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Unfinished Is Not the Same as Abandoned
is an exhibition chapter of Ageless, Ageless,
Shimmer’s expansive multi-year study of
cultural phenomena that connect us across
time and space.

In response to the context of
STORAGE, Bangkok, an art space in a
former printing house that specialised in
Buddhist texts, the exhibition begins with
“Untitled”, 1991, by Felix Gonzalez-Torres.
This work enacts rhythm, multiplicity, and
the dispersal of material into the world.
We are drawn to the paper stack because
of its shifting, changing mass, as well as
Gonzalez-Torres’s instruction to choose a
blue. He once said, “For me, if a beautiful
memory could have a color, that color
would be light blue.”

For some time, we pondered why
blue, what makes it a beautiful memory?
Then we were reminded of Melvin Moti’s
work Miamilism, from 2010. A faded and
framed LIFF magazine cover from July 1967,
featuring Mia Farrow, has been intentionally
exposed to sunlight by the artist. The ink
of the headlines, which refer to Cold War
power, revolutionary violence, psychedelic
perception, and body ritual, has faded into
the background, leaving only the cyan of
Farrow’s eyes piercing through space. We
are inspired by the idea that, in a life of
transience, uncertainty, and impermanence,
we can rely on beautiful memories to
inform the future.

We are not only concerned with
Mia’s eyes themselves, but with the cyan
ink, which relies on a negative trace to
appear on the surface of the paper.

That trace, that tired surface, here today,
slowly gone tomorrow.

Gone tomorrow is deeply embedded
in Jochen Lempert’s work. Presented here
are two images, both featuring what appear
to be two bicycles photographed 15 years
apart. Small beetles cluster on a gear
shifter; in the other image, a lepidopteran
in flight centres itself in the frame.
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Seasonality shifts us into movement.
As you might remember, the flight of
a lepidopteran is an invitation for us,
as children, to chase and leap up high.
Schmetterling! & & a! Butterfly! With giggles
that fall back into nature, and into that
space at STORAGE too, where the windows
are left open and Bangkok comes in: her
bugs, her emeralds, rubies, sapphires,
her polished beetles as lures for us to
move outwards, over borders, into both
memory and future.

All the works in this show are in
precarious states of change. Unfinished
is not the same as abandoned. Unfinished
means we are bound into a relationship
with change. “Be ahead of all parting, as
if it had already happened,” Rilke told us.
“The non-being inside you allows you to
vibrate, in full resonance with your world.
Use it for once.” That blue memory, the last
hue to fade, that invitation to move.

ABOUT THE ARTISTS

FELIX GONZALEZ-TORRES
November 26, 1957 to January 9, 1996

Felix Gonzalez-Torres was a Cuban-born
American visual artist. He lived and worked
primarily in New York City between 1979 and
1995, after attending university in Puerto
Rico. Gonzalez-Torres’s practice incorporates
a minimalist visual vocabulary, with certain
artworks composed of everyday materials
such as strings of light bulbs, paired wall
clocks, stacks of paper, and individually
wrapped candies.

Gonzalez-Torres is known for making
significant contributions to the field of
conceptual art in the 1980s and 1990s.

His practice continues to influence, and

be influenced by, present-day cultural
discourses. Gonzalez-Torres’s first
institutional solo exhibition was presented
at the New Museum of Contemporary

Art, New York (1988). Other major solo
presentations of Gonzalez-Torres’s work
during his lifetime included Felix Gonzalez-
Torres, The Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum,
New York, USA (1995), which traveled to
Centro Galego de Arte Contemporanea,
Santiago de Compostela, Spain (1995), under
the exhibition title Felix Gonzalez-Torres

(A Possible Landscape); and to the Musée
d’Art Moderne de la Ville de Paris, France
(1996), under the exhibition title Felix
Gonzalez-Torres (Girlfriend in a Coma); and
the three-venue exhibition Felix Gonzalez-
Torres: Traveling, presented at Museum

of Contemporary Art, Los Angeles, USA;
Hirshhorn Museum and Sculpture Garden,
The Smithsonian Institution, Washington,
D.C., USA; and The Renaissance Society at
theUniversity of Chicago, Chicago, USA (1994).

