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Matter is endless extensiveness: a universe of wild depths, without perspective or proper 
direction. It is not unstructured, but neither is it uniformly ordered or clearly bounded 
everywhere. There are environments all over, temporary isolations, all kinds of insides, on all 
sort of scales, formed in a relational process of exchange with their outsides. Environments 
also contain other environments. There are no general laws that regulate all this, no formula 
that can describe everything across all boundaries and scales, no force and no micro- or 
macro-level to which everything can be reduced.

In that dimension, something must first become independent in order for an image to emerge, 
a face, for example, or a landscape. That this is possible is a banal miracle. You have a surface, 
you put something on a wall, on canvas, on paper, on a screen. Suddenly you look at it as you 
have never looked at anything before. You didn't even have a face, you only had openings. 
There was not even a space, there were only clumps, force fields, holes, passages. Your body 
was hungry. Now suddenly it is not here but there, with beautiful contours and illusions, clear 
and distinct, different from and cut off from what is then called the rest. It is now able to 
generate endless, and to some extent indifferent, surplus value, something on top of itself: it 
can now be about something else, it can relate to something different, e.g., take the form of a 
person, or a thing.

Isn't that isolation terribly sad? But you are yourself! You are fragile, as a person.

On display here are a number of works on which materials have been smeared, pasted or 
applied in other ways. Those materials have undergone certain procedures; they have been 
found, bought, torn, pasted, squashed. They are junk in the broad sense of the word: discarded
utensils, stray thoughts, and, of course, paint. The works were created, in a state of 
simultaneity, in a studio. They were not created one by one, from start to finish, but retained 
an intuitive appeal as long as the process was ongoing.

In the studio, they remained receptive to magnetism, bricolage, fiddling, growth. From their 
magnetism, they developed specific compositional questions or problems. They were sticky 
surfaces that acted as deposits: they collected sediment, elements from a passing stream of 
shit. That flow, exposed to the air, could dry out and collect new layers. All the works 
individually were open series, resonating with each other. It was the inflow, local but 
connected to global movements, that connected them. Lines come from the outside, and flow 
over the edge.

Now all at once they are simultaneously torn out of that context and put into another 
circulation. They can refer to outside but also to themselves. They can be interchanged. One 
can speculate on them, one can put a number on them. One can define what was previously 
unknown, and so determine the outcome. If X is zero, then the whole equation is worth 
nothing. Etc. However, if you define the value, then you lose the virtual openness, the 
abstraction that haunted the concrete.

Marcel Broodthaers: 'Ce que c'est? En fait, des objets.'
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