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Nancy and Tonya The exhibi-
tion “I kiss your ectoplasm, like I 
would a shark” by Danai Anesia-
dou 

This woman is eating so fast. 
She stuffs in slice after slice, her 
front teeth are welcoming the 
food in an animalistic way, a wolf, 
a shark, evil eyes, a hellhound. 
Nevertheless she is pretty, high 
cheekbones, a golden skin and 
sunbleached hair. Her meal 
is interrupted briefl y by a ten-
der male fi gure holding on to a 
golden-black rope, his body half 
decorated, half tied up. There 
are several of these short clips 
structuring her endless meal: a 
woman walking with a mirror in 
her hands, shimmering crystals, 
a corridor lined by hundreds of 
curtains, a cloudy sky. The short 
scenes resemble the ones from 
the darkish video presented in 
the back of the room, looping on 
a big black fl at screen. This 16 
mm footage starts with a close up 

of a fried turkey. There is an-
other feeding scene, someone is 
given a bright piece of turkey by 
a self-evident father working the 
bird with an electrical knife. The 
dancer from the clips reappears 
to struggle with a look-a-like of 
himself. There is this vase, the 
dancer is balancing it on his head. 
With the feathers and the fl ow-
ers it now stands beside me on a 
styrofoam pedestal, its pinkish 
sides look like they are decom-
posed by some acid, which left an 
abstruse hole, reminiscent of the 
lope of the lung or the paunch of 
a cow. Corrosion sparkles from 
small crystals glued to its colour-
ful surface. The rope of the dark 
haired dancer is hanging over the 
pedestal, next to it are two small 
ceramic interpretations of houses 
chosen from the zones of hobby-
craftsmanship and handmade 
decoration. In one of them, in 
the small coconut-ashtray-cabin 
there is a piece of sweet smell-
ing ambergris, lying there like a 

stranded, dried-out crystal.
 Outside the Kiosk the sun is 
shining, the harsh light of early 
springtime is softened by the mir-
roring foil that covers the win-
dows of the small building. The 
crystals are sparkling, it smells of 
ambergris, the two videos have 
no sound, the light is rosy and 
mild. Its shadeless quality bears 
a depressive component. There 
is this fi nal battle in “The Return 
of the King“ when all the movie’s 
heroes are preparing to die. The 
King who is supposed to return, 
holds on faster to his sword. He 
has tears in his eyes, he is crying. 
Limited Heroes. 
 Gallstones not crystals, a dead 
bird, not a meal, exposing a black 
hole of emptiness and this wom-
an keeps gorging. The ambergris 
is not a fragrance but the mis-
understood substance from the 
stomach of the pot whale, which 
is probably caused by a malfunc-
tioning of his digestion. Parts of 
giant squids and octopuses, undi-
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gested, their beaks and jawbones 
forming a solid stone-like mass 
over the years, which could lead 
to the whale’s death. 
 It is neither blood, nor spit, 
nor semen. The glowing, thick 
fl uid should dribble from mouth 
or nose, its glow lasts for about 
twenty mystical minutes. This 
is ectoplasm, pouring out of a 
medium when having an intense 
encounter with old ghosts and 
young deceased. A fraud enabled 
by thin cloths impregnated with 
early fl uorescent colours used in 
the numerous bourgeois seances 
at the beginning of the 20th cen-
tury. Gloomy photographs on the 
net showing people in a trance 
with a glowing thing coming out 
their ears or their mouth. 
There is the choking girl again, 
a rewound seance in a Greek 
restaurant, she sucks her ecto-
plasm back in, inhaling rather 
than exhaling her ghosts, feeding 
on a phantasm of an inner life, 
much more ravenous than her-

self. Hardly anybody on board 
of the “Pequod” is able to sleep, 
hundreds of splashing sharks are 
eating up the dead pot whale who 
has been tied to the ship over 
night and now waits to be sliced 
to pieces the next morning. The 
sharks are so greedy, they have 
supersolid, supersharp teeth, 
described as a row of diamonds 
that never blunt. Even when they 
are attacked by the seamen, who 
slash at them to keep them off 
their whale, they choke down 
their own bowls, which are well-
ing out from their opened up 
bellies in a vicious loop, before 
they are fi nally torn apart by the 
other sharks. By dividing, the 
amoeba reproduces itself with its 
ectoplasm, creating a copy amoe-
ba with exactly the same physi-
cal features. Ballroom dances 
and catfi ghts, nutrition facts 
and Swarowski crystals, gastric 
acid and this thing on top of the 
DVD-Player, anorexic ropes and 
hardboiled rivals, the hellhound 

is fed and the turkey is sacrifi ced 
instead of the enemy’s chopped 
off hands. Thanksgiving. 

 Peter Wächtler

 15  review kiosk 14  Danai Anesiadou


