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Cameron Rowland’s Loot
2015  Ramaya Tegegne’s Tetris
2016  Anna-Sophie Berger’s Parabolic Reflectors
 Zoe Leonard’s Total Picture Control
 Bunny Rogers’ Cafeteria Set
 Cameron Rowland’s 91020000 at Artists Space and Indirect Benefit at Fri-Art
 Luke Willis Thompson’s Sucu Mate / Born Dead
2017  Prem Sahib’s Do you care? We do
2018  Ghislaine Leung’s Public Sculpture

1914  Marcel Duchamp purchases an iron bottle rack as an ‘already made’. 
1915  Marcel Duchamp’s En prévision du bras cassé, the first work he calls a ‘readymade’.
1917  Marcel Duchamp’s Fountain
1938  Pablo Picasso’s Tête
1961  Daniel Spoerri’s Grocery Store  

Ben Vautier’s Le Temps 
George Brecht’s Exit (realized 1962-63) 
George Brecht’s Barrel Bolt (realized 1963-64)

1963 George Brecht’s No Smoking (realized 1964)
1968  Lewis Stein’s Untitled, a commercially purchased police billy club
1971  Lewis Stein’s Untitled, garbage can in an edition of five
 Lewis Stein’s Untitled, four stanchions with velvet rope
1972  Lewis Stein’s Untitled, a chrome plated rail
1976  Lewis Stein’s Untitled, a working door buzzer
1977  Lewis Stein’s Untitled, a siren 

Lewis Stein’s Untitled, a chrome door handle
1978 – 79 Jeff Koons’ Inflatables series
1979 – 80 Lewis Stein’s Untitled, a street lamp
1982  Isa Genzken’s Weltempfänger 
1984 – 85 Cady Noland’s Dirt Corral 
1987  Laurie Parsons’ exhibition of found objects at Lorence-Monk Gallery
c. 1988 Laurie Parsons’ Coat Hanger
1990  Sylvie Fleury’s The Art of Survival 

Felix Gonzalez-Torres’ Untitled (USA Today) 
Mike Kelley’s Arenas series 
Cady Noland’s Awning Blanks

1991  Felix Gonzalez-Torres’ Untitled (Perfect Lovers) 
Cady Noland’s Industry Park

 Fred Wilson’s Guarded View
1992   Fischli Weiss’ Objects of Everyday Use, a commission of works in situ for the new Zurich stock exchange  

Tom Friedman’s Hot Balls
1993  Gabriel Orozco’s Empty Shoe Box
1996  Maurizio Cattelan’s Another Fucking Readymade
1998  Tracey Emin’s My Bed
2000  Tony Feher’s exhibition at Storefront for Art and Architecture
2002  Wade Guyton’s Inverted Woodpile
2002 Zoe Leonard’s 1961
2004  Valentin Carron’s Colors
2005 Latifa Echakhch’s Principe d’Economie II 
 Nate Lowman’s Young America 1995
2006  Wilfredo Prieto’s Untitled (crane) 

Danh Vo’s If You Were to Climb the Himalayas Tomorrow
2007  Wade Guyton’s Untitled Action Sculpture (5 Enron Chairs) 

Richard Prince’s Pure Thoughts
2008  Martin Creed’s Work No. 878 

Ceal Floyer’s Wish You Were Here 
Gedi Sibony’s The Middle of the World 
Danh Vo’s Grave Marker for Maria Ngo Thi Ha

2009 Wilfredo Prieto’s Holy Water
2010  Fayçal Baghriche’s Envelopments 

Latifa Echakhch’s Skins 
Klara Liden exhibits trash cans stolen from public spaces at the Bonner Kunstverein.

2011  Darren Bader’s my aunt’s car 
Wilfredo Prieto’s Fish Bowl Without Fish 
Danh Vo’s Theodore Kaczynski’s Smith Corona Portable Typewriter

2011–12 Lutz Bacher’s Baseballs II
2012  Kevin Beasley’s Untitled, a cotton gin motor
2014  Park McArthur exhibits Ramps at Essex Street. 

Park McArthur’s Passive Vibration Isolation series 

The shipwreck story* sounds intrigu-
ing, the reviews are strictly divisive and 
whatever is on the pictures available, 
looks horrendous. So yes, you really 
want to see it. 

