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Raimar Strange. “Portrait Rirkrit Tiravanija,” Spike, Spring 2012, p.60-71. 
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Mauricio Estrada Munoz “On Air” Code Couleur 13 - Centre Pompidou, May - August 2012, p.50-52. 
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Aude Launay. Rirkrit Tiravanija, Soup/No Soup, O2, N°62, summer 2012, p.69.

Rirkrit Tiravanija, Soup/No Soup

18 tasses de bouillon de légumes (environ 2500 ml), 5 tiges de citronnelle, 5 feuilles entières de kaffir 
lime (ou combava), 1000 grammes de tofu mou, coupé en carrés… 15 000 bols soit 5 000 litres de soupe 
auront repu 8 000 à 10 000 personnes au Grand Palais le 7 avril dernier.
Un silence quasi religieux régnait alors, vers 22h, quand nous sommes arrivés. Deux rangées de tables 
assez sommaires traversaient la nef de part en part ; il restait encore de la place pour accueillir de nou-
veaux convives. Le petit bol de carton en main, il fallut décider où nous asseoir : la tablée art contempo-
rain, aux côtés des curateurs de la Triennale et des artistes présents, ou, comme dans un restaurant ou une 
aire de pique-nique, parmi la foule des inconnus. La solution fut de manger un premier bol d’un côté et 
un second de l’autre. La première option fit que notre dîner ne différa guère d’un autre buffet de ver-
nissage, le chauffage en moins ! La seconde, recréant une certaine intimité au cœur de la tablée, sembla 
nous permettre d’apprécier plus aisément la situation. Nous installer à l’écart des personnes que nous 
connaissions nous laissa une plus grande liberté d’observation. Le calme était sans doute l’élément le 
plus frappant de cette soirée, renforçant la sensation d’un moment privilégié dans un tel bâtiment. Débar-
rassé des artifices par lesquels nous l’appréhendons habituellement – stands de foires ou autres dispositifs 
d’expositions qui font que, presque jamais, nous ne venons au Grand Palais pour voir le Grand Palais, ex-
cepté peut-être lors de Monumenta mais c’est là encore l’occasion de le parcourir au travers du filtre des 
œuvres qui y prennent place – le lieu nous apparut dans toute son immensité qui le rendait paradoxale-
ment moins tentaculaire : rarement nous avions pu le contempler d’un seul coup d’œil. Chacun semblait 
y avoir trouvé sa place. Tandis que certains se sustentaient joyeusement, des enfants improvisaient une 
course d’avions en papier, un homme exerçait sa voiture téléguidée… On a même entendu dire que, plus 
tôt dans la journée, un petit concert de guitare avait été improvisé.
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La différence d’avec tous les autres « événements culinaires » organisés par Rirkrit Tiravanija ? Princi-
palement les dimensions du projet comme du site qui l’accueille. Un traiteur et son équipe avaient pris la 
place de l’artiste en cuisine et des bénévoles d’Emmaüs étaient venus prêter main forte pour le service. 
Quelques-uns auraient même ensuite été embauchés par le traiteur, prouvant sans préméditation la validi-
té de « l’utopie sociale » parfois reprochée aux dispositifs de l’artiste. L’on pouvait être sceptique quant à 
la reproduction à l’échelle « institutionnelle » d’un concept qui a plus de vingt ans d’existence ; consécra-
tion ou redite, il était permis de douter. Pourtant, ce fut un moment fascinant que de voir le Grand Palais 
mué en coquille vide prête à accueillir toutes les interprétations possibles. Beaucoup d’amateurs d’art le 
peuplaient en effet mais il est tout à fait plausible de penser que la foule était plus bigarrée que cela, les 
médias ayant fortement relayé l’invitation à cette grande soupe populaire et gratuite servie au cœur d’un 
des joyaux de la République.
Faisant pour ainsi dire office de cartel, la recette était affichée sur un petit panneau, entre les tables et le 
buffet. Opérant presque comme une mise en abyme de l’œuvre, elle s’offrait sans mystère, aussi simple-
ment que le bol de soupe qui nous était tendu derrière. […] porter à ébullition et laisser bouillir 5 minutes 
pour parfumer […] jusqu’à ce que les champignons soient tendres […] réduire à feu doux et ajouter le 
lait de coco […]. L’art de Tiravanija ne se laisse toujours pas cerner par les définitions, il se déguste avec 
gourmandise.