Gonzalez-Torres is only one of two
artists to have posthumously represented
the United States at the Venice Biennale,
in 2007. A significant solo exhibition of
Gonzalez-Torres’s work is currently at the
Museo Nacional Centro de Arte Reina Sofia,
Madrid, Spain through October 12, 2026.
Gonzalez-Torres died in Miami in 1996 from
an AIDS-related illness.

JOCHEN LEMPERT
1958

Jochen Lempert studied biology. Between
1979 and 1989, he was a member of the
experimental film group Schmelzdahin,
which explored the combination of chemical
processes and celluloid film. After this
fruitful collaboration, he began to work
photographically and has been researching
the dialogue between nature and humankind
since the 1990s. He has received numerous
awards for his photographic work, including
the Scholarship for Contemporary German
Photography from the Alfried Krupp von
Bohlen und Halbach Foundation in 1993 and
the Camera Austria Prize for Contemporary
Photography in 2017. Jochen Lempert has
exhibited at the Museum Ludwig, Cologne,
in 2010; the Hamburger Kunsthalle in 2013;
the Sprengel Museum Hannover in 2017;

the Centre d’art contemporain d’Ivry,

Le Crédac, and the Contemporary Art
Center, Vilnius, both in 2020; and Portikus,
Frankfurt am Main, in 2022, among others.

MELVIN MOTI
1977

Having made film installations, artist books
and feature films since graduating from

De Ateliers in Amsterdam in 2001, Moti’s
practice has been reshaped to coincide with
living in proximity to illness. In recent
years he produced an animation film with
orchestral music, parts of which will be
presented at Storage as a listening session.
Moti’s work has been shown both locally and
internationally.

Courtesy of the artist.
Supported by Mondriaan Fonds.



ARTWORK LIST
FELIX GONZALEZ-TORRES

“Untitled”

1991

Print on paper, endless copies

3 1/4 inches at ideal height

x 11 x 8 1/2 inches (original paper size)
Edition of 1, 1 AP

Courtesy of Collection of Alejandra Rios
and Mercedes Saenz, Mexico City

JOCHEN LEMPERT

“Ohne Titel (Harmonia, Hamburg, 2005)”
2005

Silver gelatin print

37.2 x 24.7 cm

Edition of 5

“Ohne Titel”

2020

Silver gelatin print
29.7 x 23.3 cm

Edition of 5

Courtesy of BQ, Berlin

MELVIN MOTI

“Miamilism”

2010

Paper, magazine

35 x 43 cm, framed
Edition of 3

Courtesy of the artist

ABOUT AGELESS, AGELESS

Through his study of images, the historian
Aby Warburg (1866-1929) coined the term
Pathosformel, which he defined as “charged
visual figures”: specific gestures, postures,
or expressions that recur across time.
Warburg noticed that these visual figures
return to us as concentrated signals of
suffering, fear, or ecstasy: motifs that
operate as sites where cultural memory
stores and releases its accumulated force.

Shimmer’s new programme, Ageless,
Ageless, is centred on these signals:
shared cultural forms such as the lullaby’s
pulse, call-and-response, the ritual of the
threshold, or the cadence of mourning.
Travelling across geographies, languages,
politics, and belief, these hazy forms flash
up to the surface, letting us observe what
repeats and what changes. By holding these
patterns momentarily in view, slowly and
together with you, our audience, we intend
to make a space where differences can
meet without hardening.

“Ageless, Ageless” is a repeated lyric
from “Mojo Pin” (1994) by Jeff Buckley (1966-
1997), an artist inspired by devotional music,
and in particular by the work of the Sufi
singer Nusrat Fateh Ali Khan (1948-1997). Like
Khan and Buckley, this programme connects
with repetition, where meaning melts away
to connect us back to the deep. For us,
agelessness is distinct from timelessness: it
folds the past into the present in order to
imagine the future anew.