Not least intriguing is the surprising 
potency of a show that held at a private 

foundation, by an established (white, 
male, British) artist wasn’t expected to 
be debated that much at all. Not least 
because some of his better known art-
works are full of a baroque post pop 
that seems to be so clearly rooted in 
(and fitting for) the last decade. It surely 
wasn’t what the world was waiting for.

So, I want to say we came because 
we were invited to see a spectacle and 
even if we haven’t rushed to go we had 
to go, eventually. Not being the people 
who have to make a point by not going. 
But then maybe it isn’t really an invita-
tion after all if you have to pay 18 Euros 
for a ticket at the entrance.

Palazzo Grassi. You enter first and 
after you queue and pay you are hand-
ed a piece of paper. You see a gigantic 
foot. It is painted in bronze and paired 
with another, belonging to the center-
piece in the Palazzos hall; a headless 
giant. But, you have been warned. It’s 
looking back at you like an 18 meter 
high question mark. Walking up the 
Palazzo’s beautiful staircase you meet 
smaller but not more digestible piec-
es. The army of figures awaiting are a 
boundless pastiche of Greek mythol-
ogy: fantasy figurines, porn star bod-
ies, sea shells and Disney characters (is 
Disney the ultimate default for anyone 

who is lacking an idea?) Some are con-
fined to immaculate vitrines (of course), 
others not. The logic here appears to 
be that because a lot of the objects are 
made out of a different material than 
the plaque is claiming, the vitrines keep 
the onlooker further away and more as-
sured of its content’s value. The effort 
put into achieving this illusion (or clues 
left to something else) varies greatly; 
there is a sea shell painted in crude air-
brush, there is a “made in China” stamp 
on the back of another, there are some 
that leave you unsure.

You ask a guard what the beheaded 
giant is made of and she says “bronze”. 
You say, “No, what is it really made of?” 
and she says, “Oh, polymere.”

The plaques on the vitrines are a bit 
“This freestanding monument
presents a man beating a drum,
which is balanced on the elongated
head of a child or spirit. Seemingly
carved directly out of a cliff face,
it is possibly of Chinese origin.
While the sculpture’s function
is unknown, the phallic suggestion
of the smaller figure’s head implies
a relationship with maturation
rituals, perhaps accompanied
by music and drum beating.”

 In Defense of Disappointment
Being in Venice in 2017 you find it difficult to ignore the Damien Hirst show Treasures from the Wreck of 
the Unbelievable that is double staged in the vast venues of Palazzo Grassi and Punta della Dogana.

When looked at within the context of the past century, work 
exhibited by myself and my peers since about 2014 of ob-
jects presented without alteration may appear as shocking-
ly new or reaching towards a pure sculptural clarity. In this 
thought process, the ‘rediscovery’ of these works by Lewis 
Stein shocks a now institutionally recognized contemporary 
artistic process in which power dynamics, narrative, and the 
political are revealed through inanimate entities. The time-
line, as I’ve constructed it, allows me to see what the Lewis 
Stein exhibition has the ability to illustrate. His works are not 
the outliers in time they seem to be. While viewing art within 
a successive timeline can serve a purpose, it must not be 

default and can be as dangerous as favoring great artists 
over great artworks. The academic research concerning the 
pure readymade is a totally open field. The changes in the 
use and understanding of the readymade varies widely. They 
can be seen as devoid of nearly all meaning, or looked at as 
all-encompassing. The possibilities of the readymade are not 
exhausted, and many questions remain unanswered. For ex-
ample, why are so many women, queer, and non-white art-
ists attracted to the readymade? That an exhibition had the 
power to bring up so many revelations and concerns should 
not be taken lightly. 
 — Mitchell Anderson

an artist’s practice I’ve decided are crucial and, basically, my 
general awareness. At points it is unbiased and at others it is 
stacked with many pieces by artists I adore. All of the Lewis 

Stein works included in the exhibition at Essex Street are list-
ed. Duchamp’s En prévision du bras cassé and Fountain are 
included despite having assisted painted text on the objects.

funny:
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Wesley Willis Mense Reents

