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GS: Yes, in general I don’t say to myself “this object, this shape is useful to me,” I 
prefer not to use objects purchased new. Even in Summer on a solitary beach [21], 
from 2017, the old shoes are really mine. The skateboards are from friends who 
skated with me. When I was a kid I went to my grandparents’ house, they lived in an 
apartment, and I’d go in the basement, walking through this row of wooden cells 
where you could see other people’s old things, I loved it.

SS: Pierino cade, si sbuccia il ginocchio e se lo mangia. (“atelier” mobile) [22] seems 
like this same thing, putting your personal little basement on display.

GS: That is a mobile atelier, without having the structural characteristics to be a 
useable atelier. It’s not even an archive, but a crate that I made to move between 
Milan and Switzerland with a selection of objects more or less functional to my artistic 
practice. The working surface is a half-rotten little table from the garage at my father’s 
vineyard, and I chose it for its practicality. Besides it also has really strong pictorial 
characteristics: its surface has changed through sun exposure and weather, making 
interesting motifs.

SS: What other objects does it hold?

GS: In this very moment?

SS: Ah, so it returned to being a crate!

GS: It always has been. It’s hard for me to remember which objects are in there now 
and which were before, there’s definitely a beautiful North African blanket, a shoebox 
of brushes and paints, some cement. There was a metal modular furniture piece and 
also a table that was here in the courtyard, a lot of bungee cords, balsa wood for 
models, the back of wardrobe with a drawing, a fender and some photograph paper. 
There’s a lot of paper, mostly tissue paper—I used it for a lot of works, like the board 
for the pétanque tournament in Cosenza (IT). There’s a flyer for a show by Allora & 
Calzadilla with a feline, that I took during the show at Fondazione Trussardi in Milan. 
One of my passport photos. There’s also a transparent blue geometric triangle that’s 
very pretty [23].

SS: Is it 45° or 30°-60°?

GS: 30°-60°. But going back to the crate itself, its structure isn’t precise, there are 
various little pieces, little hooks to tie pieces together with elastics, and the wheels 
are from an old skateboard [24]. Then there is a little hole to pass electrical wires, 
you can put a neon on it. My works are accumulations that hint at both my personal 
memories, as well as a range of stories that pop up around them. For example, it’s 
got to be three or four years that I’ve been reflecting on how to cut this table where 
we made the jigsaw puzzle. It has really beautiful details and deserves to become 
something else. It isn’t a very practical table for an atelier, it’s a bit wobbly, but I’ve 
been carrying it around with me for so long—I had it in my house as a kid. I’m 
attached, but not to the object in and of itself.

SS: To its origin story.
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Gabriel Stöckli gave me one of his print editions from 2021, published by Complice 
Press (Lugano). It’s called “Hey” [1] and the cover features an image of a kind of 
flooring typical in Switzerland and Northern Italy. It’s a flooring from the 1950s made 
of hexagonal cement pieces in gray, red, and black, that create a stylized geometric 
flower pattern. The pieces require a particular upkeep, so many homeowners choose 
to replace them with a less temperamental material. I found it incredible, almost 
magical, that Gabriel found this same exact flooring in three of the five houses in 
which he’s lived. In the photo one only sees the flooring, but the image transports the 
observer to a sunny Sunday morning, to the tiles heated by the ray of light, to the 
shimmering dust floating in the air.

To write this text, I asked Gabriel to spend a few afternoons together carrying out 
some pastimes. His work speaks to me as a of way of being with people and with 
time that I’m drawn to and that I would like to try and participate in. I went to his 
studio on the outskirts of Milan, a single floor building at the edge of a beautiful 
courtyard, where tall dark green grass grows among light gray gravel stones. We did 
a jigsaw puzzle together while listening to the radio, we played dice and Yahtzee [2], 
we told each other riddles. One day I brought some issues of the Settimana 
Enigmistica with me, a weekly journal of crosswords and the like, distributed in Italy—
where I am from—and in Canton Ticino—where Gabriel is from. It has been in print 
uninterruptedly since 1932, it has surpassed 4,700 issues and, as far as I know, is 
the only print periodical in existence without advertising space. Besides crosswords, 
sudoku, rebus, cryptograms, there are also iconic comic vignettes. Gabriel scanned a 
few, he removed the details, and rearranged them.

Gabriel Stöckli: The discomfort of these guys, with a glass in their hand…they seem 
really like three guys at an art opening, with that circumstantial smile… 

Stella Succi: It’s a universal scene.

GS: I realized that the method of the vignette artists in the Settimana Enigmistica is 
similar to my own: they start from the common imagination, so common and rooted in 
its context, that it doesn’t call attention to itself. Also aesthetically, the pages of the 
Settimana Enigmistica are so crowded that it’s hard to notice the jokes or the 
captions. And then, extrapolated, re-elaborated in a different way, they say 
something. It’s more or less what I do with my work on the passport photos [3]. 
Passport photos are part of the common imagination, daily objects. I moved towards 
that kind of representation because of a feeling of affinity, but then I gave them a 
different context, a new vision. It’s really this that interests me, to take a common 
image and circumscribe it, synthesize it to make it emerge.

SS: If you look you notice that the crossword on the cover of the Settimana 
Enigmistica always includes the passport photo of some celebrity. What are the 
possibilities of the passport photo that intrigued you?

