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Pete and Repeat is a platform for artists’ publications and 
editions.  It takes its name from a fanzine we published for 
the gallery back in 2008 - 9.  Pete and Repeat will have a 
physical presence in the Brussels gallery within a structure 
designed by Anna Barham, which it will share with rare 
books and records selected by Gauthier De Ro.

The programme for Pete and Repeat will run concurrently 
with the gallery programme – either accompanied by 
an exhibition by the publishing artist or in synergy with 
exhibited artist and works.

Barham’s new book Poisonous Oysters, will be launched 
in the space on Friday March 20th 18.00 – 20.00, with 
readings by Anna and others. Forthcoming presentations 
will include projects by Maria Zahle, Jeremiah Day and 
Clive Hodgson. 

On the occasion of this new project we’ve compiled issue 
3 of the fanzine as an opportunity to collate and share 
articles, essays, drawings, poems (visual or otherwise) 
by the gallery artists and friends in the wider community.  
Thanks Assunta Ruocco who was fundamental in facilitating 
the original publication.

Thanks also to: Caterina Avataneo, Giuditta Gentile, 
Gauthier de Ro, Frances Horn, Gabriel Kuri and Adrien 
Meurrens. 

In fond memory of our friend Philippe Van Snick 
1946 - 2019

Arcade
Rue Du Marché aux Porcs, 10
Brussels 1000
www.thisisarcade.art
@thisisarcade
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The word “melancholy” suggested a possibility: 
Dürer himself had suffered melancholy, in fact.
So I told her I needed an assistant, someone to 
help me in my work as an artist, someone who 
could draw for me.

She looked puzzled. She’d never drawn a thing 
in her life. 
Nor did she know one thing about art. She’d 
barely finished primary school. 
She thought it over for a moment before accepting. 
The closest thing she’d ever done to drawing 
were the pot-hooks for the letters of the 
alphabet they’d made her draw the first day  
of school. 
That was where we started.

La Grande Madre Project was underway. 

“Grande Madre” sounds like the translation  
of the word “grandmother” from other languages 
into Italian.
The Great Mother is the goddess of Nature,  
of fertility.
We started with leaves.
Entire pages were filled with leaves, one after 
another, in orderly rows.
Then came flowers, fruits, minnows, small birds.

I curated, or perhaps cured it all: my 
grandmother’s melancholy and the project that 
was gradually taking form.
All top secret.

A year of work later, I gathered all the 
drawings and went to see Pasquale, my gallery 
director in Milan.
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I TELL YOU A STORY

I have a grandmother who’s eighty-nine. 
A year ago she told me she gets a little 
melancholic in the afternoon, and asked me for 
some little task to do. 
I told her I need an assistant. 
Since then she’s been drawing for me every day.

That was in 2002, and these were the words 
in the preface to La Grande Madre, a limited 
edition coffee table book.

My grandmother’s name was Ines Bassanetti, and 
I’d always had a special relationship with her, 
an affection so deep it was almost a secret 
between us. Maybe due to all the time we’d 
spent together when I was little. 
A door in her house led to an old haberdashery 
where she’d worked all her life. That shop was 
better than any Wunderkammer for me: 
zippers, toys,  underwear,  sweaters, soaps, 
notebooks, perfumes, balls of wool, buttons—
maybe even rabbits, tropical plants, and magic 
lanterns.
There was really a bit of everything inside, 
in a precise disorder that only my grandmother 
could command.

In her old age, grandma had to close the shop. 
But she couldn’t get used to living without 
working. 
One day she mentioned this “melancholy” that 
filled her in the afternoons.

Melancholy, she said. Not boredom.

She asked me for something to do. Maybe she was 
hoping she could cook or sew for me.
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Heidegger, and similar questions. 
She begins. But then tells me these books are 
all a little boring; 
Her pages abound in spelling mistakes. Copying, 
she skips a word, even an entire line. 
Rereading her work, she notices. Then tries  
to fix the sentence up, sometimes adding a word 
of her own to make it read right. 
These pages—beauties in themselves by her 
handwriting—conceal sudden turnings, makeshift 
repairs that subvert the original’s meaning!

A few years of intense work have passed by now. 
A rite has been established. She draws every 
day. I lay out the blank sheets, every day,  
her favorite pencils alongside.
Drawing has become a part of her life, as vital 
to her as food or sleep.

But there’s something else again. Concealed. 
A disease has been advancing through her body 
slowly for years now. 

We need something big, this time. Something 
truly grandiose. Something that never ends.

As boundless as the sky.

She starts drawing stars.
Stars every day, hundreds, thousands. Little 
stars,
Sheet after sheet is filled with stars. 
She says she dreams of stars. “Dreams  
of gobbling them all up!”

She draws until her final day.
A private cosmos.

I showed him what I had. We set a date.
My grandmother had her first personal show  
at the age of 89.  
The gallery displayed a selection of originals 
and the coffee table book that held all the 
work done over the year.
It was a big success.
Some become part of collections. There were 
interviews, newspaper articles.

There was also a slight problem: after 
producing “masterpieces” like these, what  
do you do next? 
I had to think. And think again. 

That’s how her Masterpieces series began.
Grandmother tackled the masters of Italian art: 
Michelangelo, Leonardo, Caravaggio, and others. 
Unafraid, because those names don’t mean much 
to her.
OK, she’s heard of Leonardo, but who’s this 
Duccio person?
Other masterpieces were born, filtered through 
her eye, mastered by her hand.

She’s becoming bravissima now. Even without 
using an eraser (banned from the start). She 
considers the blank page, pencils in a few 
reference marks, then gets right down to it.

