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Installation views from Irrealis , at Veda, Florence,IT, 2023





Untitled
2023

gold paper crowns, airport quality glass beads, floral toilet paper, holographic fly tinsel, gold and intereference 
gold pigments, school glue, heavy matt medium, PVA, brass paper clips, fiberglass mesh, bamboo sticks

variable dimensions
unique





Untitled
2023

06:09:36 
unique
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Installation views from Man in House , at Institut Funder Bakke, Silkeborg, DK,  2023



Escape Handle
2023

bronze
unique
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Installation views from Max Payday , at Moran Moran Mexico City,  2023





Nancy Lupo at Morán Morán, by Lee Pourvy, on Carla Magazine, issue 34

There’s a scene at the beginning of the novel Leaving the Atocha Station (2011) in which Ben Lerner’s 
protagonist follows a stranger through Madrid’s Prado Museum, watching as he bursts into passionate 
tears in front of one masterpiece after another. Is this man grieving, the narrator wonders, or is he just 
“having a profound experience of art?”1 The scene is funny because it identifies something we’ve all 
experienced—namely,the jarring disjunction between the ceremony and reverence with which art is 
treated in the gallery or museum context and the reality of how it actually makes us feel. We should be 
moved by art, we are implicitly told—provoked, confounded, inspired. If no such powerful emotional 
or intellectual response immediately emerges, such thinking goes, then there’s either something wrong 
with us or something wrong with the work.
Philosopher Alva Noë debunks this notion, arguing that effort is fundamental to the aesthetic 
experience.
In his book, The Entanglement: How Art and Philosophy Make Us What We Are (2023), Noë proposes 
that works of art—and aesthetic phenomena generally—should not be characterized by their beauty 
or meaning but by their inscrutability. “The art object, in its purest form, is something that we don’t 
recognize,” he writes.2 Rather than serving as “stimuli that trigger a special kind of  episode in the 
consciousness” (think: Lerner’s overwrought museum patron), works of art actively challenge the 
viewer, demanding participation in the creation of their content and meaning.3 The “aesthetic blind,” 
as Noë terms it, refers to this very opacity, to the necessity of our “effortful movement from seeing to 
seeing differently.”4 In short, rather than a task of analysis or evaluation, engaging with an artwork is 
a practice, a matter of how we orient ourselves toward the world.
It is just such a process that informs the conceptual work of Nancy Lupo, whose show Max Payday 
recently closed at Morán Morán’s Mexico City gallery. Accompanying the show’s new sculptural 
and video work was a series of diaristic meditations installed throughout the gallery as wall texts 
chronicling the months and years leading up to the show’s creation. Comprising a freeassociative 
constellation of Lupo’s entanglements with the people, events, and (especially) objects dotting the 
show’s circuitous gestation, the text described what we might consider her own attempts at “seeing 
differently,” offering a generous entry point for the viewer to embark on a similar practice.
While it’s not uncommon for wall texts to provide context for works on view, Lupo pushed this function 
to its extreme, offering thousands of words in a stream-of-consciousness deadpan reminiscent of 
autofiction writers like Lerner, Sheila Heti, and Tao Lin.5

Though, while Lupo has a strong presence in this text, its real protagonists were  a series of objects: the 
artist’s 1998 Chevy S-10; her Percival Lafer sofa; a gold chain of dubious provenance; the suburban 
home belonging to Lupo’s parents, where the artist goes to deposit carloads of studio ephemera.
In her writing, Lupo carefully considers all of these objects alongside countless others, candidly 
documenting the process by which they informed and, in some cases, became literally integrated into 
the artworks in the gallery.
Max Payday was anchored by a series of tellers sculptures. Lupo has been exploring this form for 
several years, inspired by the origami fortune tellers found in many an elementary school classroom. 
In Lupo’s interpretation, these objects’ numbered folds are stitched together to form egg carton-like 
topographies made of toilet paper, pigment, fly fishing line, and glue, among other materials. Each 
teller’s 10 pyramidal peaks bore the cell phone numbers of Lupo’s friends, lending an unexpected
literality to these whimsical works. At Morán Morán, these rectangular assemblages hung on the walls 

