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1—What is the weather forecast for our next conversation?
Laura Kaminskaite. Paper, ink. 2017
2—Not Yet Titled
Laura Kaminskaité. Glass. 2014 - (ongoing) series.
3—Pillar
Nerijus Rimkus. Oak. 2017
4—Skills
Laura Kaminskaite. Paper, ink. 2017
5—Clock
Robertas Narkus & Nerijus Rimkus. Programmed LED. 2017
6—Contract
Gints Gabrans, Kipras Garla, Robertas Narkus, Doghme. Paper. 2017
7—Vending Machine 71& Vending Machine 2
Robertas Narkus. Carpet. 2017
8—Gates of Terminal
Antanas Gerlikas & Robertas Narkus. MDF, metal, aluminium. 2017
9—Syrup
Jonas Palekas. Installation, various materials. 2017
10—Video piece from the series of Wearing of a Day
Antanas Gerliskas. DVCAM video. Colour, No sound. Duration 7712. 2016
1—Many things
Robertas Narkus. Cardboard, C prints, inkjet prints, newspapers,
found materials. 2017
12—Deals
Kipras Garla, Robertas Narkus. Cardboard, C prints, inkjet prints,
newspapers, found materials. 2017
13—Guest
Robertas Narkus. AR (Augmented Reality) installation, cardboard. 2017
14—Meeting
Robertas Narkus. Cardboard, C prints, found materials, inkjet prints,
newspapers. 2017
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December 16 — January 21, 2018

THE GUEST
Autarkia

A cabaret directed by Robertas Narkus
& produced by Autarkia & Kim? with
contributions by Rainyr Askher, Gints
Gabrans, Kipras Garla, Antanas Gerlikas,
Laura Kaminskaité, Zygimantas Kudirka,
Jonas Palekas, Nerijus Rimkus, Antanas
Skucas, and others.

The Guest cabaret invites you to
reimagining the near future as promised
by sci-fi entrepreneurs. Since the artifi-
cial intelligence took over solving the
problems of the economy, philosophy,
scientific progress and politics, since the
clash of classes is over, all secrets of
the universe are solved, everything is for
free, produced at automatic factories,
grown in self-sustainable farms, and
delivered by soft six fingered hands. This
is us — freed from the work, devoted to
spiritual perfection, creativity and sport,
sipping tungaka, swinging to the rhythm,
lazily sprawling on the couch, whipping
Tichu, talking about the weather, beauty,
engineering and poetry. One looks
around - everyone is an artist, designer,
DJ, model, philosopher, startupper,
plumber or visionary.

Autarkia is an artist day care
centre, a club of interests, an office for
putative experiences and imaginary
solutions. A bistro of experimental gas-
tronomy, gallery and project development
hotel is inviting to prepare for the future
already today.



Autarkia at Kim?, interview

Q: Should we begin with Aydroponics?
How would you describe its relation
to Autarkia?

A: Everything is very simple. Autarkia
was initially the code name for a project
seeking to breed an “artist plant”. Well
obviously it was a genetically modified
bio-luminescent, glowing plant, or better -
a plant that could carry glowing texts
and drawings on its leaves and stems.
The project was carried on under the su-
pervision of an artist placement program
called Visionrerius, which is run by the
Vilnius Institute of Pataphysics (VIP).

Q: What is pataphysics?

A: Sorry for using so many strange
words — pataphysics as described by
Alfred Jarry' is the science of imaginary
solutions (which symbolically attributes
the properties of objects, described by
their virtuality, to their lineaments). Don’t
try too hard to understand the second
part of the description in the brackets, as
pataphysics resists being pinned down
by simple definitions. It is a branch of
philosophy or science that examines
imaginary phenomena, which exist in a
world beyond metaphysics.

My favourite description comes
from Georges Perec?. Physics proposes:
You have a brother and he likes cheese,
then metaphysics replies: ‘Maybe you
have a brother and maybe he likes
cheese! But pataphysics says: 'You don't
have a brother, but he likes cheese. Ok?
The science of imaginary solutions, if
presented in the right way, proposes a
scientific approach to creativity. Isn’t that
great? VIP runs an artist placement

program — it establishes artistic missions
at high-tech companies, where artist is
given access to technology in an attempt
to create something “new”, but with no
strings attached to the result.

Q: But how did it all start?

