
And The Villagers Never Liked You Anyway
An Archaeological Survey of

40.715933, -73.914165 (0.002 acres)
Preliminary Excavation Report

by
Dr. Ulf Hueber

November 7-30, 2014
Knockdown Center

C.R.
J-I-T
P

S.A.
V.T.
W
Ø

S
A.G.
99+

A

1

2

3

4

5

B

5’4’3’2’1’0’

(1:30)



And The Villagers Never Liked You Anyway

An archaeological survey of [40.715933, -73.914165]
(0.002 acres)

Conducted by Sorry Archive under the direction of Dr. Ulf Hueber

Dates of elaboration: November 7 - 30 2014

Location: Knockdown Center, 52-19 Flushing Ave. Maspeth, NY, 11378

Federal Archaeological Investigation Permit #: Pending
NYS DOT Quadrangle Code: II47

US Geological Survey Quadrangle Code: o40073f8
County: Queens
State: New York

Report submitted by Sorry Archive



54

Table of Contents

Curator and Artist Biographies ......................................................................7

Methodology .....................................................................................................8

Abstract (Vanessa Thill) .......................................................................................9

Notes (Claire Mirocha) .......................................................................................12

Plot 1A: 99¢ Plus Gallery ..................................................................................14

Plot 2A: Aeaeae Gallery ....................................................................................16

Tenochtitlan: A History, Volume 1 (Abdul Alhazred, trans. Thor Gordon) .............18

Plot 3A: Chris Romero .....................................................................................20

Tenochtitlan: A History, Volume 2 ....................................................................32

Plot 4A: Just-In-Time .......................................................................................34

Plot 5A: Packet ..................................................................................................36

Plot 1B: SIGNAL ...............................................................................................38

Tenochtitlan: A History, Volume 3 ....................................................................40

Plot 2B: Sorry Archive ......................................................................................42

Plot 3B: Vanessa Thill ........................................................................................46

Plot 4B: Where ..................................................................................................54

Tenochtitlan: A History, Translator’s Note .........................................................56

Performances for “And The Villagers Never Liked You Anyway” .....................57

Acknowledgements ........................................................................................58

Field Notes .......................................................................................................60



76

Curator and Artist Biographies

99¢ Plus is a storefront gallery, studio and store which aims to create an all-
inclusive space in which the production, exhibition, and consumption of art 
and objects can exist under one roof. 
Simran Johnston

Aeaeae Gallery, fronted by Loren Alliston, is a nomadic location for solo and group 
shows.
Matthew Speedy

Chris Romero is an independent curator interested in the relationship between art and 
technology.
Desiree Leary

Just In Time is a viral support group for people with Supernumerative Phantom Memory 
Syndrome.
[Names withheld]

Packet is a biweekly art publication focusing on experimentation, irreverence, and the 
par-baked.
Anthony Cudahy, Bridget Collins, Chris Nosenzo, Christine Zhu, Ian Lewandowski, Nicole 
Reber

SIGNAL is a gallery located in Brooklyn with an emphasis on site-specific works, 
campfires and friendship.
Anna K. Miller

Sorry is a platform for exhibitions produced by alter egos: a multi-faced project that 
disintegrates and re-congeals after each stage. Sorry Archive will continually collect and 
catalog the products of these events.
Adam Ledford, Alexandra Lombard, Cara Marie Piazza, Carbon Therrien, Carmel 
Dunlap, Chris Milic, Reade Bryan, Reid Strelow, Sasha Cohen, Saul Schisler, Sophy Naess, 
Yasunari Izaki

Vanessa Thill is an artist, curator, and writer based in New York.
Alexandra Lerman, Laura Miller, Tai Yin Ho

Where is a semi-public, high security shipping container and publishing project in 
Brooklyn, NY.
Lucy Hunter, R. Lyon

▩
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Methodology Abstract

Sorry chose 8 curators and curatorial groups with diverse modes of practice to 
participate in this exhibition. They were each allotted one 2’ by 5’ plot of land to use in 
any way they chose. There was no conceptual prompt other than the physical constraints. 
Sorry Archive has no authority over the results and presents them in situ, organized 
alphabetically.

A positive control plot is curated by Sorry Archive. The last plot is a negative control, 
demonstrating the pre-existing conditions fabricated by Sorry Archive in which these 
curators and artists work. ▩

Objects bring with them varied pasts, bearing imprints of the many sources and depots 
they have moved through. This is true of archeological artifacts, consumer items, and of 
course, pieces of art. Archeology as a discipline is grounded in close material research, 
yet based entirely upon growing webs of conjecture that tie together ancient history as 
we know it, still pocked with expanses of the unknown and unknowable.

A large percentage of excavated materials that have survived to the present day were 
buried with intention in grave sites. The value of these buried objects shifted at the 
moment of their burial into total practical futility and immense symbolic weight. 
If this sounds familiar, the same description could be made of art objects today. The 
performative aspect of tomb artifacts is mimicked here; these pieces are purposefully 
placed in the ground, perhaps anticipating their distant future as detritus.

Curators do not typically ask artists to abandon their work to the dirt, a far cry from 
a pristine gallery hang that signifies care, preservation, and potential liquid value. The 
artists and curators must act against their instincts to conserve and protect their work 
from harm, letting their creations slip into seeming ruin. This installation acts as an 
upended vitrine, filled with dirt, reclaimed by the entropic exterior forces careful art 
displays try in vain to resist for all eternity.

These artists and curators concern themselves with the writing of history vis à vis 
objects, something they all engage in to varying degrees in their daily practices as 
creators: sculptors, writers, publishers, and exhibition-producers. For this project, 
they adhere to certain strange rationales drawn from real historical sites and practices, 
whether ancient or contemporary. All exhibitions are historical sites: they reveal with 
varying degrees of transparency the events and personalities that produced them. Sorry 
Archive’s participants each initiated tests at this site, and their results seem to offer a 
collapsed vision of time, in which these objects are the remains of long-past futures. 
Viewers become excavators, grounded in the real, negotiating strata of cause and effect. 
Yet they are faced with an array of microcosmic histories and mythologies. There can 
be no endpoint of knowledge gathered from this impossible dig, where factual time is 
altogether disturbed.

