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Since 1999, the Paris-based artist Charlotte Moth has worked on the Travelogue, a collection of
photographs that she constantly updates. Her discovery of pictures that were taken by Raoul Hausmann
in Ibiza in the 1930s became the basis of her exhibition “Noting Thoughts,” which is on view at the Musée
Départemental d’Art Contemporain de Rochechouart until May 29.

I’M VERY INTERESTED IN A SCULPTURAL RELATIONSHIP TO EXPERIENCE. An image can later
function as an aid to memory, it becomes a hybrid, and something perhaps better described as an
“image-memory.” When I was in art school I was taking a lot of photographs, and for me that acted as a
way of studying things, trying to learn what was around me. I was absolutely fascinated by the structural
forms of architecture––all types––and using it as a way to think about how to generate work. This habit of
taking photographs became very accumulative and naturally charted a kind of itinerancy or movement in
space and place.

I really wanted to develop a relationship between research and looking, where research becomes work
and work becomes research. So for me the photographs in the Travelogue are very structurally grounded
in research. And this led to traveling to Paris, Marseille, London, Los Angeles, Kyoto, Hamburg,
Maastricht, and Brussels, to name a few. The more you travel, the more you discover, and the more you
read the more you want to travel.

For my show in Rochechouart, I really wanted to make a transition in space and time by using these
tables to lay my photos on; they create a sort of horizon in the space. You’re walking around them and
they become islands. You could read the layout as a narrative, but it’s very segmented––more like a
three-dimensional book, as the images are mounted on folded metal sheets.

This year is the twenty-fifth anniversary of the museum’s collection, and to mark it the institution invited
two artists to produce a site-specific work that dealt with ideas of collection and archiving. I was very
pleased to be chosen, and I decided to look at the archive of the Dada artist Raoul Hausmann, as it’s very
special and the largest collection of his work. It includes all his photographs, even all his ties––Mr.
Hausmann had a cravat fetish. But it has many of his writings and poetry too. I was kind of overwhelmed
by these things in a very lovely way. Even though he was quite political, he was also a dancer, a poet,
and a painter. So this archive is extensive.

I was particularly interested in the images from his stay in Ibiza from 1933 to 1936. To him, creating
photographs was more like a making an anthropological survey of the island—it wasn’t just buildings that
he liked; he was also taking pictures of people, landscapes, houses, plants, all this kind of stuff. Perhaps
he was looking for an untouched land. When I went to Ibiza, I was surprised to feel like I had already been
there, that I had ideas of what the land would be like, perhaps from looking through his archive. And the
ironic thing, which isn’t really ironic at all, is that when I arrived in Ibiza for the first time I felt like I had
already photographed it. 

— As told to Sherman Sam

Charlotte Moth
05.09.11

View of “Noting Thoughts,” 2011.
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POÉTIQUE DE L'ESPACE À LA MOTH DE SAINT-OUEN 

Carol ine Hancock  

Portrait de l'artiste Charlotte Moth en nomade. 

Il était une fois Charlotte Moth, une jeune artiste partie à l'aventure au sud de l'Angleterre pour y développer une 

certaine expertise des stations balnéaires. D'une ville à l'autre du sud-est, Moth longe la côte de Brighton à Eastbourne, 

de Bexhill-on-Sea à Whitstable, de Douvres à Deal et de Ramsgate à Margate. L‟exotisme du Sussex et du Kent n'ont 

plus de secret pour elle. L‟univers de W.G. Sebald, Michael Bracewell, Martin Parr et Bill Brandt n‟est jamais très loin 

non plus. C'est sans doute à ce moment là que Moth commence son Travelogue, une série en cours de photographies 

argentiques. Au pays des boules disco, des cornets de glace, ballons multicolores et rideaux à paillettes, son regard se 

porte sur l'architecture moderniste (voire pseudo-moderniste) et le mobilier de loisir. Elle s'intéresse autant aux 



    
 
constructions vernaculaires qu'à la grande architecture et à ce qui existe entre les deux. Qu'ils soient industriels, 

urbains, pittoresques, excentriques ou carrément ennuyeux, les lieux qui attirent son attention sont de nature 

atemporelle. Ils portent en eux la gloire d'un passé révolu : hors du temps et hors d'usage, ils sont en décalage total 

avec la réalité. Ces constructions temporaires sont d'une banalité quotidienne, sans cesse menacées par les constants 

changements de mode. Où qu'elle aille, Moth s'émerveille devant les "plafonds à la Donald Judd" qu'elle repère dans le 

restaurant d'un hôtel ou à l'entrée d'une tour d'immeubles. 

