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	Every summer he went into the Canadian forest to hate himself. In Paris, a small tree fills the space between the windows of his studio.  He truly can see the cultural branches and roots shaping the maps of his cortex weakened by all that flashy stuff made out of emotions and feelings. What a hell to be a European artist, surrounded by the past of memory very near, carved out of time in the plot of wet connection in his chemical brain. 





	 He does not really care of nature: "The trees in our imagination are our trees, and the branch, wet, covered in moss, is the image that returns to us like the prodigal son".  Going through this forest which is his own, he fancies an art world invisible for the most part,  where the artwork either belongs to real people in their time life, or is created by them together with the artist. A revolving fantasy from Ezra Pound... how to share, to expand that sense of growth, of freedom from time and space limitations that an image can give, despite the fact that images reveal an intellectual and emotional complex in an instant of time. In another corner of his mind Heidegger was talking of names and thinking through the names, a way to approach what is far...  reality.





	How many doubts: "Will our imagination end up devouring us?"  "Is the artist going to disappear?" Mister Jochen has never trusted images by themselves. In the Seventies he had screamed at the sky, tried to warm the earth with his body,  challenged his physical edges and identity. The rage of being limited as a human being. Art could only be as fragile as its creator; and the artist the filter of short stories softening the usual connection between words and pictures, showing how sometimes the words, like unaware objects, speak loudly, not knowing the messages they are carrying.





	 Whereas art, for him, is a subject, a single (beloved) rose in a mess of barking speakers.  I wonder if the need of making art does not really come from the old brain core, downstairs, too thick to receive the subtlety of ideas. So for almost three decades Mister Jochen practiced the fuzzy land of texts and images supporting each other, helping each other to stand their new life of abandoned, estranged things.





	 No more representation:  there is no way the personal will to reproduce reality can affect what is called ART. "Rem presentem facere", "to give the things a presence"? Too many woods in our art history have tried to grow statues, paintings, anthropomorphic architectures, substitutes for what is lost forever, as if memory needed a storage filled with objects, to be alive. Of course Mister Jochen hates himself in the forest, he struggles for an impossible purity. Memory, as well as words, lose their meaning in time. So that language is the real thing, if the intellectual recreation, just like memory, makes its endless reconstruction.  The tree in the studio extends some leaves toward the window; the gray light of Paris does not respond.  The buildings in the street look dry as if drawn by pencil on paper. 


		And the artist writes his own LANGUAGE over the abstract density of a red sheet. The characters are visually absorbed in the color, melted in the matter. Almost escaping their meaning: "there's never been anything else in"  ART. Written on transparent plexiglas, ART is a word stained by the red color of memory.  A temporal word that came into being when human time started to exist.  Mister Jochen's mirror isn't without pain, he is looking for art making that is fishing for water, never trying to fill the social space and time with any object whose living message has already been killed by a destiny of transformation. The real thing he puts in his art work is invisible: a deep feeling of loss that wounds and opens him up.  





		"You can walk over the stones of a monument not knowing it is there, buried underneath the visible pavement," he says. "You can make a monument a living piece of memory, asking people to write their personal feelings on it, until the stone will disappear, but everybody will remember, some a long time. " The concept?  Dissolved.  It seems to be like an old fashioned tool, Mister Jochen always knew our culture was going to kill us.





											