Von den Dämonen des Wesley Willis

Hier kommt ein Hellride, du Arschloch
Für lebenslang, du Hurensohn
Wir werden niemals mehr weichen
Aus deinem Kopf, wir sind dein Gratislohn
Wir senden nonstop Bilder und labern auf dich ein
Und erfreuen uns an deinem Angstschweiß

Demons are a mad mans, mad mans worst friends
Demons are a mad mans, mad mans best friends
Stay of the hellbus, sad man, mad friend
Demons are a mad mans worst friends

Du sagst, du würdest Rockmusik machen
Andere gingen in den Knast
Wie dein Cousin damals und dein Stiefvater, den du hasst
Seit er die Knarre dir an die Schläfe hielt
Und dich wimmern ließ, fühlen wir uns wohl bei dir
Denn du nährst uns gut mit deinem Angstschweiß

Demons are a mad mans, mad mans worst friends
Demons are a mad mans, mad mans best friends
Stay of the hellbus, sad man, mad friend
Demons are a mad mans worst friends

Aber manchmal gelang es ihm diesen Teufeln ein
Schweigen abzuringen, und manchmal sprach durch ihn:
Fernöstliche Weisheit
Das gute kindliche Amerika
Die Angst vorm Fegefeuer und Elvis Presley
Die Chicago Police und die CIA
Automobilwerbungen und die Lust an der Sünde
Das alte Testament und Terminator I
Badman und Sigmund Freud

Demons are a mad mans, black man’s worst friends
Demons are a mad mans, fat man’s bad friends
Von wegen “Rock over London”
Du hast uns an den Hacken
Demons are a mad mans

Demons are a mad mans a mad mans worst friends
Demons are...

Wesley Willis is sitting on his tour bus with six older German 
punks, listening to Rush, the Beatles and the Carpenters. He 
has his headphones on pretty much all day. His demons are 
there, but today they don’t take hold. Eleanor Rigby pushes 
him close to the limit, but then works out. No hellride today. 
Fuck you, demon!

We’re sitting at the front of the nightliner staring at the 
road in the Nevada desert.

It’s snowing. For real. This is a novelty even for the driv-
er, who’s been driving around underground bands between 
Toronto and El Paso for 20 years.

Wesley sometimes looks over to me: smiling, a bit drowsy, 
with a certain crazed look, almost like Thelonious Monk in 
the airplane scene in Straight, No Chaser. Jerry’s Pizza Hall 
is a basement without pizza. Wesley greets each guest indi-
vidually; he bends down, holds the other person by the nape 
of their neck, and presses his forehead—which is marked 
from all the head bumps—against the forehead of the young 
white man, while lovingly looking into his eyes.

Today I got a sneaker thrown at my head. If I were a sneak-
er, I’d have shot right back, but that’s probably just my he-
roic thinking. I’m actually way too scared and my tinnitus is 
haunting me.

Rock over London, rock over Chicago! Due to the age re-
striction, the room is divided in two by a net of chicken-wire.

Wesley sits alone on stage with his keyboard and the 
auto-accompaniment churns out moronic, standard rock 
songs. The audience cracks up. Wesley is the hero of the 
evening and enjoys mingling with the crowd. I think Wesley 
is very aware of his appearance and the effect he has on 
people.

In the Berlin club SchwuZ, it’s unbearably hot. The audi-
ence is right up at the front of the stage. Wesley is our sup-
port act. It all goes wrong. Several women take offense at 
his choice of words. He leaves the stage cursing and pan-
ic-stricken.

Wesley can’t take it anymore. At the Fürstenhof hotel in Vi-
enna, he lays his head on the reception desk, crying like Obe-
lix. The man on reception duty doesn’t know how to cope.

The restaurant where we eat is just a few hundred meters 
away. Sweating and cursing, Wesley follows us at his own 
slow pace.

(From the album Lenin by Die Goldenen Zitronen; text: Ted Geier)

You could have easily just turned 
around, nauseated or annoyed by the 
first rooms, but something intoxicating 
is going on, like a sugar rush. There is a 
luring sparkle of gold not too far away.
In front of the other exhibition venue 
(and former customs office of Ven-
ice), Punta della Dogana, there is yet 
another large outdoor sculpture made 
out of white “marble”. I see a man on 
a horse entangled by a giant snake. 
The snake’s mouth is wide open—all 
fangs—the man screams, the horse 
screams, and we see a lot of tongues.

