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The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 
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The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 
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The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 
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The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 

Transcription

187



 12

2014

Detail of installation in Die 
Raum, Berlin, 2014. Photo by 
Jan Windszus.

13

Detail of installation 
Photo by Fulano de tal 

The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 
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The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 
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The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 

Transcription

2005

188
 12

2014

Detail of installation in Die 
Raum, Berlin, 2014. Photo by 
Jan Windszus.

13

Detail of installation 
Photo by Fulano de tal 

The Party

Femke, Chloe and I were organizing 
a New Year’s party together. It was 
the winter of 2005, and we all still 
lived in Prenzlauer Berg, just about 
the time when most of the younger 
artists and hipsters were leaving en 
masse down the hill to Kreuzberg, 
which was fully flourishing as the 
new place-to-be, starting its own 
self-obliteration towards total gentri-
fication, the same cycle that Pren-
zlauer Berg was completing then. 
But we were already not that young  
— we were in our mid-thirties — so 
we had no plans to leave. Besides, 
Prenzlauer Berg still had some rough 
edges left and wasn’t completely 
taken over by armies of baby stroll-
ers like nowadays.

 I had already been living in Berlin 
for five years then and had hosted 
several parties, always with the help 
of Femke and her boyfriend. I used 
to live in a large loft near Wedding, 
with incredibly tolerant neighbors 
who never called the police, despite 
the fact that we usually partied dur-
ing weekdays until the wee hours. 
Especially in the first years, I was 
still sort of half living here and in 
Rio. Because I was terribly afraid of 
flying, I always gave a farewell par-
ty on the day before the departure, to 
make sure I would get in the plane 
very tired and hungover; actually, 
in my innermost fears, I did believe 
that every farewell party could be 
my last good-bye to my friends. 

But since Femke still hadn’t held a 
house warming party, and since her 
house was much more central than 
mine, we decided to locate the New 
Year’s Eve party at her new place, 
which was a newly renovated, spa-
cious, ground floor apartment, close 
to the Eberswalderstrasse U-bahn 
station, where she had moved with 
her half-Colombian boyfriend, the 
writer Carlos, who at the time had 
gone to visit his mother in Bogota.

Just after Christmas, when Femke 

and Chloe had returned from their 
respective families in Holland and 
England — I stayed working at 
home with my cat — we met in her 
house to plan the party. After a tour 
around the house,  we regrouped 
in the kitchen to have drinks and 
cigarettes. Chloe, who was a very 
close friend of Femke, was a short, 
red-haired artist, completely covered 
with freckles, with the Centaur con-
stellation sprinkled on her face. She 
told us about her Christmas thrills 
in a small coastal town in England, 
where in a truly regressive experi-
ence, she had to sleep in the bunk 
bed of her 10-year-old nephew, and, 
while outside rained miserably, she 
sat in the living room watching her 
nephew drive an orange Porsche in 
circles with his new PlayStation. 
Because she had just moved from 
Paris where she had been living for 
the past five years, she couldn’t con-
tribute so much with guests for the 
party, which turned out to be com-
pletely fine with Femke who was 
concerned about having too many 
people who might end up wrecking 
her new apartment.

We bought the drinks together, but I 
was in charge of the food — which 
would be Brazilian of course — and 
they took care of the decoration 
and setting up the space. During the 
afternoon of the 31st, while I cooked 
a feijoada, they hung colorful fil-
ters on the lamps in the living room 
and, because Carlos was paranoid 
that people in the party would steal 
his books, the girls covered the 
book shelves with a gold aluminum 
foil, shielding Carlos’ books from 
the gaze of intellectually inclined 
thieves.

The three of us had no idea how 
many people to expect; Berlin was 
blooming with Silvester parties to 
compete with,  in our neighborhood 
alone there would be dozens and 
dozens of house parties for people to 
choose between; our assessment was 

that about fifty guests would come 
— in fact I secretly expected that 
at least fifty of my friends would 
come. It was our aspiration that after 
the fireworks, people would stay to 
dance. 

