
One of Kokopeli’s main 
preoccupations: the 
formation of collective 
imagination, shaped by 
media and education.

View of “Meeting People Is Easy,” Édouard Montassut, Paris, 2022

View of Marc Kokopeli, “die Pampertaarten,” Reena Spaulings Fine Arts, New York, 2022
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83Marc Kokopeli

“Anti-Genesis” at Artists Space, New York (2022), where 
Spagnola re-filmed YouTube videos of hardcore songs tied 
to the 80s Milanese squat Virus. Shot on Super 8 and 
screened digitally on scavenged café chairs, the artist con-
verts the flickering traces of tracks like “Raw Power” or “Una 
donna non è merda” (A Woman Ain’t Shit) into ephemeral, 
melancholic monuments to social rage. 

Yet, as in her more recent video Syd’s First Trip (2024), 
the anachronism of her gesture makes these forms of hom-
age more ambiguous. A bittersweet moment of suspended 
history, Spagnola again re-films YouTube footage in Super 
8, this time of Syd Barrett’s first LSD high, before the drug 
completely unraveled his brain. Either tragic or liberatory, 
Spagnola’s treatment of Barrett (or of 80s Italian squat cul-
ture) contests any simple idea of memorialization – her sub-
jects becoming both irrelevant victims and enduring exam-
ples of resistance. Through this paradoxical logic, Spagnola 
underlines the material conditions of visibility and distribu-
tion of underground culture (Super 8 vs. mp4, art vs. music, 
offline vs. online) and in doing so, reframes this fetishized 
piece of Barrett-content as a portal to a hypothetical count-
er-culture as fleeting and imaginary as an acid trip. An ulti-
mately limited, digitally-degraded semiotic drug. 

This ambiguity can take on a more humorously cynical 
tone in her work, like in the black-and-white silent film Rag-
ged Dick (2023) projected at The Wig, Berlin. After a brief 
sequence of archival footage setting up the décor of a 
19th-century industrial city, the subject of the documentary 
is revealed: a grimy-faced street kid looking to make a buck. 
The child eventually shines a gentleman’s shoe, yet by this 
point, we’re well in on the joke. The props are off, the set-
ting too modern. This is no street kid but a hoax, an approx-
imate remake that tricks us like the picaresque beggar rep-
resented in the film. A contemporary parody of social 
ascension in a chronically mediated era when the authentic-
ity of one’s image can promise just that, Spagnola creates a 
place out-of-frame for anti-narratives, anti-trajectories – an 
anti-genesis.

The children in the work of Marc Kokopeli (*1987) are also 
con-artists. In his show “Meeting People Is Easy” at Édouard 
Montassut, Paris (2022), images of boss babies were shown 
in family photo albums that visitors were invited to flip 
through. They make calls, drive cars, and roam the streets 
of Soho. Their flesh is however algorithmic: Kokopeli used 
the then newly exploitable text-to-image model, DALL-E, to 
generate his infants, depicting this “excremental” technol-
ogy through the motif of diapers that morph over the babies’ 
various outlandish vehicles. An extension of the artist’s ear-
lier exhibition of diaper sculptures, “die Pampertaarten,” at 
Reena Spaulings Fine Art, New York, in 2021, Kokopeli des-
ignates the child as the ambivalent site of the very material 

MARC KOKOPELI

View of “die Pampertaarten” 
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84 Marc Kokopeli

and immaterial forces of collective production – shit and AI 
– mirroring back to us the infantilizing pantomime of our 
technocratic imaginaries. 

For this is one of Kokopeli’s main preoccupations: the 
formation of collective imagination, shaped by media and 
education. In his show “MY TV SHOW I  TV” at Reena 
Spaulings Fine Art (2025), various novelty televisions were 
displayed on felt-covered plinths. The monitors were either 
formally extravagant or technically baffling, ranging from 
Facing Up (2024) in the form of red High School Musical 
lockers to With Friends Like You (2024), whose transparent 
screen revealed a cobblestone behind the “fourth wall” of 
the television glass. The sculptural diversity of the screens 
was, however, tempered by the shared fate of their obsoles-
cence, reinforced by the educational videos that were play-
ing across the majority of the monitors: short narrative 
scenes devised to teach teenagers how to deal with various 
forms of conflict and distress, produced by the artist’s 
mother in the 90s.

Where TV used to be, for better or for worse, the most 
wide-reaching form of media commons, this era is now over. 
Audio-visual content has been atomized through develop-
ments in both software and hardware, undeniably intensi-
fying its influence on “the youth.” This is not only in terms 
of taste or morals, but also in social relations and cognitive 
development, constituting, for the late media theorist 

Bernard Stiegler, a “massacre of innocence.” The violence in 
Kokopeli’s work is however more latent: through presenting 
a nostalgia for a near but far-gone past, the artist reflects 
back to us a digital present through its most zany of relics, 
whose innocence – like our own – is more than surely lost.

A certain kind of nostalgia also permeates the embroidery 
of Flora Hauser (*1992). In Hauser’s world, mushrooms, 
flowers, and goddesses are summoned across canvases and 
costumes, exchanging linear time for the eternal mytholog-
ical. Take Geburt der Sonne (Birth of the Sun, 2024), where 
a young woman sits atop night’s flowering blue, the yellow 
of the sun flowing into its edges. A love letter appears 
between her fingers; a boy offers gifts; Saturn folds into her 
skirts, all while Hauser’s muse – her new goddess of the Sun 
– gazes wistfully toward an elsewhere out of frame.

Perhaps back toward the present? For in this represen-
tation of unchanging time, there are troubling signs of the 

Where TV used to be, 
for better or for worse, 
the most wide-reaching 
form of media commons, 
this era is now over. 

Marc Kokopeli, Bazooka, 2024, camera, wood, bells, tape, fabric, phone, staples,portable power station, noise machine, plastic, 18 x 68.5 x 29 cm (detail)
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Above: View of Marc Kokopeli, “MY TV SHOW I  TV,” Reena Spaulings Fine 
Art, New York, 2025

Middle: Marc Kokopeli, Yes You Can Say No, 2024, digital video (19:24 min.), 
Hannspree Apple TV, plexiglass, 35 x 33 x 10 cm

Below: Marc Kokopeli, Check It Out, 2022, digital video (29:40 min.), 
Memorex MSP-TV1300, 39.5 x 38 x 51 cm