Acting as the translator of an unknown historian and an interpolator of this 
publication, Thor Gordon tells the story of a mysterious necklace that passes 
incredibly through the hands of disparate ancient kings, leaving waves 
of destruction in its wake. The narrator’s obsession with objects deeply 
implicates his own body and his telling of history itself, as the translator 



1110

and the readers learn from the facts of his physical remains. Like the scribe 
of Gordon’s myth, many of the curator-entities are involved in producing 
their own narratives that invoke the contingencies of their creators. Just-
In-Time is a staunchly anonymous support group/arts publication for 
individuals afflicted by memories that did not occur, which are akin to 
sensations of phantom limbs. Their take on archeology brings in the notion 
of surveillance as the accumulation of digital artifacts. Where is a web-cam 
gallery in a shipping container that has produced several books in tandem 
with their exhibitions. The objects buried in the plot, themselves artifacts of the gallery’s 
year-long history, are proofs and prior editions permeated with now-corrected errors. 
Along similar lines, Packet is an artists’ publication that is exhibiting a graveyard of 
failed ideas and artworks.

Roving gallery project Aeaeae references grave-digging and nighthawking, a British 
term for the nighttime theft of archeological artifacts that inspired Matthew Speedy’s 
installation. Their contribution to this catalog brings in intersecting fragments from 
provocative sources such as the National Cemetery Administration. In his text, Chris 
Romero abides by his own unhinged logic, doggedly editing and interjecting, wading 
through digital mulch. He reflects on his own practice in addition to the 
performance that he will orchestrate at this test site with Desiree Leary. 
My plot and correlating pages were inspired by archaeological drawings, 
made so diligently in the field, recording the exact imperfections of ancient 
objects, themselves created imperfectly by hand and degraded by time. My 

references were out-of-print Strand bargains like The Secret of the Hittites 
by C. W. Ceram, a pseudonym used by the former Nazi propagandist Kurt 
Marek. The illustrations, many of which were made by his wife Hannelore, 
diagram each broken brick, working meticulously to create a crooked 
drawing.

It is important to account for material histories because ignoring them 
creates a monolithic understanding of art production, and a boon for those 

who wish art objects would act as mobile units of capital. Perhaps paradoxically, art 
demands a certain kind of blindness to objects. Aesthetic surfaces spread out around us, 
projecting us deep into a surreal field. This mystical or sublime quality of art obscures 
the history of the physical object, as something with a maker, a source, various modes 
of private or public display, perhaps a buyer or a seller, and of course a viewer. The 
value of antiquities on the market, although now limited for legal reasons, depends on 
discreteness as a prerequisite for circulation, presuming the object will function the same 
way in any context. As soon as an ancient cultural remain is removed from the ground it 
is considered an “art object”, and in some considerations it gains a transcendent quality 
due to its abstraction from time and place. The idea that anything could be purely visual 
is a fallacy that elides antecedent labor into a neatly contained image estranged from its 
producer. Art does not exist outside of history. 

This dirt box is a test pit, for individual practices of curating and producing art, “a small 
excavation unit dug to learn what the depth and character of the stratum might be, and 
to determine more precisely which strata contain artifacts and other material remains.”1 
Here, artists join with curators, writers, publishers, gallerists, unorthodox support 
groups, studios, pseudo-scientists, friends, and foes to produce work on their own 
terms. These models of producing exhibitions, events, and experiences present sincere 
alternatives to the top-down control of conventional display. Their vast range of practices 
are brought together in this 10 by 10 foot pit, where disparate works, almost all of which 
were created for this occasion, provide a view of heterogeneous forms of art production 
and aesthetic consumption. The plots are samples of many valid and unconventional 
models of exhibition-making. ▩

Vanessa Thill

1 “Glossary of Archaeological Terms,” West Virginia Division of Culture and History, 2014.
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Notes

Though its source is not pinpointed, a fiery destruction occurred around 
800 BCE, an hour west of what is now Turkey’s capital of Ankara. The citadel 
of Gordion was crushed. Evidence of this catastrophe allows the study of 
artifacts both before and after the “destruction level”.

A trio of burial mounds, or tumuli, erected around 740 BCE, stands up to 47 meters 
high and contains chambers whose atmospheric conditions allowed the preservation of 
ceramics, wood, and even fragments of cloth once owned by Phrygian royalty.

“C. W. Ceram (January 20, 1915 – April 12, 1972) was the pseudonym of German 
journalist and author Kurt Wilhelm Marek, known for his popular works about 
archaeology. He chose to write under a pseudonym to distance himself from his earlier 
work as a propagandist for the 
Third Reich.” (Wikipedia as of 
28 August 2014)

King Midas, as is written in 
Greek mythology, had the 
involuntary ability to turn 
ordinary objects into gold, 
eventually causing him to die 
of stavation.

Tumulus MM, long thought 
to be the burial chamber of 
King Midas of the Phrygians 
(although he must have 
actually lived at least a 
generation later), is excavated 
in 1957 to reveal remains of a 
funeral banquet.

Von den Kanonieren des Reichsmarschalls (On the Gunmen of the Reich Marshal), by 
Kurt Marek. 1 January 1943. ASIN B0016VJW4M.

Rodney Young, chief archaeologist at the site of Tumulus MM, was used as a spy for 
the American forces during World War II due to his expertise in terrain negotiation 
and provenance research. He “masterminded 57 missions inside Axis-held Greece 
[and] created missions to foment armed and passive resistance through sabotage and 
demolition, and by supplying Greek guerillas with arms, food, and medicine” 
(Susan Heuck Allen, Classical Spies: American Archaeologists with the OSS in 
World War II Greece, 2011). ▩

Claire Mirocha

An electrically driven auger is utilized to drill a hole anywhere 
from two to five meters deep into the cavity of a tomb. The oper-
ation is being observed by Engineer Lerici and Kurt Marek, who 
under the pen name of Ceram is the author of Gods, Graves, and 
Scholars.
(from “New Archaeological Techniques and International Coop-
eration in Italy” by Carlo M. Lerici)

Still from Ray Harryhausen’s 1953 film The Story of King Midas.

