delicate and intricate one. Who has the power to tell the story of what really happened? Who has the
power to rewrite history, the power to manipulate memories and the power to retell a story? This has
been an issue in the history of the world, and perhaps Exhibition is a microcosm in which displays of the
micro-politics of that larger condition can be enacted, reflected upon and critiqued.

Eric: A microcosm, indeed...make that an aquarium! What is beyond doubt is the amazing density of
heady conceptualizing and self-reflexive musing this echo chamber has been injecting into our daily
conversation. Elena, Jakob, Warren, you each bring up the politics of this experiment. I too wonder
where that is located. My view is that we should not exaggerate the significance of these funny rules of
engagement we’ve cobbled together, either as vectors of “freedom” or of undue “sovereign power” on
our part. What is it that has been happening in this room, first and foremost? Social encounters. Honestly,
so far I have not found the nature and quality of these encounters to be under the gun of our eccentric
little structures —catalyzed, yes, just as they are by the work on the walls and those floppy balloons in
the air, but not determined. Every time it’s my turn to sit at the desk, talk to an artist, greet a visitor or sit
with the four of you to decide how to proceed, the most urgent and incredibly exacting demand I
experience is to make myself open and available to whomever is there before me. Am I listening ?
Probably not so closely. Am I cutting you off? Likely. How distracted am I by my desire to see my
argument carry the day? What am I assuming and presuming? What kinds of crutches am I relying on to
get this conversation safely over and done with? To what extent am I projecting myself into an abstract
future only to stare right back at my own image from the nonexistent vantage point of the “archive” of
an experience that has not yet merited its name? This is an experience I could instead be trying to
manufacture in the company of a stranger, at the risk—in the hope —of historical invisibility. This, in a
nutshell, is where the politics of this experience lie for me. Those are the pragmatics of any experience, |
guess...but this particular site we have constructed has been precipitating— wittingly or not—a
bewildering concentration of spontaneous, ethical micro-dramas of this nature. So what might at first
glance look like a theater of freedom and constraint, the rehearsal of a tired dialectic between an
artist/curator enforcing the law and an artist/Houdini dancing her way out of those shackles, is far more
immediately and compellingly an experimental site where each one of us present in this space is made to
decide, over and over again, how to face one other.






