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A 3D model of the ukfun-ky building wrap in situ.

Introduction.

My proposal for the hoarding commission would assume the form of a typical building-wrap, occupying
the entire left-side of Kettles Yard Castle Street entrance whilst renovation works for the new education
wing take place. Depicted on the perforated building-wrap would be a fictitious “coming soon”
development under the current working title ukfun-ky.

Some examples of existing building wraps in London and Glasgow.
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Close-up illustration of the ukfun-ky trompe 1’oeil building-wrap design.

The trompe I’oeil building wrap, as is usually the case, would aim to insinuate what might be under
construction behind it. While of course Kettles Yard isn’t really planning a dire regression in to Nineteen
Eighties, Thatcherite, low-cost vernacular - nor is it really planning to become the mixed-use One Stop
Shop more typical of our current times that it implies - ukfun-ky wants to comment on the unnerving
plausibility of such a situation arising.

ukfun-ky sees architecture as one of our most reliable signifiers and believes that from it’s detail, stylistic
tendencies and materials we can make our most accurate judgments as to where we might be heading
socially, politically, economically and culturally.



Form.

Owing to the early stage of this proposal, the exact form and content is of course very open and neither
are by any means resolved. The renders attached however do provide some indication as to the direction I
could see this intervention going if Kettles Yard were to support it. Recent London Metropolitan
University graduate Bob Hobbs has kindly assisted me in producing these mock-ups and has agreed to
make himself available if I we were to go forward with this commission.

oy e

Artists impression of building wrap in situ.

These are very low-res renders at this stage intended only to convey the general idea. I anticipate many
changes and developments might take place if we were to embark upon this research project and suspect
it’s texture and complexity would be further enriched through site visits, conversations with the Kettles
Yard curatorial team and off-site studio research.

Budget and Practicalities.

The banner would be produced by Universal Image Solutions in Colchester, Essex and it has been
estimated would cost approx £2,300 to print the 120 square metres necessary. Architect Bob Hobbs has
agreed to collaborate, produce and render high-res image files that are suitable for printing at this large
scale for a set fee of £1,000. I estimate the installation and fixings would cost around £700.

These prices would of course all be confirmed in due course if we decide to take the proposal to the next
stage.

With regards to the installation of the piece, practicalities and logistics would of course need to be
negotiated with the contractor but I suspect it would be best to simply hang the perforated banner either
directly against the buildings facade from the top coping to the pavement, or upon any scaffolding that is
intended to be there anyway. Being perforated there will be no obstruction to views from inside the
building and no significant reduction in light coming in.



Premise.

While playing on the name of the UK’s most popular urban dance genre, ukfun-ky obviously incorporates
the Kettles Yard acronym in a painfully telling attempt to re-brand and rejuvenate itself, as so many
institutions do, from art museums to job centres and from political parties to management consultants.

Playing on the reality that what is in fact being built on Castle Street is an education centre, ukfun-ky
deliberately infantilises itself by way of trying to mask it’s fusty, right-wing appearance with cool rhetoric
and zing that hopes to access and appeal, while of course only actually serving to patronize and offend,
those it’s trying to draw in.

Whilst ukfun-ky will deliberately instill confusion momentarily, incorporated within the installation would
be a conventional information plaque detailing the art works captions (ie. artist, title, media etc.). This
initial confusion however is an important part of the work as it wants to play on the bland, soulless,
interchangeability of our built environment that makes it increasingly difficult to differentiate one use,
service or amenity from another, and wants to warn of the perils of surrendering such autonomy.

While Cambridge enjoys some of the most celebrated examples of authentic Gothic, Tudor, Georgian and
Modernist buildings in the country, ukfun-ky begins by stating that here in the UK we are witnessing a
terrifying social and political relapse reminiscent of the times, when much of Cambridges less popular
low-grade postmodern architecture crept in and discretely butted itself against it, under the deceitful guise
of economic efficiency and pragmatism. ukfun-ky highlights the similar arguments being repeated today
as we watch the authorities shoehorn mass developers ill conceived master plans through planning in
hope of achieving short-term, ‘band-aid’ solutions to some of the most pressing and neglected social
concerns of our time.