in pairs, flanking catalytic converter shells painted mango yellow—the shells are vaguely reminiscent 
of featureless skulls, a quality accentuated by the eerie metal crown perched atop I think they 
should be low, I mean we are guilty of it too. (2023). These salvaged auto components are a dramatic 
centerpiece in Lupo’s exhibition text: The theft of a catalytic converter from the artist’s pickup and 
her meticulously inventoried efforts to repair it take up substantial space across her writings. This 
Homeric quest generates over 1,400 words that eventually achieve a poetic vaguely occult register: 
“Not blunded, just melancholic, The leaves are falling and i’m trying to read the leaves and understand 
what it all means”.
This desperate need to interpret a caohtic present, to attune to some hidden higher order, serves as a 
central theme across the exhibition – one neatly encapsulated in the form of the fortune teller. The 
faux gold chain refrenced in Lupo’s writings dangled from one of these wall-mounted triptychs, I’m 
am all about houses. (2023). In a humorous digression, Lupo recounted discovering the chain—which 
bears an enticing “14K” stamp on its clasp—while hiking in Runyon Canyon the day after her catalytic 
converter was stolen, an event she interpreted as proof that “the universe wants to set it all right.” She 
wore the chain with covetous reverence for weeks before finally discovering it was a fake.
Lupo imbued the gallery space with the same searching, magical quality that her text conveys through 
clever modifications to Morán Morán’s colonial-style building.
Tiny round cuts into the gallery’s drywall allowed patterns of light and moving air to pour into 
the exhibition space, drawing attention to a physical infrastructure that so often goes overlooked. 
Elsewhere, small offerings in the art encouter  of beetles, snakeskin, and cast replicas of thorns 
populated the nooks and crannies of the usually tidy white cube. While gesturing, like Lupo’s esoteric 
wall text, toward concealed undercurrents of cause and meaning, these interventions also served to 
physically and temporally ground the viewer in the art encounter, laying bare he process of looking 
and discovery.Lupo’s meditations upon this objects and phoenomena illustrates Noë’s  conception of 
the aesthetic encounter: “ Art demands that we move beyond the familiar, engrained ways of looking, 
thinking, acting, or more generally, being, that constrains us, and in so many ways, hold us captive”6. 
Whether we’re considering considering a Chevy pickup truck or a blank gallery wall, Lupo’s art 
promises an opportunity to see differently. Yet, for all its words spent, Max Payday ultimately asks far 
more than it answers. As Noë suggests, this kind of aesthetic practice—one that engages with objects 
without a clear directive—does not yield knowledge of the usual sort; it has little interest in solutions, 
meaning, or even beauty.
Like that of the gallery visitor, its task is never finished, its answers ever provisional. What matters is 
that it bothers to ask in the first place.

1. Ben Lerner, Leaving the Atocha Station (Minneapolis: Coffee House, 2011), 8.
2. Alva Noë, The Entanglement: How Art and Philosophy Make Us What We Are (Princeton, Princeton University Press, 

2023), 101.
3. Noë, The Entanglement, 164. 4. Noë, The Entanglement, 100.

5. Characterized by their introspective— and often extremely mundane— storylines and barely disguised authorial 
proxies, the works associated with this loose literary movement mirror Lupo’s text in their frequent incorporation

of details of their own development, perhaps most famously in Heti’s torturous writer’s block saga How Should a Person 
Be? (2010).

6. Noë, The Entanglement, 103.
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Installation views from Destiny Cornucopia, with Monique Mouton, at Veda, Florence, 2022







We agreed that Destiny Cornucopia is a western or like a western. In reality it’s a 
boat somewhere. I hope it doesn’t spoil things to say but it’s also maybe important 
because it connects us to water and so maybe also somehow to waves and the ocean 

and oceanic feeling.

Is there already something somewhere we could call a baroque western? Something 
that beholds eroticism and endlessness but is still also flinty?

I want to add that Lupo and Mouton are both from the Four Corners region of the 
USA and each has a father who is an identical twin. Here, the wolf and the sheep 

have been cohabiting.

