label as Andrew
and it was there that they met and a strong friendship began. A mutual respect for each other’s talent and a universal desire
to explore and create propels the duo. Modernist is multifaceted, diverse and curious but at it is heart lies two individuals
with a unique vision that really sets them apart. In 2005 they decided to enter the Fashion Fringe competition as an
experiment. This paid off as they made it to the shortlist of four finalists. The debut Modernist collection took place in the
September of that year at the competition final during London Fashion Week. Perfect Day met them.
What is first thought that crosses your mind when you think of the
daylight? Thank God it’s not raining!
How would you describe yourself in moment when you create? Intense. You
lose sense of time. You wake up, you work, you forget to eat and then you go to
sleep. You get into a sort of rhythm, like a long distance swimmer.
Perfect creation in world and life is? Imperfection’s much more interesting.
Which are the things that give fashion edge to a woman’s looks? Confidence,
not trying too hard or being self-aware.
What are you interested in more – in modernity or in elegancy, or in one
style? Which one? Definitely modernity! Elegance can be a bit old-fashioned if
taken too literally.
What, in your opinion, has to be changed in the fashion world?
It needs to slow down, maybe. Its like being on a treadmill sometimes, there’s
not much chance of reflection. We respect Alaia and the way he works at his
own pace.
Something that makes people happy. The best thing in life so far that has
happened to you is? Doing what we do. Its great to be able to do what you love
and enjoy. Not many people get to do that.
What do you spend most of your money for? What money? We’re young

fashion designers!
Music that keeps you in perfect mood is? Feist
Where do you think angels lives? Heaven, of course.
What makes you smile in a rainy day? It will have to stop, eventually...
Where do you think is G spot – G-enius? G-rainline
What color do you think people have when they are in love? Chartreuse
Whose talent do you envy most? Alaia
Your worst dream is? Never waking up.
How do you define beauty? Beauty is undefinable.
Your biggest influence is? Each other.
Life is worth it because of? You only get one chance.

M as Modernity

* year 2009
Art director and stylist: Marieta Tsenova
Photographer: Enamul Hoque
Photo assistant: Maciek Surowiak
Models: Marianna@NEXT, London and Isobel
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Dress Modernist, belt vintage Balenciaga, skirt
used as hair accessory vintage Martin Margiela

O as Opportunity

D as Deco

Little coat Modernist, navy top TopShop,
trousers Clements Ribeiro

Dress Modernist,
jewels and accessories stylist own

RN as ReNaissance

E as Enthusiasm

Sleеvеs top Modernist, blouse Donna Karan,
bikini Princes Tam-Tam

Coat Modernist, belt vintage
Comme des Garcons, scarf Hermes

Skirt Мodernist, vest H&M,
bra vintage La Perla,

photographer Maciek Surowiak, production m.a.r.a.

– IST as East

SUNCITY
st-dupont.com
novea-bg.com

Architecture and Modernism, Villa Savoye
by Alain de Botton

In the spring of 1928 a Parisian couple named Pierre and Emilie Savoye
approached the 41-year-old Swiss architect Le Corbusier and asked him to
design a country house for them and their young son Roger on a wooded
plot of land they owned overlooking the Seine, in Poissy, west of Paris. Le
Corbusier had by this point in his career built fifteen private houses and acquired
international renown for his categorical views on architecture.
‘Our engineers are healthy and virile, active and useful, balanced and happy in
their work,’ he exclaimed in Towards a New Architecture (1923), while ‘our
architects are disillusioned and unemployed, boastful or peevish. This is because
there will soon be nothing more for them to do. We no longer have the money
to erect historical souvenirs. At the same time, everyone needs to wash! Our
engineers provide for these things and so they will be our builders.’
Le Corbusier recommended that the houses of the future be ascetic and clean,
disciplined and frugal. His hatred of any kind of decoration extended to a pity
for the British Royal Family and the ornate, golden carriage in which they
traveled to open Parliament every year. He suggested that they push the carved
monstrosity off the cliffs of Dover and instead learn to travel around their realm
in a Hispano-Suiza 1911 racing car. He even mocked Rome, the traditional
destination for the education and edification of young architects, and renamed
it the ‘city of horrors’, ‘the damnation of the half-educated’ and ‘the cancer
of French architecture’ – on account of its violation of functional principles
through an abundance of Baroque detailing, wall-painting and statuary.
For Le Corbusier, true, great architecture – meaning, architecture motivated
by the quest for efficiency – was more likely to be found in a 40,000-kilowatt
electricity turbine or a low-pressure ventilating fan. It was to these machines
that his books accorded the reverential photographs which previous architectural
writers had reserved for cathedrals and opera houses.
Once asked by a magazine editor to name his favourite chair, Le Corbusier
cited the seat of a cockpit, and described the first time he ever saw an aeroplane,
in the spring of 1909, in the sky above Paris – it was the aviator the Comte
de Lambert taking a turn around the Eiffel Tower – as the most significant

moment of his life. He observed that the requirements of flight of necessity rid
aeroplanes of all superfluous decoration and so unwittingly transformed them
into successful pieces of architecture. To place a Classical statue atop a house
was as absurd as to add one to a plane, he noted, but at least by crashing in
response to this addition, the plane had the advantage of rendering its absurdity
starkly manifest. ‘L’avion accuse,’ he concluded.
But if the function of a plane was to fly, what was the function of a house? Le
Corbusier arrived (‘scientifically’ he assured his readers) at a simple list of
requirements, beyond which all other ambitions were no more than ‘romantic
cobwebs’. The function of a house was, he wrote, to provide: ‘1. A shelter
against heat, cold, rain, thieves and the inquisitive. 2. A receptacle for light and
sun. 3. A certain number of cells appropriated to cooking, work, and personal
life.’
Behind a wall on the summit of a hill in Poissy, a gravel path curves through
dense trees before opening out into a clearing, in the middle of which stands
a thin, white, rectangular box, with ribbon windows running along its sides,
supported off the ground on a series of implausibly slender pillars. A structure
on the roof of the Villa Savoye resembles a water tower or gas cylinder, but
turns out on closer inspection to be a terrace with a semicircular protecting
wall. The house looks like a piece of finely tooled precision machinery, some
industrial object of unknown purpose, with flawless white surfaces that on a
bright day reflect back the sun with the luminescent intensity of fishermen’s
cottages on the islands of the Aegean. It seems that the house may be no more
than a temporary visitor and that its roof-top equipment could at any point
receive a signal that would lead it to fire its concealed engines and rise slowly
over the surrounding trees and historically styled villas on the beginning of a
long journey home to a remote galaxy.
The influence of science and aeronautics continues inside. A front door made
of steel opens onto a hallway as clean, bright and bare as an operating theatre.
There are tiles on the floor, naked bulbs on the ceiling and, in the middle of the
hall, a basin which invites guests to cleanse themselves of the impurities of the
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outside world. Dominating the room is a large ramp with a simple tubular rail
which leads up to the main living quarters. Here a large kitchen is equipped with
all the conveniences of its era. Steel-framed strip windows feed natural light into
the principal rooms. The bathrooms are shrines to hygiene and athleticism; the
exposed pipe work would do justice to a submarine.
Even in these intimate spaces, the mood remains technical and astringent. There
is nothing extraneous or decorative here, no rosettes or mouldings, no flourishes
or ornaments. Walls meet ceilings at perfect right angles, without the softening
influence of borders. The visual language is drawn exclusively from industry,
the artificial light provided by factory lamps. There are few pieces of furniture,
for Le Corbusier had recommended to his clients that they keep their belongings
to a minimum, reacting with injured alarm when Madame Savoye expressed
a desire to fit an armchair and two sofas in the living room. ‘Home life today
is being paralysed by the deplorable notion that we must have furniture,’ her
architect protested. ‘This notion should be rooted out and replaced by that of
equipment.’
‘What [modern man] wants is a monk’s cell, well lit and heated, with a corner
from which he can look at the stars,’ Le Corbusier had written. As the builders
finished their work, the Savoye family had reason to feel confident that in
the house he had designed for them, these aspirations, at least, would be
consummately met.
Governed by an ethos conceived by engineers, Modernism claimed to have
supplied a definitive answer to the question of beauty in architecture: the point
of a house was not to be beautiful but to function well. Yet this neat separation
between the vexed matter of appearance and the more straightforward one of
performance has always hung on an illusory distinction. Although we may at
first glance associate the word ‘function’ with the efficient provision of physical
sanctuary, we are in the end unlikely to respect a structure which does no more
than keep us dry and warm.
Of almost any building, we ask not only that it do a certain thing but also
that it look a certain way, that it contribute to a given mood: of religiosity
or scholarship, rusticity or modernity, commerce or domesticity. We may
require it to generate a feeling of reassurance or of excitement, of harmony or
of containment. We may hope that it will connect us to the past or stand as a

