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Installationsansicht / installation view »Die Betonsaulen, Hektographietinte

Erosonig oo wind nesaenr-pesen LB LORE S TOO LOWE FOR VOUR DREATISD, 2018  snstowirtin/concrlecokrms
im Blick der Gegenwart«, Arp Museum hectograph ink tattooed in
Bahnhof Rolandseck, 2012 Climaflexe, 526,56 cm, @ 72,7 cm
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Edition 1-10. LED-Streifen, einseitiger Offsetdruck auf
Fahnenstoff / LED strips, one-sided offset print on flag

aus der
fabric, 120 cm x 200 cm

Installationsansicht / installation view »All Full F
m Reihe / from the series »Schnitt Strich Stic

Konsumverein e. V., Braunschweig / Brunswick, November 2021
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Installation aus grokformatigen Hakelobjekten,

BM, AAFEER AR AAFEA) \ AIERED A EAIIARIAED £ E)E) #
E Mmrm Mﬁ EW :J@SMWEE ﬁﬂwnﬁ éwﬁﬁz 0) 20 Offsetdruck auf Fahnenstoff / installation of L
] large size crochet objects, offset printing on .
flag fabric, 3 x 7 m
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Ist mir nicht klar. CH >

Dariber bin ich froh.
€s wiare zu Zeus-maflig.

Ich bin lieber Prometheus:
Ich forme. Dann:
€y, brauchst du Feuer?
Spiater ewiges Leiden am Felsen.
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Ich bewege mich fast am
Rande des Wahnsinns.

Aber nur fast.
The beauty of doubting
nennt H.S. das.
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Ich erinnere mich noch genau an meine
einzige Erfahrung mit Koks. Sie war ein
Versehen. Weil man mir gesagt hatte, es sei

‘97TT0S USPUTLJ]]eIS SpPuUd(Qe ]SID SEP

‘susJJjoxquoessel) Sop Se] wy

Alltag nenne ich es.
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a: Die nebulose Schicht um den Kometenkern
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between the world and its reproduction. They obstruct our

and exterrialisation offers a possibility to create images
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ZWISCHENZEIT / MEANTIME
S./p.14/15
SK]
We meet in the city.
We look away.
We never had a quarrel.

Originally, the intention was to search for origin.

However, assumptions grew that there was no origin,
that authenticity doesn’t exist,

that origin runs parallel with many causes and effects.
Time passes quite slowly here.

You would hardly believe it.

In the meantime, declination of the original is the only thing
that helps.

L EN]
It's quite amazing how an entire life, and sometimes more,
fits into a moderately serious train delay.

TG
Back then, we were still disillusioned. Today, things look
different. Forced optimism, you might say. In the mean-
time: changing the clocks, again associated with insomnia.

UORWORT / FOREWORD
FRANZISKA NAST - RRRRREALITY
S/p.18

Serving as a starting point for Franziska Nast's exhibi-
tion »RRRRReality« are tattoos laid open on two pillars
in Richard Meier’s extension of the Arp Museum, which
she devised in 2012 as part of the exhibition »Conquer-
ing the Wall«. Being a co-founder of the Kunstverein
St. Pauli in Hamburg, she also works as a graphic artist,
book designer, tattooist and copywriter, and from these
cross-media approaches creates a rich body of work that
builds on contextualisation and communication. Based on
her early work for the Arp Museum, the artist has devel-
oped a dynamic cosmos with elements of language, writ-
ing and design, of drawing, installation and sculpture for her
first solo museum show. The exhibition concept she has
devised does not conform to a chronology, but follows the
spatial circumstances and thematic strands that accom-
pany her work. Rootlessness, intergrowth, plants as motifs
of longing and existential companions of life, architecture,
spaces and bodies, autobiographical elements, family, love
and sexuality, birth and death find their discursive space in
a labyrinth of signs and references.

Franziska Nast's reality begins with five capital R’s. Like a
fire accelerant, the bulky capital letters place themselves
in front of reality — or rather in front of the word that in
German we use as a worn-out Anglicism to help describe
it. Apparently, the surplus letters have wrangled their way

perception and with it the catchy message that art can
or wants to depict the world. When we try to pronounce
the title aloud, an initial sound emerges that is hard and
pronounced long. In a distanced way, »RRRRReality« then
sounds like a foreign word and no longer seems to belong
to any idiom. Something no longer fits, the simple message
gets lost in the powerful constraints of the capital letters. In
the light of this, faint doubts are creeping in as to whether
the truth is meant at all or its worst offset, such as in the
format of sreality TV<, which is extremely far removed from
authenticity. The provocative shift of what is known, hand-
ed down and canonised adds something to the message
and at the same time questions the relationship between
language and the attribution of meaning in a rather suc-
cinct way.