A: Autarkia began as a collaboration
between biotech company “NOMADS”,
genetics engineer Sarlinas Paskevigius
and philosopher Vaidas Gecevicius, who
was responsible for building a hydropon-
ic system that was to host the plants and
keep them blooming. He actually pro-
posed the title Autarkia — which means
self-sustainability. | was struggling to
find a space for presenting the project
when this canteen in an area that used
to be a Soviet space program factory
went bankrupt, and it became impos-
sible to resist to idea to take over this
space. From this point on, Autarkia
transformed into an artist day-care
centre — instead of hosting genetically
modified plants and keeping water and
minerals circulating, it started to become
a socio-economic experiment feeding
the local art scene.

Q: Who's not involved in Autarkia?

A: Autarkia isn't a collective or a union
or club, and there is no unifying idea

or agenda behind it. As Groucho Marx
once said: “l don't want to belong to any
club that will accept people like me as a
member.” What we're embracing is not
a utopian community feeling, but rather
the practicalities, day to day activities,
routine, and discipline at the restaurant
operating in Autarkia, which employs
over ten artists, writers, designers, musi-
cians, weirdos etc. That is the economy;

people create the culture and environment
of the place where they work. Take a
break from your creative suffering, spend
some time in a compassionate environ-
ment, contribute to a common goal. One
of the definitions states that Autarkia

is an artist day-care (or in more official
contexts — an artist centre), but it is also
a rehab centre, and maybe it'll become

a place to retire. Everyone comes with
their own agenda - some are looking for
a place that could stabilise their lives,
some have come to realise their ideas,
and some come to start something dif-
ferent. Autarkia is designed as a long-
term project and self-sufficiency is it's
DNA. It has to be as strong as a cactus
to be able to survive, or even hibernate,
through any droughts.

Q: Could you talk more about what,
or who is 7he Guest?

A: The Guest s a reiteration of Autarkia
as a cabaret in Riga. 7he Guest has
ambitions to become a diplomatic mission
that will strengthen the already viable
Vilnius - Riga connection. The artwork
here is the background; a setting for the
real drama. We're here to exchange and
sign the contract with Gints Gabrans’
startup, which develops augmented reality
solutions. The cabaret is a socio-eco-
nomic comedy/mockumentary in the
making about artists trying to adapt and
survive an ever changing environment,
while exploring clichés about the relation
between art, science and business.

1-Alfred Jarry (1873-1907) was a French symbolist writer who is best known for

his play Ubu Roi (1896).

2-Georges Perec (1936-1982) was a French novelist, filmmaker, documentalist,
and essayist. He was a member of the Oulipo group.
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RUBBINGS
Kevin Beasley

Kim? is pleased to announce the first European solo exhibition by
Amer ican artist Kevin Beasley. For this exhibition, Beasley
presents a constellation of objects, instruments and locally sourced
artifacts embedded with microphones. Collecting the sounds of
the space as visitors navigate the installation, the objects disperse
atmospheric reverberations through speakers located in various
rooms within the institution. Distinguishing between and amplifying
aural and visual experiences, the artist establishes a sensory
space for communal reflection. The exhibition’s title, Fubbings,
draws from the term used for a reproduction, or impression, of

an image or texture created from overlain material such as paper
rubbed with pencil or wax to transmit and relocate the underlying
design. This transference of information is not unlike Beasley’s
exploration of a locale’s cultural residue - the resounding effects
of a site’s social, economic and geographic history on the tem-
perament of the present. Incorporating nationalistic patterns and
textures found at a local flea market into his ongoing series of
resin sculptures, Beasley merges, layers, and extracts new meaning
through material and bodily encounters.

Kevin Beasley (b. 1985, Lynchburg, VA) lives and works in New
York. Beasley’s practice traverses sculpture, photography, sound
and performance. The artist has been the subject of and partic-
ipated in exhibitions internationally. In 2018, Beasley is slated to
present solo exhibitions at the Institute of Contemporary Art,
Boston, MA and the Whitney Museum of American Art, New York.
He is represented by Casey Kaplan in New York.

1—Footrall . o _ Supported by B Government of the
Wool socks, t-shirts, housedresses, omni microphones, contact micro = "

phones, amplifier, speakers and components, resin. 2017
2—Rubbings (braids)
Du-rags, Latvian costume belts, contact microphones, cardiod condenser

microphones, chain, resin. 2017 I
3—Untitled 3
Wool Latvian national regional costume, housedresses, du-rags,
t-shirts, resin. 2017 4 2 1 Entrance

4—Untitled (heaters)
Four radiant space heaters. 2017




Kevin Beasley. Enerqgy Accumulates

(1
| made my first visit to Kevin Beasley’s
studio in the spring of 2013. It was really
flush inside, full with things being undone
and made together. He cradled one in
his hands, something like a rubber bladder
coated in aqua gunk with dozens of straws
poking out: a head, a stone, a seed. | saw
foam, feathers, epoxy, underlay; materials
clustered, burst, stretched, connected,
and frayed. Clothing is ubiquitous in his
work, fibers that accrue secretions, folds,
and stains: another layer. An acute sen-
sitivity to things — their structures and
molecules, how they fit in your hands,
and lodge in your brain - was palpable.