symbol of the future, and we would complain, no less than we would about a
malfunctioning bathroom, if this second, aesthetic, expressive level of function
were left unattended.
In a more encompassing suggestion, John Ruskin proposed that we seek two
things of our buildings. We want them to shelter us. And we want them to speak
to us – to speak to us of whatever we find important and need to be reminded of.
In reality, the architects of the Modernist movement, just like all their
predecessors, wanted their houses to speak. Only not of the nineteenth century.
Or of privilege and aristocratic life. Or of the Middle Ages or Ancient Rome.
They wanted their houses to speak of the future, with its promise of speed and
technology, democracy and science. They wanted their armchairs to evoke
racing cars and planes, they wanted their lamps to evoke the power of industry
and their coffee pots the dynamism of high-speed trains.
It wasn’t that they ever lost sight of the importance of arousing feelings; their
argument was, instead, with the family of feelings that previous architectural
styles had generated. With his central staircase in the Villa Savoye, Le Corbusier
– just like Ange-Jacques Gabriel at the Classical pavilion of Le Petit Trianon
in Versailles, a few miles to the south – was trying to do something other than
simply carry people to an upper floor. He was trying to prompt a state of the
soul. Despite their claims to a purely scientific and reasoned approach, the
relationship of Modernist architects to their work remained at base a romantic
one: they looked to architecture to support a way of life that appealed to them.
Their domestic buildings were conceived as stage sets for actors in an idealised
drama about contemporary existence.
So strong was the aesthetic interest of the Modernists that it routinely took
precedence over considerations of efficiency. The Villa Savoye might have
looked like a practically minded machine, but it was in reality an artistically
motivated folly. The bare walls were handmade by artisans using costly
imported Swiss mortar, they were as delicate as pieces of lace and as devoted
to generating feelings as the jewel-encrusted naves of a Counter-Reformation
Church.
Alain de Botton, The Architecture of Happiness, The Secret Art of Furnishing
Your Life, Penguin press, 2006
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Steidlville The Island of Photography

pictures on the left and above, Photographer Tsvetan Toshkov, artdirector Marieta Tsenova, model Bianca

“The original and best London bookstore carrying Steidl
publications, this eminent establishment is reminiscent
of a small chapel, except here you pray to the art of
photography. Situated on the quaint, peaceful city retreat of
Lambs Conduit Street, Steidlville London is managed by
Laura and Danny Pope. The shop’s ample stock represents
Steidl’s tradition of crafting exquisite editions that can
transform even the lowliest, flat-packed coffee tables into
rich displays with such beautifully bound books.
Not only does this magnificent emporium specialise
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in Steidl books, they also create and sell handmade
photographic prints on-site. What you don’t see from the
bookshop is perhaps its best kept secret, located right
beneath your feet. For the last 25 years, Steidlville’s
basement has been producing prints for professional
photographers and major galleries by the distinguished
printer, renegade philosopher and business’s proprietor,
Danny Pope” london.unlike.net
Steidlville , 36 Lambs Conduit Street, WC1N 3LJ London
Steidlville London is online at www.dannypope.com
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Darkside, Vol. 1: Photographic Desire and Sexuality Photographed
by Thomas Seelig, Urs Stahel

Photography is present in all the pubic and private areas of our lives. It is also found in seclusion, where it is “dark”, where
we shut ourselves off from society or where an act excludes society. Sexuality – as eroticism, desire, fantasy and fetish – is
one of the central drives of man’s thoughts, actions and feelings. Frequently though, sexuality is minimized, considered to
be nothing more than lustful entertainment or dismal deviation. Darkside shows photography as an important medium in
the presentation of sexuality. Photography stylizes lust and passion, power, violence and voyeurism. Wish and desire enter
into a pact with sexuality: sexual fantasies push to be presented, seek exposure – and photography, with its own voyeuristic
pull, uses the power of (photo) eroticism for its own purposes. Darkside presents this photography and discusses it in
numerous essays. Steidl, 2008
Volume 2 will be published in 2009. It is devoted to the photography of violence and disease, those other central powers
that can influence body and soul.

Ernest J.Bellocq, Untitled, 1912
Photographic Desire and Sexuality Photographed, Steidl
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Garry Gross, Untitled 7, 1975/1998
Photographic Desire and Sexuality Photographed, Steidl
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Boris Mikhailov, Untitled, 1997/ 1998
Photographic Desire and Sexuality Photographed, Steidl
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Alfred Baltrop, Friend,1977
Photographic Desire and Sexuality Photographed, Steidl
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Мona Kuhn Evidence, Steidl 2007
Mona Kuhn was born in Sao Paolo, Brazil, in 1969, of German descent. She attended Ohio State University and the San
Francisco Art Institute. Since 1998 she has been an independent studies scholar at the Getty Research Institute in Los
Angeles. Mona Kuhn currently lives and works in Los Angeles. “Internationally recognized for her alluring renderings
of human form, Kuhn weaves together gestures from the traditional iconography of nude studies with the comfortable
body language of her subjects, creating a visual patois at once classical and contemporary. Beneath the mellow surfaces
of her photographs lies an explosive energy: the artist’s controlled play with sensuality. The subjects and their gestures

image by Мona Kuhn, Evidence, Steidl 2007
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are suggestive but ultimately ambiguous. Tenuously held planes of focus lure the eye and provoke the imagination. In her
latest body of work, Kuhn raises the question of lost paradises and less than innocent youth, taking the viewer through a
visual journey of shared illusions inevitably touched by tableaus of human interaction. The new book of Mona Kuhn called
Native, Steidl, 2009.
Mona Kuhn’s monograph Evidence with an essay by Gordon Baldwin and a story by Frederic Tuten (Steidl, 2007) is
available in Steidlville, London

image by Мona Kuhn, Evidence, Steidl 2007
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photographer Frode Hegland, www.hegland.com
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Modern Times
Styling and photography Marieta Тsenova
Model Rhys

Breaking the waves as a graphic designer, freelance artist and DJ in 2006, Tim Soar launched his own menswear label.
Three years later SOAR has received acclaim by the public. His last collection (winter 2009) he describes as industrial
dark but interesting. Addressing the recession, he says ‘lot’s of people are going to go bust but those that don’t will get
interesting.’ Insightful. SOAR is available from b store, 24 Savile Row, London W1

Left shirt and wool trousers SOAR, tricot waistcoat Top Shop
This page little navy coat, narrow jeans, trainers SOAR,

trousers SOAR, skirt used as a top Burberry

narrow jeans, white shirt, trainers SOAR, tie and sleeve-protectors A.P.C.

