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Rirkrit Tiravanija (Argentine, 1961) 
s'est fait connaître dans les années 
1990 par sa remise en cause de l'ex-
position de type white cube. Il déve-
loppe alors le modèle de l'exposition 
vivante en conviant les spectateurs 
à participer. Ce qui se voit s'expéri-
mente en commun, l'exposition prend 
des airs de performance élargie. 
Intitulée untitled 2020 (once upon a 
time) (after jasper johns), cette nou-
velle exposition de Rirkrit Tiravanija (la 
sixième à la galerie Crousel) adopte 
la forme plus conventionnelle d'une 
installation. Proposant œuvres tex-
tiles et sculptures de marbre, elle se 
distribue entre des tapisseries d'Au-
busson de tailles diverses, au sol ou 
au mur, et un semis de blocs miné-
raux géométriques, le tout ponctué 
de slogans en lettres massives : Sha-
dows in Progress, The Continuum of 
Insidiousness, The Ambrosias of 
Evil... Le fond de chacune de ces piè -
ces reprend la trame des Flags et 
des Maps de Jasper Johns, une série 
de peintures du drapeau ou du terri-
toire américains (à partir de 1954) 
tendant à faire de ceux-ci, devenus 
un simple prétexte pictural, des 
icônes publicitaires ou décoratives. 
Quelques plantes vertes achèvent de 
donner à l'ensemble des airs de hall 
ou de lounge d'aéroport. 
« Il était une fois 2020 » : titre et 
contenu de l'œuvre expriment une 
relation fragilisée au présent, en écho 
à l'actuelle pandémie de Covid-19 et 
ses effets dévastateurs. Le mal 
court, ce qui paraît bien ordonné, en 
vérité, ne l'est plus. 

Paul Ardenne 
 

——— 
Rirkrit Tiravanija (1961, Argentina) 
made a name for himself in the 
1990s by his questioning of the 
white cube-type exhibition. He then 
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Presqu’épique, un agriculteur travail-
lant la terre d’une rizière se découpe 
sur ciel bleu-gris, le visage mysté-
rieusement dans l’ombre, le corps 
ciselé par l’effort. Le Champ est un 
des tableaux photographiques de 
l’exposition de Luc Delahaye à la ga-
lerie Obadia, ensemble d’œuvres 
réalisé au Sénégal dans un village 
que l’artiste décrit comme on ne 
peut plus banal. Il y est parti avec 
l’envie, citant Bernard-Marie Koltès, 
« de raconter bien, […] avec les mots 
les plus simples, […] n’importe quoi 
qui soit un bout de notre monde et 
qui appartienne à tous ». Pour évo-
quer ce village, il dit avoir eu besoin 
de retrouver l’« immédiateté sensi-
ble » de la poésie documentaire, en 
contrepoint des grands formats, ici 
particulièrement composés, pour les-
quels il est connu. En noir et blanc, 
de petits paysages, séquences et va-
riations (portes précaires, postures de 
récolte) forment ainsi une chronique 
de la région dont émanent « fragilité 
de la vie » et « sentiment de tris-
tesse ». Ailleurs, teintant les existen -
ces, ce sont les croyances qui devien-
nent latentes. Dans le Filet, la densité 
du tableau d’un pêcheur arrangeant 
ses mailles évoque des « djinns », es-
prits redoutés qui, dans le filet et le 
feuillage retravaillés, semblent habiter 
l’image. Ayant marqué Delahaye, les 
gestes de cet homme de la caste des 
Soubalés, pêcheurs et médiateurs 
entre les hommes et le monde « au-
tre » du fleuve, s’enchaînent dans ce 
qui ressemble à une grande planche-
contact des vues précédant le ta-
bleau. Autant de sensations qui, 
après les images de Palestine du 
photographe (voir son interview dans 
artpress n°455), érigent ce village au 
rang de la grande histoire. 

Aurélie Cavanna 

developed the model of the living 
exhibition by inviting spectators to 
participate. What can be seen is 
experienced in common, the exhi-
bition takes on the air of an expan-
ded performance. Entitled untitled 
2020 (once upon a time) (after jas-
per johns), this new exhibition by 
Rirkrit Tiravanija (the sixth at Galerie 
Crousel) adopts the more conven-
tional form of an installation. Fea-
turing textile works and marble 
sculptures, it is distributed between 
Aubusson tapestries of various 
sizes, on the floor and on the wall, 
and a crop of geometric mineral 
blocks, all punctuated by slogans 
in massive letters: Shadows in Pro-
gress, The Continuum of Insidious-
ness, The Ambrosias of Evil... The 
background of each of his pieces 
is based on Jasper Johns’ Flags 
and Maps, a series of paintings of 
the American flag and country (from 
1954 onwards), with the aim of tur-
ning them, which had become a 
simple pictorial pretext, into ad-
vertising or decorative icons. A few 
green plants complete the look of 
an airport lounge. 
“Once upon a time, 2020”: the 
title and content of the work ex-
press a fragile relationship to the 
present, echoing the current Co-
vid-19 pandemic and its devasta-
ting effects. Evil is on the loose. 
What seems well ordered, truth 
be told, is no longer. 