It’s all in the spin and the shimmer.





following

Installation views from Dying Play, at Kristina Kite Gallery, Los Angeles 2022





One death journey that I think is very well rendered is that of Nago, the 
wild boar demon in Princess Mononoke. What captivates me most is the 
particularly unnamable substance that oozes from their pores. It goes 
through several transformations, including one harrowing spaghetti and 

blood sausage-like stage, over the course of their long expiration.

I have always loved the scene from Fellini’s Casanova where the stormy 
ocean at night is constructed out of black plastic with fans blowing 
crazily off camera. And the raspy voice with which Norma Desmond 
says, “pumping, pumping, pumping,” in Sunset Boulevard. She’s talking 
about endlessly putting gas in her car and is exasperated and exhausted, 

but still, somehow it’s all going to keep going.

But then these spirals.

First in my mom’s garden in Flagstaff in the hectic spring wind. They 
reminded me I’m alive and also dying and that it’s not the last time that 
will happen. Also, again, Norma Desmond’s “pumping” and all of the 

times I’ve spiralized zucchinis in the last months.

The golden sprinkles are brass shavings. They are also spirals when 
you get granular. I scooped them up with card stock and an aluminum 
dustpan; imagine that sound. They are sharp and get stuck in your fingers. 
The shop manager milled down brass bars for a job making a frame for a 

grand mirror and this is 90% of the excess.

Spiral era ensues.



Nancy Lupo is Spiralling
by Gracie Hadland
published on Frieze.com, July 22

More than panic, spiralling is something deeper. It’s going down a rabbit hole, following the worst-
case scenario to the very bottom. Spiralling can be fun, reckless, like dancing drunk; or it can feel like 
a treacherous fall. But spirals are, in a way, inert. A spinning, spiral-shaped object may provide the 
illusion of dilation and progression, but it ultimately rotates on an axis, never moving up or down, 
backward or forward.

The spiral – as both a psychological state and a physical form – is the central motif of Nancy Lupo’s 
show of new work, ‘Dying Play’, at Kristina Kite in Los Angeles. Ten kinetic sculptures hang from the 
gallery’s high ceilings at about mid-calf height, lightly grazing the floor or just about to, slowly twirling. 
Revelling in their suspension, the works appear to expand but remain within their set circumferences, 
performing in choreographed limbo. 

The objects on view are made from what look like umbrella handles, adorned with fabric and metal 
accessories. Resembling well-worn wind-chimes but moving with mechanical precision, the sculptures 
oscillate between something alive and inanimate. Disco Weeper (2022) is adorned with casts of the 
artist’s hand, specifically of the space between the thumb and the index finger where grips meet in a 
handshake. The organic collides with the synthetic at that site of connection: satin, velvet, fishnet, 
nylon and plastic mingle with casts resembling animal bones.  

The gallery’s signature black and white marble floor adds drama to the installation, furthering the 
operatic wordplay of the title. ‘Dying Play’ evokes performance but also a kind of foreplay, the 
sculptures gyrating toward an unattained climax until the battery runs out. The sculptures are arranged 
like dancers performing on a ballroom floor or like pawns on a chessboard. The floor is strewn with 
black faux rose petals, like a stage after a performance.

Lupo is a fastidious observer, interested in the idiosyncrasies of mundane objects: their sounds, their 
shapes, their textures. As is typical of the artist’s practice, the works here look almost improvised 
or haphazardly tossed together, their meaning often coyly hidden from the viewer, confined to the 
process of the objects’ making. One imagines Lupo stopping to look at something in greater detail, 
contemplating the turn of an umbrella handle, perhaps, or the pattern of rain streaming into the gutter. 
Given Lupo’s introspection, the centripetal force of the spirals seems fitting.  

In that sense, centrifugal force is at play, too: the viewer’s own idiosyncratic associations imbue the 
objects with significance. The umbrella handle becomes a dancing figure; a cast of the artist’s hand 
looks like a sex toy or a fetish object. In Petals and Spiral Mix (2022), for instance, what at first appears 
to be a pile of sawdust waiting to be swept up is, in fact, brass shavings from the frame of a mirror. In 
her artist statement, Lupo describes gathering the shavings, and asks us to imagine the sound of the 
work’s making: she scooped them with card stock into an aluminium dustpan. 