Some examples of the more aject yet pervasive identikit housing around the Kettles Yard area.

ukfun-ky calls to mind the regrettable mistakes of the 1980°s and evokes fear at the potential replacement
of an institution as auspicious as Kettles Yard with a One Stop Shop style mixed-use cultural hub with
adjacent Costa Coffee and Tesco Express style concessions. By doing this ukfun-ky wants to talk of the
thoughtless and insensitive developments we saw in the Eighties incentivised only by profit, and through
it’s uncomfortable plausibility wants to remind us just how close we are to a revival.

Still not yet fully passed through the House of Commons we are all admittedly still guessing at the full
impact of Grant Schapps localism agenda but the evidence so far suggests a complete regression to the
troubled times of the Eighties and with that, I predict, an inescapable return to it’s stylistic tendencies too.
Localism it seems doesn’t necessarily mean ‘arrived at through local consensus’ but rather local to
clichéd notions of national heritage and misinterpreted via a mass developers checklist of architectural
faux pa’s that has now become what I refer to as ‘developers vernacular’.



Various examples of developers vernacular — some built in the early 1980’s and some in the last two years.

Alongside mock tudor beams, meaningless patterns in brickwork, bare breeze blocks pretending to be
sandstone, ugly oversized pvcu porticos, plastic pediments, faux-lead roof flashings, mock steeples, high
paranoiac parameter railings, bulbous romanesque cast-concrete columns, token miniature gardens out
front, faux obelisks on either side of entranceways etc. we’ll no doubt also continue to see one or two of
the sturdier remnants of the new labour legacy such as the tokenistic cedar clad thrown here and there to
tick the ‘sustainable’ box; the randomized geometry in the hermetically sealed and unopenable window
panes that wink at modernisms socialist convictions whilst of course not over-committing; the light-
hearted pop-feel aspects introduced by Alsop, Urban Splash et al to distract from the dubious financial
structures beneath them; the incompetent design and the ultimate dysfunction of what ever it was they
were permitted to build on behalf of the government; and the symbol of the phoenix of course being
reborn from the flames and regenerating all in its path through impotent outreach initiatives executed by
service providers up and down the country.



Conclusion.

As demonstrated above, at this stage I’'m very much in fear of the likes of Wimpey, Bovis and Barratt
returning to their old tricks and am quite keen to entertain the idea of a complete revival of low-grade
‘neo’ based on the terrifying regressions we’re seeing across both the architectural world and beyond (ie.
the tories being back in, Prince Charles regaining the ears of whoever those people are that have the final
say on what gets built, the public sector striking, Duran Duran back on the radio, trade unions and the
welfare state doing a Houdini, economic austerity replacing any vague hope of happiness, Gaddafi
showing his true colours and everyone happier than Larry ‘cos once again we’ve got a new princess to
WOW OVer).

Yes my money’s on a return to a flimsy version of whatever was there before, steeped in community-up
rhetoric that thinks a half-hearted backward glance is somehow more sensitive and sensible than our last
governments deterritorialized frivolity.

ukfun-ky marks the end of the candy-coloured noughties icon project and the beginning of the ConDems
more right-wing and sentimental approach. Norman Fosters out and HRH Prince Charles is firmly back in
the driving seat - only without the budgets for a true Pondbury-style backward glance, I dread to think
what low-grade renditions Clegg and Cameron might have up their sleeves.

In a recent Building Design article on the subject of the so-called Big Society, Fran Tonkiss speculates
that “the signature building of the new localism bill could be equal parts Tesco Express, open prison,

police station and sorting office. A sort of one-stop clink-cop-post shop....with allotments”.

...I worry she might be right!
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Scott King, Matthew Darbyshire Herald St, Landon
9 April - 15 May

With brigntly coloured krickiknzcks adoming tastefuly sparse furnishings, and what at first appear to be insightful and
inspirational quotes from artists and famous figures ning the walls, Scatt King end Matthew Darbyshre's dual exhibition
could easlly be imaginzd as the reception for some 19505 yuppie exacutive. While we idly awat cur meeting Darbyshiras
Untitled Momeware No. 14 (all works 2011) has the cubicle-jockey’s frosted-glass-snd-polshed-steel coffee-table present
us with a flocked-plastic fluorescent-pink lephant vase holding a set of plastic orehids. In the second room s Untitied
Homevare No. 13, 2 yellow Buddha with a blue Union Jack tied around his neck — another hip blasphermy emanating that
particular sincere renic cool of recent decades. The unatiributed quotes, though st cff-kilter to your typical coporate
aspirational wal texts: plans for a fleet of ‘Talinan Library Vans, or the artist of a certan Angel of the North descrbing how,
in preoaration for creating work, he waould ‘drink heavily, take coke. crack, LSD, hercin - anything to reach the right
tranzcendental state whera one can see right through society’. It's right at the back of the exhibition that you find Art and
Politics: A Reappraisal, a text decrying a certain kind of "Wiki-Art’ whare “rare” but “coal” information’ is repackaged as art
commaodity. The texts certainly seam to be just such a beast, choice quotes unearthed and proudly held up - and all of 5
sudden it's possible that the whole installation & somehew the same. as if Derkyshire aad King found online images of the
inner sanctum of the chief executive of Urkan Cutfitters and replicated it here.