Okay, so one more round of stuff. It 
seems clear to you that you are invited 
to laugh along. Unless you are incredi-
bly inattentive or persuadable, there is 
no way you can mistake these movie 
set prop-like objects with ancient ar-
tifacts. But then there are many oth-
er things happening at a museum be-
sides the display of exhibited pieces. 
There are tour guides recapitulating 

the shipwreck story to their assigned 
groups with remarkably straight faces 
(some questions arise as to what kind 
of people these guides are), there are 
texts about the wreck being placed in 
your hand and on display everywhere, 
there is even a Netflix documentary! 
(That is quite impressive, to me.)

Some of the things we actually see 
in the many rooms of Punta della Do-
gana include a naked woman riding a 
bear, a naked woman leading a lion, a 
naked woman fighting the many head-
ed Hydra, a naked woman reclining on 
a divan, and a naked woman that is 
being raped by a minotaur. What else? 
Some more vitrines containing gold 
nuggets, some cutlery, some jewelry. 
A golden monkey, a golden transform-
er. It is said that each object exists in 
three versions: one coral covered, one 
allegedly restored in gold or bronze 
or marble, and one version as muse-
um reproduction, probably polymere.  
A lot of things come to mind. An art 
connoisseur could write on this exhi-
bition: “art for the post-truth era”, “the 
museum as a gift shop”, “sunken trea-
sures in a sinking city”, though I’m really 
not suggesting anyone should. 

Maybe you find it slightly painful, lis-
tening in on the museum guides who 
are giving a tour or watching others se-
renely studying the exhibits one by one.
It feels like the sort of cringe of some-
one explaining his own joke, you leave.

As you walk out you think about the 
relationship between this and other 
artists’ sculptures, for instance Hirst’s 
friend Ashley Bickerton’s, or the pub-
licly installed art works in Venice of re-
cent years, like Marc Quinn’s Breath, or 
as you’re standing outside Punta Del-
la Dogana, Charles Ray’s Boy With A 
Frog. It’s confusing. 

You guess the disappointment was 
to be expected, the idea of the re-
covered treasure is just too promising 
and the spectacle you imagined was 
bound to be better than the one he 
delivers. And, you add to the guess, 

as a concept, abundance of money 
and lack of restraint never made any-
one more inventive or a better artist.

So it comes with little surprise that 
the people who found Hirst’s work 
highly objectionable before this show 
feel that this current project is nothing 
but a highly cynical joke, pointing at the 
perverse features of the art market and 
its more gullible collectors. Considering 
Hirst’s close relationship with the mar-
ket (being a passionate collector him-
self) and the whole scale of the project, 
I don’t find this very probable. If there 
was an impulse to let people question 
what has and is given value, it fails be-
cause there simply isn’t anything of val-
ue to be found. The sugar rush is over 
too quickly, the bad boy attitude is a bit 
outdated, and at best, this kind of nihil-
ism is truly sad and familiar.  

You can probably think of a few more 
cool or interesting things that could have 
happened there instead, but is it the 
most boring art you have seen during the 
Biennale? Not by far. Is it the most mor-
ally twisted, deplorable thing on stage? 
Surely Olafur Eliasson exhibiting refu-
gees who are being taught in a “work-
shop” how to make his lamps beats 
most of the competition on that field.

Maybe you have coffee now on a pi-
azza and enjoy being in Venice, know-
ing that soon the pieces of this exhi-
bition will sink back out of sight into 
private collections, duty free warehous-
es, and storage vaults. But hopefully 
you will get to go back to Venice soon.

— Gina Fischli

* from the official press release: “ […] 
the exhibition tells the story of the  
ancient wreck of a vast ship, the ‘Un-
believable’ (Apistos in the original 
Koine Greek), and presents what was 
discovered of its precious cargo: the 
impressive collection of Aulus Calidius 
Amotan—a freed slave better known 
as Cif Amotan II—which was destined 
for a temple dedicated to the sun.”