Lupo’s is the kind of work that lingers with the viewer – as if the spirals on view do, in fact, extend past 
their physical bounds. ‘Spiral era ensues,’ Lupo concludes in her artist statement. After we attended 
the show’s opening, a group of us went to a fancy hotel in Pasadena where none of us felt we belonged. 
Chandeliers hung above us, spinning slowly. We opened doors to nowhere and took pictures of the 
patterns on the carpet. 
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Installation views from Golden Shower, at Jan Kaps, Cologne, 2021







A Golden Shower is something beautiful or erotic or obscene or cruel, depending on which line of 
literal meaning one follows. It is also sometimes all of these things at once. Central to Nancy Lupo's 
Golden Shower at Jan Kaps is a continuation of her group of works called ‘tellers’. The name and form 
relate to a popular origami game, while it also invokes the person or machine at a bank that makes 
transactions. In the game, a paper is folded into a pattern of pyramidal shapes that one can then move 
with their fingers, like a cubistic glove, and create different combinations of (sur)faces. The teller can 
narrate certain aspects of the future, reveal a truth or just be a riddle of colours and symbols with 
endless possible interpretations. In German the game is called 'Himmel oder Hölle' / 'Heaven and 
Hell'.

The ‘tellers’ are tooth, mouth, shell and ornament. They have been seen in her last show at Jan Kaps in 
their original material composition; wood, toilet paper, paper towels, paper placemats and glue. In the 
original process Lupo adds layer after layer of paper and glue on a light wood structure which slumps 
as the weight accumulates. For her, the epiphany of the ‘tellers’ were the tents at the farmers market in 
Los Angeles’s Pershing Square. The tent constructions add the idea of something like bones and skin, 
like the wings of a bat.

The tellers’ change as they reiterate, they fall from one signifier to the other, just like their namegiver. 
Now they are more skeletal and only made of bronze, unfolding into the gallery as a maze, fence 
or a spine. Attached are a row of aluminum balusters taken directly from the office of the foundry 
where many of the works were produced. Eventually the bronze ‘tellers’ are crowned by a version of 
a fossil whale baleen. It’s the mouth and tooth again, like an endless riddle or ballad. The poet is the 
Leviathan, combing oceans, forever grinning like the joker, its mouth open and closed at the same 
time. To this Lupo adds the blue black lips of a sturgeon who is breathing her last breaths amid market 
clamber - an endless image shown in Lupo’s video with a layered soundscape recorded at CERN, her 
Los Angeles home and in various locations in Georgia.

There are two new figurative bronze works present, one is an almost classical statue consisting of three 
parts or three likenesses as a chimera; the statue of a Georgian architect Shota Kavlashvili by Tengiz 
Kikalishvili that is located on Baratashvili street in Tbilisi, the dancer Jean Babilée as he appeared 
in Jaques Rivette’s film Duelle, and the hands of another smaller wooden statue in a vitrine on Kote 
Marjanishvili St in Tbilisi. The other figure is a slightly sad leather dummy that became bronze.

The sculptures are accompanied by benches, a somewhat familiar scenario in parks and public spaces. 
Three replicas of a tilted public bench Lupo came across in Tbilisi. It's a continuation of an ongoing 
series of various public benches she has made since 2015. In each instance they are scaled down to 
¾ the size of the original. 

On the floor, forming a spiral around the figurative sculptures, are a series of self portraits Lupo 
drew over the past year. They have been cropped into the shape of the infamous Burger King crown.  
Additionally there are “collapsed” PVA tellers with gold pigment and a gold painting that repeats the 
balustrade/lamppost motif. Confusion adds to the pleasure.

In one of Jorge Luis Borges’s short stories, a man falls down the ladder into his cellar. Landing on his 
back, he looks up and discovers between the 18th and 19th step a spot that contains all spots. It's a 
tiny sphere in which all the places of the world from every angle coexist. Only there and only in this 
position, otherwise there is nothing. Right underneath the dining room in the cellar.