Ci-dessus /above:  
Rirkrit Tiravanija. « Untitled 2020 (once 
upon a time) (after Jasper Johns) ». 
Galerie Chantal Crousel, Paris. 
À gauche /on the left:  
Luc Delahaye. « Le village ». Galerie 
Nathalie Obadia, Paris. (Ph. Luc Delahaye ; 
Court. l’artiste). Vues d’exposition 
/exhibition views 

——— 
Almost epic, a farmer working the 
land of a rice paddy stands out 
against a blue-grey sky, his face 
mysteriously in the shadows, his 
body chiseled by the effort. The 
Field is one of the photographic 
paintings in Luc Delahaye’s exhibi-
tion at the Galerie Obadia, a group 
of works produced in Senegal in a 
village the artist describes as being 
as banal as can be. He went there 
with the desire, quoting Bernard-
Marie Koltès, “to tell well, [...] with 
the simplest words, [...] anything 
that is a part of our world and that 
belongs to all”. To evoke this village, 
he says he needed to rediscover 
the “sensitive immediacy” of do-
cumentary poetry, as a counterpoint 
to the large formats, here particularly 
composed, for which he is known. 
In black and white, small landscapes, 
sequences and variations (preca-
rious doorways, harvesting pos-
tures) thus form a chronicle of the 
region from which emanate “the 
fragility of life” and “feelings of 
sadness”. Elsewhere, tinting exis-
tences, beliefs become latent. In 
The Net, the density of the painting 
of a fisherman arranging his tackle 
evokes “djinns”, dreaded spirits, 
who, in the reworked net and fo-
liage, seem to inhabit the image. 
Having left their mark on Delahaye, 
the gestures of this man of the Sou-
balés caste, fishermen and media-
tors between men and the “other” 
world of the river, follow one another 
in what resembles a large contact 
board of the views preceding the 
painting: so many sensations which, 
after the photographer’s images of 
Palestine (see his interview in art-
press no. 455), raise this village to 
the rank of History with a capital H. 
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nothing, not the passiveness in working without question, that we 
should site our song?” Cammock asks in the film, as well as in white 
sans serif lettering against rich russet in Song, another of her simple 
screen prints. Nearby hung a large calico banner, I Decided I Want to 
Walk, declaring just that, beneath a schematic window pierced by rays 
of light. As we all should, as if there are no boundaries, singing the 
whole way. 

—Emily LaBarge

Tavares Strachan
MARIAN GOODMAN GALLERY

Encyclopedia of Invisibility, 2018, is a massive, 2,400-page volume in 
which Bahamas-born, New York–based artist Tavares Strachan col-
lected extraordinary yet “invisible” histories, often of overlooked 
people of color. These include North Pole explorer Matthew Henson; 
nasa mathematician Katherine Johnson; and the first African American 
astronaut, Robert Henry Lawrence Jr. Henrietta Lacks’s cells have been 
used in vital laboratory experiments since her untimely death in 1951—
her “anonymous” DNA has been on permanent loan to science, with-
out her consent. Alicia Alonso was the Cuban-born star of the 
American Ballet who became unwelcome in the Cold War US; a twin-
kling, life-size neon sculpture of Alonso, illuminating her skeleton and 
circulation system, flickered at the back of the gallery.

The voluminous Encyclopedia—five inches fat, fifteen thousand 
entries—was the smallest work in this vast and powerful exhibition. 
Titled “In Plain Sight,” the show included collaged paintings, sculpture, 
performance, and installation, and some surprises I won’t spoil. This 
two-floor, multigallery exhibition was operatic in scale, feel, and execu-
tion. The first gallery offered eight eye-popping light-box paintings, 
each a universe of expertly combined images. Astronauts wear tribal 
masks in Touch the Stars, 2020, connecting the colonizing violence 
inflicted on the African continent with the drive to conquer outer space. 
A magazine cover of actor/activist Paul Robeson and the former 
Ethiopian flag intersect with a line drawing of a football field. (Similar 
line drawings, riddled with labels and dimensions, recurred throughout 
the exhibition—perhaps hinting at the demand to “measure up” to 
some unspoken standard.) A crossword in the corner suggests this 
maddening puzzle is resolvable: Untold stories can be readily uncovered 
by those who look—they exist “in plain sight.”

The Encyclopedia stood center stage in the room-size installation 
EIGHTEEN NINETY, 2020, named for the year when the most African 
Americans submitted inventions to the US patent office. Incredibly, this 
was 130 years ago. Hanging along the walls, the installation’s 1,354 
pages framed under glass included a motley selection of entries from 
the Encyclopedia, ranging from news accounts of vanished children to 
articles on scientific phenomena, overlapped with textbook-style images 
of Egyptian and Hellenistic sculpture, vintage photographs, random 
letters and numbers, plus chemical and mechanical diagrams. One of 
these depicts a steamroller efficiently mowing down palm trees. 

Already overwhelmed by the wealth of astounding content pouring 
from every wall, I suddenly heard magnificent singing echoing through 
the galleries, coming closer. Three performers—an older man dressed 
in midcentury attire and two young women, one puckish and youthful, 
one looking professional in a lab coat—followed choreographed move-
ments while singing or speaking words that expanded on the artworks. 
They led visitors through the galleries like pied pipers. I eventually 
followed them upstairs to discover a dozen spectacular sizable two-part 
sculptures, each combining on a tubular brass structure a traditional 
mask (from Liberia, Papua New Guinea, or elsewhere) with a plaster 

bust of James Baldwin, Shirley Chisholm, Lacks, Lawrence, or others, 
collectively titled Distant Relatives, 2020. Strachan has explained that, 
as the descendent of slaves, he has never known the precise geographic 
location of his African ancestry, and that his creative processes are his 
way of “redrawing some of those maps.” Throughout, he creates con-
nections—between mask and sculpted hero, across grouped collaged 
fragments—while referencing the invisible systems that structure our 
world: molecular formations, DNA strands, Fibonacci numbers (dia-
grammed in the painting Every Knee Shall Bow, 2020), veins and skel-
etons, not to mention the ideologies that “invisibly” and forcibly shape 
historical consciousness.