Tumulus MM (Midas Mound) during excavation in 1957.
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1 ...........  Simran Johnston, Calendar II, 2014, Fabric, thread, PVC pipe, epoxy
  40”x24”x60”

99¢ Plus Gallery is pleased to present a sculpture by resident artist and founder Simran 
Johnston. With Calendar II, Johnston renders an experience from her childhood spent 
living in close proximity to the archaeological site from which the piece borrows its 
name.
Located on the same land as Johnston’s family farm in South Woodstock, Vermont, 
Calendar II is a dome structure, the origins of which have never been sufficiently traced. 
The site’s opaque history and unique physical qualities have attracted a wide spectrum 
of visitors who embed their own historical and personal narratives on the archeological 
space. Perhaps the most alluring of these physical properties is the beam of light produced 
during the winter solstice created by the astrological alignment of the structure. This 
solar phenomenon serves as a critical focus for viewers of both Calendar II and Johnston’s 
sculpture. The use of light and material in Johnston’s work evokes a similar mysticism 
as the archeological site in South Woodstock. In drawing this comparison between the 
mystical aspects of these two structures, the artist addresses the distance between the 
intention of the maker and the interpretations of the viewer.  Johnston’s piece and the 
site after which it was formed operate in similar realms of ambiguity, which allow for the 
same interpretive approach. ▩

Plot 1A: 99¢ Plus Gallery
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Nighthawking: term used by Britain’s metal detecting community to describe the theft of 
archaeological artifacts under the cover of darkness from protected archaeological 
sites and areas.

Look through the smoke as it exhausts from the stack at a distance and with the sun behind 
you. If you’re too close, you will look through more smoke and erroneously read the opacity 
too high.

– NYSDEC, Crematory Operating Training Program, Subpart 219-4

The flat bronze grave marker is 24 inches long, 12 inches wide, with 3/4 inch rise. Weight 
is approximately 18 pounds. Anchor bolts, nuts and washers for fastening to a base are 
furnished with the marker. The government does not furnish a base.

– National Cemetery Administration, U.S. Department of Veterans Affairs

Safe storage of displaced earth may include:
• truck
• vacant site

– Department of Education, Employment, and Workplace Relations, Australian 
Government

Plot 2A: Aeaeae Gallery

1-8 ........  Matthew Speedy, Untitled (Night-Hawking 1-8), 2014
  Bone, cement, mixed media, dimensions variable  
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When backfilling large flints, pieces of rock or lumps of clay may damage the coffin when 
they impact from height. To reduce the risk of coffin damage a timber can be placed into 
the grave as shown in the above diagram. Backfill material will strike the timber, break its 
speed of fall and deflect to the sides of the grave.

– Diss Town Council, Grave Digging Policy and Procedures

 The device is designed to reach and sustain heat levels high enough to thaw the frozen 
ground. In order to make the dirt soft enough to dig, the blanket usually has to remain on one 
plot for 12 to 18 hours, depending on how deep the frost is. It’s able to thaw approximately 
10 inches deep every four or five hours, if the conditions are favorable.

– Andy Goodell, Creston News Advertiser ▩
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 When the great civilizations of the earth were beginning to establish 
themselves the scope of their world was small- they did not yet know they 
would cross the seas to war and trade with the many nations, nor that they 
would recount their own histories for those that followed them. In those 
early days they knew only the world around them, and they thought only of 
their survival, and the increase of their power as one against others, for it had not been 
long since they had hunted (and died) like the rest of the beasts of the earth.
 So it was that Attila, whose people would be called the Huns, founded his court 
on the jagged steps of a wide continent, near to the coast of and endless and mysterious 
sea. His people were strong; in their infancy they were set upon by barbarians who came 
to raid their pastures and steal their land, and so they became barbaric in turn, destroying 
the settlements of the barbarians and founding their cities atop the ruins. So committed 
to the violence of their survival did they become, and so early in their life as a people, 
that when they met a people who were like themselves, who had learned the concept of 
“we” and “they”, they could not recognize them, and set upon them as they had set upon 
the bloodthirsty savages who had for so long formed the limit of their society.
 The people they found - or perhaps who found them - were called the Aztecs, and 
their king was Montezuma. They were strange to the Huns, for they dressed themselves 
in the skins of jaguars, they captured their foes as often as they killed them, and they 
wore the plumes of birds, and the teeth of lizards, and in this way made themselves 
fantastic. To the Huns, whom the steppes had made a grim and serious people, their 
being fantastic made them an object of actual fantasy, and they were thought monsters 
who changed their forms as the moon changed its shape, who cast evil spells to harm 
their king, Attila, and who captured men to torture and devour them for their foul gods.
 Of all these superstitions, only the last was true.
 It was not long before the talk of merchants who had visited the Aztecs brought 
fear to the Huns of Attila’s court, for they described lurid scenes of excess and bloodshed, 
mountains of skulls piled toward their snake-god’s throne in the heavens. The chieftains 
and their king convened, and in that year they brought war to the Aztecs, falling upon 
them as they rested, worn by savage revels. The Hunnic warriors had, during their march, 
spoken much of this mysterious people, had guessed at what was reality and what was 
the invention of the merchants. When they broke the walls of Tenochtitlan their musings 
ceased, for it did not matter how many lies had been woven into the fabric of it, the truth 
was awful enough. They saw how their friends and loved ones who had disappeared 
into the fog of the jungle had been stripped of their flesh, their hearts torn from their 
chests, their bones ground into foundation for ever more grotesque temples. The Hunnic 
horsemen tore through the streets, skewering women and children between 
the stepped pyramids, their catapults knocking down the walls, and within 
the night the city was burning, the smoke obscuring the stars wherein the 
snake-god ruled.
 After this the Huns celebrated; they danced on the graves of their 
foes and lounged in the ruins, drinking their wine and enjoying the women 

Tenochtitlan: A History, Volume 1 who had lived, for as long as they lived. Nearly nothing survived of the city 
as it had once been, but one day, some soldiers walking among Montezuma’s 
old palace (before which he had been crucified, his skin flayed and his heart 
crushed as vengeance for his crimes) beheld a wondrous necklace, not of 
lizard’s teeth, but of beautiful and sparkling stones unlike any they had 
seen, finely cut and set in dazzling formations that seemed to spiral inward 
endlessly. They brought this necklace to Attila as a gift.
 Attila studied this necklace, and all at once the true horror of the 

