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There are no stupid mountains, only stupid climbers.
There were four of us.  
   -  A.

Spaar & Partners’ Writing Mount Inquiry presents work resulting from a collaboration 
between New York-based artist Jocelyn Spaar and a small group of anonymous partners.  
Originally commissioned by Mount Inquiry to produce a two-week long series of the gentle 
but disturbing performative institutional critique interventions for which she is already well 
known and critically regarded, simultaneously staged for paying spectators in the gallery and 
in front of an unsuspecting and vulnerable public at off-site locations throughout the 
Marseille metropolitan area, Spaar sent instead, to the concierge of the Unité d’Habitation Le 
Corbusier, who delivered it by hand to Apt. 302 where Mount Inquiry is temporarily housed, 
taking one of the three elevators from the renowned modernist foyer up three floors to the 
building’s interior commercial street, a small package which, we must admit, caught us off 
our guard.

In lieu of the many courier-delivered cases of legal waivers that preceded the installation of 
seminal masochistic dérives such as it’s my party you’ll cry if i want you to cry if i want you to 
(2012) or hotel no haiku cry uncle say thank you (2014), we found three ink-drawings on 
paper, two small-format and one larger, matched by three modified museum audio handsets 
and instructions for hanging.  The drawings, three cutaway versions of Le Corbusier 
populated by an ayahuasca emoji fantasia of stylized inhabitants, shudder with an innate 
genius for detail, in which a Lovecraft-schizoid horror vacui and exactitude of line as rigorous 
and long as the telegraphic cables binding Schreber to his angelic operators meets the 
amorphous psychedelic fluidity one might ascribe to an enormous Golgi apparatus should 
one meet one wearing mirrored sunglasses, ambulating free of its plasm on a trip to Dalì’s 
favorite Balearic island.

Spaar’s drawings inspired in us a certain trepidation, even paranoia, not least because of 
their architectural exactitude concerning our current emplacement, and especially 
considering the long history of gallery case-and-run black ops glitter hex that forms the 
backbone of her market critical emprise.  After weeks of living with these works, we have 
decided to hang them according to her specifications.  Although her instructions indicate that 
it was left to us to provide an accompanying text, we have decided to let Spaar herself have 
the last words.  We conclude by quoting from an explanatory letter that reached us by 
standard post some days after the pieces themselves, in response to an urgent message on 
our part:




