These sequences and lineages represent only part of Strachan’s com-
plex symbolic cosmology. Sight is a recurring theme, from near-blind 
reggae musician Frankie Paul (pictured in Every Knee Shall Bow) to 
Alonso’s failing vision—perhaps hinting at things left unseen. Strachan’s 
reenvisioned past is no mere “alternative” but an immense and here-
tofore willfully overlooked legacy. Circles abound—a basketball, a tire, 
a round polar map, a mosque dome, the circle marking center field. 
This geometric form joins distant cultures and contexts, though one 
also detects the cynical suggestion that history is spinning in circles, 
repeating itself cyclically. Nonetheless, Strachan’s message feels expan-
sive and hopeful. In EIGHTEEN NINETY, words and pictures locked 
in a grid at the bottom gradually shred and disperse toward the top, 
dissolving into a night sky—everything drifting elegantly upward to 
the stars, like the fading music.

—Gilda Williams

PARIS

Rirkrit Tiravanija 
GALERIE CHANTAL CROUSEL 

By the time Rirkrit Tiravanija moved to New York in 1982, Jasper 
Johns had been making his flag paintings for almost thirty years. For 
his new tapestries and marble works, Tiravanija has copied the elder 
artist’s maps and flags. Tiravanija produced his tapestries on the historic 

Tavares Strachan,  
No Name in the Street, 
2020, two panels, oil, 
enamel, and pigment 
on acrylic, overall  
96 × 96".
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French looms of Pinton, manufacturers of works by such twentieth-
century heavyweights as Calder and Picasso; his marble comes from 
the same veins of Carrara that supplied Michelangelo. 

While Tiravanija gained visibility in the 1990s for modest installa-
tions that privileged socializing and shared meals—essential rituals of 
human life—the atmosphere of the artist’s exhibition in Paris this fall 
was sepulchral. A collection of polished and plush monuments, the 
timely show addressed the current social, political and medical 
moment. Visitors, following mandated guidelines for social distancing, 
moved alone through the exhibition; after the opening, there were no 
events or plans for any kind of gathering. As if in commemoration of 
Marcel Broodthaers’s Un jardin d’hiver (A Winter Garden), 1974, a 
decorative Kentia palm in a plastic pot sat next to nearly every work. 
“It could be more interesting if [these sculptures] were actually put out 
in a graveyard and used,” the artist has remarked, “for basically the 
marble slabs are tombstones.” 

The exhibition was called “untitled 2020 (once upon a time) (after 
jasper johns),” and each sculpture or tapestry, made in direct citation 
of one of Johns’s works, bore the same main title as the show along 
with, in most cases, a pair of parenthetical subtitles—the first being a 
short phrase Tiravanija had pulled from literature or the press, the 
second indicating the title and date of the Johns work cited: for 
instance, untitled 2020 (the continuum of insidiousness) (map, 1963) 
(all works 2020). The words, in all-caps sans serif lettering, were 
carved into marble or woven into the tapestries, which were displayed 
as wall hangings and on the floor. Phrases such as the odious smell 
of truth and a hurricane in a drop of cum (the latter a line from 
a poem-painting by John Giorno) entered the exhibition space with 
the aggressive ambiguity of oversize billboards. Strung together, 
phrases from different works offered an ominous poetry, a dark nos-
talgia for a country that on today’s world stage is both omnipresent and 
unknowable: once upon a time . . . the ambrosias of evil . . . 
shadows in progress. 

Like an afterimage of the American dream, Tiravanija’s neo-Dada 
flags and American maps are melancholic. But despite a latent pessi-
mism, something hopeful remains. With his citations of Johns, Brood-
thaers, and Giorno and use of materials associated with Michelangelo 
and Picasso, Tiravanija operates far from the sinister metal flags pinned 
to the lapels of Brioni suits that have been drained of meaning by the 
actions and language of their most visible wearer. Working on a grand 

scale, Tiravanija traces a thread from Johns’s eight-figure auction 
records to the Stars and Stripes hung proudly on the front doors of 
homes ravaged by predatory mortgages, opioid addiction, and  
Covid-19’s economic fallout. Tiravanija’s works evoke a history of the 
production of power and of dreams. In the quiet, one can hear nostal-
gic whispers of grandeur and intention. Tiravanija mines the roots of 
a symbol, testing its materiality, its force, and its resistance. 

—Lillian Davies

Elsa Guillaume
BLACKSLASH 

As its taxonomic title indicated, Elsa Guillaume’s recent show “Tritonades 
& coelacanthe” (Tritons & Coelacanth) was teeming with prehistoric-
looking newts and fish. The artist’s interest in these species lies in their 
relationship to the evolutionary aquatic-to-terrestrial migration made 
by vertebrates millions of years ago. The coelacanth (once thought to 
have gone extinct before being rediscovered in the mid-twentieth cen-
tury) is a transitional organism that links lobe-finned fish to tetrapods. 
Tritons, commonly known as newts, migrate from water to land over 
the course of their lifetimes. Usually born as aquatic larvae, they move 
onto the shore as they mature. In featuring protagonists that embody 
a key evolutionary tipping point, Guillaume’s recent exhibition was 
not so much an ode to Darwinism as a poignant reflection on transition 
and identity.

