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“How do I pitch this to the 800-pound go-
rillas? Let me attempt: Back for sloppy sec-
onds? Yes, there’s still more McDonald’s to be
devoured at home...” My freestyling ended
here, so my brain could take another breath
to come up with something better.

Yu instantly questioned why I was keen on
producing a continuation to the “We Have
McDonald’s at Home” concept.

“Babe, I get 1t, there’s like more artworks,
ephemera, whatever, 1n your possession, and
you want the quick cash grab. I feel like. ..
Listen, it feels like you’re repeating yoursellf,
this 1s filler, ike the bad kind... We get 1t,
you’re surprisingly connected and pretentious
basement dwellers - what else? I doubt the
Jfirst show was suggesting anything less. Baby,
I’m sorry, but I need to be candid, there’s
enough fast food art in this city.”

“I mean, yeah, 1t’s superfluous - that’s by
design. You’re right, and yeah, it’s a greasy
show, greasy in a much different manner to
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the first one, a total cash grab as you said.
That’s kind of the point, we’re turning the
Jramework in on itself... And... Eh, you
know, it’s about...”

“Of course, but girl, s that really all you’re
after? You’re bringing ice to Arctic”Yu cut me

off-

“What do you mean??? Gurl, let me finish! I
concede, you’re right, it’s vapid in a sense, but
1t’s not FILLER!!! (What the fuck, everyone
knows better than me nowadays? You didn’t
even know who Andrea Fraser was, the last
time we had our stupid little crit.)

“If 1t’s all shit in your eyes, then perhaps
that’s what you deserve, we serve you a plate,
no, red plastic tray of hot shit.”

“Bubu, did I bother you?” Yu consoled me
with that infuriatingly ambiguous delivery,
I couldn’t tell 1f she was teasing me or trying
to be apologetic. “Vers, you know I love you,
I’m just being honest.”
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I checked out after that comment Ezrﬁzfj;zdtrgg’e
to another time and place, a bleak contin-
uum 1 which my residency permat finally
would not be renewed. Against all my will to
remain in my cozy patch work famuly, I was
stuck, yet about to be kicked out from a coun-
try with notoriously high walls for anyone
lacking the right papers and proportionally
harsh punishment for refusing to obey the
laws claiming my stay as tllegal. (Law should
be held to the sense of the time and remain

a flexible logic, not something bound to the
eternity of the word [whatever that means].)

In this continuum I had to quietly relocate to
a morgue. Although “had to” might be over-
stating the external factor; a decision was
made. T'he morgue: It’s not too different after
all, living or dead, we all can appreciate the
comfort of a body bag and all deserve in my
view the routines prescribed by an institution
for the passive.

A month passed and the thought of wak-
g up tomorrow to keep surviving like this
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(more or less comfortably in my chosen grave
bred a brain-grinding dread in my head. As
I lay there, I felt covered in dust for the first
time. As I began to move for an unknown
reasom, I felt my legs and booty aching, while
my head was numb, of course. 1o hell with
the morgue. That night, while the morticians
were asleep, I followed the self-illuminating
little figure exiting 1ts green hell, escaping by-
the-books back to my former home.

I couldn’t muster up the courage to see Yu
and Gabz. I waited around the corner in the
dark until our powder-pal neighbor went
on his mightly run for new supply, leaving
the door to the apartment building ajar. 1
snuck n, snuck wn disgust, went right down
to the basements, the ones that housed my
interior life for the past half a decade, with
its wooden partitions and cheap locks stor-
ing my thoughts far more than any material
belongings. I must have spent no more than
ten minutes there before hearing the neigh-
bor return in the dead of the night, quickly
and forcefully stomping up the stairs, as if
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to shake snow off his feet. It was /Tugust

these weird memories. “Gurl, I need a smoke
before I cry,’ I sard out loud in the presence of
nobody.

Anyways, back in this continuum, Stef, Roli,
and I are delighted to present “We Have
McDonald’s at Home Again,” a group exhi-
bition and sequel to our earlzer 2026 show,
“We Have McDonald’s at Home?” Bringing
together a diverse collection of artworks and
ephemera plucked from various contexts, the
exhibition features works and (mostly in-
voluntary) contributions by Benedikt Bock,
Andrea Bowers, KIP Brehmer, fason Dodge,
Vers Dor, Daniel Kurth, Marion Ritzmann,
Dorian Sari, Tino Sehgal, and Anna Soz.