Aude Launay. Rirkrit Tiravanija, Soup/No Soup, O2, N°62, summer 2012, p.69.
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Media Farzin. “FEAR EATS THE SOUL,” 
artagenda.com, April 2011. 

The most striking thing about Rirkrit Tiravanija’s recent New York show is also its most organic aspect: the 
windows and doors of  the main exhibition space have been removed, exposing the interior to the street. From 
the outside, the space looks empty except for the soaring black letters spray-painted on the walls. Once inside, 
visitors can piece together the show’s bleak title from the letters: FEAR EATS THE SOUL. The exhibition is 
built on many references, some obvious (the 1974 Rainer Werner Fassbinder film, Andy Warhol’s Pop appro-
priations), others more personal and revealed only through conversation with the artist (the recent shooting in 
Arizona, Gordon Matta-Clark’s Window Blowout of  1976).

Activities within the space, however, are well in keeping with Tiravanija’s aesthetic of  cheerful interaction, 
which can be as engaging as it is unremarkable. There is a plywood structure that houses a t-shirt factory/
shop, where political slogans collected by the artist can be “hand-screened while you wait” by Nick Paparone, 
a student of  Tiravanija, at $20 each (with online orders conveniently available). Interactions with visitors are 
genuinely warm, albeit straightforwardly commercial and slightly awkward. Compared to a “real” shop, the 
conversation and curiosity are somewhat more forced, since the metonymic “framing” of  commerce as art una-
voidably conditions the exchange, as does the inevitable cynicism of  the commodity of  dissent (“Does Rirkrit 
ever stop by? Can I really buy a t-shirt? Can I change what it says?”).

Next door to the factory is a reconstruction of  Tiravanija’s first show with Gavin Brown in 1994. For that 
show, Tiravanija’s artworks, or rather his working objects, were paired with Warhol artworks borrowed or re-
made for the occasion: a wok placed next to a Brillo box, for example (the latter a replica by artist Mike Bidlo). 
The entire 1994 show is redone here as chrome replicas, bland and shiny “art objects” that form a contrasting 
pair to the livelier “factory” next door. There is even a tiny office in the back with exhibition catalogues, a 
newspaper, and James Clifford’s The Predicament of  Culture. “I had hoped Gavin would be working there 
most of  the time,” Tiravanija mused. “I guess that shows how things have changed.”

While some things, like the size and success of  Brown’s gallery, have changed, others have remained the same. 
Tiravanija’s installations of  the past twenty years have consistently focused on everyday activity. In the main 
space, window frames have been leaned against the entrance walls, next to shovels, crowbars, and brooms left 
behind by workers who had dug the small hole in the ground. The hole was then covered with a metal sheet, 
an indistinguishable makeshift manhole cover except for its slogan: “THE WAY THINGS GO.” (Back to 
the earth, perhaps?) The pit was used to prepare the meal that the artist served to guests at his opening, an 
ancient Mayan dish of  marinated pork that is slow-roasted by being buried a hole in the ground along with 
heated stones.

Cooking has defined Tiravanija’s two-decade career of  hospitable art-making. Several cookbooks, multiple 
cook-offs, and endless meals later, the basic recipe has changed little. In the recent show, the “soup kitchen” 
next door to the main gallery featured a weekly rotating menu drawn from various exotic and local cuisines (all 
recipes available online at soupnosoup.com). The artist put in several appearances, but much of  the work was 
done by assistants and hired helpers who amiably introduce visitors to the food and the work. But it would 
be a mistake to judge the work by the quality of  the conviviality it generates or even the connotations of  its 
recipes, despite their deliberate references to the artist’s ethnicity and his interest in difference.
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Media Farzin. “FEAR EATS THE SOUL,” 
artagenda.com, April 2011.

