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And then there’s Freud—always hovering in Vienna. Kelley admitted he kept returning to Freud for the
beauty of his writing, for the way he linked theory back to family, objects, daily life. Looking at Mul’s
Charms, brushing their strange hair with the comb she provides, we find ourselves pulled into the same
territory: intimacy laced with unease, care that both preserves and suffocates.

What ties Kelley and Mul is their tension between labour and detachment. Kelley washes potatoes—the
miscarried children of Justice—in murky water. Mul powders and combs her Unnamed Charms with
meticulous care. These acts of maintenance are gestures of necessity, stripped of romance. And yet, in
both, something tender persists.

The Banana Man ends folded on the floor, his yellow costume shaped into a question mark. Mul’s folds
trace the same symbol. Both works are riddled with questions, sharp and absurd:

Is there no justice?

Can there be growth without movement?

What'’s the funniest joke in the world?

Why are Mul’s Charms unnamed?

Their humour is inseparable from pain. The Banana Man is crushed by responsibility, prostituting

his abilities, desperate for recognition, always searching through his pockets. He is carried until he
collapses, pathetic and wise, a sad clown with a poet’s monologue. Mul’s Unnamed Charms, meanwhile,
seduce and repel: candy-bright, hairy, pierced, candy with a warning.

We kept circling back to the dog in The Banana Man: convinced she’s pregnant, gathering squeaky toys
as pups, crushing them under her care. A parable not of motherhood but of the desire to care itself —

the way good intentions suffocate. Like the horse at the Spanish Riding School, endlessly trained for
elegance, discipline masking hours of repetition. Dressage as responsibility. The Banana Man as a
training video—though the lesson is unclear. Maybe what not to do. Maybe how to endure.

What connects Unnamed Charms and The Banana Man is the intensity of labour—the detail, the
patience, the persistence. Both are collective. Mul’s works may appear as individuals, unnamed rather
than untitled, but they always arrive together, echoing her wider practice of curating and hosting.
Kelley’s film is equally collective, made with his students, held by their chorus. Both remind us that art
is never solitary.

And so we return to the pond in the film—stagnant on the surface, yet alive with duckweed, lilies, snails,
frogs, and toads. Life held in stillness. ’

This is the terrain we share. Four individuals forming two collectives, tending to what grows in our
ponds and stables. Like The Banana Man, we stay—funny and sad, wise and stubborn—but always
moving when others move with us. He startles us into recognition, into laughter, into scribbling notes to
self.

And yet, the work is also this: Hinterhauses to fly-over zones, the periphery, or perhaps the very deep,
deep spaces we prefer not to discuss—the places where the shit happens, where it bubbles up in the
suburbs, where a clean horse leaves the stables for the Master to ride without ever seeing the labour. The
fucker on our shoulders, the steaming pile scraped away, the unseen work of what “magically appears.”
Someone once told me: you better love what you’re doing if you’re painting walls at 3 a.m. That is the
stable of our industry.

In Kelley’s persistence, in Mul’s laser focus, and in our own endless tending, there is not just endurance
but the possibility of growth. In these gestures of precision, and in the unseen labour that underpins
them, the future takes.-roat. :
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