Text plays a special role for Franziska Nast: she writes,
describes, appropriates texts and rearranges them in col-
lages. In doing so, she revolves around messages and
statements that evolve from what is casually said, silently
thought and loudly blared out into the world. In a sam-
pling process borrowed from music, she detaches words
from existing contexts and follows traces of chance and
of combinatorics, a technique also resembling surrealist
methods. Constantly, new constructs are being formed
which approach the world by way of detour — yet getting
to the essence even more accurately. Here, language can
take on the function of images, i.e. it can convey some-
thing in a symbolically concise way — but at the same time
it can also be constructed as a concrete image. In front
of the entrance to the Arp Museum, Hans Arp’s » Tanz-
geschmeide« (Dance Jewellery), a large-format abstract
bronze sculpture from his late work, stands next to the
exhibition title that appears on the floor like a shadow and
that here, with its ostensible reference to truth, tears down
an aesthetic boundary: one between museum and public
space (which here, owing to the Rhine panorama, is more
beautiful than almost anywhere else in the world). At the
same time, and with a wink, a path is opened to Hans
Arp’s Dada poetry, whose playful rejection of the world,
as it is, inheres a similar gesture of refusal.

Franziska Nast is a trained book designer. Her work with
letters as typographic signs expands into her artistic
practice and is closely interwoven with her conceptual
approaches, which encompass numerous media. In fact,
she has already designed exhibition catalogues for the Arp
Museum Bahnhof Rolandseck, a discipline in which form
and content are intertwined in a particular close way. With
the present volume, she has devised an artist's book for
her first major museum exhibition. Like in an anarchic en-
cyclopaedia, she brings together text and image and allows
both elements to react to one another in a fluid process
so that new forms are emerging, but at the same time
she consciously constructs new contexts of meaning in a
creative process of evoked analogies, deliberately planted
contradictions and a purposeful overloading.

The idea of a pattern book based on historical models has
accompanied Franziska Nast's work from the beginning
and becomes also apparent in the way she had worked
on the two pillars at the Arp Museum, which have been
newly revealed. Many of her works are based on an ex-
pandable compendium of characters and symbols, which
she uses again and again by repeating and varying them
and which may also serve her as templates for the tattoos
she engraves. Like an homage to her teacher and friend,
legendary tattoo artist Herbert Hoffmann (1919-2010),
the memories of his extraordinarily intense visual lan-
guage shine through in the exhibition. To both of them,
the skin they wrote and drew on inspired the excitement
of telling a story on very little space. To both of them, the
invasive gesture of the physical injury, of the modification

both indelible and ephemeral, a possibility which evolved
in a culture beyond access for the educated middle-class-
es, but which also works with and draws on ciphers and
codes of cultural history.

In the exhibition setup devised by Nast, including some
gigantic beanbags, the artist wants to encourage visitors
to get into conversation with each other and at the same
time establish the museum as a place of lively exchange.
Reflecting the way people are talking to each other is one
of the most important starting points of her work. On the
one hand, this process of opening up is new ground to the
Arp Museum, a classic museum with a superb collection
of modern art — on the other hand, it builds on one of
the museum’s most important lines of tradition: Sophie
Taeuber and Hans Arp were among the founding members
of European Dada and the pioneers of abstract art. Their
purposely chosen anti-artistic forms of expression, often
based on the ephemeral and performative, on text and
language, proclaimed “the end of all isms”. In a cross-genre
approach, they formulated a radical break with the tradi-
tional, which could no longer seem valid to them, at the
latest since the outbreak of the First World War and in
the light of the commotions of their time. This openness
of thought is inscribed in the founding history of the mu-
seum at Bahnhof Rolandseck, being a lively laboratory of
a creative world spirit.

I ' would like to thank Franziska Nast for her generous, exu-
berant and boundary-breaking commitment to this broadly
conceived project. Special thanks go to the curator Jutta
Mattern as well as to our research assistant Meike Ei-
berger for interweaving the lines and nets cast out by the
artist in the most meaningful way with their work at the
museum and for conveying it to an audience that here,
more than ever, is called upon to become part of this ar-
tistically creative cosmos. With a music programme, talks,
readings, drawing and tattooing events, the idea of the
three-genre museum will evolve further in a contemporary
way, reviving the idea of the museum »as a third place,
which, according to contemporary theories, comes after
the private and the work place. Further thanks go to the
entire team of the Arp Museum and its supporters for
helping to shape the venture of opening up the museum.

We owe many thanks to the Kunstverein St. Pauli, Finale
Form/DeathLab and the Cantonal Library of Appenzell,
who have contributed to the success of this show with
their generous loans. We would also like to thank the au-
thors of this catalogue, Uwe Lewitzky, Nora Sdun, Toni
Gottschalk, Jenny Schafer, Sean Keller, Lasse Eskold
Nehren, Ulla Hiltl, Olga Hohmann, for their readiness to
engage so wholeheartedly with Franziska Nast's work and
to bring this publication to life.