The exhibition’s title is more explicit about Tiravanija’s larger concerns, which might grandly be called the 
human condition. Ali: Fear Eats the Soul was the English translation of  Fassbinder’s Angst essen Seele auf. The 
film first appeared in Tiravanija’s Untitled 1994 (Fear Eats the Soul), a bar he constructed at Esther Schip-
per’s storefront gallery in Cologne that only served beer and cola. Fassbinder’s two lead characters, a German 
cleaner and a Moroccan mechanic, meet in the film’s opening scene over the aforesaid drinks, and commence 
an unlikely relationship that brings out their own deepest fears as much as the xenophobia and racism of  their 
surroundings.

“Fear eat soul,” Fassbinder’s Moroccan hero says in his stilted German. The same kind of  “foreign” slip ap-
pears in the Tiravanija billboard that links the show’s main gallery and soup kitchen: “THE DAYS OF THIS 
SOCIETY IS NUMBERED,” reads the t-shirt on the clothesline. Soup and t-shirts, food and clothing: Tirava-
nija employs these basic, thoroughly commercialized elements to mobilize bodies and their everyday needs and 
desires towards something slightly less commercial, slightly less stratified, and even slightly less fearful and 
isolated. This is all done gently, with a disarming smile and the “native” hospitality of  an outsider, a position 
that Tiravanija has not hesitated to use to his advantage. But the visitors also become outsiders as they navi-
gate a space that mixes hospitality with commerce, public with personal, and genuine with theatrical. Decades 
of  “relational aesthetics” later, there is still a productive awkwardness about Tiravanija’s spaces, which may be 
why he continues to stage and restage them.

“The way things go is that they take time,” Tiravanija once wrote about the artists Fischli and Weiss. The 
phrase comes back on the manhole cover at the entrance to the gallery. Like Fischli and Weiss’s videos, the 
Mayan roasted pork, and pretty much everyday life itself, these installations are stages for slow unfoldings. 
They combine lofty humanism with mundane blandness, but are saved from the fate of  either by being groun-
ded in real time and space. What matters are the small moments of  negotiation brought out by the ambiguous 
identity of  the spaces, which are never quite seamlessly one thing or another, whether galleries, replicas, kit-
chens or workshops. His ambitions might be grand, his means unremarkable, but Tiravanija’s artwork, as this 
show proves, can still be affecting in its unsettling ordinariness.

		         1 View of  Rirkrit Tiravanija’s «FEAR EATS THE SOUL» Gavin Brown’s enterprise, 
		         New York, 2011.
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Media Farzin. “FEAR EATS THE SOUL,” 
artagenda.com, April 2011.

2 View of  Rirkrit Tiravanija’s «FEAR EATS THE SOUL» Gavin Brown’s enterprise, 
New York, 2011.

4 View of  Rirkrit Tiravanija's "FEAR EATS THE SOUL" Gavin Brown's enterprise,
 New York, 2011.

3 View of  Rirkrit Tiravanija's "FEAR EATS THE SOUL" Gavin Brown's enterprise, 
New York, 2011.
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Media Farzin. “FEAR EATS THE SOUL,” 
artagenda.com, April 2011.

5 Rirkrit Tiravanija, untitled 2011 (t-shirt, no t-shirt),
 2011.

6 Rirkrit Tiravanija, untitled 2011 (558 broome st, the future is chrome), 2011.
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t
Media Farzin. “FEAR EATS THE SOUL,” 

artagenda.com, April 2011.

8 Rirkrit Tiravanija, untitled 2011 (t-shirt, no t-shirt), 2011.

7 Rirkrit Tiravanija, untitled 2011 (558 broome st, 
the future is chrome), 2011.
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Joshua Decter, “Rirkrit Tiravanija, Gavin Brown’s enterprise”, Artforum, n°9, mai 2011, p 283.
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Lumi Tan. “Rirkrit Tiravanija, Gavin Brown’s enterprise, New York”, Frieze #140 July/August 2011.
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