Left black jacket, cardigan and black cotton shirt, trainers SOAR, black organza top and metal tread skirt vintage Martin Margiela
This page black wool suit and trousers SOAR, top vintage Atsuro Tayama, customized bag , stylist own, Y-3

Seven Characters in search of an author
Texts by Kevin Spenst
Art director and Photographer Marieta Tsenova

“What happens to our thoughts and hopes, and our dreams and personas? They
live only as intangible wisps until we act on them, give them flesh or write them
down. More often they wither and gasp until we forget them. Italian playwright Luigi
Pirandello wrote Six Characters in Search of an Author about the figments of our
imaginations. Unlike the fancies we all fabricate and dismiss as asinine, Pirandello
lets his characters fight for what they believe is rightfully theirs—completeness.
Pirandello’s play begins with a company of actors rehearsing a play. They are
melodramatic and unenthusiastic about the writing. A knock on the stage door
brings the intrusion of six people and halts the mundane rehearsal. At first the
company believes this group of people has shown up to either pitch a new play or
audition. It quickly becomes clear that the six are in a unique situation: they can
only and ever play exactly the parts that were envisioned for them. Even though
it’s rife with pain, the six need their fate to be played out exactly the way their author intended.”
Jenna Raymond, Vital Source magazine, Milwaukee, USA
Six Characters created a scandal when it was first performed in Rome in 1921,
but it was hailed as a masterpiece in Paris, innovatively produced by Georges
Pitoëff.
Luigi Pirandello was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1934 for his “bold
and brilliant renovation of the drama and the stage. G.B. Shaw praised it as the
most original play ever.
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Model Katerina

CHARACTER ONE - frozen in her gaze
She looks for some nearly non-existent blemish, an imprint
of imperfection from some mistaken moment long ago. A
night she passed out into bed without a proper removal of
cosmetics. An extravagant frown held too long. A squint into
a sunset. She knows that she blundered in the time before she
dedicated herself to herself. She feels a mistake inside of her
with as much certainty as she feels the beating of her heart.
The three mirrors answer her inquiry with silence obeisance.
Her left cheek and eye. Her nose and lips. Her right cheek
and eye. Her head slowly sways from side to side. In order
to pull off this feat of continuous self-observation, she feigns
disinterest. To the world, she is her own world: an autonomous realm of beauty. If people knew what she was searching
for she wouldn’t be fed, clothed and pampered from this spot
to that spot. From mirror to mirror. She wouldn’t be admired.
There are times when her resolve weakens, when she falters

and wonders what ever happened to the Berlin Wall after it
went down or what ever happened to that photographer who
wanted to start his own one meter tall fashion magazine or
what ever happened to her sister who met a man in Berlin’s
Love Parade some years ago. During these times when concentration stumbles, she dreams that someone will smash all
the mirrors of the world, spray paint every stainless steel surface and coat lakes in lilly pads and colored cardigans.(she
remembers these being important in some distant childhood
memories.) She supposes that if she averted her gaze away
for a second, allowing someone to come in and smash her
smooth prison to shards too small for a nose or eye, then she
would be free. Then the shadow of a possible wrinkle brings
her back to the enormous task at hand and she forgets her
flights of fantasy. She is a self-contained mistake.
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Model Jane

CHARACTER TWO - Ink in reverse - esrever ni knI
Positivism. While her lectures at the university were always
full, she still maintained that anything worth discussing
should be conversible over a beer. She needed visual backup to make that work.Little could she have guessed that the
greatest threat to her project were the mirrors around her. It
was almost impossible, but then again so were the findings
about reality in her philosophy. The first morning, after getting her mirror tattoo, she readied herself in the bathroom,
she felt as though the mirror had become a giant eye. She was
being stared at by the mirror. Her tattoo was causing offense
as though the mirror were some Old Testament god: thou
shalt not have any graven images made of me. As though her
philosophy of perception and movement were unbearable to
the mirror. She stared at the mirror in a bid to guilt trip it into
giving up her back her tattoo. There was no point in getting
other tattoos if this would be their fate. She needed to assert
her position in front of the mirror. As long as it took.

Without knowing exactly how such a thing could’ve come
about, she is nevertheless convinced that her mirror tattoo,
which was on the inner tenderness of her right forearm, has
been stolen away into an actual mirror. The tattoo was made
in the form of a hand mirror that reflected her face when her
arm was held up parallel to herself. A trop de l’oeil buried in
blue into her flesh. A concept for all to query. Now, it is no
more. She had taken her first step towards her goal of coating
herself in mirrors which, together with the inked in wings on
her back, would personify her concept of the Flight of Perception. She was tired of explaining her philosophy to faces
that strained back suppressed yawns. She needed to convey
her excitement in more than words. She needed pictures to
liven up her take on Henri Bergson’s phenomenology. Some
of the faculty in the philosophy department scoffed at her
populist approach. “Madonna’s Material Girl and Metaphysics” will be her next book on philosophy, snidely remarked
the in house expert on Logical
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Model Victoire

CHARACTER THREE - Running gag
She reflects in the mirror with which she crossed the London marathon. The
mirror she held up throughout the entire coarse of the run. The mirror with
which she watched beads of sweat race down her brow. Held out at arm’s
length, she was able to see around it and ahead. At first the officials had
refused her idiosyncratic approach to racing. After she won her first race, the
competition baulked at her approach to running. The danger seemed to be selfevident. She persevered, however, and won the right to race as she desired.
She keeps the mirrors from all of the races that she wins. While she races, the
mirror serves as a constant reminder of the passion within. Simply put, this
motivates her to win. While this is what some have speculated, she refuses
to speak on the topic. Refuses to justify. So what if the world laughs. Losers
laugh, she tells herself. Hyenas licking their wounds. She shall continue to
win in silence while the world debates between laughter and admiration.
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Model Georgina

CHARACTER FIVE - Penance over and done with

Model Anina

CHARACTER FOUR - Reflecting the truth
Once upon a time, she tried to find truth in the finer points of philosophy,
digging into ideas like she was building mines into mountains. Waiting to
unearth a revelation that would matter. That was ten years ago. For the past
three years she’s realized that the only purpose of philosophy is to realign
one’s thinking with the reality of existence. If the oar in the water looks
crooked under the bent of the water’s surface than she should train herself to
see it correctly, as it really is. Straight ahead. If the reflection in the mirror is
a falsity than that too is also something which must be corrected. She stares
at her beauty mark which is on her left cheek. In the mirrored version of
herself, however, the mark technically appears on the right cheek. Ergo, that
is not me, she tells herself. That mirrored reflection is an unwitting slave to
my actions. If I want to see myself, I have to look past the slave. She crosses
her eyes to see the truth. After three years of searching for the truth she’s
come up with nothing head-aches.
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he wanted to continue driving the business into the ground.
They fought bitterly but in the end she was left clinging to her
decision. Secretly, her father was surprised to find himself
relieved but his arm still found its way into the familiar swing
of fury. And they never talked again. Over the following
years Sylvia whittled down her fears of the future to a seven
year term. Perhaps popular wisdom was right. Seven years
was a serious span of time. Enough time to make penance.
And then she could make a clean break in a world without
fear. On the night before the seven year anniversary of last
mirror that she dropped, Sylvia sat in front of a collection of
mirrors. Facing her fears while wearing a motorcycle helmet
for added protection. Just in case. In case of emergency break
glass, was the most terrifying sentence that she ever saw. In
her apartment, her door opened to a red safety alarm on the
wall. If she lived to the next day, she would open the door
and smash that glass. That would be the first test of her new
life without fear. Then her father’s mirror shop would be the
next stop.

Seven years bad luck for any old mirror, but what about a
19th Century Florentine gilded mirror ? Or an 18th Century
oak mirror ? Or what about that hand-painted Victorian
mirror which shattered into more pieces that Sylvia imagined
a mirror having. How could one divide into a million so
quickly, she thought as she stood over the carpet of glass at
the front of her father’s store. Will I have one day of bad
luck for each shard of glass or am I simply eternally cursed
? Her mind was chased by a pack of fears on a daily basis.
After dropping her seventh mirror she was growing weary of
her fear and yet it remained in front of her, the way a broken
piece of glass is still capable of cutting you no matter how
familiar you are with removing it from a carpet or a corner
of a window. But he insisted that she stay on. Work until
your fear is conquered, were the words that rang in her ears.
The words that shattered each time another antique mirror
fell through her grip. And on and on it went like this for three
years. Finally at the age of twenty-one Sylvia refused to fight
her fears anymore. She gave two weeks notice and told her
father that he would have to find another butter-fingers if
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Model Yumi

