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Sedime u Davida v pokoji a vymysSlime si. Uz vime, jak
to chodi, a tak si radsi nejlepSi napady piSeme na
papir, aby se nam s pribéhem vecera, jako uz tolikrat,
nékam nevytratily.

Uméni muze byt vSechno.

Chodime do hospod a podepisujeme na zachodech
pisoary, duchampovské studanky chudych. Nebo taky
nepodepisujeme. Je to stejné uméni. Utikdme bez
placeni, je to z kopce.

David se pfipravuje na talentovky a uci se modelovat
hlavu. Ma velkou spotfebu, jako model mu sedi vSichni
znami. Asi nejlip dopadla Mare¢kova hlava. David
mozna jako pomstu tuhle jednu hlavu provede ve
dvaceti rdznych variantach: ze skla, z vosku, z krajky,
z plechovky od Coca-coly, chlupata hlava, nafukovaci
hlava...

We’re sitting in David’'s room and making shit up. We
know how things usually go, so to make sure we write
down all our ideas on a piece of paper so that they don’t
somehow blow away through out the evening, as has
happened so many times before. Anything can be art.

We go to pubs and sign our names to the pissoirs in the
bathrooms—the Duchampesque water wells of the poor.
Or we don’t sign them. It’s art either way. We run out
without paying our bills, it’s all running down the drain
now.

David is getting ready for his entrance examination for the
art school, and he’s learning how to make a model of a
head. He uses up tons of material, and all his friends sit
for him as models. Marecek’s head probably ended up the
best of the lot. Perhaps as a form of revenge, David
renders his head in twenty different variations including
glass, wax, lace, a Coca-Cola can, a fury head, an
inflatable head.

We’re sitting over at David’s and are making shit up. This







Sedime u Davida v pokoji a vymyslime si. Tentokrat je

plan velmi pfesny.

“Nikde se neda vystavovat.”

“Nikde se neda jen tak vystavovat.”

“Snad jenom na Karlové mosté&.”

“Mysli8 ty sracky? Pohled na Hrad&ana a tak?”

“Hele, nemusely by to nutné bejt jenom sracky.”

List papiru se pomalu plni podivhou kombinaci
prodejného a sou€asné konceptualniho uméni. Na
most nas nakonec jde asi dvacet, vSichni plné ruce
rekvizit. Jsou zrovna Velikonoce, most je plny lidi.
Martin maluje pomoci dalekohledu malinkaty detail
jednoho hradniho okna. Vyleze z toho Uplna abstrakce.
Filip ma sochafsky stojan a Hrad€any modeluje z hliny.
Vzdy po chvili se zamy$lené oto&i k vzdalenému
panoramatu Hradu, jako kdyby se utvrzoval, Ze je jeho
model spravny. Nékdo Hrad&any vySiva do latky, vSe
doprovazené dulezitymi pohledy, kterymi své dilo i
krajinu obhlizi impresionisticky malif v plenéru.
Marecek ma sklenénou desku ve stojanu a na ni
HradCany prosté obkresluje, nékdo jiny pouziva
pfedem pfipravenou Sablonu a barvu ve spreji. David si

time, the plan is very precise.

" just can’t seem to show anywhere.”

"You mean, you can’t show anywhere just for the heck of
it.”

"Maybe only on the Charles bridge.”

"You mean that crap? Like a view of the Castle and stuff?”
"Man, it doesn’t necessarily have to be just crap.”

The sheet of paper is gradually filling up with a peculiar
combination of commercial and at the same time
conceptual art. About twenty of us actually end up going
to the Charles Bridge, lugging all sorts of props. It's
Easter and the bridge is crawling with people. Using
binoculars, Martin paints a tiny little detail of one of the
windows of the castle. The result is completely abstract.
Filip brought a stand and he models the castle out of clay.
Every once in a while he looks up and gazes at the
distant castle panorama as if making sure that the model
is correct while somebody else embroiders the castle onto
fabric. And everything is accompanied by the serious
expressions of Impressionist painters as they gaze mistily
about the landscape. Marecek uses a glass board onto
which he simply traces the castle while another uses



stojanu a liliputanské platno, na které na misté vytvari

miniaturu. Je to dobra pfiprava pro nas zlaty hfeb. Na
obrovity stojan davame ram s natazenym papirem, je
tak dva na dva metry. Kolem stojanu vse pfikryvame
igelitem. Se smrtelnou vaznosti za¢iname nékolik
metrd od prazdné bilé plochy protfepavat lahvicky

s barvou. Atmosféra houstne, kolem se vytvafi Spunt

z lidi, po mosté se nedé projit. Po okamZicich
soustiedéni se vrhame proti obrazu a z rozbéhu na néj
v8i silou vrhame tekutou barvu. Potlesk. Pokracujeme
dalsim, jesté delSim rozbéhem, dokud se cely obraz
nezaplni cakanci. Je to hezké odpoledne.

Pomalu mizime, pochopitelné na zahradku hospody na
Kampé. Asi po deseti minutach po nasem odchodu na
most pfijizdi nékolik policejnich aut, ale nenapadne je
nasim smérem se ani podivat.

replica of an easel only a few centimeters tall and a
Lilliputian canvas onto which he paints a miniature. This
is good warm up for the day’s highlight. We attach a
roughly 2x2m frame and paper to an immense easel and
cover everything around it with plastic. Deadly serious, we
begin to shake up bottles of paint a few meters away from
the empty white surface. The tension is peaking. Curious
passers-by plug up the bridge so that it's impossible to
pass. After concentrating for a few minutes, we storm the
canvas and with all our might splash the paint at it.
Applause. We continue attacking the surface until it's
entirely awash in splashes. What a nice afternoon.

So we take off, naturally heading for the garden pub at
Kampa park. About ten minutes after our slick departure,
several police cars pull up on the bridge, but the police
don’t even think of looking our way.



Zakladame uméleckou skupinu Uchvatni, protoze je
dulezité sdruzovat se. Je teply letni vecer, asi.
Vyfizujeme to po telefonu. Pozdéji pfibude i manifest.
Prohlasujeme se za nejlepsi ze vSech, aniz bychom to
dokladali néjakym uménim. Chceme taky hned dostat
zaplaceno, protozZe to je nejleps$i zplsob definovani
umélecké hodnoty. Jsme fascinovani nejenom vSim tim
umeénim, o kterém se zaCiname postupné dovidat, ale i
zpusobem, jak funguje umélecky svét, i kdyz v Praze
zatim jen v odlescich.

Z manifestu Uchvatnych:

Umélci se v poslednich letech dostali do slepé uli¢ky,
z niZz marné hledaji cestu ven. Néktefi dokonce
hladovi, trpi. Umélec, ktery by mél byt symbolem
blahobytu, zije na okraji spole¢nosti. Svou nyngjsi bidu
si umélec zavinil sam ve svém zapase za tzv. “tvaréi
svobodu”. A pfitom cesta z této krize je tak jednoducha,
staci disledny navrat k pravym kofenm umeéni.
Odpradavna totiz pravi Umélci nedélali uméni pro
uméni, ale hlavné pro penize. “Tvaréi svoboda”
znamena nemoznost prodeje uméni, tedy popfeni jeho
zakladni funkce, kterou je sména. Nas program je
prosty: chceme prosperovat. Uz jsme unaveni
sklepnimi byty se studenou vodou. Ted chceme
zaslouZené bohatstvi, vily, auta a bazény.

Uméni bylo vZdy souéasti ekonomiky, umélec byl vzdy
obchodnikem, ktery za uréity po¢et uméni dostal urcity
pocet penéz. Dfive byla umélci za pomérné femesiné a
Casové naroc¢né umeéni vyplacena z naseho hlediska
mala ¢astka. Postupné za stejnou ¢astku prodaval
vyrobky jednodussSi a méné naroc¢né. Dnes uz jsme

v dobé, kdy je umélecké dilo jen skute¢né symbolickou
protihodnotou za penize, které umélec dostava od
mecenase. Jak nam ukazaly nékteré vyboje
kSeftualismu 70. let, umélecké dilo pfestava byt nutné
pro umeéni, které se zménilo na prosté pfedavani
mecenasovych penéz umélci. Uméni se odpoutava od
svého pfedmétu a redukuje se na svou podstatu —
pfedavani penéz umélci.

Velmi nas zaujala proménlivost ceny uméni za
umeélcova zivota. Pro pochopeni nasi skupiny je nutné

We form an art group called The Stunners because it's
important to establish associations. It's a warm, summer
evening, perhaps. Everything is discussed over the
phone. We’ll even write up a manifesto later. We declare
ourselves to be better than anyone without even
bothering to prove it with artwork. We also demand to get
paid immediately because this is the best way to define
artistic value. We are fascinated not only by all the art
that we gradually find out about but also by the way in
which the art world works, however tame that world might
be in Prague.

Excerpt from The Stunners manifesto:

Artists have recently found themselves at the end of a
dead end street, vainly searching for a way out. Some of
them starve, suffer. The artist who should be a symbol of
wealth is living on the fringes of society. But the artist has
caused this current poverty in the struggle for the so-
called "freedom of expression.” But the way out of this
crisis is so simple. All it requires is a consistent return to
the genuine origin of the arts. The real artists have always
made art not for art’s sake but mainly for money. "The
freedom of creation” represents the impossibility of selling
art, hence the rejection of its fundamental purpose, which
is exchange. Our program is simple: we want to prosper.
We are sick and tired of living in cold water basements.
We now demand well-deserved wealth, villas, cars and
swimming pools. Art has always been part of the
economy, and artists have always been businessmen who
exchanged a certain amount of art for a certain amount of
money. We believe that artists were previously paid a
small amount for their relatively skillful and time-
consuming art. Gradually, the artist was compelled to sell
more simple and less sophisticated products for the same
amount. We are now living in times when artwork is
indeed the symbolic equivalent of the money received
from the artist’s patron. As seen in the example of
trafficalism (JEFF — this is a made up term) in1970s,
artwork is no longer necessary for the arts, which has
become a mere transfer of money from the patron to the
artist. Art is cut loose from its subject matter and is



v8ech ostatnich. Nerozumime ale tomu, pro¢ bychom
se k vysokym cenam za nase uméni méli
propracovavat dlouha léta. Rozhodli jsme se proto, ze
zacneme rovnou od slavy. Proto jsme naSe uméni
ohodnotili hned na zagatku cenami, jaké si zaslouzi.
Neni pro nas dulezita forma, neni pro nas dulezity
obsah. Pro nas je dllezita jediné hodnota vyjadfena
penézi.
Uméni je mrtvé, existuje jen zboZi a trh, nabidka a
poptavka.
Penize nestarnou.
1. Zadame volny trh pro uméni podle zasady Kdo da
vic
2. Chceme za své uméni dostavat hodné penéz
3. Zadame zvefejnéni seznamd mecenasd a
zazobancd, a to hlavné zahraniénich
4. Podporujeme zruSeni neprosperujiciho
undergroundu
5. Jsme za vytvoreni studijniho oboru manazer na
uméleckych vysokych Skolach
6. Nechceme chodit za penézi, chceme, aby penize
chodily za nami
7. Chceme, aby se naSe uméni prodavalo za miliony uz
ted a ne az po nasi smrti
8. Odsuzujeme pfristup k penézim jako k nevlastnim
détem, chceme penézim oplatit jejich vérné sluzby
9. Chceme se proslavit, chceme penize
10. Uchvatni jsou jenom jedni

1986

Legracni je ta vngjsi strdnka uméni, ta hrozna vaznost,
ritualy a obleceni téch, co se citi byt tvlirci. Abychom
se do toho Iépe vcitili, odhodlavame se k nasledujici
akci: cely den strdvime v kavarné Slavii, kde se to tak
hezky pindad o uméni. Pfichazime v 8.00, otevira se
Casné. KaZdou hodinu si povinné davame jeden &aj,
zaznamenavame okolni ruch, délame interview

s vyznacnymi navstévniky. Za nékolik méalo hodin je
nam z pfemiry teinu nanic, ale snazime se vydrzet.
Personal zagina byt nepfratelsky, uz nenosi ani ty ¢aje.

artist. We are intrigued by the fluctuating value of art
during an artist’s lifetime. To properly understand our
group’s views, it is necessary to realize that we are the
best, which differentiates us from the others. One thing
we don’t understand is why we should spend years
attaining high prices for our art. We have therefore
decided to start out being famous straight away. We have
thus evaluated our art and priced it as it deserves to be
priced.
Form is not important to us. Neither is content. The only
thing that matters is value expressed in money. Art is
dead. All that’s left is goods and market, supply and
demand. Money does not age.
1. We demand a free market for art on the "Highest Offer”
basis.
2. We want to get a lot of money for our art.
3. We demand that lists of patrons and the filthy rich be
made public, especially foreign names.
4. We support the abolishment of the unprosperous
Underground.
5. We are for establishing management studies classes at
art schools.
6. We don’t want to go to the money; we want the money
to come to us.
7. We want our art to be sold for millions now, not after
we die.
8. We condemn hostile attitudes towards money, treating
it as if it were your stepchild; we want to pay back money
for its good service.
9. We want to be famous. We want money.
10. The Stunners are the only ones

1986

What is funny is the external side of the arts, the terrible
seriousness, the ritual and dress codes of those who feel
like they are artists. To get a better feel for this, we decide
to carry out the following plan: we spend all day sitting at
Café Slavia as this is the ideal place for babbling about
art. We come in at 8.00 a.m. as they open rather early. As
is obligatory, we order tea at the strike of every hour. We
observe the surrounding bustle. We interview important



Nakonec uplné oddélani v pét hodin odpoledne
vypadneme.

Délame taky mejdany. Ukradneme obrovitou roli
baliciho papiru u nas ve Skole. Je tak velka, ze
odrolovat a zmackat vSechen ten papir trva skoro cely
vecer. To je pak papiru az do stropu, doslova plaveme
v té obrovské zaplavé.