We were all very excited and anx-
ious to see how everything would 
play out. I had a special reason for 
having certain anxieties because my 
new fling might come that night. 
Soraya was a small, plumpy Leba-
nese girl who was a good friend of 
Chloe, and whom I had met during 
a dinner party back in the summer. 
We had been in touch for almost two 
months through e-mails and long-
distance calls, while she was abroad 
in Romania and Lebanon. We had 
two brisk, feverish nights before she 
went to Romania, where she took 
part in an artist residency close to 
Bucharest. She had invited me to 
visit her, which I had accepted. On 
the same day that I bought an expen-
sive ticket, her father suffered a fatal 
heart attack in Beirut, causing her to 
leave to Lebanon the next day. 

Somehow her father’s death seemed 
to have brought us closer, as if I 
had entered her life so her father 
could leave it. Once I was back from 
Bucharest, where I went anyway 
— I couldn’t get a refund — and 
stayed in a cheap hotel by myself, 
having a terrific time encounter-
ing packs of ravenous stray dogs in 
dark streets, we kept daily contact 
by long distance calls and e-mails. 
Now, after more than one month we 
would finally see each other again. I 
didn’t know it then, but I was se-
cretly becoming very attached to her 
already; even though I consciously 
tried to not have too many expecta-
tions, with the presentiment that 
she was just needy and lonely while 
mourning her father and once back 
in Berlin she would let me down. 

I discovered too late that my feelings 
behaved then like vines that would 
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2004
Andrew Reid, Gallery Iris Kadel, Karlsruhe, Germany
Andrew Reid, Playstation, Fons Welters Gallery, Amsterdam, 
The Netherlands

Group Exhibitions
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A Lesson Loosely Learned, Cavalo, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil
ARCOMadrid, Opening, Spain

2016
In Search of Thomas Python, Nieuwe Vide, Haarlem, The Netherlands

2017
Unanimous Night, CAC, Vilnius, Lithuania
Udstilling, Den Frie Center, Oslo Paads, Denmark
Does kittykat know there’s a pigeon on the clothes closet?, Nieuwe Vide, 
Haarlem, The Netherlands

2015		
A Mão Negativa, Parque Lage, Rio de Janeiro, Brasil

2014
Falso Movimento, Galeria Luciana Caravello, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil 
Staged City, Arti, Amsterdam, The Netherlands
2013
Discipline, Leisure & Punishment, Contour Biennial, Mechelen, Belgium

2012
As Iminencias das Poéticas, 30th São Paulo Biennial, Brazil
Through an Open Window (Rabo Bank Kunstcollectie), Institut Néerlandais, 
Paris, France
Found Footage, EYE Film Institut Nederland, Amsterdam, The Netherlands 
Recent Acquisitions, De Hallen, Haarlem, The Netherlands
Never Odd or Even, Roskilde, Sweden

2011
Never Odd or Even, Grimmuseum, Berlin, Germany 
Spectrums of Light, European Gallery Cologne, Cologne, Germany
Will Be Home..., Ambach&Rice, Los Angeles, USA 

2010
Collector’s Preview, Le Temple, Paris, France
Arrivi e Partenze Europa, Fondo Mole Vanvitelliana, Ancona, Italy

2009
Chance Encounters, Ludlow38,  New York, USA
Still / Moving / Still, International Fotofestival, Knokke, Belgium

2008
Vijf portretten uit de videocollectie, De Hallen, Haarlem, The Netherlands
Wild Signals, Kunstverein Stuttgart, Germany
Narrowcast: Reframing Global Video, LACE, Los Angles, USA
Narrowcast: Reframing Global Video, Pitzer Art Galleries, Los  Angeles, 
USA
Panoramic, Museo Tamavo Arte Contemporánea, Mexico