 Working in clay and with soft-lead pencil on paper, Guillaume 
bases her imagery on biological illustrations, scientific documenta-
tion, and her own observations of the sea. In addition to being an avid 
scuba diver, she notably spent two months as artist-in-residence 
aboard the French research schooner Tara as it sailed from Easter 
Island to Papeete, Tahiti, in 2016. And while there is a clinical precision 
to Guillaume’s work, it is offset by references to mythology, science 
fiction, and comic books. Her peculiar brand of whimsical natural-
ism also draws freely from familiar tales of the sea in the 
Bible and Greek mythology. 

In eight table-mounted clay sculptures from the 
“Tritons” series, 2020, a gray, cartoonish 
newt—whose perky ears, humanoid torso 
and limbs, long tail, and vacant eyes are 
reminiscent of an Art Spiegelman mouse—
engaged with various sea creatures. In Tritons 
VIII, a seated newt cradles a more realistically repre-
sented coelacanth whose long body coils around it 
like an affectionate pet. In addition to the contrast 
in styles used to depict the two animals, surface 
textures and lusters further distinguish their 
clay bodies. The triton’s smoothly modeled 
form has been treated with a matte glaze 
that affects an earthy dryness. The 
coelacanth, by contrast, appears slip-
pery and scaly thanks to dark and 
glossy crosshatching made with a 
ceramic underglaze pencil. Guil-
laume denotes water at the base 
of the sculpture with rugged 
smears of white-glazed clay. 
Suggesting a nostalgic con-
nection to the sea, the tri-
ton sits serenely as the frothy 
waves lap over his tail and feet. The  

Elsa Guillaume, 
Tritons VIII, 2020, 
ceramic, 211⁄4 ×  
173⁄4 × 251⁄2".  
From the series 
“Tritons,” 2020.

Rirkrit Tiravanija, 
untitled 2020 (the 

odious smell of truth) 
(three flags, 1958), 

2020, marble,  
305⁄8 × 451⁄2 × 21⁄2".
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The exhibition was called “untitled 2020 (once upon a time) (after 
jasper johns),” and each sculpture or tapestry, made in direct citation 
of one of Johns’s works, bore the same main title as the show along 
with, in most cases, a pair of parenthetical subtitles—the first being a 
short phrase Tiravanija had pulled from literature or the press, the 
second indicating the title and date of the Johns work cited: for 
instance, untitled 2020 (the continuum of insidiousness) (map, 1963) 
(all works 2020). The words, in all-caps sans serif lettering, were 
carved into marble or woven into the tapestries, which were displayed 
as wall hangings and on the floor. Phrases such as the odious smell 
of truth and a hurricane in a drop of cum (the latter a line from 
a poem-painting by John Giorno) entered the exhibition space with 
the aggressive ambiguity of oversize billboards. Strung together, 
phrases from different works offered an ominous poetry, a dark nos-
talgia for a country that on today’s world stage is both omnipresent and 
unknowable: once upon a time . . . the ambrosias of evil . . . 
shadows in progress. 

Like an afterimage of the American dream, Tiravanija’s neo-Dada 
flags and American maps are melancholic. But despite a latent pessi-
mism, something hopeful remains. With his citations of Johns, Brood-
thaers, and Giorno and use of materials associated with Michelangelo 
and Picasso, Tiravanija operates far from the sinister metal flags pinned 
to the lapels of Brioni suits that have been drained of meaning by the 
actions and language of their most visible wearer. Working on a grand 

scale, Tiravanija traces a thread from Johns’s eight-figure auction 
records to the Stars and Stripes hung proudly on the front doors of 
homes ravaged by predatory mortgages, opioid addiction, and  
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ceramic, 211⁄4 ×  
173⁄4 × 251⁄2".  
From the series 
“Tritons,” 2020.

Rirkrit Tiravanija, 
untitled 2020 (the 

odious smell of truth) 
(three flags, 1958), 

2020, marble,  
305⁄8 × 451⁄2 × 21⁄2".

DEC.REVS_INT.indd   188DEC.REVS_INT.indd   188 11/6/20   1:39 PM11/6/20   1:39 PM

188   ARTFORUM

REVIEWS

French looms of Pinton, manufacturers of works by such twentieth-
century heavyweights as Calder and Picasso; his marble comes from 
the same veins of Carrara that supplied Michelangelo. 

While Tiravanija gained visibility in the 1990s for modest installa-
tions that privileged socializing and shared meals—essential rituals of 
human life—the atmosphere of the artist’s exhibition in Paris this fall 
was sepulchral. A collection of polished and plush monuments, the 
timely show addressed the current social, political and medical 
moment. Visitors, following mandated guidelines for social distancing, 
moved alone through the exhibition; after the opening, there were no 
events or plans for any kind of gathering. As if in commemoration of 
Marcel Broodthaers’s Un jardin d’hiver (A Winter Garden), 1974, a 
decorative Kentia palm in a plastic pot sat next to nearly every work. 
“It could be more interesting if [these sculptures] were actually put out 
in a graveyard and used,” the artist has remarked, “for basically the 
marble slabs are tombstones.” 