Aztecs dawned on him. The complexity of the piece was beyond anything known to the 
Huns, as was its beauty. The Aztecs had been thought monsters, for they did monstrous 
things, but the fineness of the jewelry, the dedication of its creator in its every facet, 
revealed to Attila that they had not been monsters, but surely men, and their actions had 
then not been monstrous, but surely human. The thought drove him towards madness, 
and he ordered that where Tenochtitlan had been there would be a new city built, also 
called Tenochtitlan, but it would be a Tenochtitlan in their image, which could be lived 
in by men as they knew men to be. And at the beginning of the next year, so it was.
 The Huns, with no peers save for the disorganized savages who gnawed at 
their borders from time to time, grew strong, their empire vast. Soon they learned their 
continent was not endless, that it could be tamed and settled, and their borders expanded 
until they reached the southernmost part, and then the westernmost part, and in this 
way the Hunnic Empire was born. By then the origins of Tenochtitlan were a thing of 
misty legend.
 However, their king, Attila, remembered - or seemed to remember, he had seen 
much in his hundred-year reign - that it had once been a place of savagery and death. 
That they had sacrificed men for no sake but that of their gods, and their gods had proved 
themselves weak. So when the Huns met another people, who had traveled over the great 
sea, and who were called Assyrians, instinct made Attila wary. However the Assyrians 
did not raid them, but brought incense and spices and good trade. They were a learned 
people, and many things- the laws of falling objects, the prediction of the stars (whereby 
they had navigated the sea) were kept in the Great Library of old Assur. The Huns gave 
much to know these things. They sent their stout horses and iron, and siphoned from 
their vast hoard of gold. The warlike Attila left the matter of negotiation to the patience 
of his advisers. 
 All was well when the books from Assur reached the king of the Huns, but 
he realized in short time that his advisers had sent that immeasurable treasure, the 
Necklace of the Aztecs, as part of the deal. In vain did he attempt to return the books, 
for the king of the Assyrians, Ashurbanipal, had become as fascinated with the necklace 
as had Attila. He questioned all his scholars, for it was clear that the Huns could make 
nothing so fine, but none of the librarians of Assur could tell him from whence it came. 

The necklace seemed to be the work of the gods, or of ghosts. In time, 
however, the merchants, who had spoken once to the Huns of the cruelties 
of Tenochtitlan, spoke now to the Assyrians of the cruelty of the Huns. They 
said that the necklace came from a Tenochtitlan that was not Tenochtitlan, 
that these craftsmen were called the Aztecs, and that their king, Montezuma, 
had been flayed alive by Attila, crucified, his heart crushed, and his temples 
laid to waste.
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Plot 3A: Chris Romero

interspersed ...  Desiree Leary, Buttons, Dirt and Field Guide, 2014
  Buttons, dirt and field guide, dimensions variable
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 Ashurbanipal, convinced of the savagery of these newly-met Huns, 
demanded to be told the truth of the matter by Attila, and to see Tenochtitlan 
for himself. But Attila told them that the Tenochtitlan which now stood 
was not the same Tenochtitlan that had stood when the necklace had been 
crafted. Ashurbanipal grew furious - for the Assyrians, wisdom was destiny, 
and to have the wisdom of history so perverted was a perversion of destiny itself. It was 
not long before the armies of Assyria sailed across the great sea to the land of the Huns. 
The Huns, with their horses and their iron spent for the gift of knowledge, fell like wheat 
before the scythes of the Assyrian chariots. The men from across the sea sacked their 
cities one by one, until they reached Tenochtitlan, which they let stand. They would 
dance on the graves of these monstrous Huns, they would flay Attila before his own 
court, and in the end they crafted him a necklace of rope by which he hung outside his 
palace. The Hunnic Empire had fallen.
 Ashurbanipal was pleased, having wiped out the stain on history left by Attila 
and his brutes. He began to build a new empire on the ruins of the old, with Tenochtitlan 
as its capital, an empire of the East to grow in rhythm with that of the West. Though it had 
all the knowledge of the Assyrians, the wealth of Assyria was not so great as to construct 
it alone. They borrowed from the Egyptians, long their neighbors and a kingdom of great 
wealth. Yet, as it had happened before, so it did again, that when the Egyptians had read 
all the books of the Assyrians, had taken their spices and their incense, some unknown 
treasurer delivered to the court of Ramses that fatal necklace, with its beautiful gems and 
careful craftsmanship.
 The treasures of Egypt were great, greater still as a result of their lending to the 
Assyrians, but of all his riches Ramses quickly came to value the Necklace of the Aztecs 
before all else. As had Ashurbanipal, he asked his scholars from where the treasure had 
come. They told him it had been taken from the Huns, and they called it the Necklace 
of the Huns, and Ramses came to detest Ashurbanipal. The Assyrian had told him that 
the Huns had been a savage and bloody people, that they had warped history - yet how 
could this be? How could a thing of such sublime beauty, of such clear and human 
intention come from a people who had sinned against time, against destiny? With such 
thoughts Ramses came to the conclusion that it had not been Attila who had sinned, 
but Ashurbanipal, whose divided empire was testament to his greed. He had blamed the 
Huns for his own transgression, hoping to hide from Ramses, to escape judgment. And 
what was this, thought the Pharaoh, but the ultimate perversion, the shifting of guilt to 
the dead, so that his crimes might continue free of shame?
 Not only was vengeance on Ramses’s mind, but fear. Ashurbanipal was not 
merely a criminal, but an emperor of two kingdoms built on Egyptian gold. Unchecked, 
who could say what other, nobler people he might lay waste to? And who 
might he betray? That night he sacrificed his harem to the snake-god Set, 
Lord of Foreign People, so that Set might for a time forget Ashurbanipal and 
lose himself in pleasure. Then Ramses armies crossed the Nile, their swords 
drinking Assyrian blood, their whips seeking the truth from Ashurbanipal’s 

Tenochtitlan: A History, Volume 2 consuls, who in truth knew nothing.
 The Assyrians, their coffers empty and their empire divided, fell easily 
on their home continent. Ashurbanipal then heard that the Egyptians sailed 
for the Eastern Kingdom, where he sat at Tenochtitlan, from ports that had 
once been his. It was so. Though they steeled themselves for the invasion, 
the greed of Ashurbanipal had made his kingdom weak. The people had 
no history, and no loyalty, and by treachery and conquest his cities fell 
until the Pharaoh reached Tenochtitlan itself. Perhaps the emperor of the 