Hnus je nejpromakangjsi. Pfiprava trva cely tyden.
Vytvafime ve sklepé to nejodpornéjsi prostiedi pro
v8echny smysly. Vedle v mistnosti si Martin odléva péro
do sadry. Boji se, aby to udrzel a aby v kritickém

okamziku chladna sadra nezplsobila pokles. Rveme na

néj oplzlosti, odlitek je nakonec perfektni a zabudujeme
ho do zdi. Vafime kybliky slizu a rozpatlavame ho po
sténach. Délame z néj taky hustou krev, v prostoru jsou
klece se zavienejma lidma, mrtvoly, smrad a koufr.
Pozvanym se to moc libi, nékteré prevleky Sokuji i nas,
tfeba Skalova, ktera si nahé télo sporadicky omotala
obvazem a na nékterych mistech ho potfela krevni
tucnici. Borek néco nenapadné lije do kyblikd s vinem
a zabava se zrychluje. Nakonec pfisla i Katefina
Vincourova, ale uz jen schody do sklepa, odkud se
ozyvaly opravdu stradlivé zvuky, ji odradily natolik, Ze

excess theine, but we carry on anyway. The personnel
become very hostile, they don’t even serve us tea any
more. Completely exhausted, we finally pack it up at five.
We throw parties too. We steal a huge role of paper at
school. It’s so big that it takes almost all night to unroll it
and crumple it all up. The paper fills the entire room up to
the ceiling as we literally swim in the white flood.

Filth is much more sophisticated because preparing it
takes up almost an entire week. Down in the basement,
we create the most disgusting environment possible, for
all the senses. In the other room, Martin is casting his
prick in plaster. He’s worried he won'’t be able to keep it
up, that the cold plaster will cause it to slump at the
critical moment. We scream obscenities at him. The cast
is perfect and we incorporate it into the wall. We cook up
a bucket of sleaze, and we spread it on the walls. We also
make a thick blood out of it. The space is filled with cages
of people, corpses, foul odors and smoke. Those invited
are eating it up. We’re even caught off guard by some of
the costumes they wear. Skalova’s body is wrapped here
and there with bandages stained with the blood of the
butterwort. Borek inconspicuously pours something

suspicious into the buckets of wine and the fun



Vedle v baraku, kde bydli Martin Mi¢ka, byla mala
herna s hracimi automaty. VSechno se to bude bourat,
je to tam vyklizené. Udé&lame si tam galerii, nikoho se
na nic nebudeme ptat. Otrhavame ze stén hnusné
dfevéné osténi a vyvali se na nas zaplava minci.
Né&jaci hraci tu asi museli mit tajny rituél, po vyhfe
vraceli herné jeji malé procento. Kdyz to spocitame, je
to nékolik set korun. Bohaté to bude stacit na barvy,
osvétleni a provoz na par prvnich dni. Vystavuje se
rychle, kazdy den to mlGzou zavfit. Za¢ina se Standou
Divisem, asi nejvétsi hvézdou. Ve vystavnim planu se
ale objevuji i kuriozity. Jeden chlap, zjevné na praskach
i alkoholu sou€asné&, se domniva, Ze to ted bude
galerie urena jen pro jeho celozivotni dilo. Nechéape,
Ze by mél po svych tfech dnech v8echno vyklidit a
odejit. Nakonec dostane zachvat a je to vyfeSené.
Dokonce se podafi dostat zminky o galerii i do
oficialnich novin a ¢asopisu. Ale stejné asi po dvou
mésicich pfijdou takovi divni panové a trochu Martina
zmacknou. Kdyz se neda, tak to tam prosté zapeceti a
je konec.

in the end, but she only makes it to the steps leading to

the basement, and the horrifying noises belching up from
below discourages her so much that she turns and flees.
There is a small gambling hall with pinball machines in
the neighboring building where Martin Micka lives. It's
going to be demolished so everything is cleared out. We
set up a gallery there without asking anybody for
approval. We tear the ugly wooden paneling off the walls
and a flood of coins pings all around us. It seems that
some of the local players must have had some secret
ritual, giving a small percentage back to the house.
Counting the cash, we find out it makes a few hundred
crowns. That will be enough for paint, lights and
operations over the first few days. Exhibitions immediately
ensue as the space could be shut down any day. We start
off with Standa Divi§, perhaps the biggest star. There are,
however, some curiosities in the exhibition plan. One guy
who is obviously on an assortment of pills and alcohol
thinks that the space is now a gallery dedicated solely to
his lifetime work. He simply does not understand that he’s
got to clean up everything after three days and get out. In
the end he has an attack and the problem is taken care

of. We even manage to get the gallery mentioned in



Uméni je zabava. Musi se v tom ale umét chodit, aspon
tak, jako v tom umime chodit my. Pro¢ se o nase
zkuSenosti nepodélit? Vydame Brozurku pro zacinajici
umélce! Kapitoly jsou jasné: Vabeni kunsthistorika, Jak
mluvit o vlastni tvorbé&, Vernisaz a jak na ni poznat ty
opravdu dulezité, Prace s tiskem, Prodej uméni, Jak
dosahnout a udrzet si slavu, Slovni¢ek dalezitych
vyraz(l a nejopakovangjSich frazi. O samotném uméni
vabec nic. Skoda, Ze jsem se nikdy nedokopal

k samotnému psani. Seznam kapitol a prvni koncepty
vzaly za své spole¢né s baterkami mého prvniho
laptopu. David vymySli moc péknou konceptualni
vystavku: u vchodu do galerie je turniket, ktery dovnitf
pusti divaka jenom po zaplaceni. Po vstupu se ukaze,
Ze je galerie prazdna a uménim byl praveé jen ten akt
placeni. Uchvatni ale trochu stagnuji. Aby se néco
délo, tak Filip vystoupi. Je to vlastné konec skupiny.

Jdeme s Davidem po Nérodni, jaro 1990. Potkdme
Filipa Turka. Vzpominame na Uchvatné. Rikame si, Ze
je 8koda, Ze jsme se rozpadli, mohli bychom se ted
Ggastnit riznych vystav. Treba ta Ceska alternativa

v Uluvu. Nikdo nebyl proti, slovo dalo slovo a skupinu
jsme obnovili. A hned jsem se taky té vystavy pékné
zUcastnili.

Je tady moznost terminu vystavy v klubu Delta na
Dédiné. Stradny misto. David trva na tom, Zze budu
spoluautorem. Do vernisaze, jak uz to tak byva, chybi
asi ¢trnact dni. Poustime se do toho. Davidovi zatim na
vSech vystavach v8echno rozbili. MoZna ne umysiné,
ale co se dalo utrhnout, bylo vzdy divaky utrzeno. Co
jim tak vyjit vstfic? Véci, co se daji dobfe rozbit.

V koupelné nalévame sadru do uzkych plastikovych
trychtyf. VSechno je zadélany. “Kam ¢umis, kreténe!”
Plna ponozka tekuté sadry. Zatvrdlé SpiCaky se krasné
lamou uz v koupelné. V jedné z mistnosti na Delté si
zfizujeme dilnu - ateliér. Dva tfi obrazy za hodinu,
vSechno podle seznamu. O vikendu sedneme do auta
a jedeme do Sarky pro klacky. Budou se uréité hodit.
Jdu na zachod. Nez se vratim, ma David novy “obraz”.
Nékde ve skladu nadel krasnou velkou fotku
atomového vybuchu. Napsal na to malym bilym
pismem DESTRUKCE. V klubu jsou asi tfi razné
umisténé videomonitory, neni ddvod je nevyuzit. David
shani pfipravny material a nakonec sestfiha
nekonecnou smycku, ve které se ve vtefinové frekvenci
opakuji stale stejné Ctyfi zabéry. Jsou to scény zabijeni

strange guys come in after two months and put a bit of
the squeeze on Martin. And since he doesn’t cave, they
simply seal the door and the fun is over.

Art is fun. But you have to know the ropes. At least as
much as you can know them. Why not share our
experience? So we'll publish a brochure for beginning
artists! The chapters are already clear: Luring the Art
Historian, How to Speak about Your Own Work, The
Opening and How to Recognize Those Truly Important
People, Working with the Press, Selling Your Art, How to
Reach and Maintain Fame, The Glossary of Important
Expressions and Most Used Phrases. There’ll be nothing
about art in the book. Too bad | never got around to
actually writing it. The list of chapters and my initial
concepts faded away together with the batteries of my
first laptop computer. David comes up with an idea for a
nice conceptual exhibition: at the entrance to a gallery
there is a turnstile that allows the viewer to enter only
after paying a fee. Upon walking in, the viewer finds out
the gallery is empty and that the act of paying represents
the art. The Stunners stagnate a bit. To make something
happen, Filip leaves the group. And this is really the end.

David and | are walking along Narodni Street. It's spring
1990. We run into Filip Turek and remember the days of
The Stunners. We agree that it's a shame we broke up.
We could take part in some exhibitions now, say, the
Czech Alternative at Uluv. Everybody agrees and we
revive the group and immediately take part in the
exhibition.

We also have the chance to show at the Delta Club in
Dedina. Terrible place. David insists that | be the co-
author. As usual, the opening is in about two weeks. We
start working. David’s work always gets broken at
exhibitions. Perhaps it’s not intentional, but everything the
viewers can possibly tear off, they tear off. How about
making it easier for them? Things that are easy to break.
We pour plaster into thin plastic funnels in the bathroom.
It gets all messy in there. "What the fuck are you looking
at, asshole!” A sock full of liquid plaster. The dried pointy
things are already breaking off nicely in the bathroom. We
turn one room in Delta into our workshop/studio. We
make two to three paintings an hour, all according to a
prepared list. We jump in the car on the weekend and
drive off to Sarka Park to find some sticks. They will
definitely come in handy. | go to the toilet. Before | come
back, David has finished another "painting.” He found a
photograph of a nuclear explosion somewhere in the






z Barbara Conana a detaily z néjakého pornofilmu.

V némciné.

Jdu do masny a dlouho vybiram ten nejkrvavéjsi flak
masa. Prodavac si o mné mysli, Ze jsem magor a stoji
to nakonec pékny penize. Maso pfibijim velkymi hieby
na desku, nad néj népis “drasej”, pod né&j jsem upevnil
zahradnické hrabi¢ky. BEhem dne se ale maso zacne
vysu$ovat a proto ho pfed vernisazi musim potirat
vodou, aby nevypadalo pfili§ oschle. Az za€ne hnit, tak
to bude lepsi.

Trochu se mezi nami zacina délat ponorka. Navic se to
neda stihnout. Jedna sténa klubu zlstava porad
prazdna, uz nas nic nenapada. Za poslednich &trnact
dni desitky rdznych napadd — objektl, obrazU.
Koukame na sebe. Pak je to najednou jasny. Nechame
se vyfotit, asi Sest nasich obrovskejch ksichtu. To uz
né&jaky nizky pudy musi vybudit. Prvni fotky nedopadly
moc dobfe. Druhy p6zovani v ateliéru u Katefiny. Na
sténé fotky vypadaiji skvéle. DUlezité pravidlo do
budoucnosti: “KdyZ nevi$§ co na vystavu, dej tam sebe.”
Do posledni chvile nevime, jestli se nékdo necha
strhnout a bude opravdu ty véci nicit. Myslime si, ze
pfijdou jen intelektualové, ktefi budou jen okukovat a

small white letters. There are three video monitors
scattered about the club. There is no reason why they
should not be incorporated into the show. David searches
for some material and then he edits an endless loop
repeating four identical shoots every second. Scenes of
killing from Conan the Barbarian and details from some
porn movie. All in German.

| walk into a butcher shop to choose the bloodiest chunk
of meat | can find. The shop assistant thinks I'm a
complete moron, and | end up paying quite a lot of
money. | nail the meat with huge nails to a board with a
sign saying "Claw” above it. Below | attached a small
rake. The meat, however, begins to dry out during the
day, and | have to baste it with water so that it doesn’t
look too parched. It'll be much better once it begins to rot.
We become a bit sick of each other, plus it seems we
won’t make it. One of the walls in the club is still
completely bare. We can’t come up with anything any
more. We've used dozens of ideas over the past two
weeks—objects, paintings. We look at each other. All of a
sudden it’s crystal clear. We'll take a picture of ourselves,
our six huge faces. That would have to evoke some low
instincts. The first photographs are not that great. We



otevira Kurt Gebauer, potom hraje Stfedni Evropa. Pak
se to najednou kolem rozjede. Je to jako fetézova
reakce. VSude probiha buSeni a mlaceni. Podlaha je
plna stfepu a kusl sadry. Dost se taky chlasta. Na
sténé je pfidélanej obrovskej pytel s prazdnejma
flaSkama, vedle opfena Zelezna ty¢. Kazdy si rad
bouchne. Stfepy jsou vSude, taky kusy sadry, do toho
némecky vzdycha ta Zenska na monitorech. Vedouci
klubu je na nervy. Chce od nas hned v3echno uklidit a
odvézt. Pochopitelné odmitame.

Vecer prcam Andreu. Moc se ji do toho nechce, ale
nakonec podrzi.

VétSina umeéni si klade za cil vzbuzovat v divacich
vysoke city. My jsme si vytkli ukol pravé opacny a
chceme tak zaplnit mezeru, ktera podle nas

v souCasném Ceském uméni existuje. A Ze to neni jen
nazor na$, dokazuji stovky rozbitych a zni¢enych
uméleckych dél vude tam, kde to je jen trochu mozné.
VétSinou se ni€i potajmu a nicitelé se mozna za svuj
Cin stydi. Takovym lidem jsme se rozhodli vyjit vstfic a
hned u vchodu vystavni siné jim obrazné i fakticky
vkladame klacek do ruky.

Kdyz nékdo polije Rembrandtovu No¢ni hlidku
kyselinou nebo sekerou rozetne Goyuv obraz, mame
na to vétSinou vysvétleni, ze se jedna o nebezpecné
Silence, ktefi se snazi upozornit na svoji osobu. Tito
lidé se ale nesnazi upozornit jen na sebe, ale také na
pudy, které s nimi zmitaji. Kdo z nas muze Fict, Ze vidél
pénit barvy na Serosvitném obraze? Kdo z nas se muze
pochlubit zazitkem pozorovani rozlétavajicich se kust
mramoru z Michelangelovy sochy pod udery pofadného
kladiva? Pokud si néktefi umélci kladou za cil hovofit

k lidské animalité, vétSinou se tento svlj umysl snazi
rafinované zaobalit a tak se pfislusné dilo stava
pouhym estetickym gestem. Nam nejde o gesta, ale o
skutecné rany, udery a vpichy, o skute€né ukojeni a ne

excellent on the wall. An important principle for the future:
"If you don’t know what to put up at an exhibition, put up
yourself.”

We can’t know until the last moment whether people will
let go and really start destroying the things. We think that
only intellectuals will come and just stare at them, really
afraid to get involved. The opening is packed. Kurt
Gebauer hits it off, followed by a concert by Stredni
Evropa. And then things really start rolling. It’s like a chain
reaction. Battering and thumping all around. The floor is
covered with chips and pieces of plaster. Everybody is
drinking pretty heavily. A huge sack of empty bottles is
hanging from the wall with a club leaning next to it.
Everybody enjoys smashing it. Pieces of glass and
plaster scatter all around, everywhere, as the lady in the
monitors moans in German throughout it all. The club
manager is going mad. He wants us to clean up
everything, immediately, and take it all away. Naturally,
we refuse.