Beasley’s concern for objects
correlates with his interest in sound. He is
drawn to both for their somatic imme-
diacy (((thud))), their ability to act as
conduits for embodied feeling, individual
and collective. Some early, important
work took shape on his family’s farm
in Virginia, a place thick with personal
history. Through a series of private per-
formances and soundings, he explored
land and shelter, embedding objects
with microphones to catch frequencies
and generations. These sounds continue
to reverberate in Beasley’s more recent
work, emitted by speakers in new sculp-
tural forms. He likens this relay to the
children’s game of telephone, phrases
whispered and caught in distorted frag-
ments: “there are traces and remnants
of its sonic deliverance, the way it came
out. Even though something is lost,
there’s a totally different kind of articu-
lation, through all of these little bodies.”
Loosen. Scrape. Reconstitute.

Informed by these early experiments,
Beasley has developed a series of re-

sponsive in situ sound works. Recordings
gathered on location are processed,
altered, and mixed with other samples
and effects in complex, multi-channel
scores. Performing live, Beasley attunes
each composition to the architecture
and environment that it emanated from.
Immersive and enveloping, the sound
transforms: senses are heightened,
space seems to expand and contract,
and moments are condensed. The effect
could be likened to bas-relief: informa-
tion, inverted and superimposed, creates
another dimension.

(In
When we started speaking about potential
sites for a new sound piece in Cleveland,
Beasley and | kept circling around the
Cozad-Bates house, an empty, derelict
mansion that sits across the street and
down the block from the Museum of
Contemporary Art. Built in 1853 by a
prominent abolitionist family, it stands
still, loaded and anachronistic in the
midst of a rapidly changing neighbor-
hood. Beasley was wary of the site as
a relic, weighed down by historical
narratives: “its greatest potential is as an
active generator of thoughts, ideas and
experiences. So how do we consider the
history of a site and contextualize it in
a way that also becomes a part of its
history, or rather, where we are aware of
the shape and form of that history we
are creating?”

On site visits he spent hours in the
house with recording equipment, listening,
shifting weight, picking up low lows -
rumblings, echoes. He roamed the sur-
rounding streets, observing daily rhythms
and rituals, overhearing conversations,
attending to the background. The resulting
composition, And in My Dream | Was

Rolling on the Floor (2014), developed in
four parts corresponding to sunrise, high
noon, sunset, and night. These intervals
provided entirely different tones and
temperatures to soak in, emphasizing the
durational aspects of the work. As dawn
broke on the day of the performance,
people filltered into the house, wandering
sleepy eyed through the open, rough
rooms. One section of the piece consisted
entirely of birdsong, filling the space and
growing louder with the light, making the
brick walls seem diaphanous. From room
to room the eight-channel composition
was split and woven; as you wandered
the tone of it shifted, you felt it differently.
A match lighting. Air being sucked out of
a room. Dropping. Seeping. The clattering
rhythm of train tracks. Haunting, stretched
out chords of a church organ. Footsteps.
A child describing his dream.

Moments in the composition felt
very clear; others much more complicated,
dense, and layered with samples and
synths into waves of sound, a morphing
script of atmosphere. There was alone-
ness and oneness; sound felt so deeply
in my body that | felt like a conductor,
shaken. Afterwards, re-wired, different
things felt possible. That is it, the most
essential thing, the work moving out-
wards and through things and shifting
what it touches. “Sound has the ability
to be located and to come from some-
where very specific, but then descend
into this abstraction and you can't de-
scribe why you're into it. Certain chord
changes in music just make people cry.
It's powerful in a way that we realize we
need in order to survive.”

(D)

A little over a year later, | took the over-
night bus to New York for An Evening
with Kevin Beasley (2015) at the
Guggenheim. Entering the familiar lobby
to take a seat on the floor, | noticed deep,
fizzy sounds filling the air, hovering in the
chatter of the assembling crowd. Above,
Beasley’s performance had already begun;
he was activating his sculptures Strange
Fruit (Pair 7) and (Pair 2) (2015), setting
the subliminal tone, prepping eardrums.
These call-and-response pieces were
made to gather and transmit sound and
touch to one another; contact and voice
microphones protrude from roughed up
Air Jordans, coated in slick globs of epoxy
and expandable foam, dangling in clus-
ters of speakers, rope, and wire. They
look alien, made for some vital transfu-
sion or scavenged energy system.