Assyrians could have saved himself, could have given the throne over to Ramses and 
lived in humble peace, but his pain at the loss of his empire was too great. He stood with 
sword in hand atop his stepped pyramid and was met with a thousand arrows. The moon 
shone onto his pale corpse, and his blood washed down the steps. Tenochtitlan fell to 
the Egyptians. Ramses was wiser, more curious, than those who had come before him, 
and he set his scholars to studying Tenochtitlan. As his campaign had torn through the 
Eastern Kingdom he had heard strange rumors of Tenochtitlan, that it was not the real 
Tenochtitlan, that it came from a lost people over whose graves a new city had been built. 
Ramses took this to mean that Ashurbanipal had extinguished not one, but two great 
peoples, yet his scholars could find nothing that was not of the Huns or of the Assyrians. 
What was more, nothing they learned of the Huns suggested that they could have crafted 
anything so fine, so it must have been this first, lost people who were the forgers of the 
necklace. The thought confounded Ramses and he commanded his scholars to redouble 
their efforts, but it was for naught. The scholars of Assyria had been the last to know the 
name of the Aztecs, and among them only a few who now were dead.
 Though he coveted the necklace, Ramses came to desire the name of this lost 
people more. He sent the necklace to distant lands, hopeful that some foreign scholar 
would find the answers in a long-forgotten tome. For centuries the search continued, 
unbeknownst to all but the highest minds of all the kingdoms, but the results were the 
same. First it passed to the Celts, who knew all the great gods of the world, but even they 
did not know what god had inspired the long-lost craftsmen. It passed to the Arabs, 
whose merchants had seen all the treasures ever crafted by the hands of men, but they 
too were bewildered. The cunning Songhai, whose warrior-king Askia had raided across 
every sea and returned with spoils of gold, wisdom and flesh, had never seen such a 
work, nor had the jewelers of Carthage, whose every chisel and cut was said to be a 
prayer to the muse of beauty.
 Ramses wept, grew furious, for he had waged a bloody conquest in which man, 
woman and child alike had died in droves for a truth that had long since fled. Justice 
and revenge had been mere excuses, he knew in his heart, to permit the bloody satiation 
of his lust for this knowledge. Yet his thirst remained unslaked. Knowing that he could 
not find the lost people in this world, he sought to recreate them by his knowledge. 

He decreed his royal artisans to study the workings of the necklace and to 
reproduce jewelry of the same style. Though they tried valiantly, and in their 
attempts produced things of great beauty, they could not master the art. 
The delicate, complicated designs of the gems could not be made to fit in 
the spiraling patterns of the original which seemed to twist inwardly unto 
infinity. Though their results were impressive, it was ultimately no more 
than a mockery of the original.
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Act 1
Living room scene: An infant crawling on hands and knees searches for the remote 
controller as a father looks on from the doorway.

Father: “You’ll find it in a suitable place. Where it should be. Like hand in glove”

USER 1: To continue with installation provide a username, date of birth, and password
USER 2: Just-In-Time, 11/6/2014, ******
USER 3: Earn $250-$400/wkly without leaving your computer! COST NO MONEY 
TO START! Join today.

Plot 4A: Just-In-Time

Ø...........  [The information on the artworks and artists is withheld.]

Ø

Act 2
Return to living room scene: An infant crawling on hands and knees searches for the 
remote controller as a father looks on from the doorway.

Surveillance (/sərˈveɪ.əns/ or /sərˈveɪləns/)[1] is the monitoring of the behavior, 
activities, or other changing information, usually of people for the purpose of 
influencing, managing, directing, or protecting them.[2] This can include observation 
from a distance by means of electronic equipment (such as CCTV cameras), or 
interception of electronically transmitted information (such as Internet traffic or 
phone calls); and it can include simple, relatively no- or low-technology methods 
such as human intelligence agents and postal interception.

Archaeology, or archeology,[1] is the study of human activity in the past, primarily 
through the recovery and analysis of the material culture and environmental data 
that they have left behind, which includes artifacts, architecture, biofacts (also known 
as eco-facts) and cultural landscapes (the archaeological record).

Act 3
Exit living room > Pan to darkened empty room where the remote controller sits broken 
on floor.

Father: “Like hand in glove”

Just-In-Time[1] a circular building with an observation tower in the centre of an open 
space surrounded by an outer wall. This wall contains cells for occupants. This design 
increases security by facilitating more effective surveillance. Residing within cells 
flooded with light, occupants are readily distinguishable and visible to the editors 
invisibly positioned in the central tower. Conversely, occupants are invisible to each 
other, with concrete walls dividing their cells. ▩
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For their archeological plot Packet presents a graveyard of failed ideas. May the beloved 
memory of our disappointments rest peacefully. ▩

Plot 5A: Packet

1 ...........  Anthony Cudahy, Failed Painting #395, Oil on canvas, 12”x16”
2 ............ Bridget Collins, Deleted content from photobucket user Angrygirl404
  2006-2008, dimensions variable
3 ...........  Chris Nosenzo, Untitled (Ignorances), dimensions variable
4 ...........  Christine Zhu, Death of My Selves, dimensions variable
5 ...........  Ian Lewandowski, Still Life with Shiny Frame, 2011-present
6 ...........  Nicole Reber, Not Waiting for the Call, Nokia 3310, 4.45”x1.89”x0.87”

1 2 3 4 5 6



Anna Miller’s practice has long focused on repetitive process, the gradual accumulation 
of effects in a given material. The systematized methods by which she engages with 
simple materials (honey, beeswax, wood, cheesecloth) intend to bring out some of their 
inherent qualities – the gradual emergence of a material’s own voice along with her own.