Benjamin Hirte
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Installation views from Window Where We, at Dawid Radziszewski,Warsaw, 2021









falling inverse heads in perforated
ongoing nothings skewers in shapes
treading on bone
so disease and longing
keeping things in shape
by keeping down lines
putting them down at points and touching the birds
set onto
dusky hill
new relationships
those you implore
a swan song for two
what gets consumed and why that hurt my teeth
not so sweet and tangy in the seams
its a stand up
do well as to
decry itself in the face of others
detangled architecture
how it goes away to die on its own
what one can recreate honestly
how a moment and a story
when you justify movement you come to
yourself again
aspect ratio off and fucking its decrying and face inwards while accumulating what is left to track
we would wish for more were we not skewered
floundering on the surfaces of unretouched landscapes
having to give cons to us not so enticing
why cant we have what we want
when you meet people you have to give it up for them
a centerpiece in the way we relate
maybe its not ok
in using the suns rays
in blocking them with your cellophane
who gets charged with, anything
facilitating exchanges in a facility,
circumscribe threats
a disaster in the way disasters go
one to one ruins were found and left behind you didnt know where to go but to find them
behind you under you
excess and spots marking
no use in taking at the spots before the motifs so ephemeral as to make a case for themselves
what we learned in forgiving and elongating
promises to you and me informed by our material
love shared is not lost is not equanimity
i feel only the end not so much in its encroaching but in what it does
makes forget once known truths defenses and burials so specific as to breathe life anew
this oxygen has no space
this way of living is killing my other motives
this window would not be into my
own space but inhabited unrecorded engaging with that so not there as to be theirs
this work was finished before we met
may it be more so when we again

_text by Ser Serpas



following

Installation views from Script for the Pageant, at Museum of Contemporary Art, Sa Diego, 2020
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Installation views from Open Mouth, at Public Art Triennal, 
Pershing Square, Downtown LA, Council District 14, 2019
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Installation views from The Square at Noon, at Visual Arts Centre, Austin, 2019







following

Installation views from Parent and Parroting, at Swiss Institute, New  York, 2016





Two similes for Nancy Lupo’s ‘Parent and Parroting’ are jostling in my head: a drastically upscaled 
potpourri and an unusually expressive midden. The show includes scattered orange peels and rose 
petals, and so many other things – rubber household implements, coins and chewing gum – that the 
exhibition’s materials list is longer than its press release. These trinkets are alternately piled atop, 
woven into and hung from 28 wire storage units, like those you see in food pantries, but covered 
in hobby clay and kitty litter. Like a pagan altar, faced by pew-like rows of cheap folding chairs, 
Lupo’s installation is laden with objects that obediently serve our bodies’ stranger needs. Reverent 
yet absurd, it eschews the sober self-regard of New Age spiritualism. All this takes place in the 
basement of New York’s Swiss Institute. Lupo has installed her gritty, putty-sculpted food racks in a 
U-shaped enclosure. Like exoskeletons, these both structure the installation and constitute its most 
visible element. Piled atop their various shelves are real oranges as well as Terry’s Chocolate Oranges, 
cracked open so their decadent brown wedges spill over red and green foil packaging. Nearby on 
the floor, fluorescent orange stress balls with cartoon faces are strung over an unplugged extension 
cord, like anti-vampire garlic. Rhyming and repetition are used to magnetic affect here, and not only 
visually; when I visited the gallery, the absence of electricity pulsing through this cord was matched 
by a conspicuous absence of human bodies on the cheap folding chairs Lupo has used to hem in her 
scene, giving the installation the feel of a theatre or chapel.
Without subtlety, the exhibition’s press release instructs viewers to see this U-shaped corral as a 
human jaw. I didn’t; but I did want to bury my teeth in those chocolate orange slices. This is important 
because Lupo plays with the various affective powers of objects, which work not only in our eyes but 
also on our stomachs and salivary glands. In this vein, several boxes of dental floss hang from beneath 
one of the racks like abstracted spiders, their waxy strings forming woven screens reminiscent of 
rattan chairs or children’s art projects. Nearly every one of the floss cases is a different brand, showing 
the attention Lupo pays to the aesthetic grain of banal objects.
Our willingness to believe in the transcendent power of sculpture has always been aided by language, 
architecture and institutional power. By arranging her work like an altar, Lupo acknowledges the 
power of staging and uses it to envelop the contents of kitchen cupboards, bathrooms, pantries, and 
even our own mouths with a transportive aura. This places her squarely within a couple of avant-
garde traditions: the quasi-ritualistic sculpture emblematized by Paul Thek, for example, and the 
quintessential collapsing of art and life in Claes Olderburg’s early transformations of grocery-store 
items.  What should we make of the combination of visual pleasure and physical sustenance that forms 
this absurdist material theatre? Rose petals, orange peels and cinnamon cloves all suggest comfortable 
indulgence – but, piled and scattered, they also indicate a vanitas for our own troubled times. A cup 
of copper pennies hanging beneath one shelf furthers this foreboding undertone – somewhat benign 
but also transmitting a slow-burning anxiety. Not to mention the simulated bones and turkey legs 
slipped over parts of the wire framework or the lazy cantaloupe cradled by plastic mesh. This question 
is suspended by Lupo’s arcane poetic associations, which edge close to fetishistic babble, and are all 
the more compelling for risking that fate.