Angleterre 

Londres l'appelle et Moth choisit d'étudier la sculpture à la Slade School of Art. Constructivisme, brutalisme, 

minimalisme et conceptualisme nourrissent sa sensibilité esthétique et ses affinités formelles. Consciente des enjeux 

de l'exposition, de la présentation et re-présentation de l'art, Moth interroge ces notions en creusant les possibles liens 

entre photographie et sculpture. Elle place les origines de son travail dans la tradition des œuvres in situ qui prennent 

en charge la spécificité d'un espace et s'intéresse à l'instabilité des signes et du langage. Parmi ses grandes admirations, 

Carl Andre, Alighiero Boetti, Lygia Clark, Michael Asher, Daniel Buren, David Lamelas et Hollis Frampton. 

Son appareil photo Canon A-1 accompagne le moindre de ses déplacements dès les débuts de son Travelogueque l'on 

pourrait comparer aux collections de cartes postales de Tacita Dean. Moth et Dean partagent une attirance 

obsessionnelle pour les finesses de l'argentique et une nostalgie insatiable pour les curiosités venues d'Angleterre. 

Depuis les années 1990, sa collaboration avec l'extraordinaire collectionneur et artiste Peter Fillingham a pris la forme 

d'un répertoire en constante évolution, une possible archive en devenir (qui n'a pas encore été montrée en public). 

Moth est d'ailleurs une admiratrice invétérée de l'œuvre de l'historien de l'art Aby Warburg et de sa rigoureuse 

méthodologie. Son rapport à l'édition n'est pas sans lien avec son attachement au support imprimé et à la 

documentation. 

Hollande 

Moth déménage ensuite à Maastricht pour une résidence à la Jan van Eyck Academie : ses recherches se précisent et 

prennent un tournant international. Elle explique la base de sa pratique photographique ainsi : "Travelogue est un 

processus de pensée organique, un collage." Cette banque d'images s'adapte à chaque contexte et trouve son 

expression in situ en s'affirmant par le biais du montage. Moth invite parfois d'autres voix, d'autres récits à venir 

interagir avec ces images, c'est le cas de Maeve Connolly et Sadie Murdoch récemment à Paris. Socles, plantes, 

lumières, projections de diapositives, photographies et rideaux, Moth développe sa poétique de l'espace et accentue 

l'expérience de celui-ci. Ce n‟est pas un hasard si La Poétique de l’espace (1958) de Gaston Bachelard figure parmi ses 

lectures privilégiées. Ces environnements deviennent parfois le sujet d'une nouvelle œuvre, une photographie d'un 

genre nouveau : la documentation d'un événement éphémère se transforme en art. 

Élargir le champ 

Pendant son séjour en Hollande, elle collabore avec l'artiste Falke Pisano sous le nom de falkeandcharlotte. Ce projet 

de nature plutôt curatoriale s'installe pendant six mois dans l'espace de la galerie Dolores project à Amsterdam, mis à 

disposition par Ellen de Bruijne. Elles invitent d'autres artistes, provoquent des rencontres dans le temps et l'espace. 

Moth fait ensuite plusieurs résidences qui lui permettent d'élargir ses sources de façon exponentielle : Los Angeles, 

Tokyo, Galway, Stuttgart, la Corse, la liste est longue. Son travail, souvent en série, ne cherche pas tant à révéler la 

spécificité d'un lieu mais à privilégier l'anonymat, la standardisation et l'universalité ; ce qui n'empêche pas à ses 

photographies souvent neutres et objectives de faire émerger une forme d'interprétation subjective. 

Moth vit désormais à Paris, ou plutôt à Saint-Ouen dans la banlieue nord de Paris, là où à la fin des années 1920, les 

surréalistes André Breton et Alberto Giacometti passent leur temps dans le célèbre marché aux puces de la ville. On 

imagine aisément Moth flâner au hasard dans les vides greniers et autres antiquaires qu'elle avait l'habitude de 

fréquenter en Angleterre. Elle divague sur de possibles rencontres avec Le Corbusier et Mallet-Stevens aussi bien 

qu'avec d'illustres inconnus dans les rues lointaines, là-bas ou ici, partout. LeTravelogue s'envisage alors comme une 

œuvre fondamentalement nomade. Il n'est pas surprenant qu'André Cadere figure parmi ses héros. D'une certaine 

manière, les explorations de Moth donnent une résonance actuelle à son art. 

Caroline Hancock est commissaire d'exposition. Elle vit et travaille à Paris. 