The small objects and material that Miller has buried and unearthed make up some of 
the base ingredients of her sculptural practice. With the systematic excavation of the 
plot – tools, objects, materials, and dirt organized into sequential piles – she reflects the 
processes by which her own work is developed and realized. ▩

Plot 1B: SIGNAL

Buried are archaeological twins of the following works:

1 ............ Anna K. Miller, Untitled (One in a Series of Seven), 2011, Canvas, beeswax
  7”x7”x5”
2 ............ Anna K. Miller, Untitled, 2010, Plywood, clay, beeswax
  2.5’’x5’’x0.75’’
3 ............ Anna K. Miller, Untitled, 2008, Hardware cloth
  8’’x8’’x8’’
4 ............ Anna K. Miller, Untitled (Two-Piece Sculpture), 2010
  Pine slats, beeswax, cheesecloth, glue, dimensions variable

1 2 3 4
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 In his frustration Ramses’s judgment was unhinged from his 
reason, and he ordered his First Artisan brought before him. When the 
artisan explained that no matter how hard he may try the work remained 
impossible, the Pharoah took this as a refusal and had him executed. The 
artisan’s apprentice was made the new First Artisan, and Ramses commanded 
he try once more to recreate the lost people’s knowledge, using his master’s bones as a 
frame. This, said Ramses, was the decree of the gods.
 The frightened apprentice worked furiously, straining his eyes and mind in the 
precise and grueling work. The work seemed to resist him; the necklace seemed to resist 
its birth, yet he persisted in fear of the Pharoah’s wrath. In a month’s time his work was 
complete, but as the last socket was filled his eyes failed him, and his mind with along 
with them. He brought work before Ramses, white-eyed and gibbering, seeking death. 
But it was not so, the apprentice was spared, for the work was done. The recreation was 
exact.
 Ecstatic in this discovery, Ramses commissioned jewelry of all sorts in the same 
style. Necklaces, bracelets, rings and crowns - all of which required that secret material, 
which he provided gleefully. Often it was slaves that paid the price, but it was said that 
in Ramses’ costume a disobedient concubine hung about his wrist, cunning viziers were 
made his rings, and the High Priest who had tried to counsel him away from madness 
had been crushed into the very ivory of the tiara he ware atop his brow.
 These ornaments were the fashion for Ramses court and allowed only to them. 
Yet, by accident or intent sometimes these items fell to the commoners. From there they 
wound their way to the merchants, who always had borne the dark objects in one way or 
another, and who would take them across the sea. 
 They came first to the Arabs, who wished to know how such strange patterns 
had been assembled. Their Caliph Harun Al-Rashid remembered the designs from the 
Egyptian scholars and he sent a messenger to Ramses to find how these treasures had 
been made, but the messenger was not admitted to the Pharoah’s presence. He spoke to 
the other kingdoms who knew the Necklace of the Lost People and showed them these 
similar works. There were too many, they realized as more of the pieces were stolen from 
the Egyptian court and fled to the marketplace, for these merely to have been found in 
ancient ruins. Clearly they were new, and made by living men.
 They searched and discussed the matter endlessly, but to no success, until one 
day a fool, or madman, came to the Harun Al-Rashid’s court and told him that he knew 
the secret of the art. He was blind, and though he spoke in riddles the wise Caliph divined 
his meaning, the horrible process by which the works had been crafted. The Caliph, in 
disbelief, asked for proof, and with an old slave as tribute it was provided.
 The Caliph gathered his peers- Boudica of the Celts, Askia of the 
Songhai, and Hannibal of the Carthaginians- to discuss this dark knowledge. 
What were they to do? Having swallowed three empires in his greed, Ramses 
was too powerful to be left unchecked, and even were he weak his crimes 

Tenochtitlan: A History, Volume 3 would merit death. He had clothed his court in the remains of the dead, had 
brought a terrible knowledge into this world, and if he cared so little for the 
lives of men that he might use their bones to craft his ornaments, how could 
they hope to trust him? 
 So it was decided: the four nations, each too weak to destroy the 
Pharoah individually, allied themselves for a time to destroy him. At the 
beginning of the era we call Common, the four nations sailed for Ramses 
two kingdoms- The Celts, the Songhai, and the Carthaginians to the East 

(where Tenochtitlan was capital), the Arabs to the West (to conquer Thebes). Of this 
war much has already been written, and as the distinction of valor is accomplished by 
self-congratulatory lords themselves (and is always a fleeting thing) I will take no pains 
to distinguish the heroes of the time. Suffice to say that the war was long and terrible. 
Ramses, in his madness, sacked his own cities with impunity, burned his own crops and 
slew his citizens to deny his foes the treasures of Egypt. The Siege of Memphis would 
be five years of plague and starvation, the Battle of Alexandria was won only with the 
sacrifice of a half-million Celtic warriors, and the sacking of Tenochtitlan (when it came 
after decades of slaughter, the war in the West long won) would leave every citizen of that 
city a corpse, piled high like the ziggurats of old. 
 Though the war was won, though Ramses had been dragged by Askia’s chariots 
around the city walls, it was not without great cost. The lords of the four nations had 
engaged in a war for Justice, and so they had forbidden their men from looting and 
pillaging so that they might maintain the Right. But the soldiers, seeking riches for their 
families long-ago abandoned, seeing only terror and death with nothing to show for it, 
had found their own treasure. They had but one material - the dead - and with the bones 
of the rotting men made those same ornaments for which the war had been waged. They 
smuggled back to their nations crowns, necklaces, brooches and other pieces of that 
cursed ivory, a small vengeance on the suffering they had endured. Though the Pharoah 
was dead, his madness had spread its tendrils across the world.

 Or so it may be. As I write it has been many centuries since the Fall of Egypt. In 
that time these devices of human bone have found their way into courts, markets - even 
households, if I may speak honestly. I have seen pitchers crafted from the stuff, and other 
items too. Even styluses. 
 Do not ask how I have composed this history - how I may know the name of the 
Aztecs if it died with the scholars of Assyria, or that the Huns were savage and warlike if 
Ramses (the last to remember them) thought them noble, or that the blind madman who 
told our Caliph of the Pharoah’s sins was the same artisan who rediscovered the black 
art of bone-smithing. The methods I have employed have often been as vile as the events 
themselves. Instead, take my story for what it may represent. Though it is fact, read it as 

you would a fable. I mean to justify no one, nor even to condemn (though 
my instinct for poetry betrays this); this is a fable with no moral, save for the 
knowledge of the follies of such morals themselves.