Model Jo

CHARACTER six - Competing against yourself
“I’m not going to say something as cliched as ‘you are
always competing against yourself’. I’m not going to say that
phrase for the simple fact that it’s true and because it’s true I
have to force myself to say something better. Something like
‘yourself is always competing against you’ or maybe ‘it’s just
you versus you’. Okay maybe that last one was better.” Her
father’s words come back to her in a memorized memory
that she replays once a day. She stares at herself with a steely
gaze in a hand mirror. “You must always better yourself. One
up yourself. If one morning you wake up happy, well then
by God the next day you’ve got to wake up happier. If you
throw an apple into the garbage from two meters away well

then the next day you’d better throw that apple from three
meters away. It’s you versus you and there’ll only be one
winner. One victor and you’d better make damn sure that its
you.” At this point in the speech her father would mull over
what he’d just said and make a face like a cat about to cough
up a fur ball but after this momentary discomfort, he’d return
to a look of confidence.“That’s all there is when you look at
yourself in the mirror every morning. You going into battle
with you.” Within seconds she will put the mirror down and
go into battle with herself. To defeat herself so that she can
win.
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CHARACTER SEVEN - Blindness
well ask a glass of water if its thirsty. The question is absurd,”
she thinks to herself while politely deflecting the question
with her beautiful smile. She was born blind and lives in a
world of touch and other sensations. While all books are
basically blank to her touch and photos are clean slates of
nothing, her world consists of sounds, textures and feelings
wrapped tightly around ideas and emotions. That is the world
that she knows.She is however fascinated by mirrors and
how something which feels so polished and plain can hold so
many people’s attention. A mirror is a memory staring you in
the face, she thinks to herself one morning sitting in front of
several mirrors. And she wonders.

She is fascinated by all things, a trait which often raises
questions in others. “But where does all that boundless
curiosity come from ?” And at that question she launches into
a theory of knowledge, the mind and her childhood, but her
dissertation ends with smiling questions. She is fascinated by
fascination.“Curiosity is a search for stability but I suppose
I spent such an extended period of time asking questions in
graduate school and beyond that my search for stability is my
state of stability. I feel at home in a question mark. But in this
world of marvels, technological and otherwise, why aren’t
there more people brimming with curiosity ?” In spite of her
stream of never ending questions, she hates it when people
ask her if she’s curious about the visual world. “You might as

kevinspenst.com
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The Library of Babel

Jorge Louis Borges is a poet, essayist, and short-story
writer, whose tales of fantasy and dreamworlds are
classics of the 20th-century world literature. He was born
in Buenos Aires, Argentina on August 24, 1899.
Borges was profoundly influenced by European culture,
English literature, and such thinkers as Berkeley, who
argued that there is no material substance; the sensible
world consists only of ideas, which exists for so long
as they are perceived. Most of Borges’s tales embrace
universal themes - the often recurring circular labyrinth can
be seen as a metaphor of life or a riddle which theme is
time. In ‘The Library of Babel’ the symmetrically structured
library represents the universe as it is conceived by rational
man, and the library’s illegible books refers to man’s
ignorance. In ‘Tlön, Uqbar, Orbis Tertius’ Borges invented a
whole other universe based on an imaginary encyclopedia.
He died on June, 1986 in Geneva.

Karl Blossfeldt is a natural born artist. Born in Germany in
1865, self-taught in photography, he devoted himself to
the study of nature, photographing nothing but flowers and
plants. Blossfeldt’s images of plants become sculptural
and architectural objects. They become a new idea of
symmetry, proportions, curves and space development.
(Karl used them in his lessons of sculpture.)
The simple yet expressive forms captured on film affirmed
his boundless artistic and intellectual ability.
Karl Blossfeldt. The Complete Published Work is one of the
most influential books, published by Taschen’s in 2008.

By this art you may contemplate the variations of the 23 letters...
The Anatomy of Melancholy, part 2, sect. II, mem. IV
The universe (which others call the Library) is composed of an indefinite and
perhaps infinite number of hexagonal galleries, with vast air shafts between,
surrounded by very low railings. From any of the hexagons one can see,
interminably, the upper and lower floors. The distribution of the galleries
is invariable. Twenty shelves, five long shelves per side, cover all the sides
except two; their height, which is the distance from floor to ceiling, scarcely
exceeds that of an averagely tall librarian. One of the free sides leads to a
narrow passage which opens onto another gallery, identical to the first one
and to all the rest. To the left and right of the passage there are two very small
closets. In the first, one may sleep standing up; in the other, satisfy one’s fecal
necessities. Also through here passes a spiral stairway, which sinks abysmally
and disappears into the distance above. In the passage there is a mirror which
faithfully duplicates all appearances. Men usually infer from this mirror that
the Library is not infinite (if it were, why this illusory duplication?); I prefer to
imagine that its polished surfaces reproduce and promise the infinite ... Light is
provided by some spherical fruit which bear the name of lamps. There are two
of these, transversally placed, in each hexagon. The light they emit is scant but
everlasting.
Like all men of the Library, I have traveled in my youth; I have wandered in

search of a book, perhaps the catalogue of catalogues; now that my eyes can
hardly decipher what I write, I am preparing to die just a few leagues from the
hexagon in which I was born. Once I am dead, a pair of gracious hands will
throw me over the railing; my grave will be the fathomless chasm; my body
will be falling endlessly, decaying and dissolving in the swirl caused by the
infinite downfall. I profess that the Library has no end. Idealists argue that the
hexagonal rooms are a requisite shape for absolute space or, at least, for our
sense of space. They reason that a triangular or pentagonal room would be
inconceivable. (Mystics claim that in a state of ecstasy a circular chamber would
be revealed to them containing a great circular book, whose boundless spine
lies on the spherical wall; but their testimony is suspect, their words - obscure.
This cyclical book is God.) Let it suffice now to repeat the classic dictum: The
Library is a sphere whose exact center is any one of its hexagons and whose
circumference is unreachable.
There are five shelves for each of the hexagon’s walls; each shelf contains
thirty-five books of uniform format; each book is of four hundred and ten pages;
each page, of forty lines; each line, of some eighty letters which are black in
color. There are also letters on the spine of each book; these letters, however,
bear no indication or hint as to what the pages say. I am aware that such
inconsistence had at one time seemed mysterious. Before presenting briefly the
solution to this problem (the discovery of which, despite its tragic consequences,
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contained all possible combinations of the twenty-odd orthographical symbols
(a number which, though extremely vast, is not infinite), or everything that
could be expressed, in all languages. Everything: the minutely detailed history
of the future, the archangels’ autobiographies, the true catalogue of the Library,
thousands and thousands of false catalogues, the demonstration of the fallacy
of those catalogues, the demonstration of the fallacy of the true catalogue, the
Gnostic gospel of Basilides, the commentary on that gospel, the commentary on
the commentary on that gospel, the true story of your death, the translation of
every book in all languages, the interpolations of every book in all books.
When it was proclaimed that the Library contained all books, the first
impression was one of extravagant happiness. All men felt themselves to be
the masters of an intact and secret treasure. There was no personal or world
problem whose eloquent solution did not exist in some hexagon. The universe
became meaningful, the universe suddenly usurped the unlimited dimensions
of hope. At that time a great deal was said about the Vindications: books of
apology and prophecy which vindicated for all time the acts of every man in the
universe and retained prodigious arcana for his future. Thousands of the greedy
abandoned their sweet native hexagons and rushed up the stairways, urged on
by the vain intention of finding their Vindication. These pilgrims would argue
in the narrow passages, exchange dark curses, strangle each other on the divine
stairways, fling the deceptive books into the air shafts, meet their death cast
down in a similar fashion by the inhabitants of remote regions. Others went mad
... The Vindications do exist (I have seen two referring to persons of the future,
to persons who are perhaps not imaginary) but the searchers had forgotten that
the possibility of a man’s finding his Vindication, or some treacherous variation
thereof, can be computed as zero.
At that time it was also hoped that a clarification of humanity’s basic mysteries
-- the origin of the Library and of time -- might be found. It is verisimilar
that these grave mysteries could be explained in words: if the language of
philosophers is not sufficient, the multiform Library will have produced the
unprecedented language required, with its vocabularies and grammars. For four
centuries now men have exhausted the hexagons ... There are official searchers,
inquisitors. I have seen them in the performance of their function: they always
arrive extremely tired from their journeys; they speak of a broken stairway
which almost killed them; they talk with the librarian of galleries and stairs;
sometimes they pick up the nearest volume and leaf through it, looking for
infamous words. Obviously, no one expects to discover anything.
As was natural, this inordinate hope was followed by great despondency. The
certitude that some shelf in some hexagon held precious books and that these
precious books were inaccessible, seemed almost intolerable. A blasphemous
sect suggested that the searches should cease and that all men should juggle
letters and symbols until they constructed, by an improbable gift of chance,
these canonical books. The authorities were obliged to issue severe orders. The
sect disappeared, but in my childhood I have seen old men who, for long periods
of time, would hide in the latrines with some metal disks in a forbidden dice
cup, trying to feebly mimic the divine disorder.
Others, inversely, believed that it was fundamental to eliminate the useless
works. They invaded the hexagons, showed credentials which were not always
false, leafed through a volume with displeasure and condemned whole shelves:
their purgatory, ascetic furor caused the senseless perdition of millions of books.
Their names are execrated, but those who deplore the ``treasures’’ destroyed

