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13 QUESTIONS FOR DARA FRIEDMAN &
MARK HANDFORTH BY THE WRONG GALLERY

The Wrong Gallery: Who are you?
Dara Friedman: I'm a middle aged white woman with
brown hair, and I might do just about anything.
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TWG: Where do you come from?

DF: I come from a meeting of opposites. Aleksandra
pointed that out. The Germans lost the war. The Ameri-
cans came in and occupied Germany. The American
soldiers bred with Germany’s best -- the lost and lovely
girls who were born during the war. It’s complicated.
It’s a place where you push and get pulled at the same
time. My mother’s family comes from a place of high
culture- they made wine, were poets, sculptors, cura-
tors- part of German expressionism -- wild and heady
and privileged. My father’s family came to Ellis Island
from Russia. They started with a vegetable cart and
took it from there. I grew up on the beach in the 70s in
Florida. I’m the existentialist in the bikini.

TWG: What are you doing?

DF: Trying to describe to you that my waters are deep,
but my well runs dry. I’'m sitting here in a darkened
room setting up ‘Sunset Island’ in which my actors
are asking each other these sorts of questions. But they
don’t answer the questions. You know, the only honest
answer is an action. I can tell you that I'm sorry, but un-
less I don’t do it again, it doesn’t mean shit. Tomorrow
I’ll be taking care of our children again, and you, and
our home. But I could disappear. Kick you in the ass.
Stick with it.

TWG: Why do you do it?

DF: Because I'm addicted to love.

TWG: What inspires you?

DF: Other artists inspire me. Fearlessness and ease.
Nature. People as Nature. The huge beauty of it.

TWG: What do you hate?

DF: Snobs. Fear '
TWG: What are you afraid of?

DF:

TWG: What are you looking forward to?

DF: Grandchildren.

TWG: What is special to you?

DF:

TWG: What is there too much of today?

DF:

TWG: What do you need?

DF: Some time alone at home. I also need to party hard
and long. To get out of my head and into my body.
TWG: What do you want?

DF: I want the house to be finished. And clean, so that

Cherry’s allergies stop. And a swimming pool.

TWG: What’s next?

DF: I can’t really see beyond right Now. I think that
what’s happening Now is also Next for a while. I think
that this is IT. But then there’s always Later.

The Wrong Gallery: Who are you?

MH: Sleep.

TWG: What do you want?

MH: Time to enjoy what I’ve got.
TWG: What’s next?

MH: A ski vacation?

Mark Handforth: Mark Handforth

TWG: Where do you come from?

MH: I live in Miami, though I grew up in London, but
I’'m born in Hong Kong and my mum’s Irish.

TWG: What are you doing?

MH: Giving the girls a bath.

TWG: Why do you do it?

MH: it keeps them clean, washes the day away; it calms
them down before they eat their dinner. I'm a big be-
liever in baths; you’ve got to soak all that stuff out of
you before it becomes you.

TWG: What inspires you?

MH: Nature, and human nature.

TWG: What do you hate?

MH: Boring conversations.

TWG: What are you afraid of?

MH: Prisons.

TWG: What are you looking forward to?
MH: Long white hair.

TWG: What is special to you?

MH: My two girls, obviously.

TWG: What is there too much of today?
MH: Real estate.

TWG: What do you need?