Abdul Alhazred, First Historian of the Caliph of Arabia
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Plot 2B: Sorry Archive

1 ............ Adam Ledford, Kenzo Jar, 2014, Terracota, papier-maché, epoxy, putty, paint
  12.5” x 9.5” x 8”
2 ............ Alexandra Lombard, Equipment, 2014, Carbonized bread and plexiglass
  3” x 8” x 4”
3 ............ Cara Marie Piazza, Tar Sands, 2014, Vinegaroon (chestnut hulls, iron salts, and 
  vinegar) and sand, dimensions variable
4 ............ Carbon Therrien, Untitled, 2014, Betel nut, tar, foliage, dimensions variable
5 ............ Carmel Snow, Knit Net V. 1, 2014, Polypropylene and rayon yarn
  0.25” x 25” x 7” extended
6 ............ Chris Milic, Rihanna, 2014, Colored pencil on paper, 8.5” x 11”
7 ............ Reade Bryan, Scrub, 2014, Scrubbing sponges and zip tie, 4”x4”x4”
8 ............ Reid Strelow, Untitled, 2014, Wood and varnish, 36”x1.5”x1.5” each
9 ............ Sasha Cohen, Untitled Group, 2014, Wood, cement, ceramic, and paint

 Body (9): 13.25” x 3.5” x 3.5”
 Sherd 1 (9a): 0.75” x 6” x 6”
 Sherd 2 (9b): 0.5” x 4” x 4”
 Sherd 3 (9c): 0.75” x 4” x 2.75”
 Sherd 4 (9d): 0.75” x 4.25” x 2”10

10 .......... Saul Schisler, Untitled, 2014, Aluminum
 Sherd 1 (10a): 8”x24”x24”
 Sherd 2 (10b): 8”x18”x18”
 Sherd 3 (10c): 12”x6”x6”

11 .......... Sophy Naess, Materialbild of Tahitian Woman, 2014
  Glycerin, counterfeit Fat Choy, flowers, Pyrite, and silk, 6”x5”x5”
12 .......... Yasunari Izaki, The End, Carbonized wood, 2014, 3” x 12” x 9”

1
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Materialbild of Tahitian Woman

The black strands, resembling pubic hair, are counterfeit Fat choy. Fat choy grows on 
the ground in the Gobi Desert and the Qinghai Plateau. Overharvesting on the Mongo-
lian steppes has furthered erosion and desertification there. The Chinese government’s 
limiting of fat choy harvesting has caused its price to increase. This may be one reason 
why some commercially available fat choy is adulterated with strands of a non-cellular 
starchy material including additives and dyes. Real fat choy is dark green in color, while 
the counterfeit fat choy appears black.

The last two syllables of its name in Cantonese sound the same as another Cantonese 
saying which means “struck it rich.”

Other ingredients are similarly exploited and similarly aspirational. 

Green tobacco sickness may be acquired from flowers contained herein. Migrant farm-
workers are disproportionately affected by this illness, a type of poisoning caused by 
the dermal absorption of nicotine from the surface of wet tobacco plants.

Pyrite is Fools’ Gold. It enjoyed brief popularity in the 16th and 17th centuries as a 
source of ignition in early firearms.

Paul Gauguin sought to escape “everything that is artificial and conventional.” A 
mass produced reproduction of his painting of a “Tahitian woman” was sold as a silk 
garment in a size for a very large American body. Tahitian Woman’s hand was cut from 
this garment, purchased at a church flea market in Queens New York.

Sophy Naess ▩
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This society had a stark class system to it—having a wealthy aristocracy and an un-
derprivileged majority living side by side—as shown by the great disparities in the 
technological advancement of their artifacts. On the one hand, their ancient metal wine 
strainers resemble those used hundreds or even thousands of years ago. Likewise, their 
stone tool, the clay vase, and what looks like a stone trap for capturing small animals, 
all look primitive. There should be little reason that the same culture would use such 
primitive objects alongside such modern objects, unless there were vast differences in 
wealth among its people. In contrast to the underprivileged, the aristocracy surrounded 
themselves with colorful posters, jewelry, and clothing accessories made from con-
temporary materials, to broadcast their wealth. Their feasts included large, dried fruits 
stuffed with luscious healthy manna. Their drumsticks show that they also had modern 
musical instruments to play. The colorful artifacts frozen in ice also tell us that their 
society lived outside of the tropics.

Finally, the artifacts show that this society was not decimated by a sudden cataclysm 
like a flood or a nuclear holocaust. Rather, their end was foretold by its people, perhaps 
owing to the severe inequalities they experienced. Fittingly, their signpost of “The End” 
of times contained emblems of both groups: one etched ornately and in stone. 

Ilan Shrira is a social psychologist at the University of Denver. ▩



Artifact 1:
An object is a vessel is a soul
no longer functional — inutile (comme en français)
but preserved for the purpose of sentimentality
and for the fact that it used to carry
the cremated innards of my great, great, great, great, great grandmother,
possibly grandfather,
who may have been a cousin to his majesty the Pope,
what’s-his-name

Artifact 2:
In ancient religious communities
it was acceptable to have sacred objects to liven up the home,
to remind the individual of his role in the Universe, 
to God, to mankind.
Drugs, however, were rejected in this homespace, according to the reigning doctrine.
Civilians would then cleverly hide Drugs in their sacred objects, so as not to raise 
suspicion to watchful eyes,
as you see with this hollow stash-object,
which represented de facto the openness of the mind
and the joy of debauching with friends
sometimes at day, other times at night.

Artifact 3:
What is it about poop (or vomit) that is not worth saving (or cherishing)?

Artifact 4:
The original swoosh sound came from primordial shwoozies 
or colloquially, “basketball nets.”
Often the best shwoozie weaver (obv. a female) was also the most beautiful (obv. first 
prize) in the village.

Artifact 5:
Here we see the creative application of boxes on boxes.  2 dimensions 
suddenly become 3 (2-becomes-3).

Artifact 6:
One of the greatest designers of the century (obv. white male) Yawn 
Wander Johnson, Jr. innovated the standard kitchen sponge into a glorious 
object of customization.  

Johnson conducted studies of middle-aged housewives and concluded from his 
experiments that they enjoyed doing the dishes more when they could choose the color 
of the sponge they were using.  
Inspiration came from the analogous system of the retractable pen.

Artifact 7:
This multi-use tool dates back to pre-human existence, 
however, its most interesting use is this:
people would sit cross-legged on the Earth with an object in either hand that would be 
stuck into the soil on either side of them.  
Holding onto the objects, a person could feel the vibrations of thundering hooves, 
signifying warriors who might threaten the safety of the clan, thus reducing 
reproductive effectiveness.
The form of this particular set of objects was designed for users with arthritis.

Artifact 8:
Here are the remnants from the Great Depression of Decorative Arts,
a sad time indeed.

Artifact 9:
There are few things as metaphorical as a sink—
a dip in the fabric of space and time,
a hypothetical drain, if you like,
to allow for the outflow of Waste and the Unwanted
in the name of cleanliness.
Subjective/objective, figurative/literal, large/small, weird/normal
sinkholes.