The titles of King's text carwasas cach provide a breadeurd traik dutiful searching online to verify their Wik Art’
status reveals that thay take their names from a sprawled set of articles and memairs, but the quotes are King's imaginary
nsartions and addenda inta the lives of Victor Burgin, Irving Kristol GG Allin, Anish Kapeer and Antony Gonmley. King's
trail of references is both reading fist and hit list; some are whimsical jibes at historical heavy hitters, such as US secretary
of state Henry Kissinger describing, in his 1992 memoir, Years of
Upheaval, accidentally waaring one red suck and one yellow sock
to a meating with Chinese premisr Zhau Enlai, of the darkly comic
image of French Mandst philosepher - and eventual wife-strangler
- Louis Althusser, in his The Futurs Lacts a Long Time (1992),
hooping across kis spuuses frashly mopped kitchen floor cn one
foot. The texts could aposa- as the sort of private jokes that run
threugh your head while you're reading, but nstzad of making
the works mere personal, their status as Take' found quotes posing
as conceptual Pop art increases ther dictanced self-conscicus
hipster stance.

Darbyshire and King share the methed of inhabiting the
gerb ¢f commadified Pep, using its remarkably easy back-and-
fortr sbsorpticn and reabsorpticn of 2 range of dfferent
ideologes. This gives a sense of easy one-liners and quick
punchiines, but it s this fluid surface they are willingly skating upon
and mapping, in the way Darbyshire’s Homewares, for al their
shouty colows. fade quietly into the background, or how King's
texts, even once they slowly unfold, still manage to feel tke quick
scundbites. Here they provide the decoration for the boardroom
where the terms and conditicas for how Pop wit continue to eat
itzalf are endlessly negatiatec. Chiis Fite- Wassilak
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LONDON

“British Art Show 7"

HAYWARD GALLERY

“The best British art show ever,” gushed the The Caardian when “British
Art Shaw 7: In che Days of the Comer™ opened late last year ar
Nottingham Contemporary. Could the Tondon outing of forty arists
born er resident in the UK live up to the fanfare? Easily. it tums our.
Perhaps any exhibitien with Christian Marclay’s immensely popular
videa Tihe Clack, 2010, 15 guaranteed success, Marclay’s splendid,
ewenty-four-hour work made of existing film clips displaying the aceual
rime, rhos hecoming a functioning screen-size clock, relentlessly pic-
tutes not just eking smepieces bur onre uneasy relationship with tize,
ascharacrers perperually wait, rush, panic, or simply find ways ta kill
T ON-5C000N.

Just as Marclay proves himzelf & consummace Elizimaker—as doss
Fmily Wardill in her tense 16-mm Alm The Diamond (Descartes’
Danghter), 2008—the ather artists repeesent their media like virreosos.
In painting, Pheebe Unwins unstable yet exacting abstractions were
rivaled by George Shaw’s exquisite suburban elegies and Michae!
Fullertoa’s ventnloguized pameng stvles. Tris Vonna-Micheil’s spoken
peetics in balistrade 2, 201 1, were equaled by sound artist Harcon
Mirza’s uncanny music-making appararus ahour the doomed rock
stur Lan Curtis, Regaining & Degree of Contrel, 2010, Lightness was
a leitmarif; near Jan Kiaer’s barely diere painting-based insrallation
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Melrskov project, silver, 2010, floared Kara Black’s ircesistibly pink
chalk powder and transparent polvethylene hanging sculpture Thers
Can Be No Argronents, 2011, which scemed wo blow tairy dust as you
brushed pasr. Julietre Blightman’s delicate net curtain adosning a con-
crete window, ond so @ day is wot really a day becanse each diy is like
another day and they begin to bave sothsng, 201 1, attempes a cory
domestic corner—just as $o many Brits have serugeled to do for years
in their rower-block homes. Sarah Lucas excels with her twested, ntestine-
like sculprures from the series “NUDS,™ 2009 | made of cushion stuff-
ing. wire, and nylons set on heavy cinder blocks and plinche. The
pedestals” weaght Luls o deseract from the unnerving realization thar,
despite their markelike presence suggesting the innards of a want Henry
Moure figure, chey are mare like weighrless crafr projects, begaing to
be uncerernomnusly bonneed off the wall or borrawed tar a game of
keepy-uppy on your knee, On the other hand, there was linle angst
INathaniel Mellors™s rragicomic Oasbonse, 2010, being an exceplionl,
little auzahiography, and almose no politics—save tor a nostalgse 13705
throwback in Duncan Campbell’s unforgetcable Beraadetie, 2006,
abour the outspoken Ulster activist-politician Bernadette Devhin, Over-
all, this is work marked by compesure, competence, and an undenstated
knowledze of contemporary astistic discourse, reflecting the incelligence
and skill not only of the artists but also of the show's curarors,