The exhibition was called “untitled 2020 (once upon a time) (after 
jasper johns),” and each sculpture or tapestry, made in direct citation 
of one of Johns’s works, bore the same main title as the show along 
with, in most cases, a pair of parenthetical subtitles—the first being a 
short phrase Tiravanija had pulled from literature or the press, the 
second indicating the title and date of the Johns work cited: for 
instance, untitled 2020 (the continuum of insidiousness) (map, 1963) 
(all works 2020). The words, in all-caps sans serif lettering, were 
carved into marble or woven into the tapestries, which were displayed 
as wall hangings and on the floor. Phrases such as the odious smell 
of truth and a hurricane in a drop of cum (the latter a line from 
a poem-painting by John Giorno) entered the exhibition space with 
the aggressive ambiguity of oversize billboards. Strung together, 
phrases from different works offered an ominous poetry, a dark nos-
talgia for a country that on today’s world stage is both omnipresent and 
unknowable: once upon a time . . . the ambrosias of evil . . . 
shadows in progress. 

Like an afterimage of the American dream, Tiravanija’s neo-Dada 
flags and American maps are melancholic. But despite a latent pessi-
mism, something hopeful remains. With his citations of Johns, Brood-
thaers, and Giorno and use of materials associated with Michelangelo 
and Picasso, Tiravanija operates far from the sinister metal flags pinned 
to the lapels of Brioni suits that have been drained of meaning by the 
actions and language of their most visible wearer. Working on a grand 

scale, Tiravanija traces a thread from Johns’s eight-figure auction 
records to the Stars and Stripes hung proudly on the front doors of 
homes ravaged by predatory mortgages, opioid addiction, and  
Covid-19’s economic fallout. Tiravanija’s works evoke a history of the 
production of power and of dreams. In the quiet, one can hear nostal-
gic whispers of grandeur and intention. Tiravanija mines the roots of 
a symbol, testing its materiality, its force, and its resistance. 

—Lillian Davies

Elsa Guillaume
BLACKSLASH 

As its taxonomic title indicated, Elsa Guillaume’s recent show “Tritonades 
& coelacanthe” (Tritons & Coelacanth) was teeming with prehistoric-
looking newts and fish. The artist’s interest in these species lies in their 
relationship to the evolutionary aquatic-to-terrestrial migration made 
by vertebrates millions of years ago. The coelacanth (once thought to 
have gone extinct before being rediscovered in the mid-twentieth cen-
tury) is a transitional organism that links lobe-finned fish to tetrapods. 
Tritons, commonly known as newts, migrate from water to land over 
the course of their lifetimes. Usually born as aquatic larvae, they move 
onto the shore as they mature. In featuring protagonists that embody 
a key evolutionary tipping point, Guillaume’s recent exhibition was 
not so much an ode to Darwinism as a poignant reflection on transition 
and identity.

 Working in clay and with soft-lead pencil on paper, Guillaume 
bases her imagery on biological illustrations, scientific documenta-
tion, and her own observations of the sea. In addition to being an avid 
scuba diver, she notably spent two months as artist-in-residence 
aboard the French research schooner Tara as it sailed from Easter 
Island to Papeete, Tahiti, in 2016. And while there is a clinical precision 
to Guillaume’s work, it is offset by references to mythology, science 
fiction, and comic books. Her peculiar brand of whimsical natural-
ism also draws freely from familiar tales of the sea in the 
Bible and Greek mythology. 

In eight table-mounted clay sculptures from the 
“Tritons” series, 2020, a gray, cartoonish 
newt—whose perky ears, humanoid torso 
and limbs, long tail, and vacant eyes are 
reminiscent of an Art Spiegelman mouse—
engaged with various sea creatures. In Tritons 
VIII, a seated newt cradles a more realistically repre-
sented coelacanth whose long body coils around it 
like an affectionate pet. In addition to the contrast 
in styles used to depict the two animals, surface 
textures and lusters further distinguish their 
clay bodies. The triton’s smoothly modeled 
form has been treated with a matte glaze 
that affects an earthy dryness. The 
coelacanth, by contrast, appears slip-
pery and scaly thanks to dark and 
glossy crosshatching made with a 
ceramic underglaze pencil. Guil-
laume denotes water at the base 
of the sculpture with rugged 
smears of white-glazed clay. 
Suggesting a nostalgic con-
nection to the sea, the tri-
ton sits serenely as the frothy 
waves lap over his tail and feet. The  

Elsa Guillaume, 
Tritons VIII, 2020, 
ceramic, 211⁄4 ×  
173⁄4 × 251⁄2".  
From the series 
“Tritons,” 2020.

Rirkrit Tiravanija, 
untitled 2020 (the 

odious smell of truth) 
(three flags, 1958), 

2020, marble,  
305⁄8 × 451⁄2 × 21⁄2".
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Lange, Christy. «1992. Rirkrit Tiravanija. untitled (free)», Frieze, 25th anniversary issue, NO.181, September 2016, p.118.
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«Performance von Rirkrit Tiravanija», MAK, September 22, 2016. 
http://www.mak.at/jart/prj3/mak-resp/main.jart?rel=de&content-id=1461203004311&article_id=1470964304040&event_

id=1470964304044&reserve-mode=active
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Anaël Pigeat, « Rirkrit Tiravanija, Galerie Chantal Crousel/6juin - 18 juillet 2015 », artpress, September, 2015, N°425, p. 30. 
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Ivo Bonacorsi. « Run like hell », domusweb.it, July, 16, 2015. 
http://www.domusweb.it/en/art/2015/07/16/rirkrit_tiravanija_run_like_hell.html 

Rirkrit Tiravanija’s new work Untitled 2015 (run like hell), on display in Paris, seems an ironical 
attempt to construct a mausoleum for the now defunct punk aesthetic and celebrate the sense of aliena-
tion, perhaps for the purity of the marble or the super-clean sanitary fixtures – washbasins and lavato-
ries that greet visitors to the gallery.

