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You have a reputation for being a kind of sexual artist. How do you see yourself?


	I don't understand why I have that reputation. My work is not erotic, it is dirty, much more about eroticism that has been stifled than about desire per se. About what is allowed in our society, the conditions that stifle. People assume a sexual energy in my work, when the sexuality I mean is focused on the surrounding conditions that prevent sexual energy.


	The sex in my work, I don't even know what that means. Which work? I made hundreds of works, all about different things in my life. Because my work is not a monolith, its sex is totally polymorphous. Art works cannot be trusted, in terms of their sexuality: they are all cross dressing. I do not consider myself part of the materialistic modernist trajectory. Art is about re-presenting something within the special cultural arena called the art world; it always has to be removed from reality, it never can be trusted. How could its sexuality be trusted?





That's why you got rid of the natural impulse toward either geometry or even form, in your installation at the Rosamund Felsen Gallery, last year.


	A lot of my work has been about art as sign system: signs are supposed to represent that which can be represented, a mere convention. The pictures in that exhibit were a representation of undifferentiation, the iconography of formlessness, not formalist at all. Just a cultural cliché, that represents something shapeless. But if you see a number of them, they become portraits, with specific personalities. They become specific. Channel 1, 2, 3, were instead like a mystical cliché: tunnels of light, very simple and cheap. What you see is a definable amount of volume, made with measurable boxes. You look in the hole and you see an endless, quite attractive space.





Do you feel in the same stream as Paul McCarthy, or Jim Shaw?


	They are friends of mine, and I always have been attracted by their works that display a sort of limit, of guilt about male sexuality, amplified by social roles, taboos and clichés. They try to position themselves in terms of history, understanding how, as you get older, you have constantly to reposition your belief system, the way you live in yourself, the awareness that there is something you cannot do anymore, or you can do instead. 





We look together at a postcard, reproducing a drawing by Bruce Nauman. Two people shake their hands, and a penis appears, beside one of the heads. The same search for an extension of your mind, within and despite the social boundaries, as if mind had a penis?


	The sexual component of an art work is less about broad creative aspects, more about communication. That's why I have never liked the formalist materialist tradition, attracted, instead, by art works promoting a supposed connection between the maker and the viewer. You make art to attract somebody. But maintaining a sort of ambiguousness. If you and the viewer are mixed up, that's orgasmic, because as in sex you and the partner become confused about who is who. If I think about art in any broad sexual way, that's it. Part of my connection with the viewer is an erotic experience, that can't be totally pleasurable, it can't be about pure mixture, it has to be about separation and confusion. 
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