T the susdst of such heartemmgly accomplished work, Marthew
Dasbysiure's showstopping A Exbibition for Madera Living, 2010,
occupied a central gallery like a Trojan horse. This rcomlike installa-
tioar is Lined with shiny new open shelving sracked with scrupolovsly
chosen designer abjects, mastly in black, whire, pink, and silver, A ket-
fiveh, nnce a sign of radical solidarity, hangs reatly irened and ardfully
knorted on a novelry coarcack that imitares dripping saint: Politics lias
been reduced to a colorcoordinated arty accessory 1o be donned or
tossed off to suit the moed. Adjacent to sequin-covered Urion Jack
throw pillows are a few objocts cerily raninzscent of artworks fraem the
past: a velver piok Jesus sharing o strange kinship with Katharma
Fritsch’s yellow Madonnas, a chramed gnome which hinrs ac Jeff
Koons's 1980s silvery stinless steel figurimes, and playful bookends
not unlike Keith Hanng's radiant baby, now caddling upright and cheri:
bically shoving ceramic beoks tegether, On the wall label, Darbyshire
politely chankesd such design companies as Branex and Karwell for
kandly lending ki chese hadeously seductive things: a ooverr name-and-
shame exercise brlliantly smuggled in under the guise of institutional
gratitude. Among, so many uplifring works, Darbysbire’s scemed bit-
terly cynical, prompreing ane ro wonder: By the time “British A Show
4" ralls areund ten years from naw, how much of this brilliasee will be
available, in watered-down and insioid fore, atan 1xEa near yon?

—Crileda Willsams

ARTFORUM
MAY 2011
P 206-297



Courtesy: Herald St, London, and the artist

Ned Beauman

A novelist who lives in London. His novel, Boxer,
Beetle (Sceptre, 2010), was nominated for the
Guardian first book award. His second novel,
The Teleportation Accident, will be published
in 2012,

In Matthew Darbyshire's .4n Exbibition for
Modern Living (2010), taste is the bait and
class is the snare. Installed in Nottingham
Contemporary’s large street-side window like
a display of merchandise, the work brings to-
gether dozens of items of colourful mid-price
interior design: lamps, bookends, hat-stands,
telephones, curtains and so on. They are all
repellent and depressing, and the effect of he-
ing surrounded by such a dense cage of them
is unexpectedly powerful. As the narrator
observes in Elizabeth Price’s video User Group
Disco (2010), which is shown at the New Art
Exchange: ‘We are aware that works of art
can shock the unwary by their resemblance
to accumulated domestic monstrosities.’ But
what makes An Exhibition for Modern Living
so much more vicious is the text Darbyshire
puts next to it.

‘With thanks to the following lenders,’ it
reads, ‘without whom the production of this
work would not have been possible,’ followed
by a list of 19 brands. This is, of course, disin-
genuous - Darbyshire could just have bought
all this stuff if he needed to. The brands par-
ticipate unwittingly in their own humiliation.
But if they aren’t in on the joke, you start
to think, who else isn't? British Art Show 7
starts off in Nottingham. Not everyone that
sees it is going to realize that the installation
is supposed to be grotesque; a lot of them
probably love this kind of trash. They don’t
know any better. No, that's not an excusable

thought to have, but if it goes through your
head just for a second, then Darbyshire has
you. And even the surrounding printed
matter seems to be complicit in setting up a
notional class divide around the interpreta-
tion of his work. The free exhibition hooklet
gives no hint of An Exhibition for Modern
Living's satirical intentions, observing blandly
that ‘the work explores the mass availability
of design classics and the pervasive idea of
achieving “tasteful” living through their ac-
isition’, and alluding to an ep 1949
exhibition at the Detroit Institute of Arts that
well-meaningly ‘set out to showcase “modern
taste™. It's only in the exhibition catalogue
- priced at a distinctly unproletarian £14.99
- that we get any whispers of ‘kitsch' and
‘cliché’ and ‘doubt’.