PROLOG / PROLOGUE
AN ADVANCED UNIVERSE -
NOT SO HARD TO SWALLOW
S./p.24

It starts with a sweater. It is green and has colorless spots,
as if a bucket with a toxic liquid had dropped next to it. A
dirty starry sky, like an opening into another dimension.
Although the firmament is hazy with fog, you're afraid to
fall into it if you gaze at it for too long.

»Universe Serious Advanced« is the name of this series
of sweaters hanging side by side on the clothes rail in
Franziska Nast's studio. The rail is long, the color palette
wide-ranging. Even at first glance, it's clear that it's the

subtle green one that will lead my way into Franziska’s
cosmos. It's an intuitive, sensual decision, almost a bit
otherworldly. As if the sweater had chosen me as much
as | picked it.

I'm wearing the half-bleached sweater right now, as |
write. Not only because it gives me access to that other
universe, but also because I've been wearing it almost
every day since we first found each other. It is a garment
that embraces the in-between, that enables the effortless
transition from one to the other: between the seasons,
between wanting to stay inside and having to go outside,
between punk and Norm Core, between intention and ac-
cident, control and loss of control, decision and surprise,
between wanting to remain a child and having to become
an adult (while already being one). The sweater highlights
the inclusive by saying: No either-on

So | am surrounded by Franziska’s artistic solar system
— the Serious Universe Sweaters are only a small part of
it. She has created the system for herself. She continu-
ously builds on this endless, fringy space, within which she
allows herself to be surprised and molded by other entities.
She also sets the rules for this herself — but without having
to know or articulate them. It is about the process, about
the movement of the planets themselves, not Conly) about
the product.

The in-between quality, the infinite state of becoming, is
something that accompanies Franziska’'s work constantly.
With an invisible robotic hand, she pulls the strings on
which the planets hang like in a mobile. Sometimes she
loses the overview for a moment: Which thread belongs
to which star? It doesn’t matter! The most important thing
is that everything orbits around each other.

Activity, cosmic oscillation, arises mostly when two entities
(more or less familiar with each other) meet. This applies
to both material and interhuman interaction: A meeting of
two unknown entities generates a dynamic and that, again,
in an unexpected variety of meanings.

Franziska Nast has created her own resonance cham-
ber, her echo has grown around her quite organically.
Although: echo is the wrong term — because, unlike an
echo, which is a (distorted) repetition, Franziska reacts
to what surrounds her, in her worldly space. Instead of
sending out her signals and waiting for confirmation of
her own existence, she is in a continuous feedback loop
with her counterparts. Something always bounces back,
from the other planet. At times in her own language, at
other in a foreign one.

Speaking the languages of different planetary inhabitants
requires knowledge in role-playing: Franziska encounters
other species in different characters. she is an artist, tat-
tooist, book designer, mother, curator and organizer and,
last but not least, also the one who makes sweaters and
T-Shirts under the label »Fack Fushion«.

Here, too, a dialogue-like dynamic is at work: a public
soliloguy in which she repeatedly becomes a stranger to
herself. She shouts something to herself, as an alien, from
planet to planet. In the process, like when playing Chinese
whispers, fragments are always getting lost, meteorites
crumble to earth leaving behind something new, craters.
Sometimes just some trickles of stardust.

Companions play a significant role in Franziska’s work,
not only the aliens, but also and especially the very local,
earthly astronauts with whom she shares a rocket. Once
she has found Cartistic) partners, the conversation remains

alive for a long time. Franziska, like all space travelers, is a
persistent person: she has remained faithful to almost all
the missions she has undertaken, to almost all the other
astronauts she has designated as companions. Some-
times even until the very end, as was the case with her
mentor, the tattoo artist Herbert Hoffmann. The possibility
of constant role swapping is included in the interaction as
a requirement.

She pursues everything she does with effortless perse-
verance. And this kind of hard-working lightness is also
needed when you, like Franziska, first do everything your-
selfinstead of waiting to be invited. Franziska shamelessly
invites herself and the people around her. And most of
the time she doesn’t do things one after the other, but at
the same time. Once she has an idea, she implements it,
that’s how it’s been from the beginning. Perhaps it is also
the constant charade that gives her the freedom not to
take herself too seriously in the process: Both economi-
cally, and in her own self-image as an artist.

Unabashedly, many of her projects start out as a what-if
game, a crackpot idea. Over the years, however, almost
all of them have become serious in the way they come to
life: boozy jokes that have become earnest Tipsy in the
spaceship that is flying on autopilot anyway.