Ageless, Ageless proposes artworks,
exhibitions, writings, and collective studies
that treat memory and presence as
forms of continuity: not to rhyme with or
repeat the past, but to remain continually
informed by it.

ABOUT SHIMMER

Founded in 2018 by Eloise Sweetman and
Jason Hendrik Hansma, SHIMMER has
evolved into a hybrid cultural platform
working across exhibitions, publishing,
pedagogy, and institutional advising. We
work in the space between micro-artist-run
initiatives and larger institutional centres,
allowing us to remain agile and rigorous,
speculative yet structurally sound.
Shimmer’s style of curating
moves like water: unfixed, in motion.
We understand the exhibition as a
choreographic score, where, through shifting

rhythms, registers, and movements,
artworks overlap, and ideas and generations
cross over. The format of our exhibition
unfolds over time, opening up and
crossing conceptual, spatial, and temporal
borders. We are amidst times of profound
environmental, global, and mechanical
change, where we need all the knowledge
and crossovers we can get our hands on.
On our horizon are radical shifts in what
and how we mean to each other, how we
come together, and how we share. With this
in mind, we curate to reconsider the past,
shape the future, and better accommodate
us in the present. We do not confine
a history, a practice, a thought, or an
audience to particular categories, but give
us all as much room as possible to draw
alliances with artworks and each other.
Shimmer has worked with artists
such as Heman Chong, Theo van Doesburg,
Marcel Duchamp, Thomas Fougeirol, Ellen
Gallagher, Fernanda Gomes, Felix Gonzalez-
Torres, Mike Kelley, Lee Kit, Jochen
Lempert, Liz Magor, Melvin Moti, Charlotte
Posenenske, Maaike Schoorel, Cally Spooner,
and Lawrence Weiner.

ABOUT STORAGE

STORAGE is an artist-initiated space in
Bangkok that aims to provide a platform
for both local and international artists,
and to expose the city’s art communities
to a broader spectrum of artistic practices
and concepts. Initially conceived as the

art storage space of its founders, Atit
Sornsongkram and Prae Pupityastaporn,
STORAGE has evolved, with the guidance

of architects Irin Siriwattanagul and
Nathaphon Phantounarakul, into a versatile
and dynamic space for temporary
exhibitions, events, and discussions: a space
of possibility. Since 2023, the STORAGE
programme has been led by independent
curator Mary Pansanga, with oversight in
collaboration with artist-curator Sathit
Sattarasart from 2023 to 2025.

‘ P
)
U

S

dinau
flaudougssy
suary




Miamilism
Melvin Moti

I’d like to start at the beginning with my
first memory. When I was born, my parents
lived in a house which overlooked the
Rotterdam Zoo. My room at the very back
of the house functioned as a border
between animal and human life forms.

I remember the moments before falling
asleep, listening to the call of various
animals as they tried to communicate
beyond their enclosure. I even remember
mimicking some of these sounds. It
seems that the first sounds I made as

a mortal newcomer were disconsolate
animal cries.

Recently, I spoke to my mother about

this first memory. After hearing my
recollection, she replied, “It was just a
dream.” Right then and there, my mother
pulled the ground out from under my feet.
I realized that I’d started off life on the
wrong foot. Or, I’d actually started off life
on a foot that did not exist.

Our conversation was a rare exchange

of emotions and memories, one of those
intense moments between mother and

son that occurs occasionally but surely
not often enough. Our talk ended with

me speaking about my second memory in
life, a recurring dream identified by one
particular character. For as long as I can
remember, I’ve had dreams in which a limb
of a hand as brown as mine has appeared.
It is much like the Thing in the Addams
Family, but in colour it seemed more real
and creepy. Sometimes it “stares” at me
from the kitchen sink, challenging me to
make a move. It has no eyes but it can see
even if its back is turned on me. It even
has a consciousness: it can think, feel, and
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sense my emotions, and it readily uses
these faculties to haunt me in my dreams.