This is all the more so given the adoption of ingredients such as Lardo di Colonnata, a pure fat product 
we happily associate with exquisite and age-old taste experiences.

A perfectly functioning 1:1 scale version concealed behind the main Chantal Crosel gallery entrance 
reproduces the toilets of the legendary CBGB in New York, a club that became a punk shrine in the 
1970s and closed in 2006, in a clear reference to the gentrification process underway throughout the 
Lower East Side. A reliquary version of the real CBGB survives in John Varvatos’ luxury boutique, 
where its walls and a large quantity of posters and memorabilia is conserved intact.
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Ivo Bonacorsi. « Run like hell », domusweb.it, July, 16, 2015. 
http://www.domusweb.it/en/art/2015/07/16/rirkrit_tiravanija_run_like_hell.html 

Here, this phantom presence and precise sampling from a real context are of a different nature and 
ready-made strategies are cancelled out. Of all the many nuances that have accompanied the thoughts 
and body fluids that passed over Mr Robert Mutt’s white ceramic (the name Duchamp signed on the 
founding ready-made urinal in 1917), Rirkrit Tiravanija’s display is a true exception and the invitation 
to use it crosses even its boundaries.
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Ivo Bonacorsi. « Run like hell », domusweb.it, July, 16, 2015. 
http://www.domusweb.it/en/art/2015/07/16/rirkrit_tiravanija_run_like_hell.html 

Taking a leak in one of France’s most highly regarded galleries seems quite irreverent and prompts 
thoughts on how the work of so many of his colleagues has evolved. Some, such as Pierre Huygue, 
uproot paving stones to construct sophisticated micro-environments on the roof of the Metropolitan 
Museum in New York. Others, like Philippe Parreno, stage multimedia super-productions at the Park 
Avenue Armory. But where has all the early energy gone?

The impression given by an investigation of the relationship between subject and object is that eve-
rything is caught up in the reflections of British sociologist Dick Hebdige who, about 30 years ago, 
lifted the lid on the powerful and unnatural fascination with subcultures. One of his pieces on style, 
based on an analysis of the punk aesthetic, gave the movement a theoretical reputation. An immense 
theoretical production and rereading of youth phenomena, from punk to grunge, placed the countercul-
ture scene on a par with high culture. Artists started harbouring a desire for legends and biopics, just 
like the most famous rockstars, helping to extend the domain of the punk aesthetic. 

Tiravanija presents today’s art world with this simple exercise of turning the tables. He relaunches the 
construction of altars and sanctuaries, like this one in real marble: no longer the typical set for a hard-
core performance but an unconscious monument to its impracticability.

Guitar, bass and drums all function perfectly and can be used but everything remains mute and, actual-
ly, unnatural. It is an explant of materials from their original setting and Tiravanija cites the Parthenon 
metope and marbles just like a modern-day Lord Elgin.
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Ivo Bonacorsi. « Run like hell », domusweb.it, July, 16, 2015. 
http://www.domusweb.it/en/art/2015/07/16/rirkrit_tiravanija_run_like_hell.html 

The exhibition measures the effort and significance of the re-enactment that has become so fashionable. 
Today, Classicism with a capital C is portable and even prêt-à-porter, as too the idea of postmodern 
vintage. The artist, who is known for serving excellent meals to the huge art public – and whose popu-
lar curries and soups have left traces in the public and private collections of museums worldwide – is 
now pushing himself farther. He does not want to resemble anyone else except in the marketability of 
the piece. His tasty and fragrant Lardo di Colonnata may be a bitter pill served up to the art system but 
it will not halt the obsession of collecting and trading in relics.

His marble basins for maturing the fatty pork back are minimal parallelepipeds, arranged on the gal-
lery floor and filled with edible fat which is not the same as Beuys rounding the corners of the Modern. 
Immersed in the rhetoric on food and eco-sustainability, in this alchemic mix of punk and classicism, 
all that springs to mind is the simple meal of Carrara marble workers and nostalgia for non-alignment.

© all rights reserved
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Frédéric Bonnet. « Rirkrit Tiravanija, ‘L’interaction avec le public m’a toujours intéressé’ », Le Journal des Arts, June 2015, 
N°438, p. 17. 
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 Mehdi et Badrou, les Kids. «Vie Rapide S1E67», Arte Creative, June 24, 2015. 
http://creative.arte.tv/fr/labo/vie-rapide-s1e67-mardi

Vie Rapide S1E67 - Mardi

Rencontre avec l’artiste thaïlandais Rirkrit Tiravanija, qui a eu l’idée d’exposer à Paris une reproduction des 
toilettes d’un ancien club mythique de New-York, le CBGB.