Inaugurated in 1979, the British Art Show's
original mission was to bring contemporary
art to the provinces, and Darbyshire - like a
more devilish Pierre Bourdieu - begins an
interrogation of class, taste and the regional
art-going public that seems to taint these good
intentions almost indelibly. Apart from as a
reference to H.G. Wells’ 1906 novel, why is it,
one wonders after seeing his work, that cura-
tors Lisa Le Feuvre and Tom Morton have
titled their show ‘In the Days of the Comet'? Is
a comet like this five-yearly survey not only in
the sense that it blazes across the country at
regular intervals, but also in the sense that it
establishes a divide between the astronomers,

In Matthew Darbyshire’s
An Exbibition for Modern
Living, taste is the bait
and class is the snare.
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who recognize it as a celestial phenomenon,
and the yokels, who see it only as an omen,
a prodigy, an enigma? In Nottingham, to ob-
tain the ‘art passport’ that allows you to get
into the Castle Museum & Art Gallery sec-
tion of the exhibition free of charge, you first
have to get the tram across town to the New
Art Exchange, where Duncan Campbell,
Christian Marclay and Elizabeth Price are
showing. It is almost as if the curators, in
a strategy that could have come straight out
of David Cameron’s patrician ‘nudge unit’,
were bribing the masses £5.50 each to see
the part of the show that makes the greatest
demands on your curiosity and spare time.
Such speculations might seem
mean-spirited, but the alternative is to
ascribe to the British Art Show a sort of
a sincere democratic optimism about its
missionary activities. Well, the products
in An Exhibition for Modern Living are full
of optimism - they're cheerful, affordable,
patriotically inscribed with sparkly
Union Jacks. They're also dismal. If this is
democratic optimism, Darbyshire suggests,
perhaps it would be a good thing if curators
did have at least a measure of elitist pes-
simism about Nottingham, Glasgow and
Plymouth. Or at least he seems to suggest
that. The installation itself, again, is too dead-
pan to take any position of its own - it's just
stuff on some shelves - and all the wrangling
above is outsourced to the reluctant brains
of its visitors. When BAS7 moves to the
metropolitan surroundings of London’s
Hayward Gallery in February, many of these
themes will inevitably fade from view,
and that’s something to regret, because
An Exhibition for Modern Living subjects the
survey to the sort of ideological stress tests
that you won't find anywhere in the catalogue.

An Exbibition for
Modern Living
2010

Mixed media
2.5%3.6x4.5m
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Matthew Darbyshire
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Tate Triennial 2009

TATE BRITAIN, LONDON
Edgar Schmitz

TRUE TO ITS FUNCTION as a naming ceremony of sorts,
Nicolas Bournand’s Tase Triennial aimed at nothing less
than inaugeratisg an altersative modemity. [t under

stood steelf as both barbinger and incarnation of this
new culveral constellanion and was promised on what
Bourrmund calls “the emerging and wlomanely invesistible
will 2o create a foem of modernism for the twesty-first
century.” Fittingly for an exhibition predicated on a
ringing declaration of 2 new epoch, “Akermodern®™ was
surrounded om all sides by gestures of mitlacon, program

matic stasements, and declarations of mtent that ossessibly
buttressed Bournaud's assertions, The exhibation was
preceded by mot one but four *Prologoes,” daylong events
featuring lincups of artists, critics, and theorists and
addrossing the themes = Altcemodemn, ™ “Exiles™ “Travel,”
and *Borders.” Serving as yet anceher prologoe of sores
was a curatoeial manifesto posted om the Tase's website
s a peimer for the mystified. “POSTMODERNISM IS
DEAD,” Bourriaud declares emblematically in this text

