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of a Silent Tongue



The Tip of a Silent Tongue

The metaphor of darkness, which led us to the theme of The Tip of a Silent Tongue, emerged as a trigger in our group 
conversations over the four months of the course The Exhibition To Come. The shadows evoked in these exchanges 
revealed themselves as a context capable of extending beyond the individual practices that some artists had been 
developing. What if we made an exhibition in the dark? What kind of intervention would this add to the experience of the 
works? These questions motivated us to explore darkness in a broad sense and to investigate shadow as a poetic and 
conceptual material. Gradually, a shared thematic ground took shape, guiding our discussions, fostering new 
experimentations, revisiting earlier works, engaging in shared readings, and ultimately culminating in the realization of 
this exhibition — a show that is not only collective, but truly collaborative.

Darkness initially symbolized the situation in which we ourselves found ourselves — after all, we did not know one 
another prior to the course The Exhibition To Come. With time and shared experience, however, it came to be 
illuminated by the observations and contributions of the curator and the eight artists who participated in the course. 
Each artist, in their own way, brought forward references and points of interest, allowing us to know one another through 
aesthetic and poetic affinities, as well as through personal histories. We sought to preserve this delicate and respectful 
form of proximity by suggesting that the visit to The Tip of a Silent Tongue be mediated by low light and candlelight. It 
did not take long, once we adopted darkness as the exhibition’s spatial condition, to perceive silence alongside it, 
recognizing in this new articulation an intimate and familiar bond between the two concepts. “The silence of a room with 
little light is profoundly different from that of a brightly lit room,” wrote novelist Jun’ichirō Tanizaki in his seminal essay In 
Praise of Shadows, one of the texts we shared throughout the process.

Although the artists did not literally evoke darkness or silence in their previous works or research, we sought to integrate 
their practices coherently into the exhibition’s thematic decisions, observing how they behaved within conditions of near 
darkness or low light. In doing so, we sometimes preserved the artists’ habitual procedures, simply attending to the 
effects produced by transferring the works into a darkened environment. For example, in the case of Bruce Williams’s 
darker paintings, reduced illumination invites the viewer to move closer — an approach that, in this context, is intended 
to be carried out with candlelight. It is only through this act of proximity that nuances of the paintings are revealed: 
brushstrokes, textures, fragments of text partially concealed beneath layers of paint.
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In other cases, objects were displaced from their literal functions, as with Cheri Ibis’s umbrellas, which add a nonsensical yet poetic 
dimension to the exhibition as a whole, recalling that poetry often emerges from the deviation of practical functions — or of language 
itself. A similar gesture appears in Fiona Yun-Jui Chang’s printed publication (or installation, depending on the physical space), which 
investigates the very definition of artistic meaning through inversions, displacements, and newly constructed linguistic and poetic 
situations. Lo Bil and Françoise McGee approach shadow in particularly distinctive ways. Françoise, rather than working with shadow 
as she typically does, turns to reflection, allowing the work, immersed in penumbra, to glow across its surface, confronting the viewer 
with a golden enigma. Lo Bil, whose performative practice generally relies on bodily movement and the manipulation of diverse 
objects, here projects beams of light onto her own body — a minimal and sensitive gesture in the deliberate absence of objects.

The body, as subject or originating image, reappears in other works throughout The Tip of a Silent Tongue, such as in the fictional 
figure created by Andrea Nhuc. The incorporation of neon light into the sculpture adds a further layer of indeterminacy — and with it, 
mystery — to the already ambiguous bodily forms that characterize her sculptural practice. The photographs by Daura Campos 
presented in the exhibition, created through the immersion of found negatives, depict the body as shadow and introduce a subtle 
presence of color into the show, reaffirming an attention to aesthetics conceived not in isolation, but as a fundamental component of 
the exhibition’s collective thinking.

Rebecca Weisman’s contribution is the only one that engages with sound, but not a common sound. The frequency emitted by her 
sculptural whale ear, reminiscent of an indecipherable chant, finds its full meaning within the darkness that structures the exhibition. 
Drawing from the language of these immense marine mammals, the sound does not break silence; it transforms it. Like the exhibition 
as a whole, it operates between what is revealed and what remains concealed.

Within the space shaped by half-light, by the works themselves, and by the audience’s slow movements, a phrase by writer Clarice 
Lispector — another important reference throughout the process — resonates with particular force: “What surpasses me is the 
silence.” In the penumbra, between the sound that transforms silence and the forms that reveal themselves through proximity, 
projection, and reflection, what emerges is not the certainty of the visible, but the experience of that which demands time and 
attunement.
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CHERI IBES

An undefined object suggests a relic of something from days gone by.



Unreadable, but ours. 
Even if nothing was said, we knew it was meant for us.

BRUCE WILLIAMS



In the breath between the next action, the next direction, the next color, it slips in and settles quietly.
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LO BIL



Hear: my body was never mine to keep, nor will yours one day be.

REBECCA WEISMAN



An untold story rests in the body.

FRANÇOISE MCAREE



Letting go of a certain notion constructed of the self and the body as determined, knowable things.

ANDREA NHUCH



If clouds could talk, they would not. They don’t spread them around 
in boastful sound bites seeking to prove how privy they are to stories you’ve never heard.

DAURA CAMPOS



Silence gathers between drafts, moon-body steady, 
language uncertain a pause that protects what cannot be spoken.

FIONA YUN-JUI CHANG