is perhaps the capital event in history), I wish to remind a few axioms.
First: The Library exists ab aeterno. This truth, the immediate corollary of which
is the future perpetuity of the world, cannot be questioned by any reasonable
mind. Man, the imperfect librarian, may be the product of chance or the creation
of malevolent demiurges; the universe, equipped with elegant shelves, enigmatic
volumes, endless stairways for the traveler and latrines for the seated librarian,
can only be the work of a god. To grasp the enormous dissemblance between
the divine and the human, it would suffice to compare these crude wavering
symbols which my fallible hand has scrawled on the cover of a book with the
organic letters on its pages: clear, delicate, shiny black, inimitably symmetrical.
Second: The orthographical symbols are twenty-five in number. (1) This
finding made it possible, three hundred years ago, to formulate a general theory
of the Library and solve satisfactorily the problem which no conjecture had
deciphered: the uncertain and chaotic nature of almost all books. One which my
father saw in a hexagon in sector fifteen ninety-four was made up of the letters
MCV, appearing repeatedly from the first line to the last. Another book (very
much consulted in this area) is a true labyrinth of letters, but its next-to-last page
says “Oh time, thy pyramids”. This much is already known: for every sensible
line or accurate statement, there are thousands of senseless cacophonies, legions
of verbal jumbles and nonsenses. (I know of an uncouth region whose librarians
repudiate the vain and superstitious habit of seeking meaning in books, equating
it with that of seeking meaning in dreams or in the random lines on one’s palm
... They admit that the inventors of this writing imitated the twenty-five natural
symbols, but maintain that their application is accidental and that books signify
nothing in themselves. This dictum, we shall see, is not entirely fallacious.)
For a long time it was believed that these impenetrable books were written
in dead or unknown languages. It is true that the most ancient men, the first
librarians, used a language quite different from the one we now speak; it is true
that a few miles to the right the tongue is a dialect, and that ninety floors farther
up, it is incomprehensible. All this, I repeat, is true, but four hundred and ten
pages of inalterable MCVs cannot correspond to any vernacular or language, no
matter how primitive it may be. Some assumed that each letter could influence
the one that followed and that the meaning of MCV in the third line of page 71
was not the one the same string may have elsewhere on a different page, but
this vague thesis did not prevail. Others thought of cryptographs; generally,
this conjecture has been accepted, though not in the sense which its originators
vested in it.
Five hundred years ago, the curator of an upper hexagon (2) came upon a book
as confusing as the others, but which had nearly two pages of homogeneous
lines. He showed his find to a wandering decoder who told him the lines were
written in Portuguese; others said they were in Yiddish. Within less than a
century, the language was established: a Samoyedic Lithuanian dialect of
Guarani, with classical Arabian inflections. The content was also deciphered:
some notions of combinatorial analysis, illustrated with examples of variations
with unlimited repetition. These examples made it possible for a librarian of
genius to discover the fundamental law of the Library. This thinker observed
that all books, no matter how diverse they might be, were made up of the
same elements: the space, the period, the comma, the twenty-two letters of the
alphabet. He also pointed at a fact which all travelers had confirmed: In the vast
Library there were no two identical books. From these two incontrovertible
premises he deduced that the Library was total and that the books on its shelves
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“library” is also “bread” or “pyramid” or anything else, and these seven words
which define it have a different meaning. You, the reader of these lines, are you
sure that you understand my language?)
My systematic writing distracts me from thinking of the present state of
men. The certitude that everything has been written destroys us or turns us
into phantoms. I know of places where the young men prostrate themselves
before the books and kiss their pages deliriously, unable to read a single letter.
Epidemics, heretical conflicts, peregrinations which inevitably degenerate into
banditry, have decimated the population. I believe I have mentioned suicides,
more and more frequent with the years. Perhaps my old age and fearfulness
deceive me, but I suspect that the human species -- the only one of its kind -is about to be extinguished, but the Library will endure: illuminated, solitary,
infinite, perfectly motionless, equipped with precious volumes, useless,
incorruptible, secret.
I have just written the word ``infinite.’’ I have not interpolated this adjective
out of rhetorical habit; I do claim that it is not illogical to think that the world
is infinite. Those who judge it to be limited, postulate that in remote places the
passages and stairways and hexagons can conceivably come to an end -- which
is absurd. Those who imagine it to be without limit forget that the possible
number of books does have such a limit. I venture to suggest this solution to the
ancient problem: The Library is unlimited and cyclical. If an eternal traveler
were to cross it in any direction, after centuries he would see that the same
books were repeated in the same disorder (which, thus repeated, would be an
order: the Order). This exquisite hope brings relief to my solitude. (4)

by this frenzy neglect two notable facts. One: the Library is so enormous that
any reduction of human origin is infinitesimal. The other: every book is unique,
irreplaceable, but (since the Library is total) there are always several hundred
thousand imperfect facsimiles: works which differ only in a letter or a comma.
Counter to the general opinion, I venture to suppose that the consequences of
the Purifiers’ depredations have been exaggerated by the horror these fanatics
produced. They were possessed by the frantic desire to lay their hands on the
books in the Crimson Hexagon: books whose format is smaller than the usual,
omnipotent, illustrated and magical.
We also know of another superstition of that time: that of the Man of the Book.
On some shelf in some hexagon (men reasoned) there must exist a book which
is the formula and perfect compendium of all the rest: some librarian had read
it and became equal with the gods. In the language of this zone vestiges of this
remote functionary’s cult still persist. Many wandered in search of Him. For
a century they have exhausted in vain the most varied areas. How could one
locate the venerated and secret hexagon which housed Him? Someone proposed
a regressive method: to locate book A, consult first book B, which indicates
A’s position; to locate book B, consult first a book C, and so on to infinity ... In
adventures such as these, I have squandered and wasted my years. It does not
seem unlikely to me that there is a total book on some shelf of the universe;
(3) I pray to the unknown gods that a man -- just one, even though it were
thousands of years ago! -- may have examined and read it. If honor and wisdom
and happiness were not meant for me, let them be for others. Let heaven exist,
though my place be in hell. Let me be outraged and ruined, but for one instant,
in one being, let Your enormous Library be justified.
The impious maintain that nonsense is normal in the Library and that the
reasonable (and even humble and pure coherence) is an almost miraculous
exception. They speak (I know) of the ``feverish Library whose arbitrary
volumes are constantly in danger of becoming other books, and like a delirious
divinity, they affirm, negate and confuse everything.’’ These words, which
not only expose the disorder but exemplify it as well, notoriously prove their
authors’ abominable taste and desperate ignorance. In truth, the Library includes
all verbal structures, all variations permitted by the twenty-five orthographical
symbols, but not a single example of absolute nonsense. It is useless to observe
that the best volume of the many hexagons under my administration is entitled
The Combed Thunderclap, and another The Plaster Cramp, and another
Axaxaxas mlö. These seemingly incoherent phrases might doubtlessly carry a
cryptographic or allegoric meaning; such meaning has been put into words and,
ex hypothesi, already figures in the Library. Whatever combination of characters
I write down, like, for example

Translated by J. E. I.