MICHAEL WILKINSON INTERVIEWED BY
MARCEL PROUST

Marcel: On my walks along the Kelvin Way I would
often find myself, unexpectedly prompted by the rus-
tling of some long forgotten crisp packet or carrier bag,
caught mid flight by a protuberant hawthorn or buddleia
like an arrow from Cupid’s quiver gone awry in Arcadia,
contemplating the effects of the packaging of childhood
breakfast cereals and their role in the forming of aesthet-
ic sensibility. Standing, bow legged and dumbfounded,
before a faded and embrittled packet of Nik Naks forced
as if by the hands of some woodland sprite into the crack
between a park bench’s bum-worn slats, the colours of
the Nik and the Nak, once glorious in their flourescent
sunset hues now rendered almost as transparent as the
central window through which one observed the quality
of the goods, I would be reduced almost to tears. The tiny
barcode, in its pomp as bold as Hyperion, now faded into
the slightest of hieroglyphs, the embrazened vertical gate
of its columns a ghostly ruin offering little resistance to
my penetrating gaze. I would be transported back to my
childhood breakfast table, back to the baffling incorigru-
ity of Tony the Tiger’s lurid orange coat, aflame like
Hera’s Aegis against the deep blue of the background, a
reference no doubt to celestial Olympus, and recall how,
with the slightest movement of my eye, these saturated
printing inks would create a flashing optical effect as
if the gods themselves were arguing, as I was with my
brother and sister, over their breakfast choices, and Zeus
was casting down lightning bolts because Hephaestus
had finished off the Frosties.

Denied access to my heart’s want, to Tonys golden
horde, I would find myself considering the far less at-
tractive option of the Rice Krispies with their attendant
imps Snap, Crackle and Pop. These demiurges of the
petit dejeuner occupied a universe of far greater tonal
variety than did Tony, trapped as he was forever in a cage
of blaring oppositional shades, scowling at the fate of
such a timeworn graphic solution but bravely puffing out
his chest and declaring “They’re great”, a reference less
to the Frosties proffered in his mighty paw and more to
the enduring power of blue and orange. Snap and cohorts
however, erupted from a sky akin to that of a Titian, their
no doubt Bacchanalian origins in some Elysian glade
denoted by a subtle tint of azure and heightened by the
yellow, the green and the red of their sinister pointy hats
and elfin garb. These malificent hobgoblins deceived the
still half sleeping mind into believing there was yet some
promise in their dull offering, so apt to become saturated
on even the briefest contact with milk. The chromatic
variety of their packaging, a Piero della Francesca of the
breakfast table, belied the deathly dunn coloured inner
world of its contents. If these creatures took the form of
fauns or satyrs it was with evil intent, less the offspring
of Pan and more a manifestation of those ghostly harbin-
gers of doom, the three horsemen of the Snap, Crackle
and Apopalypse. I averted this disaster by turning my
bleary eyes towards the remaining candidates, none

sadly unopened and still holding some much fought .

over prize, a spokey dokey say. I quickly discounted the
Golden Nuggets, their cavalcade of hirsute pan handlers
provoking in me a kind of nausea, as would at times the
cereal itself, should I fall prey to a greed like that of
Klondike Pete’s and consume half the packet before my
unwitting brother, fellow frontiersmen on the breakfast
goldrush, had realised his pardner’s venal ambition.
Even the foil inner lining of this most glamourous of ce-

reals, unique in the breakfast pantheon, could not tempt
me to follow Pete and his ludicrous donkey into their
mine of precious pellets. The Weetabix too were afforded
scant regard, their prosaic mantle offering neither noble
beast nor mythic caricature, only an ear of corn, to my
childish eye an image with liitle appeal and no relation
to the breeze block of biscuit in the box.

While carefully considering my remaining alternatives,
a melody would steal upon me like that little phrase in
Vinteuil’s sonata, a haunting refrain accompanied by a
lyrical poetry:A

I’m a giraffe and I live in the sky,

They call me lofty and you know why,

For breakfast I have two tree tops,

But I'd rather have a bowl of Coco Pops.

Prompted by Lofty’s preference I would descend into
the heart of darknessthat was Coco Pops. Coco the
chimpanzee, a kind of Cheeta in lesure wear, prof-
fered all the mysteries of a journey into the interior. He
erupted from an explicable bright yellow sky, as exotic
as a Windward Isle banana, in proletarian jeans and t-
shirt, baseball cap perched at a rakish angle, for all the