As much as Franziska’s practice is an al-embracing life
practice, she now embodies, in the institutional sphere of
the visual arts, all her roles simultaneously. In the uncon-
ditional nature of her devotion, a slight distance always
remains, that characteristic space between the works and
the playful attitude with which she shares them with the
world, the inhabitants of the earth. She is an actor in a sci-
ence fiction film that she has directed herself. She throws
her life happily in our faces, like a cream pie. It tastes dizzy-
ingly sweet. Weightless, but without spacesickness.

As in the water polo game, the earth remains in the air as
if weightless, while the legs are in the heavy matter, in the
space suit every step a feat of strength. Franziska main-
tains her attitude of after the game is before the game.

A satellite orbits a planet — just as Franziska also looks at
herself like an unfamiliar universe. Her crying face, which
we repeatedly encounter in the thirty-minute loop »I've
seen that face before«, becomes unexplored terrain. It
seems as if she herself carries traces, but surprisingly few
injuries. Artistic work gives her the promise of safety and
consolation, without ever being therapeutic. She knows
how her machine works.

All the missions Franziska works on are autonomous,
none needs the respective other to generate relevance.
The »Universe Serious Advanced« sweater is serious
and universal, seriously universal, universally serious, as
a fashion item and an artwork. | don’t need to know the
context of the overall body of work in order to appreciate
it. Still, Franziska as an astronaut is also always consulting
the worldly tattoo artist as she works on all her garments
— and vice versa. Her practice is a Life Practice — the
work emerges at eye level with the ongoing present itself.
Nevertheless, Franziska, every time anew, needs the ful/
blast She always gives everything and demands the same
from her counterpart.

In a way, the fact that Franziska Nast now has a large insti-
tutional solo exhibition is almost a contrast to her previous
self-institutionalization, which is an essential part of this life
practice. What we see at the Arp Museum is the work of
a lifetime, even if it is only half a life.

| spontaneously remember an erotic novel by Samuel
Delaney, in which a throuple (i.e. three people who are in
a romantic relationship as a trio) jointly navigates a space-
ship through outerspace. The vehicle always reacts spon-
taneously to the existing or non-existing Cerotic) balance
within the three-person constellation: the metal vessel is
not controlled mechanically via an instrument, but moves
organically with and around the social situation that takes
place within it, it becomes a part of it.

For »How long is too long for your dreams« Franziska
literally undresses the columns in the Arp Museum that
she herself tattooed over ten years ago. It’s like a ménage-
a-trois in which Franziska acts as a real archaeologist of
her own work. She finds something under the layers that
she herself does not yet know. However, she not only
excavates and indexes — she also constructs. Because:
Archaeological layers are only produced in the process
of their lexicalization. Archaeological strata are therefore
always constructed. Science remains fiction.

Nobody can witness what Franziska finds on her self
(remotely) controlled planets, and what it means. She
does, however, establish compelling narratives. And so,
not least in this catalogue (which reminds us of a 60s
mail-order catalogue), she constructs her own alphabet.
Her ABC is an accumulation of hypotheses that she puts
out there courageously — for now, forever, like a tattoo.

Specifically: for \RRRRRealityl« she asked some of her
companions to write so-called appetizers, made-up mi-
cro-definitions. This time, the cream filling of the index
cupcakes she composed is not manufactured by herself;
the stubborn theories are provided by her guests.

With the role of the commissioner, Franziska also slips into
the role of the hostess. Hosting is a fundamental part of
her practice anyway. She serves food — sweet and savory.

Which life? A witch lifel What a life! You can also imagine
Franziska as a kind of (good) witch, who from time to
time prefers to get on her broom rather than taking the
spaceship. At least for short distances. If telepathy is not
powerful enough. Or because she so enjoys the breeze on
her way to the Blocksberg.

The Blocksberg — another name for the Brocken Mountain
in the German Harz. This text is also a bit of a block — a
quarry that can only be dismantled, crumbled away, slowly
and with clumsy hands. No tool is enough. Fortunately,
not all rough diamonds have to be polished — in the best
case this text is also part of the infinite game of becorning.

Hands, visible and invisible, human and robotic, appear
again and again in Franziska’s work. As a motif, they
also hold the exhibition in the Arp Museum — they keep
it together. They are rarely clumsy, but they are uncer-
tain, in the best sense of the term. Sometimes their
grip is firm, sometimes it is tender. »I'm still waiting for
your answerc is the title of a four-meter-wide copy of an
artificial hand printed on rice paper — Franziska remains
in a dialogue, or a trialogue, as in Samuel Delaney’s
spaceship narrative.

Marcel Duchamp establishes an equation: A guest + A
host = A ghost The twosomeness of guest and host,
according to Duchamp, thus gives origin to something
third — something that comes from both of them, occupies
them and the situation and
does not release them any-
more. It has no shape, but it
is radically present, evoked