Notes
1 The original manuscript does not contain digits or capital letters. The
punctuation has been limited to the comma and the period. These two symbols,
the space and the twenty-two letters of the alphabet are the twenty-five symbols
considered sufficient by the unknown author. (Editor’s note.)
2 Before, there was a man for every three hexagons. Suicide and pulmonary
diseases have destroyed that proportion. A memory of unspeakable melancholy:
at times I have traveled for many nights through passages and along polished
stairways without seeing a single librarian.
3 I repeat: it suffices that a book be possible for it to exist. Only the impossible
is excluded. For example: no book can be a ladder, although no doubt there are
books which negate and demonstrate this possibility, and others whose structure
corresponds to that of a ladder.
4 Letizia Álvarez de Toledo has observed that this vast Library is useless:
rigorously speaking, a single volume would be sufficient, a volume of ordinary
format, printed in nine or ten point type, containing an infinite number of
infinitely thin leaves. (In the early seventeenth century, Cavalieri said that
all solid bodies are the superimposition of an infinite number of planes.) The
handling of this silky vade mecum would not be convenient: each apparent page
would unfold into other analogous ones; the inconceivable middle page would
have no reverse.

dhcmrlchtdj
in one of the mysterious tongues of the divine Library it would have a terrible
meaning. Every syllable we articulate is filled with tenderness and fear; every
syllable, in one of these languages, signifies the powerful name of a god. To
speak is to fall into tautology. This wordy and useless epistle of mine already
exists in one of the thirty volumes of the five shelves of one of the innumerable
hexagons -- and so does its refutal.(An n number of possible languages use the
same vocabulary; in some of them, the symbol for library allows the correct
definition of a universal and permanent system of hexagonal galleries, but
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Playing with the sharks
Interview by Krassi Guenova

Music that keeps you in perfect mood is? The ‘One Flew Over The Cuckoo’s
Nest’ soundtrack (Jack Nitzsche)
Where do you think angels lives? In animals and kids.
What makes you smile in a rainy day? I love rainy days. They remind me of
home.
Where do you think is G spot – G-enius? The right frontal lobe; the part of the
brain that appreciates humour.
What color do you think people have when they are in love?
Umm I’m not sure that I understand the question, but how about red.
Whose talent you envy most? I don’t really envy anyone their talent, but I
admire people who do creative things that are unique to them. My friend, Jamie
Tolagson, is an incredible artist… I admire his talent.
Your worst dream is? I used to dream that I was in a boat and sharks were
eating the stern. And I don’t like dreaming that loved ones are dead.
How you define beauty? A wicked sense of humor.
Your biggest influence is? Things with paws.
Life is worth it because of? Well, it’s something to do.

production m.a.r.a.

Maya is the leading vocalist of Denmark’s hottest band Said the shark. When
Said the Shark released their debut album Always Prattling On About Wolves
in 2006, it was as a duo consisting of Canadian Maya Saxell and Danish Kim
Oxlund. The two are still the core of this follow-up, but they are surrounded
by a myriad of musicians, contributing with everything from mandolin and
shouting to sounds made by squeaking doors and household appliances. The
sound is still offbeat, windy and fairytale-esq, like the pages of an old childrens
book, but Said the Shark’s universe has become more complex and chaotic - a
development that definitely doesn’t make the project any less appealing
What is first thought that crosses your mind when you think of the day
light? Chirping birds.
How would you describe yourself in moment when you create?
Giddy.
Perfect creation in world and life is? Things with whiskers.
Something that makes people happy. The best thing in life so far that
happens to you is? My goddaughter, my niece and my nephew.
What is the first thing you do in a perfect day? Wake up to chirping birds.
What do you spend most of your money for? Food, travel, instruments.

More on saidtheshark.com
65

Dénes Ghyczy
Interviewed by Fabian Faltin

Lilly, 2008,140 x 120 cm, oil and acrylics on polyester fabric

Born in Germany and grown up in Holland, Dénes Ghyczy has worked in
Budapest and now lives in Berlin. He is an artist of considerable sophistication,
whose paintings the curator Mark Wellmann has recently described in parallel to
the concepts of modern neuroscience. “Neuroscience has given up the notion of
an unyielding core individuality. Instead, the idea has taken hold that the I is an
imaginary creation that arises from intangible precognitive neuronal processes.”
To which we only subjoin: Dénes’s original point of view creates new
perspectives on the world we already know. Fabian Faltin met him in Berlin.

You as a person are likewise very open, but your art focuses on the very
narrow field of portrait painting. Might the remarkable concentration
and technical complexity of your works be the result of becoming a savant
yourself? Maybe, though I wouldn’t like to see myself as an autistic person. But
it’s certainly necessary for me to narrow myself down to particular issues. One
can open all doors, have a look inside, but then you have to make a choice. You
confine your emotions inside a straightjacket and move within these boundaries.
Is that why you maintain this utter order and cleanliness in your studio,
your flat and ultimately also your art? Control is a key issue. I need to gain
a certain control, as well as putting a kind of protective shield between myself
and the viewer. I’m interested in art that has a particular kind of distance and
coolness. I think the emotion is going to be present anyway.
What exactly is it you are controlling? I think I’d feel completely lost if I
were to stand in front of an empty canvas and just started painting. I need to
walk along a particular line that I’ve defined for myself. I always find back to
this rope in the dark.
But what’s it like being in the dark? It would be like loosing myself. Some
people say it’s good to loose yourself, so why don’t you go ahead and loose
yourself? But I’m not interested in this kind of therapy-thing.
Not interested in therapeutically loosing yourself, or just embarrassed to
do so? After all, peoples’ therapeutic concerns are generally considered
acceptable, so long as they aren’t talked about too much. But the artist
often has greater license to publicise what otherwise stays private.
You decide for yourself what freedoms you have or don’t have. I feel like I’m
sometimes embarrassing, but that depends how you look at it. People might also
like you for being embarrassing. If that’s your thing.
Can your paintings also feel embarrassing? No, in the paintings there’s
probably less embarrassment. They are how I would like to be – maybe I would
also like them to talk instead of me. But I wouldn’t say that I am hiding behind
my paintings.

How does working in Berlin affect your painterly practise? Have you
become more self-conscious? It’s been an awakening. Before, in Budapest,
nobody knew about what was happening. It’s a very small, confined, introverted
art-world. There’s a blindfold over it.
In Budapest, you were looking at your subjects through optical devices
and milky glass filters. There wasn’t any conscious decision to leave out
information. The optical filters had more to do with a general feeling of
detachment from reality and also society. A sense of isolation, which I wasn’t
conscious of either. I was actually insulted when people said, ‘you seem to be
living under a glass bowl.’
Do the so-called ‘savants’ you’ve been painting also live under such a glass
bowl? Autistic people who have a very narrow talent and are extremely
focussed on one thing, such as drawing, maths, or memorising telephone
numbers… The savants actually absorb everything. Some of them are autistic,
though not all. The savants’ problem is their lack of a filter, also a kind of social
filter, telling them what is important and what isn’t. So they try to communicate
by concentrating on one particular talent and channelling all their feelings and
emotions into it.
But in their minds they are everywhere. Yes, and they are unable to abstract.
They would see all the trees in a wood, but not the wood. And we might see the
wood, but not the trees.
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Kate, 2008, 130 x 170 cm, oil and acrylics on polyester fabric

last and maybe even renew themselves.
Is there a perfect setting for your kind of painting? A setting where time
trickles more slowly than in today’s galleries? A spacious setting with high
ceilings, like a castle. I always see my work in a castle. That would be the
perfect setting.
Though I wonder if the timeless beauty you pursue in painting could in
some cases also function outside of a castle, simply cutting through the
dense, high-speed networks of the present... I don’t want to go back in
time and make something reactionary. I wouldn’t prefer any other era to the
one we’re living in right now. It would be a mistake to make escapist art. But
searching for an independent language doesn’t mean destroying everything that
has been done before. A work with deep roots can have a long lifetime and thus
find a place in the future.
Can you accept society, its stereotypes and fashions, along with its history
of art and the established medium of painting – yet still speak your own
language? I’m not necessarily considered autonomous. I’m socially critical, of
course, and conscious of the position I’m living in now, but it’s not necessarily
my aim to show this in my art. My work is actually apolitical, in that it reaches
beyond the now. I’m trying to get the bigger view, to reach back into the past
and thus also reach the future.
In fact, critical artistic practise often feels quite closed, trapped in its own
form of present-day autism. It’s now. There’s nothing to say against that.
Is Berlin the perfect now? Venice or Paris would just be too much beauty. Too
perfect, actually. Here in Berlin there’s this nice contradiction. Berlin is actually
quite ugly if you look close – and in winter the ugliness becomes unavoidable.
But within the city’s modern ugliness is a silence and a slowness that gives a
real quality of life. It’s a luxury to have time to sit in the park or in a café. Not in
the bright sun, but in the shade, with a little sun coming through. That’s beauty.