A demain, Mehdi.
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Claire Moulène. « L’artiste Rirkrit Tiravanija fait revivre la légende du CBGB par ses “dirty bathrooms” », lesinrocks.com, June, 23, 2015. 
http://abonnes.lesinrocks.com/2015/06/23/arts-scenes/arts/lartiste-rirkrit-tiravanija-fait-revivre-la-legende-du-cbgb-par-ses-dirty-

bathrooms-11755671/

Où est passé l’esprit du mythique CBGB, qui a fermé ses portes en 2006 
après trente-trois ans de bons et loyaux services ? Voici en substance la ques-
tion que pose l’artiste Rirkrit Tiravanija à la galerie Chantal Crousel, avec 
une reconstitution grandeur nature, sans fétichisme aucun, des fameuses “dir-
ty bathrooms” du club punk new-yorkais.

“Je prends le bar avec moi, je prends la scène avec moi, je prends les urinoirs dans lesquels j’ai pissé avec Joey 
Ramone.” On est en 2006, et Hilly Cristal, fondateur et gérant du mythique club CBGB, fondé en décembre 
1973 à Manhattan, annonce qu’il va déménager à Las Vegas, contraint de mettre la clé sous la porte après que le 
propriétaire du bâtiment a annoncé vouloir doubler le prix de la location.

Depuis c’est silence radio. Avec cette question qui reste en suspens et que contribue aujourd’hui à reformuler la 
drôle d’exposition que signe l’artiste thaïlandais Rirkrit Tiravanija à la galerie Chantal Crousel à Paris. A quoi 
tient l’esprit d’un lieu ? Suffit-il, comme le proposait Hilly Cristal de télétransporter bar poisseux et backstage 
pouilleux pour retrouver l’odeur de la sueur et de l’alcool, les cris et la puissance des shoots, les accords disso-
nants de Television et la voix de Tom Verlaine, les Perfecto des Ramones et le punk sexy de Debbie Harry ?

Suffit-il comme le fait aujourd’hui Tiravanija de reconstituer à échelle 1, les fameuses “dirty bathroom” du 
CBGB pour retrouver un peu du parfum contestataire du punk new-yorkais né sur les cendres de la contre-
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culture, les relents de la guerre du Vietnam et l’insalubrité du Bronx ?

Tiravanija ne se fait aucune illusion apparemment, qui ne fait même pas mine d’importer, ou de reporter, les 
traces multiples, traces de doigts, graffs et stickers qui recouvraient littéralement les chiottes cradingues du 315 
Bowery ; mais livre ici un remake immaculé (bien que fonctionnel – les toilettes fonctionnent, vous pouvez y 
faire un stop) ces coulisses au moins aussi décisives que la piste de danse et la scène (que l’on retrouve plus loin 
dans l’exposition).

Les déclarations d’amour ou les insultes griffonnées à même les murs qui se sont accumulées au long des 33 
années d’activité du club apparaissent ici de façon quasi imperceptible, blanc sur blanc mais signalées par un 
léger relief à peine visible à l’œil nu.

Zéro fétichisme donc du côté de Tiravanija réputé pour ses expériences communautaires (repas partagé et puzzle 
géant) et son appartenance à un courant phare dans les années 90 : l’esthétique relationnelle, mais plutôt un geste 
fort avec cette entrée en matière imposée en quelque sorte, puisque le visiteur doit d’abord passer par ce sas 
historique et ironique à la fois, avant de revenir sur ses pas, faire le tour du pâté de maison et rejoindre le reste de 
l’exposition en passant cette fois par l’arrière-cour de la galerie ! Une façon de nous mettre le nez dans l’histoire 
et de nous proposer une expérience live du reenactment (pratique très en vue dans l’art contemporain et dont 
Tiravanija est l’un représentants).

    “Il témoigne d’un rejet total
 des circuits conventionnels et donne notamment le droit à tout un chacun de monter sur scène pour 
s’y exprimer, de manière plus ou moins talentueuse. Inspiré par cette culture de l’amateurisme et de
la contestation, Rirkrit Tiravanija provoque de manière récurrente des situations d’expérimentation,
laissant le visiteur interagir en toute liberté avec ses installations et faisant ainsi glisser son statut de
 visiteur à celui de participant” peut-on ainsi lire dans le texte de présentation.
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http://abonnes.lesinrocks.com/2015/06/23/arts-scenes/arts/lartiste-rirkrit-tiravanija-fait-revivre-la-legende-du-cbgb-par-ses-dirty-

bathrooms-11755671/

Le reste de cette exposition chorégraphiée, qui attend du spectateur qu’il joue le jeu, face à un saut aux toilettes, 
s’y arrêtent éventuellement le temps d’un rail de coke ou d’une pause pipi, avant de parcourir quelques cen-
taines de mètres et de débarquer par l’arrière, joue sur la même corde, avec la reproduction millimétrée, mais en 
marbre, de la scène mythique qui vit passer Blondie, Suicide ou Patti Smith.

Les instruments, batteries, guitares et basses, activées le soir du vernissage par l’artiste en personne, sont désor-
mais à la disposition du public. Tandis que des bacs à glace, sans bière, mais remplis de lard de Colonnata (un 
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lard blanc et fondant, un temps conservé dans des vasques en marbre de carrare dont sont aussi fait ces facsimi-
lés de glacière), jonchent le sol de la galerie.

Dans la salle adjacente : deux couvertures sérigraphiées sur toile du journal Libération affublées du même 
message, “on ne peut pas simuler la liberté“, font de l’œil à une série de dessins sur fond rouge (les mêmes que 
ceux présentés actuellement à la Biennale de Venise) recensant tous les soulèvement populaires de ces dernières 
années. Une façon de rappeler qu’en 2015, si les canaux de révolte ont changé, il souffle encore un vent contesta-
taire. Bien loin de l’East Village.