When I relayed this dream to my mother
she started laughing and told me that it

is not just a dream and that I had actually
seen this very same hand when I was a
little boy.

Growing up in the 1980s, I was mainly fed
on Bollywood movies (along with Dallas

and Dynasty). Plentiful four-hour

sessions (the rented VHS tapes included
commercials, which made the total duration
of a three-hour film about four hours)

took place in the living room with me
passively consuming the films from the
comfort of our sofa.

My mother described the ”hand” film for
me, which we watched when I was about five
years old. The film, Guest House (1980), is a
variation on the ‘bhatki hui aatmas’ or lost
souls theme. Echoing Psycho (1960), in a run
down hotel in the middle of nowhere that
doesn’t attract many clients (Bollywood has
mastered appropriation), the owner decides
to kill one of his guests out of boredom.

He chops off the victim’s hand to take his
jewellery and in revenge, the hand starts
haunting the inhabitants of the hotel with

a hideous vengeance. This plot is coupled
with comedy, dance sequences, and insipid
romances. Apparently, the film’s directors
(Tulsi and Shyam Ramsay), were the zenith of
low budget, horror movies in India during the
1980s. I myself remember nothing of the plot.

My mother went on to describe the hand
in Guest House to me. It was a grimy,
swollen, disfigured hand, cut right under

the elbow (so it was actually an arm),
which crawled up from the earth (hence

its muddiness) after being woken up from
the dead. It knew how to find its victims
and was able to think and move on its own.
While my mother spoke she looked at

her own hand, made clutching gestures,
and finally held her throat at the climax
of her description as if her arm were

out of control.

Back to my dream. My hand bore no
resemblance to the hand in Guest House,
but did resemble it in character. Firstly,
my hand is really a hand, not an arm.
Furthermore, it is clean and slender as
opposed to muddy and swollen. It is,
however, similarly sophisticated, intelligent,
and malicious. For reasons I cannot fully
explain, I had abstracted and minimalized
the appearance of the monstrous limb

into an ordinary being, a hand no different
from the one that is currently writing
this text (and which often follows it’s own
thinking). This inconspicuous version of
the monster makes it potentially even
more dangerous (the FBI, for instance,
profiles serial killers as “mostly white
males in their twenties or thirties, often
ordinary looking”).

The horror film genre is a perfect
messenger for suspense. Piercing your
system, concealing an eerie feeling

while remaining unobserved, this cinema,
like the Trojan Horse, seeps into your
consciousness and unloads its hidden
horror. In her appearance in Rosemary’s
Baby (1968), Mia Farrow introduces the
“extra-ordinary” as a platform for horror
with a look that is the domestic version of
Jean Seberg’s in A bout de souffle (1960).
Roman Polanski’s film is famous for its
use of cosmetics to illustrate Farrow’s
deterioration from a contented housewife
to a paranoid and forsaken woman.

Except for her accentuated eyes,
Farrow’s make-up is never obvious but
remains a subtle element in the narrative.
Farrow’s character doesn’t turn into a
gruesome zombie but simply becomes paler
and paler. Disturbance is implied not by
excess but by reduction.

In the opening shot of the film, Farrow
appears in a white dress (a foreshadowing
of the ghost she will become) that
accentuates her pale skin which flawlessly
blends into her rosy hair. However, unlike

Audrey Hepburn (that other celebrated
actress appearing with short hair), Farrow’s
pale features not only blend into one other
but also into the background, transforming
her into a faint presence that wispily
moves through the narrative.

As the film progresses it becomes
increasingly difficult to discern whether
the “ordinary” is really that ordinary.
This creates an unsettling atmosphere
where every detail is imbued with a
sense of dread and import. The viewer
looks for clues that might be turned into
alarming premonitions. As a result, the
audience reasonably adopts a paranoid
relationship to the action on the screen
which is relieved only by the arrival of
the supernatural. What we witness in
Rosemary’s Baby is the ordinary becoming
sinister simply by being “extra-ordinary”.