I’m struck by the formalism of your paintings. T he way they uphold an
almost academic sense of composition, in spite of their impossible, digitally
designed structures. I’ve often asked myself why my compositions are always
so simple. One person, a head in the middle, identities – a continuation of a
thousand-year old tradition. The semi-profile, which is classical renaissance
language. I like it aesthetically, but I was also influenced by growing up in this
very old castle, which was full with traditional baroque paintings.
So that’s why you always go for portraiture and still-life? It would be a
different thing if I had two persons in a painting. This never happens. Even
where I’ve hybridised two different faces, my work is never narrative. I am
always looking for a direct interaction with the viewer. Just like in these oldfashioned photographs, where people sit still or stand straight for five minutes.
They look at you with a certain dignity. A kind of old-fashioned eternity, which I
also find is common to all photogenic people.
How would you describe the perfect photogenic face? I never take people
who just smile stupidly. I don’t like these white-toothed smiles, because then
you’d have to do something ironic with them. So now I’m looking for pictures
of people who have the aesthetic appeal of the renaissance. The grace, dignity
and harmony of something very old, going way back. The ideal face is a bit like
Björk – sixteenth century with an Asian touch.
Is it only the old-fashioned faces you are interested in, or are the
renaissance standards of beauty also more widely relevant? Beauty is
different for everybody, but in my vision it’s definitely a kind of peace. In the
old-fashioned, renaissance ideal of beauty, I find inner balance and a kind of
silence. Or just light. Not loud or colourful beauty. It can have colours, but in a
silent, harmonious way. It’s a meditation.
Is that how you’d like people to interact with your paintings – in
meditation? That would be nice, if people took time with the paintings. They
shouldn’t be sudden, or loud, or overwhelming. A slow indirect process that
gives a kind of sustainability – to use a new-fashioned word. So the paintings
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Interview with A designer
Interviewed by Alexandra Stang

Elina Aalto is a young and promising Finnish designer, specialised in spatial
and furniture design, who lives and works in Helsinki. She is one of the three
founding members of IMU which represents the future of Finnish design,
offering fresh ideas from emerging designers. She also belongs to a group of
young designers called Fiasko. In 2006 she was awarded with the prize of the
Best Environmental Art Work of the Year for her giant outdoor oriental carpet,
Arabianmatto, in Helsinki. The piece is a mosaic of pink and turquoise tiles that
forms a 66 m2 (710 square feet) Persian inspired “rug” in the inner courtyard of
an apartment building complex.
Her latest work is called “Better-View” – a series of curtains with perforated
small holes through which the light creates a view of a city, e.g. skyscrapers of
Tokyo or 1960s modernism architecture in Helsinki.

could have studied something completely different and would be totally happy
as well, maybe I could have studied Social Sciences and work in this field all
my life and be completely happy.
So your profession has nothing to do with living in the country of design?
I have actually lived abroad until I was 15, I lived in Brussels, New York and
Geneva and was in Finland only on vacations.
You are a part of IMU, a group of people that wants to help young
people at the beginning of their career as designers, to show their work
internationally. So, what is the future of design in Finland?
At the moment we are on a kind of break, we haven’t had an exhibition for
about two years. The idea was that the three of us who are behind IMU and who
are all graduates from the University of Art and Design thought that there should
be something like an organisation that functions as some kind of an umbrella for
young designers in Finland and show abroad what we are doing – such a thing
didn’t exist so we started it ourselves and had five exhibitions since 2002, where
young designers could get some publicity. It was like a hobby for us, and since
we now have more work and families, it is somehow in the back, but it is going
to happen again next year.
The things we are exhibiting are not the kind of Finnish design that everyone
knows, we rather want to show another view on design, to show what
also happens here, what the young designers are really interested in doing
themselves.
So it is a rather fresh view on current design in Finland?
Yes, fresh and uncommercial. It is things that have not found a producer in
Finland because this is such a small country. We try to unite the forces, because
we are so far away from everything; going to London or New York or Milan is a
lot of work and a lot of money. And we make it easier for everyone; and maybe
we also create a positive feeling of working together and not competing.
Are there new and promising figures in Finnish design?
There is always someone, of course. We showed about thirty designer’s work in

One of your curtains shows buildings from Tokyo: Why Tokio?
It was just a photo that I had taken myself when I was in Tokyo, because
I wanted to avoid all kind of copyright problems, so it just happened to be
something I found in my own archive. So when I took it I didn’t know what
it was going to be for. But now I have three more motives for curtains and the
pictures for those I have taken with knowing what they will be for.
Another motive is 1960’s modernism architecture in Helsinki, a building
from Kallio, a worker’s area. What does inspire you in Finnish modernist
architecture?
With the picture that shows Finnish modernism I wanted to give another view
– instead of a high building I wanted to have a building that is broad and totally
different in its form from the skyscrapers.
Was being a designer what you wanted to be as a child?
Not all my life, I didn’t have any idea of what designers do when I was a child.
But I knew that I wanted to study at this school, the University of Art and
Design, though I didn’t have a clear idea of what I wanted to study. So it was
really by chance that I became a designer. But I am quite adoptable. I think I
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finished already.
How would you define art?
Art for me is a big source of inspiration, especially by going to exhibitions and
in galleries or museums. The inspiration for the curtain came at a visit of the
National Art Museum in Oslo, where I saw a perforated canvas, a pixellated
image of a face in front of a wall. So I was thinking why isn’t it in front of a
window so the light can come through, because you only saw a wall behind it.
And then I thought what picture could it be on a curtain – and that was this view
of a city, because that is what you see through a window. So that was definitely
inspired by art in a concrete way.
The carpet I did is somehow related to a Finnish artist I admire, Maria Wirkkala,
that is to the work she does. It is somehow design what she does, but it is a
matter of definition, is it design or is it art. It can be both.
You would not define design as art, then?
No. I also think my carpet is not 100 % art. I do not see myself as an artist. It is
more like spatial design. It is always a matter of how you look at it.
So would you maybe say that design is more related to everyday life
whereas art is something more abstract?
It is very difficult to draw a line. Art can also be very concrete in everyday life.
For example Maria Wirkkala has made these little houses, where you can go
inside and play chess. It is just a little house. It is somehow design. But because
she is an artist, it is art. What I have done is design, because I am a designer and
not an artist.
Do you think there is a meeting point between art and everyday life?
I think the point of both art and design is to make life better and more beautiful.
And art not only has to make it better, it has to make you think somehow.
What do you do on a perfect day?
Probably a perfect day is a day when you are not in a hurry to go anywhere and
you have the possibility of not wanting to be anywhere else. To be happy where
you are. A normal Saturday, maybe picnicking outside with friends and family.
Is there perfect creation in world or life?
Well… One thing that comes to my mind is the old city in Barcelona where
the streets are really narrow and then suddenly you come to a big plaza. This is
something that spatially really grasps you. I like it because it is not planned by
someone. It just happened, and you have a great spatial feeling.
And I also like the view from skyscrapers, where you are very high and see all
the other skyscrapers around you, with people very close to you and being both
like 50 storeys above the ground. That also is spatially a very strong feeling. I
think these spatial and man-made strong things come maybe closest to perfect
creation.
Often holy places are the most beautiful places, holiness and beauty are
somehow linked together in people’s minds. Places with beautiful views have
often been defined as holy, and I think that is fitting.
How would you define beauty, then?
A few days back I saw this complete rainbow. In this world where you can
practically order everything, something like that is really rare. I was driving in
my car and the rainbow was above the road, it almost was too much of beauty,
like going over the top. And I tried to put it in my memory, because something
like that is so rare.
Life is worth it because of?
I always think life is worth it because I am a very optimistic person. It would be
difficult for me to say why wouldn’t it be worth it. Everything is an adventure.
Also when you have children you want to see them grow up and change. And
they change so quickly – when you think, oh he is this kind of person, next
week he is a different kind of baby.