(“I have ideas for a few works that in
some way would serve as useable
objects in a state of emergency...”)

They spoke to one another across
the void, in a building of organic forms
(the ramp a nautilus-shell, the galleries
divided like the membranes of citrus
fruit). Beasley descended, caught in
glimpses, and eventually took his place
in the center of the crowd, surrounded
by an array of turntables, modifiers, and
computers. The sounds he mixed with
were recorded by the sculptures over the
course of the exhibition, incidental and
intentional, a remembrance of their own
display. Like us, they sleep at night.

For Beasley, the decision to hang
these pieces was loaded: “sculpture is
sculpture because of its relationship to
the body. And hanging a body in American
culture has a history, it's very violent, it’s
very deep.” Bright, neon chords secure
these tangled masses to the ceiling with



a noose knot, one of the strongest you
can tie. This tether is not an apparatus,
but fully integrated with the work; instead
of pulling down they reach up, secure.
Beasley likens their palette (crimson and
purple) to grapes or plums, evoking Abel
Meeropol's poem Strange Fruit. “Blood on
the leaves and blood at the root.”

These are complicated objects:
violent yet generative, fragile yet rough,
branded yet singular. Most importantly,
they are live. Inviting contact, speech,
noise, they draw on the insides (guts/
gutting/guttural). The sounds are hard
to hear, hard to distinguish by listening,
better felt in the body. “I've been thinking
a lot about absorption... what happens
when you're just not being heard, or that
type of utterance doesn’t reach the other
side of the room. Or, it reaches the other
side of the room but it doesn'’t carry. It's
too fragile to even bear the weight of
something. Because that is a condition
that | think is happening... What it means
for a body to absorb something, what it
means to be in a room that you are being
absorbed in, how do you then feel in that
condition?”

(V)
In the fall of 2015 | returned to New York
for Beasley’s Untitled Stanzas. Staft/Un/
Site (2015), on the High Line Rail Yards, the
northernmost and least developed part
of the park. On arrival | was immediately
struck by the openness, so much air, a
bubble of relative stillness surrounded by
motion: buildings going up, traffic under
foot, cruise ships in the Hudson. There’s no
interior here, no walls for sound to bounce
off of, no containers for vision. Focusing on
the sounds Beasley pushed out through
the speakers lining the path was difficult; it
was hard to distinguish composition from

background, the unintended, blending
and mimicry. This openness invites in
murmurs, conversations, and movements —
“That porosity was necessary for ex-
change. Like thinking about the pours

of your body being necessary to release
heat, release sweat.”

Beasley performed the work on
three consecutive nights, in different
breezes under different clouds. Micro-
phones interspersed with the speakers
recorded sounds to be incorporated the
next evening, a subtle accretion. Over
the course of the performances, | expe-
rienced disorienting drifts between micro
and macro. Losing myself in a rhythmic,
fuzzy trance watching a bee caress a
blossom, imagining waves crashing into
their cells; snapping back to large chaotic
sounds, everything suddenly and unbe-
lievably vast. In one particular moment of
alignment a helicopter flew overhead and
Beasley responded in real time, creating
“this deep immersive, recorded, gener-
ated, and live and real helicopted sonic
space that literally was just bleeding into
the air” This volume, this cutting, seems
to drag forward, pressurizing the instant
as it passes, and then fades.

On the High Line, melancholy min-
gled with the transience, underscored by
the inevitable change that hung in the air.
There is something markedly inorganic
about this cultivated wilderness, a hyper-
commoditized space, packaged with a
philosophy of idleness and beauty. But
the bodies still breath. The sun always sets.

(V)
These performances feel like chapters,
responding to each other as they do to
their own moments, spaces, and con-
ditions. They induces a sense of privacy

within the collective in the same way
Beasley finds remove for himself, casting
attention elsewhere, even from the center
of a crowd. But he is never far; there is a
clear sense of things moving through him
(mind, heart, hands). The fluidity of these
episodes makes them hard to hold on
to; | continue to have intense flashbacks,
triggered by sounds that put me in two
(or more) places at once; little scratches
and breaks in temporal order. I'm struck
by a profound awareness of continuum.
Even while constructing an in-the-moment
experience, the work introduces the past,
stretches backwards, and it extends the
other way too, on and on. And you rec-
ognize your body, your frequency, in the
midst of it. Consonance and dissonance,
and “Maybe you're in a dream. The dream,
depending on the moment you're experi-
encing it in, it has a very clear and
precise narrative, it's really articulated,
it's very real, and it feels like a real space,
something that you're familiar with in some
way, but maybe, then it isn't”

by Rose Bouthillier

This essay was originaly published in CURA. #22.
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