TALK TO THE HAND: MATT KEEGAN INTERVIEWS
JAMIE ISENSTEIN

I walk up to Jamie’s hand, which is set in a golden oval
frame with a blue background and is illuminated by a
picture lamp, at PS1 in Long Island City. She is try-
ing to look like a painting, so she holds her hand still
for minutes at a time in various art historical gestures.
She has been sitting behind the wall performing her
work Magic Fingers within the Greater New York 2005
exhibition since March and it’s now July. She will be
here until the end of September. Her commitment to
performing this work has led me to receive e-mails such
as, “Sorry I’ve been so bad about emailing, I've been in
the wall at PS1 for 4 days this week.” I watch the audi-
ence examine her hand. “Is it real?” asks an entranced
kid to his mom. I saw Jamie execute a prior version of
this work in 2003 at Andrew Kreps Gallery, but I never
get tired of watching people fall under its spell. I lean in
and whisper, “Jamie, I'm here” and then I g0 around to
the adjacent room. Jamie leaves her post for a moment
to open the make-shift entrance to her secret chamber.
I enter her little bat cave and see the Wiz behind the
curtain. The following conversation took place in this
hidden space. Jamie’s left hand continues to mesmer-
ize the exterior audience while we talk. Occasionally
people blow on her or touch her. A few gasp or scream
when she changes gestures.

M: Something that has always interested me about your
work is your relationship, comedic or otherwise to
death. Paradoxically though, most of your work empha-
sizes the fact that you are alive, whether by your actual
physical presence or by your suggested presence with
the “Will Return™ sign you hang when you are tempo-
rarily absent from the performance. With this work I've
noticed that once your audience realizes you are alive
by seeing your hand move, they try to interact with you
by touching you, blowing on you... You told me you
get licked and that once someone gave you a paper cut.
What do you think about the idea that unlike a regular
artwork that is framed or a sculpture or whatever, you
confront your audience with your aliveness and they
need to let you know that they are living as well?

J: Yeah, that explains to a certain extent why I've got-
ten such strange responses, really visceral responses
like being stroked and licked. I hear people say that
there must be a camera set up somewhere so I can see
them even though I can’t. They feel like they’re being
watched.M: So your presence makes them aware of
their own presence. J: Exactly! Also I am always sur-
prising people and spooking them. I think people go
to museums expecting that everything in the museum
is going to be fake or a representation of some kind.
Then I work with that pre-supposition and turn it on
its head, so that something that looks fake or inanimate
is actually real. M: Maybe it’s the surprise at finding
something a little too familiar that causes them to re-
spond with their own body. They don’t believe you're
real so they have to touch you to know for certain what
they are up against. J: That’s my guess.

M: Have you read Inside the White Cube by Brian
O’Doherty? I thought of your work and the question of
you being alive in the exhibition space when I read this.
O’Doherty writes that “Art exists in a kind of eternity
of display, and though there is lots of ‘period’ (late
modern) there is no time. This eternity gives the gallery
a limbolike status. One has to have died to already be
there”. J: I don’t know that, but it sounds like it’s up
my alley.

M: Yeah, the idea is that the exhibition space is timeless,
but in your work you make the viewer aware of time
by placing temporal work into traditional exhibition
spaces. At PS1 you are here growing older while you sit
in the wall, and in the Wrong Gallery installations there
was a melting iceman with a slowly descending top hat
in the large space and the “Will Return” sign with a
working clock in the small space... All these works are
presented in types of vitrines that frame the work as rel-
ics, as something that is supposedly suspended in time,
but you are doing the reverse. You are displaying time
and movement; melting ice, a clock that is set ten min-
utes ahead, your moving hand...J: Actually that’s the
catch. I'm simultaneously trying to do both, suspend
time and display it. My hope is that the eternal space of
the museum will make things that would normally die
last forever... which of course is impossible. But I'm
looking for that loophole. M: So in the scheme of death
versus eternity is the “Will Return” sign the next life,
the after life or is it the fountain of youth?J: It’s more
of a placeholder. I like to use the “Will Return” sign in
my performances because it implies a human presence
when I’'m absent. It’s a promise of my future presence
and in this way it prevents me from really ever being
gone. So it’s not exactly a fountain of youth but it does
prevent my death in a way. M: How do you see your
work functioning when you are dead? Will the “Will
Return” sign still reference you when you are dead as
it does now while you are around? J: It’s my intention
that I never die. I just ignore that issue. Intentionally.M:
Uh huh. (laughs)J: Sure the conceit is that I will die and
the works that are about me living forever are really
about my mortality in a way. But according to the sign
I’m just temporarily gone. M: It seems like the Wrong
Gallery “Will Return” sign is the most useful version
of the sign as your permanent replacement because it
is always set ten minutes ahead. You never have to go
back to advance it. J: Yeah, it’s true- that silly gag clock
is my permanent replacement. I'll have to put it on my
tombstone one day. M: You can have the grounds keeper
change the battery! But you're not going to die.J: No
way!M: So moving on, another thing O’Doherty writes
about is how installation shots are always photos of the
uninhabited gallery and if there is a person in the photo
they are only there as a physical reference to the height
or dimension of an art work. Basically O’Doherty sug-