_written by Mitch Speed, featured in  Frieze Magazine, Issue 180







Nancy Lupo
Parent and Parroting

2016

20 Bathroom Storage Rack White Under Sink Pedestal Towels Stand Modern Shelves, 5 Pedestal 
Storage Unit, 3 Under Pedestal Sink Storage, 28 white rental chairs, Magic-Sculpt, kitty litter (Fresh 
Step, Swheat Scoop), Cast Aluminum Water/Feed Dishes, Signature Housewares Dual Pet Bowl Stand 
(Extra Small, Small, Medium, Large), Alter Eco Organic Royal Black Quinoa, Magic-Smooth, twist 
ties, Nylabones (Chicken Leg, Turkey Leg, Galileo, Knobby Bone), cast aluminum Nylabones (Barbell, 
Dura Chew Souper Size, Knobby Bone), industrial paper towel roll, aluminum roof coating, various 
boutique citrus (blood orange, SUMO, Cara Cara, bergamot, clementine, mandarin, golden nugget 
tangerine, sultana, kumquat, grapefruit, pomelo, variegated Eureka lemon, etc.), Terry’s Chocolate 
Orange – Dark, Ovation Dark Chocolate Mint Filled Crème a La Menthe Break Apart Ball, canta-
loupes (and then later, mini watermelons) in Swiss melon carriers, Tummy Tub (Glitter Pink), alumi-
num armature wire, red net citrus bag, Johnson & Johnson Reach Cleanburst Cinnamon Waxed Floss, 
millet spray, shredded newspaper, cast aluminum chicken bones, cast aluminum cinnamon stick, 
cast aluminum orange stick, cast aluminum SpudWare cutlery (knife, fork), orange sticks, star anise, 
orange peels, dried rose petals, Splat Ball Rocks, Watermelon Splat Ball, industrial sewing machine 
arms, Orbit Spearmint Chewing Gum, The Beebo (Orange, Aqua, Yellow), turned pine ball spindle, 
mint dental floss (Bianca, Colgate Total, Gore Travel Size Glide Floss, Johnson & Johnson Reach Mint 
Waxed, Johnson & Johnson Dentotape Ribbon Floss, LTV Reach Access, Oral-B Glide Pro-Health 
Comfort Plus, Oral-B Glide 3D White Whitening + Scope, Oral-B Complete Satin Tape, Oral-B Glide 
Pro-Health Deep Clean, Oral-B Glide Pro-Health Original, Oral-B Glide Pro-Health Clinical Protec-
tion, Oral-B Essential Cavity Defense, Well at Walgreens, Well at Walgreens High-Tech, etc.), Angel 
Soft with Pretty Prints, REP Band Level 1, plastic GREENWARE cups, wheat pennies, change (dimes 
and nickels), Stressed Out Squeeze Stress Balls, beige extension cord, beige cable ties, 10-gallon ICE 

ONLY Rubbermaid Brute.

20 units: 25.5 x 19 x 18 inches each
5 units: 27 x 21.5 x 13 inches each
3 units: 25 x 21.5 x 13 inches each

28 rental chairs: dimensions variable
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