
Neutro

My first encounter with neutrality in art happened in the summer of 2021 in Tucson, Arizona, 
a few miles from where I lived in the Sonoran desert. Olivier Mosset, the Swiss painter known 
for his austere abstraction, was having a major retrospective at the local museum. I had time to 
spare, so I went. The exhibition was a maze of surfaces—repetitive, precise, mechanical. Enamel 
spread across the canvases with nonhuman coldness. Walking through the rooms felt like mo-
ving through a factory of sameness, each step pressing against the weight of neutrality.

I left the galleries, and the desert heat hit me like a slap. It was the same heat Mosset had chosen 
to live under, despite his origins in the Bernese mountains. One of his most well-known works 
consists of two monochrome canvases, each the size of a refrigerator door. A coincidence, pe-
rhaps, but also a reminder that minimalism and conceptualism—the so-called neutral aesthe-
tics—are usually associated with cold climates, artificial precision, and a modernist utopia that 
never fully materialized. Could this condition be reversed?

Mosset once said, “I think a good work of art should represent its non-existence, its insignifi-
cance, or a perfect neutrality of sorts.” But is such neutrality even possible? Even historical mini-
malism, with its rejection of expression, was never truly neutral—it was a critique, a response, a 
stance. The belief that one can strip art of narrative, of affect, is itself a narrative, one that often 
serves particular cultural and economic forces. When art abandons meaning, meaning creeps 
in through other doors: the names of collectors, the prestige of institutions, the silent weight of 
market logic.

A curator friend once confessed to me, “I don’t want to be too bold or too confrontational. They 
don’t like that, the judges.” We often speak of art in terms of freedom, but what does that mean 
when certain gestures are rewarded and others suppressed? Thematizing oppression while satis-
fying the narcissism of developed countries that like to see themselves reflected in the art of their 
uninvited guests—is this another form of neutrality? Or just a performance of conscience?

I find myself skeptical of the fantasy of the retired artist, working in solitude with a comfortable 
pension, painting the same thing over and over again for an international market. And I find my-
self equally skeptical of a certain fascination with cowboy culture—something between nostal-
gia and escapism, an aestheticized longing for a pastoral life that never belongs. Maybe it’s just 
about cows and refusing intellectualism. Maybe it’s about a type of cow-like-thinking.

Mosset’s move to the desert feels like a statement, whether he intended it or not. Maybe, in the 
end, neutrality is just another mirage, shimmering under the staggering heat.
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Founded by Chilean artist Manuela Morales Délano in 2016 in Berlin as an extension of the pro-
ject space Espacio Falso in Santiago, Chile run together with Catalina Varas and Veronica Soto.

Located initially in the second floor of the legendary «Neue Kreuzberg Zentrum» in Kottbuster 
Tor, on top of KottiShop and welcomed by Vesselroom projects thanks to Cristina Moreno. A few 
months later its inauguration, Mexican Doctora Michelle Ordiles joined MK to support.

In 2018 we changed location to Reichenberger Str 45 to share space with Montana Cruz, here is 
when Chilean artist Santiago Mac-Auliffe become co-director of MK until 2020.
Since December 2022 Mario Kreuzberg is based in Basel, Switzerland run with artist Charles 
Benjamin and Manuela Morales. 

MK moves transforms and sometimes disappear.


