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WHAT THE HELL -
ROMANE DE WATTEVILLE
A TEXT BY JOEL VALABREGA

It was supposed to be a romantic weekend. An escape.
Something spontaneous, slightly trashy and a little
sexy, with linen sheets, curated playlists and most
certainly a joint in bed after sex. A motel room with a
view. A break from their phones, their own cynicism
and relentless anxieties of the world outside.

What the hell was yesterday all about? Did we even
have a conversation? She asked herself while her head
was still hammering, courtesy of the previous night’s
enthusiastic self-sabotage.

The room was warm and slightly funky smelling,
furnished in full modernist taste, glass, concrete, retro
mirrors - minimalist gestures and curated charm. There
was even a copy of Learning from Las Vegas on the
desk, not for reading, obviously, just for the vibe.

She was stretched across the designer bed, half-
naked, her phone rested in hand, scrolling aimlessly.
She couldn’t stop looking at the photo she’d taken
earlier: her own body, barely posed, lit by morning
light. Body only, no face. Could’ve been her. Could’ve
been anyone.

While looking at herself in the mirror, her eye caught
the white cowboy shirt that looked like it might fall at
any second. Technically his though she’d been wearing
It since Friday night. It made her feel like she was the
main character of Broke Back Mountain but lesbian
21st century version.



Her black T-shirt with the car crash print hung off the
low leather design chair. It was her absolute favourite
item. Shed had it since she was a teenager. Not Prada,
not Magliano but a simple t-shirt bought for 5 bucks at
a second hand shop back in the days. She had always
obsessed over that shirt because it somehow made
her think of her past.

A car crash had really happened. She was twelve years
old - a pounding sound of metal being crushed, blood
spatter glimpses, dazzling lights coming from every
side, and two weeks later, her period arrived like an
aftershock. A rite of passage she never shared with
anyone. Not until last night. Maybe not even then. Had
she said it out loud, or just thought she had?

The laptop on the floor glowed with a paused
YouTube tutorial — something about star signs or
tax deductions, hard to say. The paravento in the
corner was mesmerizing and completely out of sync
with the rest of the furniture - a constellation of
medieval interpretations of suns and moons were
scattered in a post apocalyptic landscape. Somehow
reminder her of the scenario outside the window.
One of the moons looked weirdly like her. Not
metaphorically. Quite literally.

There was no romance. Just a leftover burger and fries,
last year’s Charli XCX summer hit playing from the tiny
speaker they’d brought to “set the mood,” and that
special kind of grogginess that follows trying too hard.
Gurllll, it’s so confusing sometimes to be a qgirl-qgirl, girl,
girl, she sang to herself, the song now lame but weirdly
appropriate.

A-men, she added mentally, secretly peeking at him with
her left eye while he slept, mouth slightly open like a baby
or a drunk saint. Maybe, after all romance is a place?



And still, there was a kind of intimacy. Not the sexy
kind, but the kind that leaks out between moments.
Between the wrinkled gilet on the bed and the
unbrushed teeth.

Outside, the view was the city pretending to be
something else. She thought of that David Lynch scene
from Inland Empire where Laura Dern is being
interviewed. As a backdrop there is a image of LA
burning but its not the real city. It’s a picture of the
city. And that was exactly it. A backdrop with no plot.

She picked up her phone again and in a semi-
subconscious way posted the photo. Captioned it:

What the hell, yesterday was all about?
Then locked the screen and stared at the celiling.

She closed her eyes and thought, | couldn’t help but
wondetr...

Was this what intimacy looked like now? A curated
mess? A loop with good lighting?

The sun shifted through the big window. The paravento
threw its shadows against the wall like 1t was trying to
divide the room into before and after, but forgot which
was which.

And maybe that’s when it started.

Or maybe that’s when it ended.

Or maybe — like everything else in this city — it just
kept pretending to be something it wasn’t.
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HAUSER & WIRTH INVITE(S)

This initiative reflects Hauser & Wirth’s longstanding
commitment to building a sense of connection in the
places where 1t works, collaborating with artists

(or estates) who may benefit from an additional
platform, galleries of different scale and writers
addressing new audiences, all in support of a
sustainable art ecosystem. By hosting fellow artists,
galleries and writers, we offer wider visibility of their
work and ideas to engage with each city’s vibrant
creative community.

