Hi Mario,
The other day I
stumbled upon a movie
from 1955 that made
me think of you and
your work for quite a
while. It is a film within
a film titled Three Cases
of Murder consisting
of three autonomous
chapters. The first, “In
the Picture,” is about
a mysterious painting
located in a museum
gallery. It’s a slightly
distorted, late-romantic
English landscape, with
a dilapidated house at
its center. It’s a decent
painting, especially
considering that most
fictional masterpieces
in films are not very
believable. The
landscape is desolate
but, from time to time,
its author (the painter,
who lives with his wife
in the house inside
the painting) comes
out of the picture,
breaks the protective
glass, and wanders
about the museum
galleries. He is, in fact,
a consummate thief; in
each of his outings he
steals something from
the museum in order
to decorate his ruin of
a home, leaving the
museum increasingly
depleted. His thievery
is such that he also
abducts museum
visitors and holds
them captive inside the
painting. These poor
art lovers will never see
the light of day again,
for he makes them
disappear. I wonder
if this story sounds
familiar to you?
Thinking of many of
your works, it seems
to me that this film’s
story might not be so
fictional, so impossible.
Though I can’t make up
my mind about whether
you’d be the artist who
escapes from the work,
the museum visitor
trapped inside it, or
both.
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True; a photographer
could show up at
any moment and
make things more
complicated. Even
better: the artist
thief could steal a
camera and cause
a true dimensional
catastrophe. I’m
assuming, though, that
we are not speaking
about photography,
but about entering
and exiting an image—
getting trapped or
taking shelter in it, even
if it’s a mere document.
As if paintings could
have a diorama
syndrome, or a world
syndrome, and the
other way around.
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I like the idea of taking
refuge in an image. The
last piece I showed
somehow alluded to
this. It was a video
clip, produced in pop
language, in which a
character takes shelter
inside a cave. It is both
a metaphorical and
physical cave that turns
into a stage as soon
as the character starts
singing a song I wrote
(a sort of manifesto on
the act of showing).
The refuge becomes a
mirror of the exhibition.
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Mario,
I can’t help but to
think of the image as
a cave—a see-through
cave.
Just yesterday I saw
one of your pieces at
a museum—the Open
Letter to Dr. Atl video,
in which the frame
moves across one side
of the landscape to the
other while the subtitles
slowly filter your letter
to the Mexican artist.
Precisely because of
the faxes we’ve been
sending each other
these days, I couldn’t
resist imagining you
looking at the paintings
of Gerardo Murillo,
aka Dr. Atl, in search
for a way into them—
maybe to break open
time’s lock and talk to
Atl, to open a territory
where the idea of an
epistolary exchange
becomes possible.
Perhaps the image
already is that. The
video-letter “works”
because it is public, it
is being exhibited, and
also because you aren’t
there.
Your idea of turning the
cave into a stage inside
a video that already is
the cave, on a stage
that is the gallery,
and which includes a
reflection on the act of
showing—that idea in
itself is cavernous, with
tunnels connecting
ideas and concepts.
The magic spell might
break if you were the
singer or if you were
present in the image.
I’m thinking of those
works of yours that
are inhabited by your
different alter egos
(sometimes only a
voice). Talk to me about
the figure, or function,
of the alter ego.
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Once, in conversation
with Annemarie
Sauzeau, we started
talking about Alighiero
Boetti’s piece Twins.
She said that to make
the image, Boetti first
took a photo of himself,
then showered and
washed his hair, and
then went back to take
the second photo. I
found it interesting
that something so
commonplace would
immediately turn him
into another person.
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