














—_§

— ¥

e
.
"
o

= & el o

|
|

|
|

|
|




rivate Property:
nti-Public
culpture

| This text was written to accompany Tom Burr’s solo exhibition
entitled Private Property held at Galerie Almine Rech, Paris

(March 13-May 15, 1999). It was published in Quiet Life: Skupturen
und Installationen, Ursula Blickle Stiftung, Kraichtal, 2000, pp. 19-24.]
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The three plywood scale mock-ups for garden pavilions originated
out of my teenage observations and fantasies about 1960s and 1970s
sculpture during the late 1970s and early 1980s. The notion of vast,
inaccessible interior space within monolithic sculptures (particularly
those produced by Tony Smith), was the most urgent element of their
overall assembly. | was keen on what was happening inside of these
large gothic structures or, more exactly, what could be happening inside
if they were to be ruptured, pried open at their seams and accessed.
Then reconstructed and remodeled into something else with an alternate
agenda, or a different mood.

A discarded Tony Smith plywood mock-up could easily be reassembled
to have a second incarnation as a tool shed, a photo darkroom, or a biker
bar. Or a late 1960s Kubrick movie prop, tossed aside, dusted off, and
reconfigured into a rectangular black beach cabana.

The garden pavilion idea was then filtered through a recent 16-day stay
in Palm Beach, Florida, where the pavilions became darker and more
ominous in character, and more thoroughly privatized. They began to
take shape against the backdrop of town-zoned, 15-foot ficus edges,
through which only extremely rare, and potentially criminal glimpses into
private gardens were possible. This highly protectionist architectural
manifestation of Capital informed the pavilions’ sensibility and structure,
transforming them into a form more sinister than | had envisioned before.

The windows of the pavilions became smoked, and more obscurely
located, the walls heavier, the paint matter, blacker. In Palm Beach the
proposition of “public sculpture” felt profoundly alien, the stuff of sci-
ence fiction, and it propelled my thinking fiercely into the realm of an
“anti-public sculpture” and the subsequent development of a building
type in the form of highly phobic private garden pavilions.

Three different versions are presented here in plywood mock-up form,
with three different window orientations. The mock-ups function as
ends in themselves (contrary to the standard definition of “mock-up”
where the constructions might be destroyed after the execution of a
final, more permanent and legitimized version). They are designed for
private interior spaces. The mock-ups also serve as models for eventual
outdoor versions, which will be fortified and weatherized to withstand
external conditions. Water-resistant paint treatments, tar-papered roofs
and siding and permanent electric lighting fixtures located both inside
and outside of the pavilions themselves, will be features of the future
outdoor pavilions. They will be designed specifically for exterior sites,
such as sculpture gardens, courtyards, pool sides and back lawns-any
outdoor location which has been designated unequivocally as private.



its opposite, an absolute absence of detail, generates
Junkspace. A voided condition of frightening sparse-
ness, shocking proof that so much can be organized
by so little. Laughable emptiness infuses the respect-
ful distance or tentative embrace that starchitects
maintain in the presence of the past, authentic or
not. Invariably, the primordial decision is to leave
the original intact; the formerly residual is declared
the new essence, the focus of the intervention. As a
first step, the substance to be preserved is wrapped
in a thick pack of commerce and catering—like a
reluctant skier pushed downhill by responsible
minders. To show respect, symmetries are main-
tained and helplessly exaggerated; ancient building
techniques are resurrected and honed to irrelevant
shine, quarries reopened to excavate the ‘same’
stone, indiscreet donor names chiseled prominently
in the meekest of typefaces; the courtyard covered
by a masterful, structural ‘filigree’—emphatically
uncompetitive—so that continuity may be estab-
lished with the ‘rest’ of Junkspace (abandoned
galleries, display slums, Jurassic concepts . . .). Con-
ditioning is applied; filtered daylight reveals vast,
antiseptic expanses of monumental reticence and
makes them come alive, vibrant as a computer ren-
dering . . . The curse of public space: latent fascism
safely smothered in signage, stools, sympathy . . .
Junkspace is postexistential; it makes you uncertain
where you are, obscures where you go, undoes
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where you were. Who do you think you are? Who
do you want to be? (Note to architects: You thought
that you could ignore Junkspace, visit it surrepti-
tiously, treat it with condescending contempt or en-
joy it vicariously . . . because you could not
understand it, you've thrown away the keys . . . But
now your own architecture is infected, has become
equally smooth, all-inclusive, continuous, warped,
busy, atrium-ridden. . .) JunkSignature™ is the new
architecture: the former megalomania of a profes-
sion contracted to manageable size, Junkspace
minus its saving vulgarity. Anything stretched—Ilim-
ousines, body parts, planes—turns into Junkspace,
its original concept abused. Restore, rearrange, re-
assemble, revamp, renovate, revise, recover, re-
design, return—the Parthenon marbles—redo,
respect, rent: verbs that start with re-produce Junk-
space . . . Junkspace will be our tomb. Half of man-
kind pollutes to produce, the other pollutes to
consume. The combined pollution of all Third
World cars, motorbikes, trucks, buses, sweatshops
pales into insignificance compared to the heat gen-
erated by Junkspace. Junkspace is political: It de-
pends on the central removal of the critical faculty
in the name of comfort and pleasure. Politics has
become manifesto by Photoshop, seamless blue-
prints of the mutually exclusive, arbitrated by
opaque NGOs. Comfort is the new Justice. Entire
miniature states now adopt Junkspace as political
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