Claire Moulène

Rirkrit Tiravanija, Untitled 2015 (Run Like Hell), jusqu’au 18 juillet à la galerie Chantal Crousel. Paris.

Bienvenue au club

En 1973, le punk élit domicile au CBGB. Là, c’est l’histoire du mouvement qui s’écrit au fil des concerts.

Décembre 1973, le CBGB ouvrit ses portes au 315 Bowery, sur les cendres du Palace Bar. Trois blocs à l’est, 
c’était l’Avenue A. Deux blocs au sud, la lisière du Lower East Side. Au cœur du brasier. Peu avant, le Mer-
cer Arts Center avait fermé. Ses habitués (New York Dolls, Suicide…) se mirent à la recherche d’un havre. Le 
proprio Hilly Kristal, fan de blues, était convaincu qu’il pouvait attirer dans ce coin du Bowery (alors essentielle-
ment peuplé de clodos, de junkies et de bohèmes) les amateurs de country et de bluegrass. Qui ne vinrent jamais. 
Ou furent vite dissuadés par cet espace puant l’urine, au sol chroniquement sale, aux toilettes graffitées où l’on 
déféquait à la vue de tous, et dont les cuisines à l’hygiène moyenâgeuse abritait un chili infect dans lequel les 
Dead Boys aimaient à se branler…

Ainsi, le CBGB végéta jusqu’à ce que Richard Hell y programme un concert de Television, le 31 mars 1974. 
Héroïne en quantité. Accrochages. Pitreries de Tom Verlaine. Kristal jura qu’on ne l’y reprendrait plus, mais 
se vit supplier de remettre ça. Il céda. Après tout, son bar avait fait du profit, et pour cachet le groupe s’était 
contenté d’un peu de monnaie. La fois d’après, Television débarqua avec quatre blousons noirs : les Ramones. 
La suite est célèbre. Patti Smith élit domicile au 315 Bowery, aussitôt suivie d’une faune hirsute : Jayne County, 



G
al

er
ie

C
ha

nt
al

 C
ro

us
el

Claire Moulène. « L’artiste Rirkrit Tiravanija fait revivre la légende du CBGB par ses “dirty bathrooms” », lesinrocks.com, June, 23, 2015. 
http://abonnes.lesinrocks.com/2015/06/23/arts-scenes/arts/lartiste-rirkrit-tiravanija-fait-revivre-la-legende-du-cbgb-par-ses-dirty-

bathrooms-11755671/

Suicide, Johnny Thunders, The Dictators ou Malcolm McLaren – alors manager des New York Dolls – qui vint 
ici piocher quelques idées pour son futur grand projet.

L’histoire a été largement révisée depuis mais, en 1974, il n’y avait pas cent personnes qui traînaient au CBGB. 
Un an plus tard, le club était l’épicentre de l’underground new-yorkais, programmant Talking Heads, Blondie, 
Mink DeVille. Dans le public : Iggy Pop, David Bowie, Lou Reed ou Lester Bangs. Les mêmes se retrouveraient 
sous peu dans un autre haut lieu punk : Max’s Kansas City, sur Park Avenue South.

La décennie suivante, le hardcore y constitua son abri (Sick of It All, Madball, Agnostic Front, etc.) et, jusqu’à 
sa fermeture en 2006, il accueillit plusieurs gloires du rock qui vinrent y parfaire leur réputation (Guns N’Roses, 
AC/DC, Green Day, The Strokes, etc.). A sa place trône aujourd’hui une galerie d’art. De là, remontez jusqu’à 
l’angle de 2nd Street : Joey Ramone Place. Inaugurée en mémoire de ce que le chanteur “a apporté à New York”. 
Plus loin, sur Bleecker Street, un graffiti sur la grille d’une épicerie : “Metallic K.O.” Le dernier concert des 
Stooges avant implosion. C’était en 1974. Le punk new-yorkais venait de naître. Deux ans plus tard, l’industrie 
s’en mêlait. Peu après, la plupart de ses héros étaient lessivés.  
 
David Brun-Lambert
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Ingrid Luquet-Gad, Claire Moulène. « Le Top 5 des expos de la semaine », Les Inrocks, June, 14, 2015. 
http://www.lesinrocks.com/2015/06/14/arts-scenes/arts/le-top-5-des-expos-de-la-semaine-21-11753777/

Rirkrit Tiravanija
L’artiste thaïlandais nous avait habitué à ses reconstitutions grandeur nature d’es-
paces atypiques : une péniche conçue par le Corbusier ou son propre appartement 
new-yorkais, tous deux répliqués à échelle 1. Cette fois-ci, c’est au pipi-room 
d’un lieu mythique, le bar new-yorkais CBGB1, qu’il s’est attaqué. Un backstage 
qui convoque avec lui toute une histoire, mais aussi toute une époque : celle des 
Ramones et de Patti Smith, d’avant le néo-conservatisme et la normalisation. La 
deuxième partie de l’expo, une scène et des bacs à glace taillés dans le marbre 
(mais avec du lard de Colonnata à la place des bières), sont une tentative d’ins-
cription dans l’éternité de cette histoire de la contre-culture.

“Untitled 2015 (run like hell)” de Rirkrit Tiravanija, jusqu’au 18 juillet à la Galerie Chantal Crou-
sel à Paris
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