these years and I think it has given all of them a boost, though not directly, like
commercial work. But indirectly it helped everyone in some way.
My idea of Finnish design in the world – Marimekko, Iittala, Arabia etc.
- is that it has been kind of the same for many, many years. Do you think
Finland might sent new impulses to the world again?
I think there are a lot of things happening in Finnish design, but not many
people see it. There is a lot of this what we call in Finnish “pöytälaatikko”design, “drawer-design”, that means things that have been done or written but
never come out to the public. The companies never find it, and they are anyway
so small here, so a lot of good ideas seldom find their way to people’s homes.
We have exhibitions or prototypes, but within this field there are a lot of new
and fresh ideas.
What about your curtains? Do they find their way to people’s homes?
They don’t exist yet, but I am in contact with some people, so they should be in
production quite soon. We are looking for the best technique to make them. The
idea is that each width has its own view, so they are easy to make
What do you want to achieve with your work? What is the core of your
work, is there some idea or ideology behind?
I think there is always some kind of “eco”-aspect behind the things: reinventing, re-thinking things.
It is somehow useless to bring always new things into the world, as far as it is
not something that is really new or better. Just another glass or another chair – I
find that somehow pointless. It has to be something that people want to have,
something that is somehow unique.
Abroad your name probably is quite often associated with Alvar Aalto, the
star Finnish architect (though Elina is not related to him) – is this a blessing
or a burden?
It is more a blessing, I think, the name sticks to people’s heads. And it is
probably one of the Finnish names people abroad know most, so they know how
to spell it. But actually, it is not even my own name, it is my husbands name.
And a very common one in Finland.
Is there someone you envy?
I think what I like most at the moment is what the Bourellec brothers, Ronan
and Erwan, do, I even do sort of envy them. And I do really admire them, for
example their design language. The only thing I don’t like about their work is
that it everything is so expensive and exclusive.
Do they also inspire you?
Yes, they inspire me and I really like the aesthetic quality of their work. I would
say it is sort of the best thing that is around now.
How would you describe yourself in a moment of creation? Are you in a
relation with the world around you?
Nowadays, since I have two small children, I walk a lot and sit in parks, so I
have a lot of time to think. And I slip through magazines. Not to directly see
what I could do, but it makes your brain work faster. Though I don’t look for
images, but I need my brain to speed up.
Do your children also inspire you?
Yes, I think so. The world of my 3-year old for example is so different, it is not
logical, rather like fairy-tales, where anything can happen – that also inspires me
in a way. With children you see things differently.
You design curtains and carpets - what is your idea of “home”?
I do also a lot of interior design of homes, and in this function I think of myself
more like an art director. It still is the people’s home and they make the choices;
and it is up to me to say be aware of this and that. I don’t make one design and
then the people walk in, and I also don’t think a home should be designed at
once, it rather should have layers, be a process. Because when you design it at
once and then find something, you can’t buy it anymore, because everything is

Traffic-Controller
Interview by Krassi Guenova

Music that keeps you in a perfect mood is? As of now: Razorlight (America
and In the Morning)
Where do you think angels live? On my shoulders.
What makes you smile on a rainy day? Knowing that the sun still exists.
Where do you think is the G spot – G-enius? The question is, do you know
where your G-Spot is, ladies?
What colour do you think people have when they are in love? I was always
aware of the moment and not the colour. If water had a colour it would be as
pure as the colour of water.
Whose talent you envy most? How a child has the ability and devotion to gain
character traits through the actions of an adult.
Your worst dream is? Running through a massive burning grass field with
nowhere to run nor hide. But being able to see a rainbow at the horizon, and
knowing everything will be just fine.
How do you define beauty? I was always careful about answering this
question. But I remain to always think of my mother when the question arrives.
Your biggest influence is? Jacques
Life is worth it because of? Being able to reproduce.

Jacques Stephens is a painter. He is American, but based
in Berlin, and the founder and publisher of a brand new
magazine called TRAFFIC NEWS, a MAGAZINE togo – weekly and for free. TRAFFIC is rich in content and
visually opulent, aimed at decision makers and people onthe-go. Jacques lives and works in Berlin and more about
Traffic can be found on: www.trafficnewstogo.de
What is the first thought that crosses your mind when you think of the
daylight? Business and pleasure.
How would you describe yourself in moment when you create? Precise and
direct.
Perfect creation in world and life is? Sistine Chapel and the understanding of
the artist’s interpretation of his creation.
Something that makes people happy. The best thing in life so far that has
happened to you is? Experience within. The cultural understanding of the
European nation as a foreigner.
What is the first thing you do on a perfect day? Put my daughter in my arms.
What do you spend most of your money for? My daughter’s education.

More from Jacques at www.jacqueschristianstephens.com
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LOVE

Art director & photographer Marieta Tsenova
Models Nadya and Pedro

Blouse vintage Veronique Leroy

Pedro shirt Paul Smith
Nadya lingerie Miu Miu
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Nadya -blouse and pinstripe skirt Paul Smith, Pedro-trousers Soar

Nadya lingerie Miu Miu
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Pedro suit with trousers, shirt and shoes Paul Smith
Nadya vintage swimsuit
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Nadya vintage swimsuit, sandals Miu Miu
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Who is that man?
Alex Gangemi is the pen name of Martino Giuseppe Alessandro Cartella since 1962. Martino Cartella was born in Martinengo in the province of Bergamo in 1944.
Having left Italy in 1965, he emigrated first to Luxembourg and then to England where he settled in 1975 and still lives. Martino speaks six languages and writes
in three: Italian, French and English. Martino is a regular contributor if the Italian Press in London, in particular “LA VOCE ALTERNATIVA”. As Alex Gangemi
he has won the first prize in November 2006 in the LONDON LITERARY COMPETITION, poetry SECTION and received a mention in the International Poetry
Competition in Forli’ Italy in September 2007. In October 2007 Martino won, under the pseudonym Alex Gangemi, the first prize in the 15th MELBOURNE
LITERARY COMPETITION, Poetry Section. In the same month, in London, two of his short stories have been published in the Anthology “Racconti da Londra –
con amore a passione” by the Italian Institute for Culture. image by My Life to Live, director Jean –Luc Godard (1962)

The
The
The
The

woman, the wife
quarrel, the fight
arm of the law
shame and the cell.

The
The
The
The

tiles, the light
bench and the bowl
spy hole, the CCTV
bench and the door.

The
The
The
The

screaming, the shouting
banging and crying
thinking, the worrying
planning and pacing.

The
The
The
The

time slowing down
thirst and the hunger
trying to asleep
sense of despair.

The mind racing past
Then off to the future
In a swinging pendulum
Of terror and hope
You ask yourself how
You ask yourself why.

A spectrum of feelings
Racking your brain
The shame and the anger
The shock and the hate

To your best friend
Who suddenly left
And seriously plan
To join in with them

Reviewing the moments
You made a mistake
And when other people
Have caused you real ache

You look at your glasses
Of which you have two
[They trusted you, see]
And think of how easy
would be of breaking the
lenses unseen

And phantoms appear
on the bright white tiles
And on the steel door,
you talk to your Dead
First to your brother
Your Father and Mother
And the to the wife
who died in child
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Caressing your wrist
and saying goodbye
to a world which insist
of letting you down and
lie.
November 2004

Go South, Go to
Brigthon!

production m.a.r.a.

When the sky fell down

production m.a.r.a.