Miamilism can be defined as the perfectly
“natural” appearance of something that
keeps the “natural” unseen. It is the
vehicle-word for a theatrical minimalism
that is characteristically embodied by Mia
Farrow. Farrow’s make-up in Rosemary’s
Baby made it appear as if she was without
make-up, as if she was putting forward
her most “natural” face. But Farrow also
visually blended into the background in of
the set, epitomizing the manipulation of the
seemingly “natural” like no other silver-
screen personality.

By following this method of “covering up,”
there always remains something unseen
that lingers just beneath the surface.

To use a special effect in order to make
something look more original than the
original has the effect of rendering that
special effect invisible (even though it is
the very thing that we’re looking at).

In my personal experience of horror,

the element of the unseen is the

most frightening. It is not the excess of
the monster that frightens me (the monster
cannot escape the fictional confinement

of cinema and therefore cannot enter my
personal life).

Even if my mother mimics the
gruesome hand, this action and narrative is
amusing, much in the way cutting a person
in two with a chainsaw is amusing to watch.
It is, in fact, the disturbing atmosphere
created through diminution of any sense
that frightens me the most. In other words,



it is the feeling of horror rather than the
sight of horror that always haunts me.

A good horror movie is scary not because
of what it shows but what it doesn’t show.
It is especially perilous when this vague
presence of something indefinable sets

in our consciousness and lingers like a
sleeping cell, long enough to attack our
rational system. This happens mostly at
night when darkness enfolds domestic
objects and turns them into potential
monsters. Unseen monsters are also the
first monsters introduced in cinema such
as Faust (1922) or The Mummy (1932). The
shadows, voices, hands, and feet of the
classic monsters were the first things we
saw; it was only afterwards that we were
privy to the full body.

The human imagination, the wildest of
human faculties, is always trying to break
away from its ties to reason. When the
imagination is running there are no beliefs,
illusions, or extravagant dreams that it
will not propagate. When the unseen or
unrepresentable becomes a part of our
consciousness, it amplifies the faculties of
our imagination. If you have ever wondered
why, after seeing a good horror film, you
feel as though something will meet you on
the way to the toilet in the middle of the
night, or why you need to run those last
feet to your bed, it is because of a fear

of this unseen. As a vague yet disquieting
presence, the unseen can be embodied by a
shadow or even a voice.

I recently dreamt of the hand again. I was
walking through a densely wooded area at
dusk, a thick green bloom surrounding me.
All of a sudden, I felt something on my
right shoulder. When I turned my head,

I saw the hand holding me from the back
in a friendly gesture. It wasn’t applying
any pressure, it was simply resting on my
shoulder. Nevertheless, its mere presence
was threatening. I could only see the top
of the hand; I couldn’t see that it was
cut at the wrist. For all I knew, this was
an ordinary hand. When I slowed down,

it felt as though it was slowing me down.
When I turned a corner, it felt as though
it was directing me. It was in my head
again; responding to my every thought. I
shook my shoulders violently but couldn’t
shake the hand off. Silently, it was laughing
and demonstrating a sense superiority. |
felt powerless and humiliated. I started
running and noticed the world around me

was getting darker. I was terrified and
desperate to end this nightmare. But after
running around in circles without any
sense of direction, I got lost and fell down
exhausted, drenched in sweat.

All this time I refused to look over my
shoulder. I knew the hand was still there.

I could feel it. I screamed loudly, then
tried to beat it off. I was on the bridge of
insanity. Then, when I reached for it and
tried to push it away ... it was not there
anymore! The hand was not on my shoulder,
but I felt it just the same. The feeling of
its presence persisted. It was then that I
woke up.

Even though this dream was seven days ago,
I continue to look over my right shoulder
and see nothing. Everywhere I go and every
move I make, I feel the hand gently resting
on my shoulder. Its absence is the most
terrifying presence that I have ever felt.
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