At night | bone Andrea. She doesn’t want to all that much
but in the end she puts up with it.

Excerpt from a text from the Exhibition for Lowest
Instincts:

Most art attempts to evoke higher feelings in the viewers.
Our objective is completely the opposite. We want to fill
the void that we believe exists in contemporary Czech art.
This is not just our opinion as is proven by the hundreds
of broken and destroyed works of art every time there is
an opportunity to break them. Works of art are mostly
being destroyed in secrecy, and the destroyers may even
be ashamed of their actions. We decided to relate to such
people’s wishes by graphically, effectively placing a club
in their hands right at the entrance to the exhibition.
When somebody pours acid on Rembrandt’s Nightwatch
or chops a Goya with an axe, we tend to explain it away
as the act of a dangerous maniac who is trying to attract
attention. But these people are trying to attract attention
not only to themselves but also to the instincts that
ravage him. How many of us can say we have seen
colors bubbling on a chiaroscuro painting? How many of
us can proudly experience the falling of chips of marble
from a Michelangelo statue from under the blows of a






jen o jeho simulaci. Bylo uz dost nahrazek, a proto
s chuti do toho!!!

1990
Pod Stalinem je vystava, koncerty, festival, svoboda.
Pomnik tu byl a uz tu neni, presto se po vstupu do
vlhkého podzemi kazdy musel ptat sam sebe: Kde se
tady vzala ta obrovska hromada opracovanych
balvanu? V tmavém nedohlednu se odpovéd ztraci

v tisnivé ozvéné. Je rok 1990. Nic nez zprachnivélé

kosti davno mrtvého obra, prazdné ocni dulky

v8evédouciho a vSe bedlivé pozorujiciho diktatora.
Néco, co si jesté zachovalo svoji velikost, ale co se
definitivné sesypalo. Pfece jenom je rok 1990. VSude
kolem ostatni umélci buduji dila z odpadku a véci, co
najdou v parku okolo. Kazdy vecCer punkové koncerty,
dukladné vyhanéni dabla.

Festival svétla je o par mésicli pozdéji. Jsou k tomu
hezky tricka, je tu méné improvizace ale taky mozna
mif energie. David tam udé&lal takovou nevyfotitelnou
véc, v uplny tmé sviti ¢tyfi diody v rozich pomysiné
krychle, asi nejlip to vypada na videu. Linhartova
nadace potom jesté zkousSi rozjet dam U divého muze
ve Snémovni, jsou tam videoprojekce, divadla,
koncerty, po dvofe se krouti Derevo. David tu dokonce
dostava prostor na ateliér, asi jeho prvni v Zivoté, ale
ani se tam nestaci nastéhovat. Po par mésicich je

animality, he usually ingeniously veils his intention, and
the work remains merely an esthetic gesture. Gestures
are not the point. The real point is bangs, smashes and
stabs. Genuine satisfaction as opposed to the mere
simulation of it. We’ve had enough of substitutes. Go!
1990
There is an exhibition, festival and freedom under the
former Stalin monument. The memorial once stood here
and now it’'s gone. Still, entering the moist underground
space, everybody was asking themselves: Where did this
huge pile of cut stone come from? The answer is
vanishing into distant darkness like a dismal echo. It’s
1990. Nothing but the rotten bones of a long dead giant,
empty eye sockets of the omniscient and carefully
observing dictator. Something of its grandeur had
remained but has finally fallen apart. Yes, it's 1990 after
all. Other artists are making artwork from garbage and
things they found in the park. There are punk concerts
every night—constant exorcising.
The Festival of Light begins a few months later. There are
nice T-shirts made for the occasion. There is less
improvisation and perhaps also less energy. David made
this thing that was impossible to take a picture of. Eight
diodes forming an imaginary cube shine in complete
darkness. Perhaps it's best seen on video. The Linhart

Foundation then tries to do something at the House of the



Na vystavu na Staroméstskych dvorcich chce David
“udélat néco s autem”. To “néco” chtél zrealizovat uz na
neuskutedné&né akci na dvorkach na Zizkové, ale ty
navrhy jsou zatim jen tak napul. Auto, jak vyléza

z dlazby atd., v podstaté scénografie. Hadame se, on
ma v podstaté auta rad a jako by si k nim nechtél nic
pofadné dovolit. Chce taky délat na “Staromeéstském
dvorku”, teda pfimo na namésti. Pak najednou pfinese
kresbu, ktera je jasna: kracejici trabant na nohach.
Sedi to. Do verniséze chybi asi dvacet dni.

Je problém, kde délat. Nakonec pouzivame dvir mezi
dejvickymi domy. Kolem si hrajou kluci a ob¢&as se
mic¢em strefi do rozméklého laminatu. Délame od
nevidim do nevidim. Vzhledem k tomu, Ze je Cerven, to
je docela dlouho. Pak uz i s reflektorem. Nikdo vlastné
nevi, jak na to budou lidi reagovat. Trabant je v ty dobé
nejen dobfe sehnatelny auto, ale ma jasny symbolicky
konotace, zrovna se spojujou Némecka dohromady a
neni to jesté tak davno, co Prahu zaplavily trabanty
vychodnich Némcu prchajicich na Zapad.

Trabanta vzhiru nohama vezeme na Staromak Avii.
Stojime na korbé a rukama pfidrZzujeme cely ten kolos
houpajici se na kulaté stfeSe. Na PraSném mosté jen
tak tak podjizdime pod tramvajovou troleji, celou dobu
se jede na jednicku. Instaluje se v noci, pujcujeme si
pomoci prodluzovacky proud pfimo z radnice.

S pfevracenim trabanta na nohy pomaha skupina

projections, theater, concerts, the Derevo group wriggle

about the courtyard. David even gets a space for his
studio there, perhaps the first one in his life. He doesn’t
even have time to move in as the whole thing is over a
few months after it began.

David wants "to do something with a car” for the exhibition
in the Old Town Courtyards. He had already wanted to do
that “something” at the event in the Zizkov courtyards,
which was never realized so all his ideas are still somehow
half-formed. A car crawling out of the pavement, etc.
Basically stage design. We get into an argument because
he essentially likes cars, and it seems as if he doesn’t dare
do anything assertive with them. Plus he wants to work on
the "Old Town Courtyard,” meaning directly on the Old
Town Square. One day he suddenly brings in a drawing
that is absolutely clear: a Trabant with legs, walking. It
works. The opening is in about twenty days. There’s a
slight problem: where to work. We end up using a
courtyard between houses in Dejvice. Boys are playing
around. Sometimes they hit the soppy fiberglass with the
ball. We work from dusk till dawn. Considering that it's
June, it's quite a long time. Later at night we have to use
spotlights. Nobody really knows how people will respond to
it. At that time, the Trabant was pretty easy to buy, but it
had clear symbolic connotations: the two Germanys were
just then uniting and it was not so long ago that Prague
was flooded with Trabants left here by East Germans
fleeing to the West. We are driving the Trabant to the Old
Town Square upside down in the back of a truck. We stand
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Druhy den rano tam ten trabant opravdu stoji. Lidi si
stéZujou, pfedseda Trabant klubu je poboufen. V noci
nékdo nasprejoval trabantovy koule na Cerveno. Ale
jinak ti, co jdou kolem, se smé&jou a nechavaji se s tim

monstrem fotit. Trabant se objevuje ve vSech novinach

a Casopisech. Ta véc donutila k reakci i lidi, ktery se o
umeéni normalné nezajimaji, zjisténi, Ze je mozné je

to stop it from rocking on its round roof. We just managed
to scrape under a tram trolley at the Pradny Bridge. The
whole time driving in first gear. We install the piece at night,
borrowing electricity directly from City Hall with an
extension cord. A bunch of Russians help us put the
Trabant on its feet. Heave-ho!

The next morning, the Trabant is actually standing on the
square. People start complaining. The chairman of the



oslovit, nastvat, probudit. Aniz to kdo tusi, je to zatim
vlastné jen takova rozcvicka.

Asi bych nechtél byt v k(izi pedagoga Zzadné $koly, kam
David chodil. Uz pfed tim, nez za¢al Kurt Gebauer na
UPMRUM udit, tak se s nim David seznamil a naucil se
od néj, jak se déla sadrovy panak. A taky par dalSich
véci. Silné nervy a shovivavost jsou nezbytnosti. U
Botka Sipka dokonce u klauzur prosel s gisté
konceptuélnim designem. Vystavil kouf a slovni popis
néceho. Na Umprumce potom David organizuje dalsi
velkolepy mejdan, tentokrat v exteriéru na Stfeleckém
ostrové. Pozvani uc€astnici museli u bfehu Vitavy
vzyvat feku, aby vydala svU(j poklad. Po nékolika
minutach vynuceného $askovani se k vSeobecnému
prekvapeni z vody vynofili dva potapéci

se zavoskovanym barelem plnym vysoce alkoholické
bowle. Mezi opijejici se mladezi se najednou objevil
vodnik. Taky pil. Poté pfiSel Mikula$ s pfenosnou
lednici, ze které vS§em rozdaval zmrzlinu. Na ostrové se
také objevily rizné hazardni hry, a tak se pokracovalo
az do vecera.

Z pisemnych seminarnich praci z d&jin uméni:

Marcel Duchamp

Duchamp se do historie uméni zapsal. Ale za jakou
cenu! Uvazime-li, Ze zdiskreditoval celé moderni
uméni, musime to svinstvo, které vychytrale a vytrvale
vydaval za uméni, hodnotit s odporem. Pomineme-li
par ranych amatérskych obraz(, které jsou vytvoreny
pomazanim platna barvami a nepochybnou zruénost v
Sachové hie, nezbyva toho opravdu mnoho.

Kdyz se skloubi neschopnost s drzosti, a pFicinlivy
kusthistorik tomu da nazev instalace, je mozné uz
opravdu vSechno. Jak jinak hodnotit zakladni kamen
umeéni dvacatého stoleti, kterym je zakoupeni vésaku
na lahve v bezvyznamném Zelezafstvi a jeho
bezostySné postaveni do vystavni siné. Vrcholem
pokleslé vulgarity, a mohu o tom psat jen s nejvySSim
sebezapfenim, se jevi jeho pisoir. Je to docela
obycCejny hajzl. Pfi pohledu na né&j se nam zda, ze
umeélec uz hloubéji nemohl klesnout. Mohl. Jeho
hnusné Velké sklo (Nevésta sviékana svymi mladenci,

and have their pictures taken with the monster. The
Trabant appears in all newspapers and magazines. The
piece provokes a response even from people who are not
normally interested in the arts. We find out that it is
possible to address them, make them angry, wake them
up. Without even knowing it, this is just a warm-up session.

| guess | wouldn’t want to be in the shoes of the teachers
at any of the schools David has attended. David met Kurt
Gebauer before he even started teaching at UMPRUM.
He teaches David to make plaster figures and much
more, which requires strong nerves and tolerance. He
even passes exams at Borek Sipek studio with a genuine
conceptual design, exhibiting smoke and verbal
description of something or other. While in UMPRUM,
David organizes another grand party, this time at the
exterior of Strelecky Island. The invited are compelled to
invoke the river on the banks of the Vltava so that the
river releases its treasures. After a few minutes of forced
clowning around and to the surprise of everybody, two
frogmen suddenly emerge from the water carrying a
sealed barrel of extremely potent cocktail. All of a sudden,
a waterman shows up among the boozing youths. He’s
also drinking. Then, Santa Claus arrives with a huge
mobile freezer and hands out ice cream. There’s also
assorted gambling happening on the island, and this
continues until night.

Excerpt from written seminar paper on the history of art:
Marcel Duchamp

Marcep Duchamp did leave his mark on the history of art.
But at what price! Considering the fact that he discredited
all of modern art, we have to judge with disgust the filth
that he cunningly and persistently passed off as art.
Except for a few early amateur paintings made by
spreading paint on canvases and his undeniable skill at
chess, there isn’t much left.

When one combines incapability and insolence, and a
diligent art critic calls it "installation,” anything, indeed,
goes. How else should one judge the headstone of 20th
century art: purchasing a bottle-rack at an insignificant
hardware store and shamelessly placing it into an
exhibition space. His pissoir is, and | write this with the
utmost self-denial, the peak of hollow vulgarity. It's just a



dokonce), o kterém se musime i u€it, svou obscénnosti
pisoir prekonava.
Neni proto divu, Ze na takovych pilifich se mohu v této
dobé exhibovat i ja. A to nepfistojnostmi, za které jsem
byl po pravu nékolikrat trestné stihan.

1991
Bohumil Kubista

Jeho Zivot, jako Zivot kazdého opravdového umélce,
byl v zasadé konfliktni. KubiStovo uméni organicky
vyrustalo z rozporu mezi industrialnimi
charakteristikami rozvijejici se uzkoprsé Ceske
spolec¢nosti pfelomu stoleti a idealnim svétem cCistého
uméni. Jeho tvorba ilustruje nepochopeni umélce, ktery
jde nekompromisné za svymi uméleckymi idealy, na
kterych je pfisat se silou a vasnivosti klistéte.
Nepochopeni mu bylo dennim chlebem, ne pfili§
vyzZivnym.

V tomto svétle se symbolickym jevi nepochopeni eské
vefejnosti, s jakym reagovala na jeho zdanlivé
prorakousky €in. Ano, mam na mysli legendarni
potopeni francouzské ponorky v zavérecnych dnech
valky u Dalmatského pobfezi. VZijme se do jeho
situace: Kubista stoji na velitelském mustku
torpédoborce, kam ho zahnala existen¢ni nouze, hlad.
Hledi na obly trup francouzské ponorky. Slunce
zapada. Musi se rozhodnout. Jako uz tolikrat. Briskné
veli:“ Torpeden! Schnell...!“ A jiz z jeho lodi vystreluji
dva valce plné tfaskaviny, za nimiz se ve vodé tahne
bila brazda jak bi¢ik za spermii. Kde se v Kubistovi
vzala touha proniknout tuhy pancif lehkomysiné a
zmatené francouzské ponorky? Nejde zde o
podvédomou sublimaci otce v torpédo? Nebo jde o
odplatu za frustrujici stradani béhem jeho pobytu v
Parizi?

could not get any lower. He could. His ugly Big Glass (A
Bride Undressed by Her Lovers, God forbid) about which
we are forced to study surpasses even the pissoir in its
obscenity.
It is thus no wonder that I, too, may flout on such pillars
by committing a nuisance that | was rightfully prosecuted
for.