2007
Reality Crossings, 2. Fotofestival Mannheim, Germany
52nd Venice Biennale (Slovakian Pavilion), Venice, Italy
Prix de Rome, De Appel, Amsterdam, The Netherlands
Elephant Cemetery, Artists Space, New York, USA
News From Abroad, Gallery Murray Guy, New York, USA
Free Electrons. Selected Videos from the Lemaître Collection, Tabacalera 
Donostia, San Sebastian, Spain

2006
Indirect Speech, Kunsthalle Fridericianum, Kassel, Germany
Don Quijote, Witte de With Center For Contemporary Art, Rotterdam, The 
Netherlands

2004
Present Tense, Playstation, Fons Welters Gallery, Amsterdam, The Nether-
lands
Indonesia under Construction, Witte de With Center For Contemporary Art, 
Rotterdam, The Netherlands
Anh Tam Lee – Pablo Pijnappel, Groningen, The Netherlands
1921-1977 1979-, Kunsvlaai, Amsterdam, The Netherlands

2003
Parasite Paradise, SKOR, Utrecht, The Netherlands
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2014
Lucas, Temporary Gallery, Cologne, Germany
Casa da Michèlle, Galerie Juliette Jongma, Amsterdam, The Netherlands 

2013
Discipline, Leisure & Punishment, Contour Biennial, Mechelen, Belgium
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Quirijn, Studio Nº2, Galerie van der Mieden, Antwerp, Belgium
2008
Homer, Galerie Juliette Jongma, Amsterdam, The Netherlands 
André, Kadist Foundation, Paris, France; Homer; CarlierGebauer, Berlin, 
Germany

2007
Pablo Pijnappel, Laboratory, White Chapel, London, England 
Caiçara, Museum de Hallen, Haarlem, The Netherlands
Homer, Kunstlerhaus Bremen, Bremen, Germany

2006
Walderedo, CarlierGebauer, Berlin, Germany
Hotel Rio, Galerie Juliette Jongma, Amsterdam, The Netherlands
Felicitas, CarlierGebauer, Amsterdam, The Netherlands

2005
Andrew and Felicitas, Extra City 2, Antwerp, Belgium
Felicitas, Stedelijk Museum Bureau Amsterdam, Amsterdam, The Nether-
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2004
Andrew Reid, Gallery Iris Kadel, Karlsruhe, Germany
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2013
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Spectrums of Light, European Gallery Cologne, 
Cologne, Germany
Will Be Home..., Ambach&Rice, Los Angeles, USA
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2012
Cinema in Slow-Motion, Malmö Konstahall, Malmö, Sweden

Screenings

2015
Lucas, International Film Festival of Rotterdam, Rotterdam, The Nether-
lands

2012
Quirijn, Lost and Found, Amsterdam, The Netherlands;
 
2010
Andrew Reid, Contemporary Art Museum St. Louis, USA
1921-1977 1979, MAC/VAl, Vitry, France

2008
1921-1977 1979-, Panoramico, Museo Tamayo, Mexico
Andrew by Maya, Black Box  - Elke Schlüters, Kunstverein Düsseldorf, 
Dusseldorf, Germany

2007
Walderedo, TENT, Rotterdam, The Netherlands
 
2004
Andrew Reid, International Short Film Festival, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil; 1921-
1977 1979-, Video Village, Milan, Italy
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The Zone, TAK, Berlin, Germany

2019
2008 Wasn’t A Good Year, Cavalo, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil

2015 		
What is Photography?, Fontenay-aux-Roses, Centre Pompidou, Paris, 
France

2014
Lucas, Temporary Gallery, Cologne, Germany
Casa da Michèlle, Galerie Juliette Jongma, Amsterdam, The Netherlands

2013
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2012
Cinema in Slow-Motion, Malmö Konstahall, Malmö, Sweden

Screenings
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A Vision in Time, six films, MAM’s Cinamatheque, Rio de Janeiro, Brazil
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Lucas, Rotterdam International Film Festival, Rotterdam, The Netherlands
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