I’ve got to think of something else. Maybe 
stop drawing entirely. Start her on reading? 
Writing?

Her Amanuense series was born. 
I asked her to copy a few philosophy texts 
that deal with the concept of “time.” Plotinus, 
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L*a*b  
 
Split the screen (2 minds at least) 
Get rid of the static.  
Notice there is a second mind. Maybe more?  
[laughs] I mean That’s a big thing to notice.  
The second mind is not a vocal mind; it has no grammar, no images 
It works in the side-ground, passing intentions over into the mind with language.  
It can work while the mind with language rests.  
Sometimes the language mind blocks the side-ground non-language mind,  
even though the two share responsibility.  
No! The two have no responsibility.  
They share the same sentence.  
They belong together.  
 
Split the difference. 
 
Sitting on the beach a little number nine advances nervously, with ruffled fur.  
Let’s call it ‘Base Nine’.  
The nine looks tired and hungry, it needs a rest.  
You give it some cheese and a blanket.  
It doesn’t want to go to sleep and so instead you try to calm it  
(give it a bath, be cantered, be cantered, be cantered)  
The calming down started to happen before you arrived, 
I was aware of this in my other mind and have been preparing ever since, shutting 
down windows. 
 
From over there, the ‘big idea’ guy turns up appears, (very tall, your highness.)  
It He starts berating the number nine:  
“Don’t rest, there’s no time, I’ve had a vision…”  
The big idea’ guy is a firework in slow motion, always at the moment of exploding. 
Spectacular. Volatile. (pause, frown, reflect) 
 
  
A Giant imaginary equals sign hold the nine and the firework together (equality)  
***Slouched in mismatched plastic chairs attending an invisible barbecue***  
 
 
The nine thinks that the firework literally misunderstands that montage sequences 
represent a long period of hard work.  
 
 
 
But something is missing, it’s not working. The workload is not balanced. The two 
parts are in constant antagonism. The mouse nine begrudges the firework because it 
maintains the tone AND the colour. It is behaving as RGB. And this always leads to 
a small minded prison. Don’t go listening to the little flag wavers, who tell you that 
RGB is all that there is. Be inside and forget about it.  



 
So, the number nice and the firework agree to search for the missing part. Through 
frames, images, temporalities, underwater, through reeds. They send out a call signal, 
who is it? What have we forgotten? Where are you? When are you? And then I saw it 
brother, I saw millions upon millions of arrows pooring out of the side of the 
firework. Tumbling down into a heap, the arrows shoot out of a Catherine wheel. 
And they point in every direction. (they are 2D in a 3D space).  
 
Finally arriving at a log cabin where we call out and gradually out comes a character. 
It is a vast curved surface. Colour!! It is pure Pure colour, with no shape, no form, no 
sense of depth, endless, toneless colour, and the firework instantly reacts by moving 
behind the surface (colour) and together they produce a spectacular image. The 
firework can hold tone and shape and the colour can hold colour. No, no. no. It is two 
parallel plaines. All of a sudden the firework is not there and an image appears, the 
firework gives light to the colour.  
 
 
You’re  inside the montage, not watching it 
Wear stripes as a distraction ! a surface moving across the surface.  
 
I burn for the lightning  
And it’s flash,  
Not for this or that 
Piece of ground 
 
He whom you desire  
Is between your ribs  
Turned side to side 
In the heat of your sigh 
 
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°) 
 
ʖ ͡°ʖ ͡°) 
ʖ ͡°) 
ʖ ͡°) 
( ͡° ͜ʖ ͡°) 
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I saw a puma on a trail in California. It stuck its head out 
from the side of the fire road about 50 feet ahead and 
looked at me. Then it disappeared back into the bushes. I 
saw it again up past the next bend on the trail. It was back 
lit from the sun and I could see its long tail and how big 
it was. I saw a bobcat on the same trail. It was stalking 
something or it was herding its kittens up a steep slope. It 
was hard to see what was in front of it in the scrub but I 
could tell from its posture that I had interrupted its morning. 
I was very close, maybe 20 feet away. Another day on 
another trail I saw another bobcat. I was running up a hill 
and it crossed in front of me, limping. We made eye contact 
for a long moment then it limped up into the bushes. I was 
about to go on a trip that I was unsure about so I wondered 
if that sighting had a particular meaning. I saw the painting 
Surprised!, 1891 by Henri Rousseau at the National Gallery 
in London. I bought the postcard. Then I left the museum and 
went walking, in that city where I visit sometimes and go for 
long walks. JPF 2/4/20
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“But let´s hear a story (another parable?):
A hard man walks along a street
that ends at a forest just in his childhood
he had walked through a forest that ended 
at a street. 
He looks around in all directions but avoids looking up
for someone had told him that human beings
only participate in events that occur
below eye-level, 
and this phrase - below eye level - 
grows as strong as that old phrase 
- below, or above, sea level. 

And thus a reference to nature
is replaced with a reference to humanity. 
Men who previously proceeded at sea level
now proceed above or below eye level.
And let´s say that: above eye level proceeds 
the person who hopes that divine elements, 
chance and destiny, resolve that which psychology
and instruments are unable to perceive. 

At eye level, on the contrary, proceeds the person who believes
that human actions are still, or are now, 
the most powerful acceleration
that can be introduced into the world. 
The person who proceeds below eye level recognizes
that progress has not been sufficient
and that only the animal part of the human, 
or the part that humbles itself, can solve conflicts. 
Jumping, arguing, crawling
- these are, in sum, the three human methods
of responding to a single world. 

Gonzalo Tavares, Voyage to India 
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