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Introduction by Meeka Walsh 

e inhabit an ether now in this time of plague, more profoundly than ever. We sleepwalk 
in a state of semi-consciousness, the sole gift of the pandemic; half awake, half drugged. 
The future suspended, we can go back to the indeterminate space of memory, we can 
abide in the present or we can flicker like a lighted wick, bending up and back. My sense 
is, this is a congenial and familiar state for Kai Althoff. 

The interviewthatfollowswas prompted by the exhibition atWhitechapel, "Kai Althoff goes with Bernard 

Leach," in tandem with our own long-standing interest in the artist's work. We reviewed his exhibition 

at the Vancouver Art Gallery in 2008, and in 2016 his exhibition at the Museum of Modern Art, "and 
then leave me to the common swifts," and he figured prominently in my essay titled "Spiritualisme" in 

2019. A review of the Whitechapel exhibition is elsewhere in this issue. It is our hope that his presence 

will hover persistently over our printed pages. 

More substantial than the ether-induced state, this conversation began with the firm materiality of pots, 

the irrefutable nature and quality of Bernard Leach's pots, with the utility and the honest and integral 

beauty that reside in useful objects well made. Inherent in the hand that produces something of efficacy 

is the makers intention to produce exactly what is needed. Its essential quality houses and is the ground 

on whlch its beauty resides. If it is useful it is beautiful, brought close and loved. This applies, too, to Kai 

Althoff's frequent use of textiles. In his reverence for Bernard Leach's pots, he had cloth woven by Travis 

Josef Meinolf on which the pieces would rest, "the most beautiful fabric woven in colors and textures that 

I deeply wished Bernard Leach would have cherished as much as I do," he told us. An offering he described 

as auspicious, produced as it was in an environment of smoke and wildfires. 

Asked how his work should be approached, he replied, "Please come as you are, and you will make of 

it what is You in it anyway.JI With this response, which is also an invitation offered in an unprepossess­

ing and disarmingly humble manner, the door to enter is opened. In writing about Kai Althoff' s work, 

language is both loosened associatively and limited by its inability to describe or assess in any formal or 

critical way what it is you are seeing and experiencing. But this is his intention-to obfuscate and confound 

that kind of occluding, distancing scrim inevitably put up and maybe even sought after by critical writing. 

Why do that, you have to ask, why write that way? The artist's intention, the work is there in front of or 

all around you. So, I write, as I did about his exhibition "Hai.iptling Klapperndes Geschirr" at Tramps in 

New York in 2018-19, saying the work is like nothing else, is a state, is miasmic and confusing and is a 

kind of rhapsody. It floats just above the reach of your up-stretched fingertips and descends to engulf you 

in a chartreuse absinthe cloud of spatial and temporal displacement. 

With works identified as Untitled you are given licence to drift expansively. In Untitled, 2020. Oil or 

fabric, 73 x 69 cm, a small boat, a rowboat or a skiff for fishing is moored, or maybe not moored but safel: 

close to shore, bumping gently on the water's surface, adrift only a little, moved by the tempo of a slowl 
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