1991
Bohumil Kubista

His life, like the life of every genuine artist, was basically
a conflicted one. Kubista’'s work was organically rooted in
the antagonism between the industrial characteristics of
developing narrow-minded Czech society at the turn of
the 20th century and the ideal world of pure art. His work
illustrates the misunderstanding of an artist who, without
compromise, follows his artistic ideals, clinging to them
with the might and passion of a tick. Misunderstanding
was his daily bread, not very nutritious.

In this light, the uncomprehending response by Czech
society to his seemingly pro-Austrian act. Yes, | mean the
legendary sinking of a French submarine in the final days
of WWI’s Dalmatian coastal war. Let’s put ourselves in his
shoes: Kubista is standing at the command post of a
destroyer where he was driven by existential necessity
and hunger. He is looking at the curvy body of the French
sub. The sun is setting. He needs to make a decision.
One of the many he has had to make so far. He
commands briskly: "Torpeden! Schnell...!” Two tubes filled
with explosives shoot out of his ship, creating a long white
wake like the whip tail of a sperm. Where did this desire
to penetrate the solid armor of the buoyant and confused
French submarine come from? Isn’t this a subconscious
sublimation of the father as a torpedo? Or is it a revenge
for the frustrating suffering he endured during his stay in
Paris?



Nabizi se v8ak i jiné FfeSeni: potopeni ponorky a
zahuba ¢lenu jeji posadky byla holdem italskému
futurismu. KubiSta se b&hem vojenské sluzby nemohl
pfilis umélecky realizovat a nutno vzit v ivahu, Ze krom

nékolika drobnych oleju se z tohoto obdobi zachoval
pouze tento bfitky happening.
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There might be another solution: sinking the submarine

and killing the crew was homage to Italian futurism.
KubiSta could not practice his art during his military
service, and it should be noted that, except for a few

minor oil paintings, only this poignant occurrence was
preserved.



Sedime ve vlaku na Slovensko. Vezeme dolare. Je to
ostatné docela zjevné, jsou asi metr a pul dlouhé.
Jedeme az tam, kde konci koleje, jedeme na konec
svéta. Pfesnéji: do Muzea Andy Warhola

v Medzilaborcich. Instalace: leSeni je asi jenom devét

pospojovanych trubek do vysky &tyf metri. Tam nelezu.

Pfed nasi ubytovnou sedi dva cikani. Maji barvu pleti
shodnou s odstinem jejich lahvacl. Na pokoji jsou
plakaty ukrajinskych rockovych skupin. Exotika.
Vernisaz: zvlastni vlak do Medzilaborcl je jeden

z nejvétsich mejdan(i, co pamatuju. Nikde se nestavi,
furt se jede. Rano se probouzim v prazdném kupé.
Zvenku na okno jedouciho vlaku [Tuka Borek.

Jak jsem délal dolary

Nejdfive jsem si opatfil pravy americky dolar. Pozorné
jsem si ho prohlédl a zjistil jsem, ze by bylo velmi
pékné ho udélat trojrozmérny — jako sochu. Na
pracovnim stole jsem si pfipravil Spachtli, sochafské

ocko, devadesat kilo hliny, ostry ndz a tficet tisic korun.

To je vSechno, co budeme k vyrobé dolart potfebovat.
Nejdfive jsem z tlustého dratu vyrobil zakladni
konstrukci, kterou jsem potom oplacal hlinou, do které

jsem vymodeloval dolar ve formé reliéfu v poméru 1:47.

Protoze mi to zabralo dva dny a prace mé uz trochu
prestala bavit, zac¢al jsem hledat, kdo by to dodélal. To

\

We are sitting in a train on our way to Slovakia. We carry

dollars. It's pretty obvious, anyway, since they are about
one a half meters long. We go all the way to the end of
the tracks, we go to the end of the world. Precisely: the
Andy Warhol Museum in Medzilaborce. Installation: the
scaffolding is comprised of only nine connected pipes
reaching up to four meters. There’'s no way I'm climbing
up there. Two gypsies sit in front of our dormitory. The
color of their skin is identical to the color of their beer
bottles. The rooms are decorated with posters of
Ukrainian rock bands. Exotic. The opening: the special
train to Medzilaborce is one of the biggest parties I've
been to. There is no stopping, the train keeps on going. |
wake up in the morning in an empty compartment. Borek
is banging on the window of the still moving train from the
outside.

How | Made My Dollars

First | got myself a real American dollar. | studied it
closely and found out that it would be very nice to make it
three dimensional—like a statue. | prepared a palette
knife, sculpting eye, ninety kilos of clay, a sharp knife and
30,000 crowns. That’s all you need to make your own
dollar. First | made a basic design out of thick wire which |
then mounted with clay. | then carved the dollar into the
clay as a relief at a ratio of 1:47. As this work took two
days and | started to get a little bored with it, | began
looking for somebody who would finish it for me. |
managed to find a person to make ten fiber glass casts of



odvezl do Medzilaborct do Muzea Andy Warhola.
Hotové odlitky domalujeme ¢ernou a stfibrnou barvou,
aby byly hezg&i. Hotové dolary povésime do pruvanu,
aby se hezky houpaly. Dame ovSem pozor, aby na
nékoho nespadly a nepokazily mu tak umélecky
zazitek.

Uméni a femesla 4/92

Na zacatku jsem mél pochyby. Teda ten tank mné
pochopitelné rozcCiloval, ale s tim natfenim jsem si
nebyl jisty. Musi se to asi prosté zkusit.

Nakonec se dalo dohromady asi patnact lidi. Vybrali
jsme si patou hodinu ranni kdy bude klid. Pro jistotu
piSu dva doporudujici a povolovaci dopisy, jeden

z magistratu a druhy z FAMU, jako ze tam toCime film.
Prespavaji u mne Filip a Hynek, jinak by se z jejich
periferie rano k tanku nedostali. Vstavame strasné
brzo, je tma, Hynek se nakonec rozhodl nikam nejit. Na
tramvajové zastavce stejné zjiS[lujeme, ze nejlepsi
bude jit z Dejvic na Smichov p&sky.

Je nas tolik, Ze se na podstavec skoro ani nevejdeme.
Natirani jde kupodivu strasné rychle, jediny problém
jsou pasy.

Po chvili pfijizdi policie. Jsou podezfivavi a my taky.
Dostavaji nase faleSny papiry, chtéji jes$té ob&anky. Nic
jim nedam. Policajti z auta nékam telefonuji, vdechno
to trva hrozné dlouho. Pak nam vynadaji, ze jsme
nataceni neohlasili dopfedu. Délame blby a slibujeme,
Ze pfisté uz vSechno urcité dopfedu nahlasime. Rychle
zaplatujeme posledni zbytky zelené na pasech a
mizime. Nasedame do auta, jsem nervézni, ale David
jesté vybiha ven a cely pomnik podepisuje. Kone¢né
pryc.

Jedeme se umyt ke kamaradovi, jsme celi rGzovi a
zapatlame mu predsin. Jsme v euforii. David trva na
tom, Ze zpatky pojedeme kolem pomniku, i kdyz se
bojime, Ze to tam bude obSancované policii. Skute¢né
jedeme kolem, tank v dennim svétle zafi rizovou
barvou.

Odpoledne v Bfevnové. Konec¢né se na chvili
zastavujeme, adrenalin pomalu opadava. Sviti slunce,
je ticho.

Vecler se divame na televizi. Je to jako sprcha. Ve
zpravach mluvi o vandalech. Neni snad vidét, Ze je to
uméni? Neni to dokonce podepsany? Nevime, co dal.
Od pfistiho dne se rozjizdi kampari. PiSu prohlaseni a
odnasim ho do Radia 1. Chceme vysvétlit, Ze nejsme
vandalové, Ze je to uméni. Pak taky pidu do CTK,
formulace se méni, ale obsah je stejny. David se radSi

Medzilaborce to the Andy Warhol Museum. The casts are
finished off with black and silver paint to look nicer. The
completed dollars are best hanging in a draught so they
can swing freely. One, however, has to make sure they
don’t fall on somebody, spoiling the person’s artistic
experience.

Umeni a Remesla magazine, iss. 4/92

At first | had my doubts. The tank was naturally steaming
me up, but | really wasn’t sure about painting it. One just
has to try, | guess.

In the end we get about fifteen people together. We
decide for five in the morning while it’s still calm. To make
sure, | write two letters of recommendation and approval,
one from City Hall and the other from FAMU, saying that
we’re shooting a film. Filip and Hynek sleep over at my
place because they wouldn’t be able to make it in from
their homes at the outskirts of Prague this early in the
morning. We get up very early, it’s still dark outside.
Hynek decides not to go anywhere after all. At the tram
stop we figure that it's best to just walk to Smichov from
Dejvice where we were.

There are so many of us that we can hardly fit on the
base. Surprisingly, the painting goes very fast, the only
problem we encounter is the tank’s straps.

Very shortly, the police arrive. They are suspicious, as are
we. We hand them the false documents, they also want to
check our IDs. | don’t give them mine. The policemen
make a call from their car, it's all taking too long. Then
they scold us for not announcing the shoot in advance.
We play dumb and promise that next time we’ll report
everything beforehand. We quickly slap the rest of the
green on the straps and are out of there. We jump in the
car, I’'m nervous but David jumps out again and signs the
monument. We're finally off.

We go and wash up at a friend’s house. We’'re all pink
from the paint, messing up his hall. We’re euphoric. David
insists that we drive by the monument on our way back
even though we're scared that it might have been
cordoned off by the police. We drive by. The tank is pink
and shining color in the daylight. In Brevnoy, in the
afternoon. We can finally relax a bit, adrenaline is seeping
away. The sun is shining, it’s real quiet.

In the evening, we turn on the telly. It’s like a cold shower.
The news reports vandals. Can’t they see that it’s art?
Isn’t it signed? We don’t know what to do next. The next
morning, we start our campaign. | write a statement and
take it to Radio 1. We want to explain that we are not
vandals, that it is art. | also write to Czech News Agency,
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néco pisu nebo telefonuju. Asi po dvou dnech konecné
pofadné venku. Jdeme s Davidem na Malou stranu.
Vs8ude jsou mlady lidi s rGZzovyma stuhama. Na Kampé
nas zastavuje skupinka a chce po nas podepsat petici
obhajujici tank. StraSné nam vynadaiji, kdyz zpoCatku
odmitame. NemUGzou pochopit, Eemu se tak sméjeme.
Kolem tanku je permanentni hyde park. Lidi se hadaji,
obcas se i perou. Pofada se koncert kapel, do toho
pfijdou Rusové k tanku polozit vénec. Na druhé strané
v parku lezi v travé mlady lidi, kolem bé&haji déti.
Najednou je tu pocit strasné silny svobody.

Armada nabarvi tank zase nazeleno, ale pro vétSinu
lidi zdstal rdzovy. Nakonec se domluvi ¢lenové
parlamentu a s vyuzitim své poslanecké imunity jedno
odpoledne tank zase nabarvi narlizovo. David u toho
asistuje, je z toho takovy politicky kabaret. To asi
nemuselo byt.

David se jde sam pfihlasit na policii. Neni den, kdy by
se 0 Ruzovy tank nékdo neotfel v novinach, je to
dokonala metafora doby. AZ je toho moc, aZ si do toho
zacinaji lidi vkladat vyznamy, se kteryma se neda
souhlasit. Medialni vina se prosté neda ukodirovat.

Nakonec se objevujou i ty hloupy turisticky tricka.

David does not show his face much in public. He's on the
lam. | sit at home and keep writing or making phone calls.
After two days, we go out properly. David and | walk over
to Mala Strana. There are young people everywhere
wearing pink ribbons. We come across a group of people
in Kampa who ask us to sign a petition defending the pink
tank. They admonish us when we are at first reluctant to
do so. They can’t understand why we are laughing so
much.

There is a permanent Hyde Park around the tank. People
argue and sometimes they even start fighting. There is a
concert happening when a group of Russians come and
lay down a wreath. Young people are lying around on the
other side of the park, small kids run hither and thither.
Suddenly, there is such a strong feeling of freedom.

The army paints the tank back green again but for the
majority of people it’s still pink. In the end, a group of
deputies from the Federal Parliament assemble, and,
using their immunity, paint the tank back pink again one
afternoon. David assists them, it’s all one huge political




Rozhovor s géniem:

Déti vchazeji do prostorného ateliéru. Nesméle se
rozhliZeji po sochach okolo, ¢ekaji. Mala Maruska nese
kytiCku konvalinek. Rozcuchany David vchazi ze
zadnich dvefi. Krka. Chvili mu trva, nez zaregistruje, ze
tu neni sam.

Déti (sborové): Dobry den!

David (hrouti se do velikého kfesla v rohu mistnosti):
Ahoj déti, rad vas takhle po ranu (zavira oci) vidim.
Copak vas sem pfivedlo?

Maruska: Pfejeme vam vSechno nejlepsSi a hodné
uspéchu v tvorbé (podava kyticku).

Pavlik: Hlavné si chceme povidat o uméni, o tom tanku
a tak.

David: Kdyz uz vas tu mam, tak se u mne hezky
posadte. Pozor na tu flasku, je to pamatka. Uz jste
nékdy byli na navstévé v ateliéru u umélce? Ne? To je
Skoda. Uvidite za par let, tfeba ty, ty vzadu s tou
Cervenou sukni, tebe uz za par let zaénou do takovych
ateliért zvat. Kolik je ti viastné let? No, zacneme od
zacatku. Vite, co je pro umélce nejdllezitéjsi?

Lucka: Podle manifestu Uchvatnych jsou nejdlezit&jsi
penize.

Pavlik: Hlavné, aby byl vodvaz. Motorky a tak. Délat
vSechno to, co se nesmi délat ve Skole. A taky aby se o
umélci hodné psalo v novinach, protoze to ho pak lidi
znaj, a proto to pfece vSechno déla.

Lenka (divka v €ervené sukni): Inspirace?

David: Moment, moment. Pékné postupné. Penize jsou
pochopitelné dalezité. Jimi platim vSechno, co tu kolem
sebe vidite, v8echen ten luxus, ktery potfebuiji k Zivotu
a k praci. A zase za to, co udélam, penize dostavam.
Penize jsou jako krev - ktery umélec ma nejvétsi krevni
obéh, tak je ze vSech nejlepsi. Pak si mize dovolit
koupit i tak krasnou motorku jako mam ja. Dnes mné

v tomhle staté vSichni znaji, pofad se o mné pise,
délaji se mnou rozhovory. Ale nemyslete si, Ze je to
jenom pfijemné. Ja svoiji slavu vlastné pfijal jen kvl
vam. Abychom se tady mohli v klidu sejit a ja vam mohl
vypravét o uméni. A taky abych od vas, za urcitych
okolnosti, pfijal trochu té inspirace.