I have a few gallery exhibitions in mind
that exploit the logic of sequels. Not nam-
ing names, but they function in a particular
way: grouping works, constipating them in
the name of a theme, herding them under a
title, parring them with a regional wine. ’'m
talking about fat cat blue-chip galleries, not
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your local weirdos. HOW for example put
on some shows that are stupid and stink ke
Swiss cheese—though I unashamedly love
me some Gruyere—and still you have to
decide how you would like to be percerved,
since the longer you wallow n these shows,
the stronger and longer the protein-decaying
stench will linger wn your clothing. The situa-
tion around continuations, of parts 2, 3, and
4 (even if oftentimes not proclavmed in such
an obvious manner) in the contemporary art
setting, 1s not discussed nearly enough. But
1t seems to reek of the exact same pro(mo)
blematics and motives for a sequel that drive
the “low-brow” entertainment side of cultural
production. Capital prefers the cash grab, a
guaranteed I something recognizable. Ex-
perimentation 1s always a risk, and art-as-
business cannot sustain itself on that, since
true imnovation in art art (not art-as-busi-
ness) lacks the market drive found in other

fields.

Here 1s the mantra: Sequel, sequence, seques-
ter, sequacious. (repeat x 5)
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A sequel 1s how something 1s znstateJ ence

rewnstated, and drawn as traditional, as na-
ture. The same thing repeated, and during
repetition framed as repetition, even if it
bears a “part 2, “the resurrection,”’ or “2 Fast
2 Furious,” offers not a straightforward con-
tinuation, but a reliance on the familiar and
an 1rredeemable promaise for a first-time high.
A mechanism that wants you to fall for “Fu-
rassic World Rebirth” and keep chasing and
racing the dragon to RulPaul’s minth season
and beyond, while internally knowing you’re
not fifteen anymore. (T hough in secret you
still believe in the dragon, not sure if the pow-
der was KitKat, speed, peace, coke, piss, some
at-the-time legal lab drug, or some mixture of
all of the above.) That’s what your local deal-
er feeds his family from, kids! So stay away
from those narratives; always be keen to rub
your nose with the certainty that the feeling
you experienced snorting that off-white lax-
ative from your crooked-toothed teen boy-
friend’s 1lPhone S5s will never be recreated,
and seek a better experience. (I imagine with
clarity that Marc has the ilPhone 17 Pro by
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now.) They’re selling you regurgitizrtszaotf@"—'mgg;ﬂlf

bage with rhunestones. The state of sequels has
always been a complicated one.

Cooking a tray of lasagna, cut into eight
pieces, eating it day after day by reheating
the tray to take a piece at a time for lunch:
with every reheating, the hint of questioning
the substance you’re ingesting becomes more
promunent. The eighth prece—I musin’t tell
you—rtastes ltke nothing of the initial in-
gredients, but remunds you of vegan cheese
(not that this means anything). F8 with The
Rock zooted out on TRT and peptides while
proclaiming to be natty; I don’t even want

to tmagine his cycles, his ass looking like an
acupuncture testing ground. Side tangent:
Actually, seeing The Rock on every bus stop
advertisement, his body secretly propagates
trans-supremacy, though it’s only obfuscated
by commercial hetero-tropes that the average
consumer gladly reads as strengthening the
heteronarrative. Those blockbuster remakes of
remakes The Rock lends his image to are just
lasagna reheated eight times.- I ask myself:

9



2 und Telle

I‘S €
What we’re consuming at this poz i? Dare 1
say the word, trendy as all hell, and a term
which has become a demonstrative in recent

writing: slop, sloppy slop, sloppidy sloppy
slop. Let’s call this sequel slop. ..

“Baby, get a grip” Yu shouted across the
room.

I muss them.

Works:

Benedikt Bock, title unknown,
year unknown, paper glued on
found post card, 15,7 x 11 cm

Andrea Bowers, Political Rib-
bons for Abteiberg, 2020,
screen print on satin, 3,9 x 200
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KP Brehmer, Fahnenkorrektur,
1974, offset print, 43 x 51 cm
Jason Dodge, List, 2026,
screen print on silk paper, 50 x
/5 cm

Vers Dor, Weeds (CH), 2026,
cannabis seeds painted black,
gold and red, and scattered
across earth within a jurisdic-
tion where recreational cultiva-
tion remains prohibited, then
surrendered to nature to ger-
minate wildly, dimensions vari-
able

Daniel Kurth, Der Becher und
sein Adjektiv, 2026, acrylic and
laminated stickers on paper,
14,6 x 10,4 cm
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Marion Ritzmann, Try Out #3,
2025, pencil, marker, and water
color on paper, 14,8 x 10,5 cm

Dorian Sari, title unknown (wa-
ter in plastic), year unknown,
watercolor on paper, 10,4 x 14,8
cm

Tino Sehgal, autograph by the
artist impressed into the verso
of a found photograph using a
retracted ballpoint pen, 2018,
8,8 x13 cm

Anna Soz, electr()d (?), 2026,
bouclé plush, rib jersey, ribbon,
metal, cotton, approx. 22 x 29 x
/ cm (displayed on plinth sepa-
rate from work)
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