Artifact 10:
Frozen in time, this object will literally never change.

Artifact 11:
“Famous last words”
Using brain imaging reconstruction during dilapidation, we now know for 
a fact
that this is exactly what humans see
when the movie of their lives comes to a close
and they are reduced to dust.

June West is a multi-disciplinary musician, artist and designer who actually 
really prefers not to be bogged down by labels (i.e. free spirit). ▩
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Plot 3B: Vanessa Thill

1 ............ Alexandra Lerman, Groundstroke, 2013, Glazed ceramic
  Group of sherds, dimensions variable
2 ............ Laura Miller, 2014, dimensions variable
  Sherd 1 (2a): Chicken Leg I, Glazed porcelain, egg tempera
  Sherd 2 (2b): Chicken Leg I, Glazed porcelain, egg tempera
  Group of suspended objects (2c): Chicken Leg II, Wood, string, and ceramic
  Object pair (2d): Snake A and B, Balanced, glazed porcelain
3 ............ Tai Yin Ho, Untitled (Such Stuff), 2013, Mixed media, dimensions variable

1                  2                  3                  1                  2                  

3                  1                  2                  3                  1                  

2                  3                  1                  2                  3                  

1                  2                  3                  1                  2                  

Alexandra Lerman, Groundstroke, 2013, Glazed ceramic
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Where’s plot contains extremely rare first editions of each of our catalogs: the proofs 
and first runs from our on-demand publication system. These first tries are generally 
riddled with errors, and the book files quickly updated and re-loaded to the publisher’s 
server; the prior version, and its attendant faults, are lost. These books are the material 
remains of discarded information. ▩

Plot 4B: Where

1 ............ Where (Author), The New York Office (Designer), R Lyon (Producer), Lucy 
  Hunter (Producer), Where 1, 2013
 Paper, inkjet printing, 52 pages, 4.5”x0.1”x6”, 3 oz, ISBN 978-1493578065
2 ............ Where (Author), David Phelps (Contributor), A.E. Benenson (Contributor)
 David Joselit (Contributor), Where 2, 2013
 Paper, inkjet printing, 270 pages, 4.5”x0.6”x6”, 9.1 oz, ISBN 978-1494391577
3 ............ Where (Author), R Lyon (Author), Lucy Hunter (Author)
 Siebren Versteeg (Author), Sophia le Fraga (Contributor), Where 4, 2014
 Paper, inkjet printing, 66 pages, 4.5”x0.2”x6”, 3.5 oz, ISBN 978-1500603687

1 2 3

▩

Plot 5B: Ø (Negative Control)
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 The works of Abdul Alhazred are few. Save for some mystical 
writings that surely would have been deemed heretical by the scholars of 
his time, this history and a few works of poetry are all that remain of his 
writings. Stranger still is that no record can be found of his presence in the 
court of any Caliph, nor is there even mention of the position of “First Historian” in the 
documents of the empire. If he ever was employed in such a capacity, his tenure was 
brief.
 Perhaps this is because he was quickly discovered as a madman. Through 
carbon dating we can place these works somewhere in the mid 8th century. While at that 
point some of these figures might have been known to him - Ramses certainly, as well as 
Attila, Hannibal, and Boudica (though she would not have been well known by Arabic 
scholars) - Tenochtitlan was not founded until the 14th century, and it would be many 
years before the name of Montezuma was known in his region, and even then not well. 
They must certainly have been inventions of his - prophetic inventions, but inventions 
nonetheless, and the events recorded herein are patently false for reasons that should 
be obvious to even the most cursory historian. Even more curious, starting with the 
most fanciful (Tenochtitlan, which forms the crux of the tale) he progresses to the most 
certain (Egypt, and then Arabia wherein he lived).
 Whether he was authentically mad or he sought simply to falsify history 
remains unknown. These inventions of bone simply did not exist in mass. Perhaps this 
history was an attempt to discredit the powerful merchant class, or as an obtuse apology 
for pacifism. All that is known is that when his writings were found, entombed with his 
corpse in a cave in present-day Saudi Arabia, his body was perfectly preserved save for a 
missing ring finger on the left hand. And among his possessions was a stylus of human 
bone. ▩

Tenochtitlan: A History, Translator’s Note Performances for “And The Villagers Never Liked 
You Anyway”

November 22, 2014
Meredith Neuman / Sara Grace Powell / Tyler Ashley
Curated by Samuel Draxler for NYPAC

Pierre de Fermat, writing a note in the margin of Diophantus’ Arithmetica in 1637, 
claimed to have discovered “a truly marvelous proof... which this margin is too narrow to 
contain.” With no further information, the mathematical problem addressed by Fermat 
remained unsolved until 1994. 

“There is no proof, Septimus,” states the character Thomasina in Tom Stoppard’s Arcadia, 
first published in 1993, the year before the problem’s solution. “The thing that is perfectly 
obvious is that the note in the margin was a joke to make you all mad.” It remains unclear 
whether Fermat had actually solved the problem, or if the statement was pure bravado. 
Despite the problem’s eventual solution, the historical record is insufficient to verify his 
claim one way or another. “Fermat’s Last Theorem” doesn’t fulfill its promise.

Scientific methodology, like that of an archeological excavation, allows a form of history 
to be reconstructed — “now” being a fog that slowly overwhelms access to an unmediated 
past. The recovered materials, as relics of another time, yield certain information about 
their production. This information is recovered in spite of its present context. This 
friction between times is what happens when past and present speak at one another, 
when they misrecognize each other, when the borders collapse under extravagant claims 
and counterfactuals, when ghosts brag of feats and historians get their hands dirty. 

NYPAC, the New York Performance Artists Collective, is pleased to present an evening 
of performances held in collaboration with And The Villagers Never Liked You Anyway, 
an exhibition and archeological survey conducted by Sorry Archive under the direction 
of Dr. Ulf Hueber. Fictive archeology, mysticism and the occult, ritualized action: these 
conflicting methods each connect with the present by narrating the past. In the three 
performances, temporal borders are broken, and the seam between times is blurred. ▩
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Exhibition produced in partnership with Knockdown Center.

Thanks to: Michael Merck, the artists, curators, and catalog contributors.

Catalog design: Claire Mirocha
Illustrations: Vanessa Thill
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Field Notes