*A new modernity is emerging, reconfiguned 10 an age of
ghobalzation—understood in its economic, polincal and
cultural spects: an altermodcrn culture.™ This grasdiose
toae is echoed by the ambitioss exhibition catalogue,
which elabocases the idea that our nascent modernity &

coalescing under traly global terms—meaning that the
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Western biases of boeh utopian modernium and the end
of-history condinon of postmodern melancholy ase being
done away with. Or as an unsigned catalogoee blurb
stases: “Art made in the times we live in
and pn
nationaliss. The art is characserized by artists” cross
barder, cross-cultural negooation ™ —acgotian

is conceived

ed 35 a reaction against standardizaticn and

s EVIIN
ing a dynamic of creolizatson that, Bourriand states, saay
finally sebsume the outdated paradigm of harmossous
meluculturalsm. (Troe 1o the nooon of the artist-traveler,
the categoey of Beitishness wins erased from the treennial’s
organizational logic; the twenty-cight
were from all over the woeld,)
Physscally, too, the viewer's entry into the exhubinon
was carclully cechestrated via 2 trio of woeks that func
tioned a4 a kind of drumimll, grecting visiton beboee they
passed through the triennial’s sicket harrier. The Sewt of
these, encountered om entrance 1o the museam, was
Pascale Marthine Tayou's Private Collection, Year 3000,
2008, Fusing African and Esropean pop-caltere figuriscs
into a display set up 1o evoke a private museum of the
next mallcanium, this arrangessent of iicoon-fetish aro
facts collapsed the distasce between recent past and
imagmed future, as well as that berween Cameroca and
Loadoa. Nearby, in the Tate’s Duveen Galleries, was
Matthew Darbyshare’s Palsc, 2009. This archanectural
mash-up re<reated clements of Warsaw's 1955 Palace of
Culture and Science and of a new, Will Alsop-desggned
community center in Esgland’s Wess Midlands. Here,
what was fesed were Soviet pomp, echoed in the archi-
tecrure of the Daveen Galleries (beslt i 1957), and the

wits w8 the show

nodyse avane-gardasm of New Labour’s built envicon

ment. Against the backdrop of Sebodh Gepea's tower

ing mushroom doad of stasless-steel dining wtensils,
Tayou's and Darbyshiee's works indicaned 2 kind of mul-
tiphe sitedness (in Loadon and Camercon, m Poland and
England, in the past and the future). Significancly, 2 par-
ticular concept of sitedness or roatedness is central 10
Bourriaud's current thinking. In hix most recent book,

The Radicant (Sterberg Press, 2009), he defines his vale
cans sethmg onc’s

neologism thus: “To be eadicant
roots in motion, ™ Per Bowrriaud, radicant artats remap
the peesent as a field of remporal and spacial diskoca
tions. It i in this paradovcal notion of racinased me
wy, perhaps, that Bourriaud s concept of the alteemadern
protagonist as cultural nomad—a global flancur com-
stantly moving across time, space, and signs—acquires
whatever actual sewsess it may possess.

And yet, the almont too-precise coerelations betweer

these concepes and Tayou's and Darbyshere's matallaticas
wnderscored the degree 1o which the exhibinon’s clabo
rate discursive apparatus had the effect of predetermin
ing readings of the works. (According to Bourriseds
Jogic, @ was supposed to happen the ather way arcund,
with art gencrating boch the ducession and, 1o a greas
extent, the shift toward alecrmodernity nsell.) More
broadly speaking, all these proclamatiaons and perfor

mances of artsoc, ceraonial, and theorerical concerns
bad contradictoey effects on the show. On the cne hand,
they dramatically expandod the remit of the triennial,
pesiderably less

whose previous theee editions were
ambitious, by appropriating the kind of discursively
expanded exhibition format formulared is 2002 by
Okwui Enwezor for Documenta 11 (which was presented
as a serwes of five global platforms, of which the actual
exhibinion in Kassel was only one). On the other hand,

Bowever, there was a kind of sarrowing, or shrinking.
Bourraands v
ended up pe

position as ch

1y invatence am inventing 3 new paradigm
odizing the alsermadern, ossifying its
and
Bolstering this seme of gencalogy was
the {act that the curator’s theorizing of altermodernity
sesclf kifts key tropes from modernist models (the mans
festo, the art

ologacal successor to modernise
postmodernmnm.

a-flances, and of course the emphan
noton of the sow and its cntenable newnew ) and post
modernist ones (with the 1990s figure of the nomadic
artist standing out as the most prominent and the moss
consnecatly disavowed|