Organized with Olivier Renaud-Clément,

Hauser & Wirth Invite(s) launched in Paris in
February 2025. Returning to Zurich for its second
iteration in the city, the project will be located on
the ground floor of our Limmatstrasse gallery and
will complement our ongoing series of exhibitions
by gallery artists on the upper floor.



ABOUT ROMANE
DE WATTEVILLE

Romane de Watteville is a Swiss and French artist
based in Lausanne. Her work unfolds through
figurative painting and preliminary sketches

with photographic collages, as well as through
drawings and theatrical, set-like compositions. In
her paintings, she plays with iconography from art
history, cinema and fashion, embracing a playful
tension between kitsch aesthetics and classical
references, forging connections between the
mundane and the mythic. Portraiture becomes
not only a genre but a vehicle for staging the
blurred thresholds of public and private, reality and
Imagination. Through this lens, she explores the
emotional impressions of the quotidian, crafting
scenes that feel both familiar and uncanny.

The artist has presented her work among other
exhibitions at Independent with Ciaccia Levi,
New York NY; Huxley-Parlour, London, England;
40mcube, Rennes, France; Galerie Haas, Zurich,
Switzerland; Kiefer Hablitzel, Basel, Switzerland;
Museum Franz Gertsch, Burgdorf, Switzerland;
Paris Internationale, Paris, France; LISTE, Basel,
Switzerland; MASI for PLATTFORM2, Lugano,
Switzerland and WallRiss, Freiburg, Germany.
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ABOUT JOEL VALABREGA

Joel Valabrega is a curator based in Porto and Milan.
In 2024, she curated the Luxembourg Pavilion at

the 60th International Venice Biennale and the
Present Future section of Artissima Art Fair. From
2020 to 2024, she was Curator of Performance

and Moving Image at Mudam— Museum of Modern
Art, Luxembourg, and in 2025, she became Head of
Programme / Curator at Galeria Municipal do Porto.
Her curatorial work—spanning exhibitions,
performance programs and commissions—has
Involved collaborations with artists including Tarek
Atoul, Alexandra Bachzetsis, Cecilia Bengolea, Ari
Benjamin Meyers, Pauline Boudry & Renate Lorenz,
Darius Dolatyari-Dolatdoust, Lara Favaretto, Trajal
Harrell, Ligia Lewis, Eliane Radigue, and Nora Turato,
among others. She edited ‘After Laughter Comes
Tears’ (Lenz Press, 2023), ‘Tarek Atoui: Waters’
Witness #02’ (Mudam/Les presses du réel, 2022),
and the artist book ‘form is void void is color’ (2020).

ABOUT CIACCIA LEVI

Ciaccia Levi, Paris-Milan was founded in 2013 by Nerina
Ciaccia and Antoine Levi in the Parisian Belleville area. In
2020 the gallery relocated to a new space in the Marais

- Arts & Meétiers district, and in 2022 they opened a
second space in Milan. Since its inception, the gallery has
focused on presenting the work of international emergent
artists, including Amber Andrews, Alina Chaiderov, Srijon
Chowdhury, Romane de Watteville, Leonardo Devito,
Garance Fruh, Francesco Gennari, Daniel Jacoby, Piotr
Makowski, Chalisee Naamani, Olve Sande, Sean Townley,
Zoe Williams, and the ltalian historical artists Lisetta
Carmi and Nene Martelli. Ciaccia Levi, Paris-Milan is also
the co-founder of the art fair Paris Internationale.



A

] 1
— 5
IIIIIIIII
i I'as
w b [

Y |

4
|

.' ' a
«d@B5y" -
Ta- N L




Hauser & Wirth Zurich
Limmatstrasse 270
8005 Zurich

Gallery hours:
Tuesday to Friday

1MTam - 6 pm
Saturday
11Tam - Spm

www.hauserwirth.com
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