Maruska: Libi se mi tvoje sochy.

David: To jsem rad. Ale all t& ani nenapadne na né
Sahat!

Pavlik: Urazil bys ji pazoury, vid? (sméje se)

David (vazné): Ja détem neublizuji. Ale nenavidim
bolSeviky a idioty. To jsem pak nemilosrdny. Vas, déti,
jde jesté porad vychovat. | proto jsem natfel ten tank.
To velké dilo jsem nedé&lal jen pro sebe, pro své vlastni

cabaret. Maybe it was too much.

David goes and turns himself in to the police. There’s not
a single day one newspaper or another doesn’'t mention
the pink tank. It's a perfect metaphor for that time. It’s all
too much and people start filling it up with meaning |
cannot agree with. It's simply impossible to control a
media frenzy. In the end, even the stupid tourist T-shirts
appeared.

An interview with a genius:

Children enter a spacious studio. Bashfully, they look at
the statues around them, waiting. Little Mary carries a
bouquet of lilies of the valley. With his hair messed up,
David enters through the back door. He belches. It takes
him a while to notice he is not alone in the studio.
Children (in unison): Hello!

David (collapsing into a huge chair in the corner of the
room): Hi kids, it's nice to see you here this early in the
morning. (Closing his eyes) What brought you here?
Little Mary: We wish you all the best and success in your
work, sir. (She hands him the bouquet)

Little Paul: We came here to talk about art, about the
tank, you know.

David: Well, since you’re here, why don’t you sit down.
Watch out for that bottle, it's a souvenir. Have you ever
visited an artist’s studio? No? What a shame. Maybe in a
few years’ time, you know, you in the back in the red skirt,
maybe they’ll invite you to such studios. How old are you
anyway? OK, let’s take it from the beginning. Do you
know what the most important thing for an artist is?

Lucy: The Stunners manifesto says it's the money.

Little Paul: The whole point is to party hard. | mean, bikes
and stuff. You know, doing the things you’re not allowed to
do at school. And they have to write about you in the
papers a lot, too, because then people start recognizing
you and that’s the whole point.

Lenka (the girl in the red skirt): Inspiration?

David: Wait a minute. Let’s get organized here. Naturally,
money is important. With money, | pay for everything you
see around here, all this luxury | need for my life and
work. And when | make something, | get paid for it again.
Money is like blood—the artist with the biggest blood
stream is better than the rest. Then you can buy a
beautiful bike like | have. Everybody knows me in this
country. | get written about all the time, | have interviews.
But don’t get me wrong, it’s not always pleasant. In fact, |
accepted my fame only because of you. So that we can
get together like this and talk about art. And also, under
the right circumstances, | could be a little bit inspired by
you.

Little Mary: | like your statues.

David: That’s very nice of you. But don’t even think about
touching them!

Little Paul: You'd chop off her arms, wouldn’t you?
(Laughing)

David (seriously): | don’t hurt children. But | do hate
Bolsheviks and idiots. That’s when | get really ruthless.
It’s still possible to bring you kids up. That’s another
reason | painted the tank. | didn’t create that great work of
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potéSeni. Chtél jsem vam pomoci v tom, abyste
pochopili, co to je laska a pravda.

Lucie: Ano, diky tobé to uz vime.

David: Vite ale, co je pro umélce opravdu

ctit praci druhych, méné talentovanych umeélca.
Trpélivé upravovat architekturu Prahy, aby se z ni
jednou stal opravdovy skvost. A hlavné mit pokoru

k vlastnimu uméni, pfijmout jeho velikost a smifit se

s pozici giganta.

Lenka: Jak velkého?

David: Na to se vibec nesmi$ ptat. Na velikosti pry
ostatné nezalezi. Méfitka jsou jediné svazujici. (Chyta
se za Celo, ztlumi hlas) Je to vlastné strasna fehole.
Maruska: Neni ti néco? Chceme ti pomoct, ale nevime
jak.

David: Koukejte vSichni pékné rychle vypadnout,
hovada. No tak honem, honem. Padame!

Déti se jedno pfes druhé tlaci ke dvefim, za chvili za
poslednim zapadnou dvefe a vSude se rozhosti ticho.
David chvili zlistane sedét v kfesle. Pak pomalu
vstane, do jedné ruky vezme Spi¢ak, do druhé kladivo.
Potézka nastroje a zaCne svefepé opracovavat velky
kamen pfed sebou.

Jednoho dne pfiSel dopis ze Znojma, Ze chtéji vystavu.
David z&hy odjizdi na rezidenéni pobyt do Svycarska.
Poprvé v zZivoté ma krasny, obrovsky sochafsky ateliér,
od stropu se vyzyvavé houpa kladka. Zacne tam ale
délat ty miniaturky. Svéfuje se, ze ma eroticky sny o
Kace.

Zmény v méfitku, vSechno bud pfilis velké, nebo pfFilis
malé. Proto, aby se na to dalo podivat upIné jinym
zpusobem. Manipulace s méfitkem jako nastroj.
Nejenom néco ukazat zietelng&ji, ale méfitko jako
samotny vyrazovy prostfedek. Taky prvek konstrukce —
modelovani pfedmétl a situaci pomoci objektu. Sokl.
Obecné pojaty podstavec, ktery ze vS§eho na ném udéla
uméni. Ma 2 x 2 x 2 centimetry nebo metry? Nejde to
poznat. Oboji je spravné. Oboji mize byt spravné.
Natirame JXD na bronzovo. Dé&la ozivlou sochu, Cte
zahajovaci text na vernisaz, ktery potom druhy program
televize odvysila pfesné v okamzik zahajeni vystavy.
Jdeme do hospody, Jifi je jeSté bronzovy. Davida
zrovna vykradli. Jdeme na fizlarnu, bronzovy Jifi
vyjednava s dlstojnikem. Dostavame od policie
obusky, all je pry najdeme a dame jim na drzku.

Ve Znojmé je to snad dosud nejhezgi vystava. Davida
to bavi, zacina se projevovat jeho perfekcionalismus. K
soklikim na podlaze pfidélavame i malické zabradli

z jehel a Cervené nité. Téch jehel je asi 900. Pomaha

David: But do you know what the most important thing of
all is for an artist? Humility! Loving nature! Respecting the
work of other less talented artists. Having patience
changing the architecture of Prague so that it may one
day become a real jewel. And most of all, being humble
towards your own art, accepting its greatness and making
peace with the position of a giant.

Lenka: How big?

David: You should never ask that. Besides, they say that
size doesn’t matter. Scale is limiting. (Holding his head,
lowering his voice.) It’s really a hard lot.

Little Mary: Are you all right? We would like to help you
but we don’t know how.

David: Get the hell out of here right now, you bastards.
C’mon, outta here. Get out!

Children jam the door, climbing over one another. When
the door closes behind the last kid, silence seeps
throughout the room. David continues to sit in his chair for
a moment. Then he slowly gets up, holding a point chisel
in one hand and a hammer in the other. He weighs the
instruments and then savagely hews into the huge stone
in front of him.

One day, a letter comes from Znojmo requesting an
exhibition. Soon afterwards, David leaves for residency in
Switzerland. For the first time in his life, he has his own
studio. A pulley provocatively hangs from the ceiling. He
starts making miniatures there. He confesses erotic
dreams about Kaca.

Changes in scale: everything is either too big or too small.
To enable a completely different perspective on things.
Manipulation with scale as a tool. It’s not just about
showing something more clearly; scale itself becomes a
means of expression. And also a part of construction—
modeling things and situations using objects. A plinth. A
generally conceived plinth that turns everything you place
on it into art. Is it 2x2x2 centimeters or meters? You can’t
tell. Both possibilities are correct. Both possibilities may
be correct. We paint JXD bronze. He impersonates a
statue, come to life, reads an opening speech broadcast
on channel two at the exact moment of the opening the
next day. We go to a pub. Jiri is still bronze. David’s place
was just broken into. We go to the police station, bronze
Jiri negotiates with the officer. The police guys hand us
clubs and tell us to find the bastards and beat them up.
The Znojmo exhibition is perhaps the most beautiful one
so far. David is enjoying himself. His perfectionism starts
to show. We attach tiny railings made of needles and
thread to the midget plinths on the floor. There are about
900 needles. Otto is helping us and everything is working
out fine, we even have enough time for entertainment.
The last place open is the local disco. Fir Jeden Alles.
We drink. | go to the bathroom and as | come back to the
hall through the corridor, some locals are punching up






nam Otto, vSechno klape a je ¢as i na zabavu.
Poslednim otevienym podnikem je mistni disko. Fur
Jeden Alles. Pijeme. Jdu na zachod a kdyz se chodbou
vracim na sal, kolem zrovna né&jaci mistni vyboxovavaji
Davida a Ottu ven. Chvili se pereme, ale je jich vic.
Bouchadi. Nadavame, vracime se na ubytovnu v
pivovare, ani nevime jak. Druhy den se probudime az
ve dvanact. Cely pokoj je vzhlru nohama, pfevraceny
nabytek, ze skfini vypadané archeologické nalezy. Co
se tady délo?

Malost se vejde do dvou krabic. Kdo se na ni chce
podivat, musi lIézt po kolenou. | mistni smetanka se
musi poklonit pfed pravym uménim. Na vernisaz
pfijede autobus z Prahy. Filip doveze pytel travy,
dokonce se ani nic nerozbije a mistni hudebni duo

v obsazeni akordeon, vozembouch je nepfekonatelny.
Nakonec sedime ve vinarné. Naproti nam je Jifi Tichy z
Ateliéru. Tvafi se spokojené. Objedna si obrovsky
steak a k nému hromadu zlatych hranolek. Usmé&je se
na né, polozi si doprostfed nich obli¢ej a usne.

L i e e e L Brick Lane je béhem dne prazdna a pusta. Uprostfed

.=“'Mm=. stoji uz nékolik let zavieny pivovar. Tam ma svoje sidlo

festival EDGE 92. Hrubé odlitky pistoli jsou slozené

v nizkém sklepé. Kdyz je vynasSime ven do tovarni haly,



them. Stud boys. We curse and head back to the dorm at
the brewery, we don’t even know how we get back. The
next day, we wake up at twelve. The entire room is turned
upside down, the furniture is knocked over, archeological
specimens have fallen out of the cabinets. What is going
on here?

Smallness fits into two boxes. People who want to look at
it must crawl their his knees. The local cream have to bow
down to genuine art. A bus from Prague comes to the
opening. Filip brings a bag of pot; surprisingly nothing
gets broken and the local musical duo consisting of an
accordion and a vozembouch (a very strange Czech
musical instrument) are simply unsurpassable. We end up
sitting in a wine bar. Jiri Tichy from Ateliér magazine is
sitting in front of us. He looks satisfied. He orders a huge
steak with a pile of golden French fries. He down smiles
at his food, lowers his head into his plate and falls asleep.

Brick Lane is empty and deserted during the day. A
brewery that has been closed for years sits in the middle.
This is the EDGE 92 festival headquarters. Rough pistol
casts are piled in a basement with a low ceiling. When we

take them out and bring them into the factory hall to finish

them up, the sharp fiberglass cuts our hands.
We are staying in a hotel about half an hour from the







kde je budeme dodélavat, rozfezeme si ruce od

nezabrousSeného laminatu.

Bydlime v hotelu asi pll hodiny od pivovaru. Chodime
kazdy den pésky. Kapesné nam staci tak akorat na
ranni housku, smazenou rybu k obédu, vecer jenom
jedno pivo, ale tady je stejné néjak silngjsi. K praci
dostavame G blok, velkou a prazdnou tovarni halu.
Pistole se musi obrousit, zakytovat, pfidélat na né
nohy, kfidla, vymyslet systém, aby byly samostojné.
Nemame vhodny material, a tak nenapadné
rozebirame vnitfni zafizeni tovarny. Velkou ruku
délame venku.

V hotelovém pokoji se bavime vytvarenim drobnych
instalaci ur€enych pro uklize€ky: rozeviena bible
zalozena revolverem, rozbruSovacka, Arnold, hromady
Spiny. Prace jde strasné pomalu.

Do toho cesta do Madridu. Jsme poprvé tak daleko na
jihu. Je stradné prace, ale vSichni drzi siestu. V8echno
je mafana, coz rozhodné neni druhy den, ale vzdalena
a neurcita budoucnost. Ve€er Davidovi rupnou nervy a

barely enough to buy us some bread in the morning, fish
and chips for lunch and one beer in the evening, but the
beer is stronger here anyway. We were allotted Block G
as our working space, a gigantic and empty factory hall.
We have to abrade the pistols, attach legs and wings and
figure out a way to stand them up. We don’t have the right
material, though, so we surreptitiously dismantle the
equipment in the factory. We make the big hand outside.
Back in the hotel we amuse ourselves by making mini
installations for the cleaning ladies: an open bible
bookmarked with a gun, a grinder, Arnold, piles of dirt.
The work is going very slowly.

We have to go to Madrid in the middle of it. This is the
first time we go so far south. We have tons of work to do,
but everybody is taking a siesta. Everything is manana
which is definitely not the next day but some distant and
vague future. David explodes in the evening and starts
bossing around Jimmy Durham who is, with the stoic
composure of an Indian, watching him as he vainly
searches for a drill.

David comes back shoeless from the opening in Madrid.
He completely lost everything, and it was a miracle he
didn’t lose his passport. The money is gone as well. He
was beaten up by a bouncer. He looks terrible but claims
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zacne sekyrovat i Jimmyho Durhama, ktery s klidem
indiana sleduje jeho marnou snahu zajistit si vrtacku.
Z vernisaze v Madridu se David vraci bez bot. V8echno
ztratil, jako zazrakem mu zustal jenom pas. Penize
jsou taky pry€. Dostal od né&jakyho vyhazovace na
drzku, vypada stradné, ale tvrdi, Ze to stalo za to.