 

http://www.cataloguemagazine.com/contemporary-art/magazine/article/charlotte-moth/ 
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Charlotte Moth - Kunstlerstatte Bleckede  

 
 

Scattered thoughts after a subjective gaze into Charlotte Moth‟s use of images 
 
She: Charlotte Moth 
He: extracts from William T. Vollman‟s book The Rifles 
I: Francesco Pedraglio 
 

The first thing she did was to select some images and send them to me. 
He wrote: “Maybe life is a process of trading hopes for memories”. 
He actually started a new paragraph with this line, breaking the silence with it, projecting me directly into the middle 
of an unexpected chain of thoughts. 
I, a reader like you, couldn‟t do anything else but accept it and draw my personal consequences. 
Meanwhile she showed me these images, avoiding adding any specific comment on them. Again I‟m in the middle of 
something I don‟t quite grasp, something not mine and yet so faintly familiar: have I already been there? Do I know 
this corner? Did I stare at that sign before, did I dance or eat or talk in this room, in this corridor, under this sky? 
It was all quite abrupt. I had simply to acknowledge their presence, the presence of these images and these spaces in 
my head and in my memory, in my eyes and now in my life. 
He said that it may all be a process of trading hopes for memories, and I bet he wrote it in a single breath. She took 
some pictures and sent them to me, and I suspect he didn‟t verbalise the exact reason for her selection. 
I felt the existence of a relation between the two eveVnts, him and her, written words and photographs, but couldn‟t 
work out why. 
 

He was talking about life in its broader terms, life in general, the expectations that life brings in and the 
representations we commonly create out of it. 
The life he is talking about is the life of someone who creates memories by withdrawing images, the images of his own 
being in a specific environment, absorbing its functionality and living its consequences. 
She starts where he ends: images. She moves backwards in the opposite direction. They are complementary. She takes 
images to create impressions, memories of spaces and places, of the indiscriminate that, under her lens, could become 
geometry, light, rhythm, stillness or movement. Hence she too arrives to talk about life, life in its broader sense. She 
arrives from the opposite end though. 

http://acertainrealism.blogspot.com/2010/03/charlotte-moth-kunstlerstatte-bleckede.html
http://1.bp.blogspot.com/_nt09Yk0Vxsk/S6iNksrIKZI/AAAAAAAAAiQ/Q6Ei7fHEz3k/s1600-h/IMG.jpg


    
 
Here they meet again, him and her, matching top-to-bottom through the complex significance of what an image is or 
could be. They cross each other on the field of the perfect image, the one that establishes the correct relationship 
between remote things grasped in their maximum distance. 
http://acertainrealism.blogspot.com/ 1/ 
 
 
They both search for perfect images, even if through different paths and opposite starting points: from life‟s 
expectation to its representation for him, and from life‟s representation to its conceptualisation for her. 
 

I finally gain an elusive instant of contact between them: photographs turning into images and hopes being 
traded for memories. Temporality is forever lost, becoming timeless anonymity, profitable mystery, organised clash 
and constructed continuum. 
She is not a photographer and that‟s why her images are neither abstraction, nor pure technique: they are mystery, 
hers as well as ours. 
He is not constructing theories and that‟s why his reading of „life as shift to memory‟ is never objectively traceable, 
leaving any categorisation at the mercy of ambiguity. 
A balance has now been formed. The relation between her images and his phrase – or between the photographs she 
sent me, and my interpretation of them – is based on my position as spectator/reader. Through their work I enter into 
the wider field of collective memory, universally accessible and yet always constructed into subjectivity, my subjectivity 
as viewer. 
Her images are displaced residues of the sites they have come to depict. Like any other image she took, the one she 
sent me can‟t be defined just through her eyes; they inevitably incorporate other personal readings that I, the subject 
who received them, might place upon them. This is her phenomenology of the image. A photograph, light through the 
lens and onto the film, a simple frame, but also a perfect image, a constellation of signs and potential dialogue between 
past and future, between the morbidly common and the uniquely mine. 
He stops where she began. She arrives where he started. They link for an instant, for a fleeting gaze in their use of the 
image as both pure documentation and possible narrative. 
While he spoke of life as a process of trading hopes for memories, she thought of how something could look like a 
picture before you take a picture of it. And what happens once you do it, once you do take that picture and store it, 
conserve it between other pictures and utilise it in different environments? Isn‟t that what he meant when he spoke of 
hope being traded for memories? Any photograph of an architectural space becomes an atmosphere, a 
phenomenological hope for a different understanding. Not simply a picture of that space, but of me as viewer-reader, 
of every subject looking at it. Other eyes transforming images into personal expectations. From memory to hope. 
 

If I could ask him now about his phrase, he would probably not recall where he was at the time he wrote it, what 
he was doing or wearing, the colour of the walls or the fabric of the half-closed curtains masking the sunlight. Instead 
she knows the colour of the walls, the shadows produced by the sun crashing against the asphalt, by the light changing 
through the reflective glass of the buildings. 
Her description: meticulous representations of objects and spaces, so meticulously researched that they blur like his 
words, they become abstract, like paintings. 
They are together again. From their two different worlds, they both agree not to show every side of things, allowing 
themselves a margin of indefiniteness. 
And I‟m this indefiniteness. I, left in front of that phrase and these images. I, the viewer-reader, as any viewer-reader. 
We are the reason these interpretations exist. We are the reason their work is so far and yet so close. 
 

Posted by Francesco Pedraglio 
http://acertainrealism.blogspot.com/ 2/ 

http://acertainrealism.blogspot.com/
http://acertainrealism.blogspot.com/
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