gests that the gallery is like a tomb — a space reserved |

for the dead to live eternally. And the installation shot
emphasizes this by usually being devoid of people. I
always consider photographs of art as something that
freezes that moment of the art on display, but with a
lot of your performance installations, that’s not pos-
sible because of the temporality of your presence in the
space. So do you think about this issue when shooting

installation shots to document your work? J: That’s a

really complicated question with documenting my work
and my photos in general. A lot of my impetus to start
performing live for such long stretches sometimes has
to do with getting over the problem of documenting
a performance because photographs and video never
depict what actually happened. Nothing can replace the
real thing so if I want the work to exist as I conceive of
it with a living component then it has to be live.

M: But you do document your work, and even present
this documentation as art. And I love this documenta-
tion because it does archive what happened, but it’s also

an artwork and it’s also a document of you being alive
and present. It reminds me of something we’ve talked
about before, Barthes” Camera Lucida and its discus-
sion of death, and how Barthes writes about photogra-

phy as capturing‘a specific time, a lived moment that

has passed. So do you see your performances and the
subsequent installation shots or performance documen-
tation as having a relationship with death? J: I know
what you mean and I do see my photographs as having
a relationship with death in a way by capturing me at a
specific moment, especially with the installation shots.
But when I photograph my performances for display, I
don’t think about them as documentation but more as
proposals.

M: Proposals- so like a proposal for a future project?J:
Or just a proposal for a sculpture that has a live com-
ponent to it, in general, not even something to make in
the future. Because documentation is so deadening, like
you were saying.

M: Yeah, especially with a lot of performance docu-
mentation.

J: 1 often think about Charles Ray’s Plank Piece where
he’s in the studio propped up on the wall draped over
a plank of wood and you don’t know how long he was
there and it’s not endurance art, its just that time is
not a consideration ...Sure it’s documentation of this
ephemeral event but I like to think of it as a proposal
for a sculpture as well. M: It’s also related to your
work in that his body does not become physical any-
more. In that moment he’s like this lifeless slab just as
architectural as the board and it doesn’t matter what he
does after, or what he did to get up there, it just seems
articulated perfectly.J: I want that same approach to
this work. I want to imagine that if Charles Ray was
asked to put that work into a museum then he'd go to
the museum and hang. And well, I guess I’'m doing that.
M: Yeah, I like the idea of thinking of all these differ-
ent things as proposals because a proposal isn’t finite.
If the vernacular of the work is about temporality, a
proposal always allows for some kind of fluctuation in
the work. Obviously, when you sell work, it exists in a
finite form for the collector, but the idea that there are
other permutations is so relevant to your work. It’s so
nice to think about what you do as something that isn’t
finite and is not a statement with a period at the end.
J: Yeah,... sculptures and even photos risk dying when
they become so stagnant and stationary. But if I try to
think about everything I make as proposals than they
can grow and change- and there’s a lot of hope involved
in that idea, and that is a way of living forever. Just
through possibility rather than through completion.

M: I think that’s a good place to stop for now.

J: Ok.