Déla se plakat, vyhlaska ke Dni zabijeni. Rozvésuje se
to po celé C&tvrti. Zrovna tady fadil pred sto lety Jack
Rozparova€. Dneska jsou tu vSude Indové a napisy na
zdech: Smrt Rushdiemu! Plakat tu pochopitelné plsobi
uplné jinak, nez jak by zapUsobil v Praze. Tady je to

We’re making a poster—a declaration for The Day of
Killing. We paste it up around the entire neighborhood.
This is where Jack the Ripper was running around a
hundred years back. There’s Indians everywhere now and
signs reading "Death for Rushdie!” Naturally, the poster
has a completely different effect here than it would have
had in Prague. This is the real thing. Scotland Yard starts
nosing around and the EDGE people give up in the end. If
the new British art is proof of perfect art management,
then the EDGE is completely the opposite. Before the
exhibition is scheduled to open, the entire company goes
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Yard a EDGE nakonec vycouva. Jestli bylo nové britské

uméni dikazem dokonalého uméleckého
managementu, pak je EDGE pravy opak. Jesté pred
vernisazi cela spolecnost zbankrotuje. Nakonec ani
nejsou penize na to, aby se nékteré ze soch rozvezly
na jejich mista, zGstavaji v G bloku. Ty, co se na svoje
mista nakonec dostanou, jsou b&hem nékolika hodit
zniCeny mistnimi détmi. | ty pistole na zahradé& kostela.
David se s Brity bohuzel minul.

PFiprava vystavy ve Spalovce trvala skoro rok. David
ma od zacatku jasny koncept, i kdyz uvazuje i o
moznosti udélat tam normalni klasicky obchod.
Jmenovalo by se to “Prodej”. Nakonec to pfece jenom
bude uméni. David mékne. Ve sklepé Malost, v pfizemi
Kity a Hrbitov, nahofe Pistole. Ty kity si David sam
modeluje, nejdiiv udéla normalni realistickou sochu
podle modelu do hliny, stylové trochu takovej
socialistickej realismus. Ty se potom odlejou a
rozfezou do jednotlivych kusu, které se potom zavési
do ramecku. Ke kitiim stoji jako model kamaradi. Rock
Star, Jezi$ Kristus, Adam a Eva. Znasilnéna je potom
Markéta. Tenhle kit vybocuje a asi nefika o Davidovi a
jeho vztahu k Zenam nic hezkého. Asi jich bylo
vymysleno jesté vic, ale to uz si nepamatuju. V kitech

the statues to be delivered to another place and they
remain in the Block G. The ones that make it to their new
locations are within destroyed by local kids within a few
hours. Including the guns in the church garden.
Unfortunately, David fails to meet the British.

Preparations for the Spala Gallery exhibition take almost
a year. David has a clear concept right from the start,
even though he’s also considering making a classic,
ordinary shop in the space. It would be called "Sale.” In
the end, he chooses art. David chickens out. The
basement is occupied by Smallness. Kits and Cemetery
are on the ground floor and Pistols are up on the first
floor. David modeled the kits himself, first making a
standard, realistic clay statue from a model; it's a bit like
Socialist realism in style. He then casts them and cuts
them into individual parts, which he inserts into frames.
His friends stand as models for the kits. Rock Star, Jesus
Christ, Adam and Eve. Markéta is the Raped Woman.
This kit is going a bit beyond the pale and says nothing
good about David’s relationship with women. He might
have even come up with several other versions, but |
don’t remember any more. His love of playing with scale
is a feature of the kits, as is an attack on classic art and
enough space for various mutations and permutations for



se objevuje oblibena hra s méfitkem, utok na klasické
uméni, i prostor pro rlizné mutace a permutace
jednoho namétu na mnoho let dopredu.

Z vojenského muzea si David vypUjéi automaty na
vyklad. Po vhozeni mince se v ¢esting, anglictiné a
némdciné ozve komentar k vystave, ktery mam na
starosti ja. Némcina je ze vSeho nejlepSi. Ve zbylém
automatu je pouzit pasek s némdéinou pozpatku, to taky
nezni Spatné. Vystava ma ohlas. Spousta lidi asi
nevéfila, Ze ten chuligan, co natfel tank, bude umét
taky néco jiného. Navstévnost je rekordni. Nékdo
odnaproti si stézuje na hluk. Pistole jsou totiz slySet az

tam. Prodavag listk(i ve Spalovce je ale sefve a vyhodi.

Prosté nerozuméji uméni.

Pfijde novinarka odnékud z Danska. David ji namluvi,
ze skladacka JeziSe Krista vznikla na zakladé
objednavky katolické cirkve, protoze spousta mistnich
kostell je po komunismu Uplné vybrakovana. Danka
moc neveéri. “Kdo by je v téch kostelich skladal
dohromady?” David vysvétluje, jak se 40 let
komunismu zaslouZilo o manualni zruénost mistnich
farara.

Z katalogu Uméli:

Uméla

hmota jako
eldman Gallery NY nahradni
R. Feldman Fine Arts, New York, .

material

muze byt

the exhibition in Czech, English and German. | have to
write the text. German is the best. The last vending
machine issues a tape in backwards German, which
doesn’t sound that bad either. There’s a great response to
the exhibition. Lots of people perhaps did not believe that
the hooligan who had painted the tank pink could do
anything else. The number of visitors breaks all records.
Some people living across the street complain about the
noise. The guns can be heard all the way out there. The
guy who sells tickets at épélova, however, scorns them
and kicks them out again. They just don’t understand art.
A journalist from Denmark shows up. David fabricates a
story. The Jesus Christ kit was commissioned by the
Catholic church because many local churches were entirely
looted during Communism. The Danish woman does not
quite believe him "Who would put these together in the
churches?” David goes on, explaining that forty years of
Communism has help local priest become manually skilled.

From the brochure of The ARTifical

Plastic can be made into everything, replicas and models
of real things which already exist. We know these models
from our childhood: small boys running through the




pouzita na vyrobu ¢ehokoliv, umélych replik skutecnych

predmétll, modell existujiciho. Nejvice se s timto
nahrazovanim skute¢ného setkavame jiz jako déti.
Chlapci pobihaji po ulicich a stfili po sobé
z plastikovych pistolek, slepuji si letadélka, vojacky. Nic
nepotési holCicku tak, jako panenka z umélé hmoty.
Ve je hra, pfiprava na skute¢na zivot. Tajemné a
mysteridzni lisy v tovarnach vstfikuji horky plastik do
pfipravenych forem jako boZské semeno.
Instantni sochy, pfipravené v rameccich na své
zkompletovani a oziveni, jsou v8ak trochu podivné
hracky pro dospélé. Vzdy(l vSichni tak trochu véfime, Ze
umeéni neni jen hrou, je nécim pfece jenom vic. Na toto
prani se nam od autora dostava jen jeho typického
c¢erného usklebku. Sochy jsou prezentovany nejen jako
produkty tovarni vyroby, ale také jako zbozi uréené
k prodeji a k tomuto ucelu je vybavené vSemi
komer&nimi atributy.
David Cerny se ve svych projektech vzdy zabyva
sebereflexi uméni jako takového. Jeho vefejné akce,
instalace a objekty jsou komponovany peclivé jako
intermedialni podivana s nejriiznéjSimi pfesahy. Uméni
vystrkuje rizky ze své ulity a vyplazuje pekelnické
jazycky.

1993

streets shooting at each other with plastic guns. Little girls
cuddling and cooing over a baby-doll made from plastic.
Everything is just a game, a preparation for real life.
Mysterious machines in toy factories are ejaculating hot
plastic into casts, creating form, like the sperm of God.
The instant sculpture kits, prepared in frames ready to be
completed and brought to life, are a kind of weird toy for
adults. Weird because each of us vainly believes that art
is something more than just a game. These sculptures
represent not only the results of factory mass production,
but have all the attributes of a commercial product: they
are for sale.
All of David Cerny’s actions, installations and objects are
composed as something between theater and visual art,
not just art for art’s sake but art about art, art that can
look at itself and past itself. Art is peering from its shell
and sticking out its tongue from hell.

1993

We travel to America for the first time together. Even
though we’re flying, the whole journey takes almost a
week, like a voyage. Strikes, canceled flights. It's getting
on our nerves and David really blows in the end. We don’t
speak to each other for about two days. We visit Meda
Mladek in Washington. She opens the entrance door and



Do Ameriky cestujeme poprvé spolu. | kdyz letime,
cesta nakonec trva snad tyden, skoro jako lodi. Stavky,
zru$ené lety, je to na nervy a Davidovi nakonec
doopravdy povoli. Nemluvime pak spolu asi dva dny.
Jsme na navstévé u Medy MIadek ve Washingtonu.
Otevrela vstupni dvefe a hned v pfedsini Kupka. VSude
jsou psi a ko€ky, na tlustych kobercich jsou podivné
tmavé skvrny. Asi vino. Mladkova pofad mluvi. O sobé.
Neda se to moc dlouho vydrzet. V New Yorku je skvéle.
David jednou rano otevfe dvefe a pfed sebou vidi Lou
Reeda a Laurie Anderson, jak sesedaji s kola. Ted uz
snad chybi jenom potkat Warhola v samoobsluze na
rohu.

Bydlime na opac¢nych koncich mésta. Hledani bytu.
Ceska mafie. David dostane od Jaroslava Andéla
postel. PUjc¢ujeme si kole¢ka na vozeni popelnic a
st&hujeme ji tak po ulicich. Kole¢ka ten blbec David
pochopitelné nevrati, nékdo je ukradne a Andél je po
pravu namichnutej. Shanim praci. Ateliéry v P.S.1

v Clocktoweru jsou jako sen, David ho ma skoro ze
vSech nejvétsi. Cely dim je dlouhy a placaty
mrakodrap, tak stary, Ze je v ném jesté pomérné
honosné schodisté. Dole v budové je soud pro
mladistvé delikventy, nahofe na pudé ateliéry. Je to tam
spi$ jako ve sklepé. Akorat ze jde vylézt do véze, kde
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Perhaps wine. Mladek keeps on talking. About herself.

We can’t stand it for too long. New York is great, though.
One morning, David opens the door and sees Lour Reed
and Laurie Anderson getting off their bikes. Now, all that’s
left is meeting Andy Warhol in a supermarket round the

corner.

We live in opposite parts of the city. Looking for
apartments. Czech mafia. David is offered a bed by
Jaroslav Andel. We borrow wheels for garbage cans and
we cruise around the streets. That idiot David of course
forgets to return the wheels, somebody steals them and
Andel gets rightfully angry. I’'m looking for a job. The P.S.1
studios at Clocktower are like a dream, David has
perhaps the biggest one. The building is this long and flat
skyscraper, so old that it still has a rather luxurious
staircase. On the ground floor there is a courtyard for
juvenile delinquents and studios up in the attic. But they
look more like basements. You can climb up to the tower
which has a big clock mechanism. The view is brilliant.
David takes a long time to arrange things in the studio,
getting all the tools together. He spends hours and hours
in Plastic Land, or Industrial Plastic where you can find
just about anything, really anything that can be made out
of plastic. He’s working but it's all taking a long time. The
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Davidovi strasné dlouho trva zafidit se, dat dohromady

vSechno néfadi. Dlouhé hodiny travi v Plastic Landu,
teda v Industrial Plastic, kde maiji vSechno, ale opravdu
v8echno, co jde z umélé hmoty vyrobit. Pracuje, ale
v8echno trva néjak dlouho. Taky mésto je tak velké a
tak rozdilné, Zze ho nejde tak snadno oslovit jednim
jazykem a jednim podobenstvim tak jako s tankem
nebo trabantem. Je tu tolik bizarnosti, Ze se vedle toho
prosté nejde tak snadno uplatnit. A pak ty galerie tady,
neni tézké zacit vazné nenavidét cely umélecky
provoz. To, co bylo v nasi nezrealizované brozurce pro
zacCinajici umeélce mysleno jako sranda, je tady vic nez
realita. A podobnych broZurek maji dokonce ve
specializovanych knihkupectvich hned nékolik.
Sebelepsi uméni v komerénich galeriich vypada jako
zbozi a i forky na toto téma jsou vSechny dost vycpélé.
O co tady usilovat? NejvétSi umélecky zazitek je
muzeum letectvi na letadlové lodi blizko 36 ulice.
Stihacky jsou nazivo prosté fantastické.

address with one language and one parable, as was the
case with the tank or the Trabant. There are so many
bizarre things that it gets very difficult to get your
message across here. Then all the galleries, it really is
pretty easy to start seriously hating the entire art
operation. What was meant as a joke in our unrealized
brochure for beginning artists, is more than reality here.
They even have a whole range of these kinds of
brochures in specialized bookstores. However good the
art is, it still looks like goods in commercial galleries, and
jokes on this topic are all pretty stale. What is there to
strive for here? The biggest artistic experience is the
Aviation Museum on an aircraft carrier close to 36th
Street. Seeing air-fighters live is just plain fantastic.

| didn’t see the exhibition at Feldman. It's the kits from
Prague. In the meantime Jen and | rent a basement
apartment with a safe on Bleecker Street. The ceilings are
about 180 cm high, the floor is made of clay. We dig down






Vystavu u Feldmana jsem nevidél. Jsou to skladacky
z Prahy. Mezitim si s Jen pronajimame sklepni byt se
sejfem na Bleecker Street. Vys$ka stropu je asi 180 cm,
misto podlahy hlina a tak kopeme doll o pal metru a
lejeme beton. VSichni pomahaji. Vystava
vychodoevropského v MCA Chicago. David poprvé
navrhuje obrovska miminka na fasadu. Je rok 1995.
Miminko se do ateliéru vejde jen o chlup, pomaha

s nim Jirka Ko¢i. Nakonec ho ¢astecné délaji podle
fotek Cerstvé narozeného ditéte Petra Syse. Jedu do
Chicaga nékolik tydnl po zahajeni vystavy na
panelovou diskusi o vychodoevropském uméni. David
tu po sobé nechal nejenom to obrovité batole, které
neni venku ale stoji jen tak v interiéru, ale i smutné
vypadajici holku z muzea, kterou tam béhem instalace
vytrvale Sukal.

V Clocktoweru jsem jesté stacil stat modelem k Fitness
Centru. Teda spi$ mUj zadek. Pro zavérecnou vystavu
v P.S.1 David zvétSuje dvé figurky z Malosti do Zivotni
velikosti. Polepi je Cervenym sametem, na bilém
pozadi vypadaji jako pocitacova konstrukce. Shanénim
toho pravého sametu travi nékolik dni. Pro¢ ne, kdyz je
z ¢eho vybirat. Navrh se stihackou tu asi nepUjde

.
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lending a hand. The Exhibition of Eastern European Art in
MCA Chicago. It’s the first time David designs giant
babies for a facade. It's 1995. The baby barely fits into
the studio, Jirka Koci is helping out. They end up making
it according to photographs of Petr Sys’ newly born baby.
| go to Chicago a few weeks after the exhibition opened to
take part in a panel on Eastern European art. The only
thing that David leaves behind him is the gigantic toddler,
which is not outside but just standing in the interior and a
sad-looking woman from the museum whom he
continually fucked while installing the piece.

In Clocktower, | somehow manage to become a model for
the fitness center. Or rather, my behind does. For the
closing exhibition at P.S.1, David enlarges two figures
from Smallness to life-size. He pastes red velvet on them;
on a white background they look like a computer creation.
He spends several days looking for the right velvet. Why
not, since there’s so much to choose from. The air-fighter
idea is probably not going to be realized. There are a few
friends here, after all. Yin, a Korean, also comes to P.S.1.
Building huge projections and moving machines,
practicing t'ai chi. He’s got a very Czech sense of humor
and irony. Komar and Melamid also like David, in 1996



chodi Korejec Jin, ktery buduje obrovské promitaci a
pohyblivé pristroje, cvici taichi a ma velice ¢esky smysl
pro humor a ironii. Davida si také oblibili Komar

s Melamidem, v roce 1996 ho pozvali na vystavu, ktera
se uskute¢ni v Iété roku 2001.

PFisti rok do Whitney Programu uz David moc nechodi.

Ukazuje se, Ze to neni jeho zpUsob uvazovani o umeéni.

Pfedna$eji tam samé hvézdy, ale na samotném uméni
ucastnikl to neni moc vidét. Je to spis$ hrliza. Prvni, co
v kolektivistické naladé salonnich levicakd David udéla,
je to, Ze si svoji kéji slouzici za ateliér od ostatnich
oddéli dvefmi. VSichni jsou nastvani a David ani moc
nedéla. Nema pro¢. Na zavéreCné vystavé na zed
povési Znasilnénou, protoze vi, Ze je to pro atmosféru
programu zcela nepfijatelné dilo. Tvrdi, Ze je to
inspirovano Duchampovym Etant Donnés. Pak jesté
udéla dalsi ze svych nevyfotitelnych blbustek —
vyklenek mistnosti pfehradil dfevénou sté&nou, do které
namontoval nékolik kukatek jako do dvefi. Kdyz se
nékdo do kukatka podival, uvidél vyklenek, ve kterém
byla naprosto neuvéfitelna zmér absurdnich pfedmétd.

2001.

David doesn’t attend the Whitney Program very often the
following year. It turns out that it is not his way of thinking
about art. The lectures are taught by stars, but you can’t
really tell from the actual art of the participants. It's pretty
awful. The first thing David does in this collectivist
atmosphere of parlor leftists is isolate his cubicle, which is
also serving as a studio, from the other by a door.
Everybody is mad and David doesn’t care all that much.
Why should he. For the closing exhibition, he hangs
Raped Woman on the wall knowing that it is a completely
unacceptable piece for the atmosphere of the program.
He claims it was inspired by Duchamp’s Etant Donnés.
He then makes another of his little things that are
impossible to take pictures of. He blocked off an open
embrasure in the room with a wooden board into which he
drilled a few peepholes. When you looked through the
peephole, you could see an absolutely unbelievable
clutter of absurd objects. There were even more
unbelievable but completely different objects through
another peephole in the same embrasure, as if the

peephole led to another world that, however, could not
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V dalSim kukatku byl stejny vyklenek, predméty jesté
neuvefitelngjsi, ale hlavné uplné jiné, jako by kazdé
kukatko vedlo do jiného svéta, ktery se ale fyzicky
nemohl do malého vyklenku vejit. VSe je asi jenom
zdani.

Damy a panové!

Jmenuiji se David Cerny. Dovolte mi, abych ve svém
pfispévku kratce shrnul pojeti uméni, ke kterému mné
pfivedl muj inspirativni pobyt ve Whitney

Museum Independent Study Programu. Uvédomil jsem
si, ze uméni nejde vyvazat z jeho sociokulturni
determinovanosti. Vzdorovat cich mas a navazovat na
pokrokové tradice uméni, které svoji individualistickou
svobodu dokazalo obé&tovat na oltar revoluce. Neni
také mozné donekoneéna obchazet pohlavi, nebo
kolem néj jen tak preSlapovat. Je dulezité subverzivné
zachycovat realitu dnesSnich antimonopolnich boj,
Phillip Morris na to da grant. Jenom mné z toho,

prosim, napfisté vynechte.

Neni diivod ani chull v Americe zUstavat. V Cechéach je

possibly fit into the small embrasure. Everything is only

an illusion.

Ladies and Gentlemen!

My name is David Cerny. Allow me to shortly sum up the
concept of art that the Whitney Museum Independent
Study Program inspired in me. | realized that art can not
be taken out of its social and culture determination.
International capital can only be opposed when
addressing the problems of the working masses and
continuing the progressive traditions of art which only
achieved to sacrifice individual freedom on the altar of
revolution. It is also impossible to endlessly evade gender
issues or merely hint at them. It is necessary to
subversively capture the reality of today’s anti-monopoly
struggles. Philip Morris will fund it. | would like to ask you
one favor, though, just leave me out of this next time.

There is no reason and desire to stay in America. There
are also a few exhibitions back in the Czech Repubilic.
The Melnik Confluence is this three-dimensional drawing
that makes sense only on this one particular terrace of



kresba, ktera dava smysl pravé jenom na té jedné
terase zamku nad fekou. A taky pravé v tomhle
momentu vlastniho Davidova zZivota.

Soutok

Ulehneme na delsi, nerozdvojenou ¢ast objektu. Na
protéjs§i strany se umisti soutoCnici, samozfejmé
opacného pohlavi. V rdmci zjednodu$eni je lépe,
odloZi-li vSichni ucastnici odév jesté pfed zaujetim
pozice. V tento moment gestikulaci, popfipadé
verbalné, vyzveme jednoho z protileZicich. A pak jiz
snadnym posunem vpred po polstrovani dopravime své
télo do stfedni ¢asti vyrobku, kde s vybranym
partnerem provedeme soutok. Vzhledem k tomu, Ze

k soutoku je striktné vyhrazena pouze stredni ¢ast, se
po dokoncéeni posuneme do vychozi pozice. Cely
cyklus miazeme opakovat, co nam sily staci.

Povrch je lehce omyvatelny, pouzivame pouze Cisticich
prostredkt anorganického charakteru.

1995

Umeéni se da nastésti délat i po telefonu. Pro Davida je
asi dost typické, Ze na vystavu novych médii udéla
Mrchy, véc, kterou vlastné nikdo nikdy neuvidi. Staéi se
k ni pfiblizit, uvidét odlesk monitort a vSechno

najednou zhasne. Uméni je jeden z nejlepSich

particular moment.

Confluence

We lie down on the longer, unsplit part of the object.
Confluents, naturally of the opposite sex, are placed on
opposite sides. So that the event runs more smoothly, it is
better if everybody takes their clothes off before assuming
position. At this moment, we gesture to one of the
confluents lying opposite us. Verbal communication is
optional. With a simple shift forward on the upholstery, we
transport our bodies to the middle part of the product
where we perform confluence with the selected partner.
With respect to the rule that only the middle part is
reserved for confluence, we return to the initial position
after the confluence is finished. The entire cycle may be
repeated as long as our energy holds up.

The surface is easy to wash, only organic detergents are
used.
1995

Fortunately, art can also be made over the phone.
Perhaps it is quite typical for David to make Beasts for the







prostfedkl urazky druhych. Proces pozorovani uméni
pro néj byl vzdycky ze vSeho nejzajimavé;jsi. Tady to
mulze znamenat i oddalovani mozného zklamani

z toho, jak to sou¢asné umeéni vlastné vypada. LepSi
nic nevidét. A nejlepsi je si uvédomit, Ze bez toho, aniz
by vstupovalo do interakce s divakem, uméni vliastné
neexistuje.

Mrchy

Jsou v pfesile, neni o tom pochyb, tak tedy mala
odvykaci kdra. A nebo je to jenom porucha? Jaka je
vlastné sila vizualni informace, ktera nedosahne svého
adreséta? Zije svym autonomnim Zivotem? Neni to
jaksi nepatri¢né pfrijit domt a zapnout si sochu? Mnozi
se jak houby po desti.

1996

D: Tak mi volal ten ¢lrak Dostal.

T: A?

D: Chce abych néco dal na tu vystavu ve vile.

T: Na to se vysere§, ne?

D: Dam tam asi toho viselce.

T: PocCkej az bude$ mit i ty ostatni, celej cyklus, Freud
plave v bazénu, Kafka, Wittgenstein, co tam bylo dal?
D: Visel by tam do ty tramvajovy drahy.

T: Aby to nebyl konec, aby z toho nakonec nezbyla jen
ta jedna socha.

D: Ne to ne, klid.

T: A vi§, Ze takhle viibec visici ¢lovék nevypada?

D: Co blbnes, vzdy( je to podle modelu.

T: A nestéal ten model nahodou na zemi?

D: Pockej jaky z toho budou krasny fotky.

(P.S. Fotky z toho krasny jsou, dokonce i nékolik
dokumentarnich filmd. Cyklus se pochopitelné nekonal
a tu sochu strasné zkritizoval Kurt Gebauer.)

Davida nebavi délat uméni jen tak samo pro sebe.
Nedéla u sebe v ateliéru jednu véc za druhou, a pak se
z toho néco vybere a vystavi. Zajima ho reakce lidi,
zajima ho vystavovat za urc€itych podminek, nebo jesté
Iépe délat néco pfimo ve mésté, na ulici. Chce budit
reakce a umi to, proto se o ném tak ¢asto piSe

v novinach. Proto ho zajima film, protoZe tam je
napojeni na divaka dopfedu jasné, divak pfijde s tim,

new media exhibition, a thing that nobody will actually be
able to see. You approach it, see the reflection of
monitors and all of a sudden it turns itself off. Art is one of
the best ways to insult somebody. The process of
observing art has always been the most interesting thing
for him. This piece here could also be talking about the
delay of the possible disappointment you feel from what
contemporary art actually looks like. It's better not to see
anything. And it is best to realize that art in fact can not
exist without interaction with the viewer.

Beasts

The odds are in their favor, there is no doubt about that;
thus a little detox course. Or is it just a malfunction? What
is the strength of visual information that does not reach its
recipient? Does it live its own autonomous life? Isn’t it a
bit inappropriate to come home and turn on a statue?
They’re like mushrooms after the rain.

1996

D: So, that asshole Dostal called me up.

T: And?

D: He wants me to do something for the exhibition in the
villa.

T: You're not going to fucking do anything, are you?

D: | might put the Hang Man there.

T: Wait until you have the others, too, the whole series,
Freud swimming in the pool, Kafka, Wittgenstein, what
else was there?

D: He'd be hanging down into the tram tracks.

T: You don’t want it to end like this. I'm just worried that
you’d only make this one statue.

D: | wouldn’t do that, just chill.

T: And did you know that a hanging man doesn’t look
anything like this?

D: Come on, | made it according to a model.

T. And was that model by any chance standing on the
ground?

D: You just wait and see what beautiful pictures we'’re
going to take.

{P.S. The pictures really are beautiful. There are even a
few documentary films. The series, naturally, never



Zze bude ve tmé hodinu a pul sledovat platno. Chce

zorchestrovat spoustu prekvapeni pro nahodné lidi,
neobraci se jenom k tém, koho to dopfedu zajima.

Za ten rok, co jsem bydlel v jiném mésté, se David
naucil pracovat s pocitatem. Taky se pustil do filmu,
mozna to ma svoji logiku. Vykradli mu ateliér, sebrali
v8echno véetné Spachtli. Nakonec zbourali i ten dim,
ve kterém ateliér byl. Bydli ted ve sklepnim byté&, ktery
je navic jesté potazeny Cernou latkou. Ma kolem sebe
lidi od filmu, pofad mu nékdo vola na mobil, ktery se
v té tmé a bordelu na podlaze neda najit. Sochu ale
neudélal ani jednu.

Nakonec to skoncilo jako v televiznim serialu. Davida

z toho sklepniho bytu vyhodili a nastéhoval se do
vedlejSiho domu, kde bydlim. Tu motorku jde jen tézko
preslechnout. David se probira starejma kresbama.
Mysli na prostory rdznych galerii, ale néjak to neni ono.
Néboj ma navrh na Staroméstskou radnici. Takovy
jednoduchy metaforicky pfib&h vyjadfeny pomoci
lidskych tél a jejich pohybu. Najednou je tu ale hrozny

happened and Kurt Gebauer trashed the statue terribly.)

David does not enjoy making art only for himself. He
doesn’t make one thing after another, locked in his studio,
and then take a piece and exhibits it. He is interested in
people’s response. He likes to show work under specific
conditions, or even better, to make it directly in the city,
on the streets. He wants to provoke a response and he
knows how to do it, which is he’s so often written about in
the papers. That’s also the reason he’s interested in film.
There is an inherent relationship with the viewer. The
viewer comes knowing that he will watch a screen in total
darkness for an hour and a half. He wants to orchestrate
a lot of surprises for accidental passers-by. He doesn’t
only address those who are interested in it in advance.

During the one year | lived in another city, David learnt
how to use a computer. He also started making films.
Perhaps there is some logic to that. His studio was
burgled, they took everything, including the palette
knives. Ultimately, even the building with his studio was
demolished. He now lives in a basement apartment
covered with black fabric. He’s got all these film people



problém s Urady, nebo to tak aspor vypada. Vzhled
kulturni pamatky nesmi byt naruSen. Co by tomu fekli
lidi? Co kdyz si toho vS§imnou? Proboha! Lidi by na to
dokonce mohli mit nazor! Pfitom je to jeden

z nejutlumenéjsich Davidovych navrhd. Tahanice kolem
trvaji vic nez rok a nic se nakonec neuskutecnilo.
Neni to uz ndhodou konec uméni? Neni uz ¢as
definitivné se zaradit do Soubyznysu? Byt bavi¢, nebo
nebyt bavig, to je otazka! Projekt na biendle do
Benatek tak nevychazel ze sedimentl starych skicaki,
ale je to prosta reakce na sou€asnou situaci v umeéni.

Z projektu na bienale v Benatkach.

S dvacatym stoletim koncéi i néco vic, nez jen
uplynulych sto let vyvoje civilizace, konéi i urcité
chapani uméni. Avantgardni uméni, které na zacatku
stoleti poburovalo své divaky, bylo k smichu, nebo
dokonce znamenalo ddvod k vazné politické Ci
spolecenské perzekuci, se ve vétsiné svéta stalo pro
publikum oblasti akceptované Ihostejnosti. Je nutné
zeptat se, jestli se svét bez Bienale i bez sou¢asného
uméni docela dobre neobejde.

Projekt Davida Cerného vychazi z nazoru, Ze rozdéleny
pavilén Ceské a Slovenské republiky je do budoucnosti
dale neudrzitelny. Autor se proto rozhodl cely pavilén

poskytnout Slovenské strané a svuj projekt realizovat

around him. People keep calling him on his mobile, which
he can’t find in the darkness and all the mess on the floor.
He hasn’t made a single statue.

It all ended like in some TV series. David got kicked out of
the basement apartment and moved into the neighboring
house on my street. It's hard not to hear the motor bike.
David goes through old drawings. He thinks of the spaces
in various galleries but somehow it’s just not it. The
design for the Old Town Hall has a charge about it. It's
such a simple, metaphorical story told using human
bodies and their movements. Official institutions,
however, make things so complicated, or at least they
appear to be. A cultural monument can not be physically
disturbed. What would people say? What if they noticed?
Forchristsake! People might even have their own opinion
about it! And it’s one of David’'s most tame designs. The
hassle lasts for over a year and in the end the project was
not realized.

Isn’t this the end of art? Isn’t it about time to join show
business? To be an entertainer or not to be an entertainer,
that is the question! Hence, the Venice Biennale project
did not come from the sediments of an old sketchbook. It
was a direct response to the current status of the arts.




pfed vstupem do samotného pavilonu. Toto volné
sousoSi znazornuje moment, kdy lupi¢i uméni s velkym
obrazem nasedaji do pristavené dodavky, zatimco jsou
pronasledovani sttilejici policii. Sediva barva
laminatovych odlitkCi evokuje akademicky pojaté figury.
Samotny namét je pak viceméné v ¢ase zmrazenou
scénou z hollywoodského akcniho filmu.

Bylo ndm opravdu sougasné vytvarné umeéni ukradeno
filmem a dalSimi druhy popularni zabavy? Z Sedivé
“sochy” obrazu nemlzeme vibec rozeznat, o jaké dilo
se vlastné jedna. Je to vlastné jedno. Dulezita je akce,
napéti, prestrelka kolem pfedmétu, jehoz jedina
dulezitost spodiva v jeho abstrakini financéni Ci
sbératelské hodnoté. Jde tu vlastné o vSechno jiné nez
o0 samotné umeéni. Uméni sice ma svoji hodnotu, ale
jeho estetické, mysSlenkové &i duchovni kvality se
vytraceji, nebo nam jsou lhostejné. Je tato socha
jedinou moznosti, jak ukazat, Ze se v Eeském pavilonu
néco dé&je? Komu bylo vlastné uméni ukradeno a jaky
bude jeho dal$i osud? Sousosi mizeme nahlizet i jako
parodickou interpretaci pomniku Més[lané z Calais
praotce moderniho uméni Augusta Rodina. Kde je u
Rodina volna kompozice postav ovladana abstraktnimi
silo€arami vzajemnych kompozi¢nich vztahua, tam
Cerny pouziva k propojeni jeho postav podobné
neviditelné, ale jinak fatalné ucinné drahy stiel mezi
palnymi zbranémi policie a gangsteru.

Jedna se o projekt do jisté miry sentimentalni: jedna
kapitola d&jin uméni se nenapadné uzavira. Neni
dlvod ke smutku ani k oslavam. Je to jen malé
pfipomenuti, Ze je néco nenavratné pry¢. Musime byt
proto ve stfehu, ze kterého zcela neekaného sméru,
all uz se bude jednat o platno kina, malou barevnou
pilulku, nebo monitor pocitace, se transformované
umeéni znovu vynofi.

1999

Modely architektury nebo krajiny pfed nékolika lety
mohutné pronikly do sou¢asného umeéni a utvofily tam
svoji zvlastni podkategorii. Dllezité je méfitko. To,
které se pouziva na modely Zeleznic, je asi pro umélce
nejatraktivn&jsi. Neni to ani socha, ani instalace, je to
takovy navrh reality. David kolem toho dlouho chodil a
prileZitost pfisla pomérné pozdé. (Prvni fantastické
modely historickych boji§[] a dokonce i tdbora
Neandertalcl jsme vidéli spole¢né v muzeu

v Roztokach u Prahy nékdy v roce 1990, David

ale ze spoluprace tenkrat seslo).

Excerpt from the Venice Biennale project

With the demise of the 20th century, something more than
just the past one hundred years of the development of
civilization is coming to an end, the end of a certain
perception of art. The avant-garde art that offended
viewers at the beginning of the century was pathetic, or
even posed as an excuse for serious political and social
persecution and has become the subject of accepted
indifference for audience in most parts of the world. We
have to ask whether the world can exist without the
Biennale and contemporary art.

David Cerny’s project is based on the idea that the
divided Czech and Slovak pavilion is no longer
sustainable. The artist has thus decided to offer the entire
pavilion to the Slovaks and realize his own project in front
of the entrance to the pavilion. This loose group of
sculptures represents a moment as art thieves get into a
ready van carrying a big painting as they are being
chased by the police who are shooting from their guns.
The gray color of the fiberglass casts evokes
academically rendered figures. The theme itself is a
scene from a Hollywood action film, more or less frozen in
time.

Did film and other kinds of popular culture really steal
contemporary art from us? By looking at the gray
"sculpted” painting, we cannot decipher what kind of
artwork it actually is. It doesn’t really matter, though. The
important thing is the action, tension, the gunplay around
the painting whose only significance lies in its abstract
financial and collectors’ value. It’s in fact about anything
but art itself. Art does have its value but its esthetic,
ideological and spiritual qualities disappear or we're
indifferent to them. Is this statue the only way to show
that something is happening in the Czech pavilion? Who
was the art stolen from and where is it going? The statues
can be looked at as a paradoxical interpretation of the
monument The Citizens of Calais by August Rodin, the
forefather of modern art. While Rodin’s free composition
of figures is ruled by abstract lines of mutual
compositional relationships, Cerny uses similarly invisibly
but otherwise fatally effective trajectories of bullets
between the guns of the police and the gangsters to
connect his characters.

To a certain extent, the project is sentimental as one
chapter of the history of art inconspicuously wraps up.
There is no reason for sadness or celebrations. It is just a



Je 8koda, Ze tuhle véc v Cechach asi nikdo neuvidi,

ackoliv je asi jenom pro Cecha Uplné pochopitelna.
Zmizi totiz navzdy v DeutfRchlandu. Pfekvapivé je
méfitko — je trochu vétsi, asi jako ty upIné nejvétsi
Zelezni¢ni modely. Figurky tak jesté maji charakter, da
se jim vtisknout podoba a vyraz. Ale i tak jsou trochu
prkenné, jako by védély, ze jsou jen figurkami v néjaké
hfe. Zvlastni je taky material, bronz, takovy
predpotopni material misto plast( nebo asi
nejjednodussiho feSeni — nalezenych pfedmétd. Je to
vlastné kombinace technickych nebo muzealnich
modell a souboru trojdimenzionalnich maket ke
scénam z né&jakého podivného psychedelického filmu o
Ceskeé historii. Je tu obrovita goticka katedrala, Rudolf
II, Kafka a Ferdinand Porche, Masaryk pfed kubistickou
vilou, Hanzelka a Zikmund na svych cestach v Africe,

must be on guard and see from what unexpected
direction the newly transformed art might pop up, whether
it is on a screen in a movie theater, in a small colored pill
or on a computer monitor.

1999

Models of architecture or landscape massively infiltrated
contemporary art a few years ago, forming their own
special subcategory. Scale is important. The one used for
models of railroads is perhaps the most attractive to
artists. It's not a statue, nor an installation, it's a kind of
design of reality. David had been walking around it for a
long time, and the opportunity came up relatively late.
(We saw the first fantastic models of historic battlefields
and an encampment of the Neanderthal people in a
museum in Roztoky u Prahy back in 1990. David even



Stalinllv pomnik a Zatopek, hospoda s Hrabalem,
vychodni Némci s trabantama prchaji pfes Némeckou
ambasadu v Praze na Zapad, Havel v pfatelském
rozhovoru s Rolling Stones a desitky, stovky dalSich
figurek, scének a prekvapeni. Jsou to rychlé a jasné
vtipky, ale je jich najednou tolik pohromadé, skoro se to

ani vSechno neda ukoukat.

Neni mi jasny, jak by to mélo vypadat. Musi mi to
nakreslit, a pak je to hned vidét. Jednoduchy a Cisty. A

searched for the most skilled model maker but their

cooperation failed at that time.)

It's a pity that people in the Czech Republic will never see
this piece although only a Czech can fully understand it. It
will forever disappear into Deutschland. The scale is
surprising—it’s a bit bigger, perhaps like the biggest
railroad models. The figures maintain their character, you
can imprint a look or an expression on them. But still, they
are a bit clumsy as if they knew that they were merely



David ma chu(7 do prace, v tovarni hale na Smichové je
plno polystyrenovych odfezku, zavéje malych bilych
kulicek. Narodnimu symbolu chcipnul ki, ale jede se
dal, v8echno je vlastné v poradku. Néco se tu déje
Uplné Spatné, néco nékdo obratil hlavou dold, ale
v8ichni se tvafime, Ze je to tak v pofadku, Ze je to tak
pfirozené. Rozméry té sochy bez soklu jsou velkolepé,

i tak se ale dohadujeme o poméru lidské ruky a hlavy,

pry to ale je$té neni hotové. Trochu skfipe umisténi. Na
posté to nepljde, v muzeu taky ne, teda asi ven. David

too: bronze, a classical material, not plastic or one of the
easiest solution—found objects. It's basically a
combination of technical, or museum models and a
collection of three-dimensional mock-ups for scenery from
some strange psychedelic film on Czech history. There’s
a huge Gothic cathedral, Rudolf I, Kafka and Ferdinand
Porsche, Masaryk standing in front of a Cubist villa,
Hanzelka and Zikmund traveling through Africa, the Stalin
Monument, Zatopek, a pub with Hrabal, East Germans

with their Trabants fleeing West through the German



David se trochu zasprajcnul, oni uz jsou zase
pochopitelné uplné vysileni ze vSeho ostatniho.
Nakonec je kun dole na Vaclavaku az nékolik dni po
zahdjeni vystavy, pfesné v ose toho horniho jezdce.
David mél strach, jestli to nebude moc bleskoidni. Jim
parek u stanku na Mlstku a posloucham lidi kolem,
skupina NémcUl se pta co to ma znamenat. Nikdo

z mistnich to ale neumi fict, tak to asi s tou
polopati¢nosti nebude tak zhavé. O par mésicld pozdé;ji
v pasazi Lucerna vypada Vaclav s chciplym koném
snad jesté Iépe neZ venku, barevné svétlo z kopule mu
dava jemnou a sladkou atmosféru rozkladu a vypada
to, jako kdyby tu visel odjakziva. A to je vlastné docela
hnusna pfredstava.

David s postupem let mozna ziskal povést fanatika,
ktery chce na v8echno nalepit obrovitd miminka.
Alespon se o to jiz od roku 95 snazi. VySlo to az o pét
let pozdé&ji. ZkouSel to v Veletrzakem i s pamatnikem
na Vitkové. O tom Vitkové se hadame, Davidovi by se
tam miminka libila, ale ja jsem rezolutné proti. Asi neni
Skoda, Ze to tam nevyslo. Cekani na to pravé misto se
vyplatilo.

Snad nejvétSim prekvapenim je, jak s tim napadem
vlastné vSichni souhlasi a jak se jim libi. Libi se véem,
dokonce i architektovi, ktery Zizkovskou televizni véz
navrhoval. Ted to jenom technicky vymyslet, uchyceni,
statika a tak. VSichni pomahaiji, i ten material nakonec
vydrzi zatézkavaci zkousky. Jenom aby se na to
nakonec sehnaly penize. Kdyz uz to bude takova velka
vefejna véc, takova vystava — nevystava, mozna by se
k tomu mohl udélat i katalog. Davidovi vlastné jesté
nikdy zadny nevysel, takovy, kde by bylo vSechno
hezky pohromadé. A protoZe jsem u toho od zacatku
byl, tak napiSu, jak to vSechno bylo a co si z toho
pamatuju.

the Rolling Stones, and dozens and hundreds of other
figures, scenes and surprises. They’re all quick and clear
jokes but there are so many of them that you can hardly
see them all.

I’m not quite sure what it should look like. He has to make
a sketch of it for me, and then it’s all visible in an instant.
It's simple and clean. And the scale is huge, impossible to
fit it into a room. Take it out! David feels like working. A
factory hall in Smichov is filled with polystyrene chips,
snowdrifts of small white little balls. The national symbol’s
horse died but the show must go on, everything is actually
OK. Something is absolutely wrong here, though,
somebody turned something upside down, but we all look
like this is the way it should be, that it’s natural this way.
The scale of the statue without the plinth is grand, but still
we argue about the ratio of human hand and head, but he
says it’s not finished yet. The installation is a bit of a
problem. He can’t put it in the post office, the museum is
out of the question as well, so he has to put it outside.
David and the CZ99 exhibition organizers do not
communicate very well. David gets stuck a bit and they
are naturally exhausted from all the rest. In the end, the
horse is placed at the bottom of Wenceslas Square a few
days after the opening of the exhibition. It stands exactly
at the axis with the horseman at the top of the square.
David was worried that it might be a bit too tabloid-like.
I’m eating a sausage at a stand in Mustek and listening to
people around me. A group of Germans are asking what it
is supposed to mean. None of the locals, however, are
able to answer so it looks like it's not so self-explanatory.
A few months later in the Lucerna Passage, Vaclav with
his flaccid horse looks even better than he did outside.
The colored light coming from the above cupola gives it
the slightly sweet aura of decay and it looks as if it's
always been hanging here like this. This is actually a
pretty disgusting idea.

Perhaps David has acquired, over the years, the
reputation of a fanatic who wants to glue gigantic babies
to everything. At least he’s been trying to do so ever since
1995. It finally worked out five years later. He tried it with
Veletrzni Palac and the Vitkov Memorial. We disagree
about Vitkov. David would like to see the babies there, |
oppose the idea resolutely. Maybe it’s not a shame that it
didn’t work out there. Waiting for the right place was
definitely worth while.

The most surprising thing is that everybody actually



e babies, statics and such. TLT
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, material also holds up in the crucibles. The

555 is just to raise enough money for the
since it’s going to be such a huge public

actually had a catalogue of his work made, a catalogue
where everything is neatly put together. And since | was a
part of everything from the beginning, I'll write how it all
happened and what | remember of it.
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