GS: In general, there are moments in which I need to see the documentation of my 
works in an instant tangible way. Usually I work with a printer, but it doesn’t come out 
the same as a photograph. In the range of fifty meters from my house there are two 
photobooths: my first work that I brought with me was the skateboard with an image 
that looks like a canyon [4], part of a series of boards that I sanded down enough to 
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SS: Because you have to concretize even if in the meantime the “plant” has grown: 
it’s an aspect of research I find frustrating. To return to the iconographic theme of the 
Settimana Enigmistica: the stuffed animal [11] you showed at Gelateria sogni di 
ghiaccio seems a part of it.

GS: It’s a prototype for a future project, which in that case I placed in the false ceiling, 
leaving the tail hanging. I needed it to downplay the installation, which at first seemed 
a bit rigid.

SS: This ball with word stickers [12] seems like an enigma, a puzzle.

GS: In a completely different way, but the stickers and the Settimana Enigmistica 
clearly go in the same desk drawer.

SS: Where did the letters on the ball come from?

GS: The idea of creating a ball came out of a pétanque tournament I organized 
during a residency in Cosenza (IT) [13]. The letters on this ball in particular come 
from some thoughts I had written in a notebook, even if I have a particular 
relationship to writing. Reproducing the words on a round surface makes it 
impossible to have a predetermined point of view and in the end makes it illegible, it 
makes it so they cannot be interpreted as words.

SS: It’s the same principle of many enigmas and puzzles: it forces you to 
disassociate and create new unexpected connections. Often the word “enigma” has a 
dark or horror connotation because it is about something hidden, apparently 
incomprehensible. Only now that we’re talking about it do I realize that besides the 
balls, other works of yours also have this mysterious tone, but it’s a nice day-time 
mystery, like a wrapped gift or a clearing in a forest. Some are more like a rebus [14], 
they take you in a strange way where you can find two really different elements in the 
same image, you have to ask why that object is in fact there: what aspect, what 
property of this object will help me reveal the secret? And it’s not about the secret of 
the object: it’s the secret that encompasses the entire reality in which it resides. Other 
works remind me of the game where you have to color the shapes following the dots. 
Through this tortuous process, following this logic and distinct aesthetic, you get a 
silhouette, which still leaves space for interpretation. Only the solution isn’t written 
anywhere. Last summer, filling in one of these games, I came upon an image that 
seemed like a police officer shooting a surfer in the head, with a star fish limply 
positioned in one corner of the vignette: evidently this was not the predicted outcome, 
but I had no way to confirm otherwise. In this horizon [15] of incomprehensibility is 
the poetry of the enigma. Speaking of your works, before I used the word backlight, 
now I realize how much this mechanism of perception is a determining factor in your 
works. I cannot fully understand what I am observing—and beside that isn’t the 
point—but I see its silhouette that melts in the rays of sun on its back. And I try to 
cover the light with the pages, crumpled by salt water, of the Settimana Enigmistica.

GS: Another thing that fascinates me about the Settimana Enigmistica is the 
association between images, thoughts, common places, circumstances. I have a 
folder where I collect drawings, photos, and various materials, without looking  
for a precise association of the images, but grouping together diverse materials that 
form an imaginary that creates stories, environments.
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GS: I wrote notes on the table, among which some telephone numbers. At a certain 
point I didn’t want to keep it in the atelier with other people having other people’s 
phone numbers and silly notes in plain sight, so I decided to erase them by sanding 
the surfaces. I say this to explain to you that for me it isn’t necessary to preserve the 
object itself at any cost: its utility, its story, its practicality, my attachment and desire to 
transform it are most important. I am not interested in conservation, in the restitution 
of something strictly linked to the object.

SS: The exact opposite of fetishism.

GS: In fact, I’m not a hoarder of objects. Hoarding can be a beautiful practice, but it 
isn’t mine.

SS: This principle of stratification that characterizes your work isn’t only a part of the 
objects from which they emerge, but of all the elements of the work—you also work 
manually on the supports. It’s as if you transmit something of yourself in the time you 
spend together.

GS: I like working by hand, to do things myself, with an amateur practice-based 
approach.

SS: I understand even better why it’s difficult for you to turn your research into works: 
you’re happy to be in the moment, while concretizing can mean projecting into the 
future.

GS: Exactly, it means taking a bit of life out of the things. It’s a rift. But there are days 
in which I have this idea and others when I think differently, and I feel fulfilled at 
having a work I consider finished.

SS: It’s for this reason that you photograph your work multiple times?

GS: Speaking of things that I individualized, sometimes I ask myself if redocumenting 
an object, a work, isn’t a bit like reheating leftovers. But, for it, for me, the action of 
rephotographing is not simply wanting to get more works out of an object I like. Since 
these are objects I have lived long-term with, I am pleased that by photographing 
them they proliferate, that they become one more thing, and yet another, and that 
they can all exist two, three, four, five at the same time.

SS: Rephotographing then gives a kind of lo-fi feel to the images, an aspect that 
exists in Dream Operator as well and that, along with other aspects of your work and 
of your personal experience recalls an early 2000s aesthetic [25].

GS: It’s certainly an aesthetic I am interested in, I like Mark Gonzales’s videos, the 
fisheye, the raw cuts, the amateur videos by Pixies fans who sing their songs. 

SS: This rhino is so sad…

GS: I think that in the whole cartoon there is the rhino at the vet, and he says, “It’s not 
true that my skin is so thick”.
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see the veins of the wood. It was easy to carry, I wanted to see it in a photo and the 
idea of going into the cabin with my work was fun. The passport photo is certainly not 
the most appropriate form of documentation, but it’s physical, and it is less 
depersonalizing than other kinds of images. Besides, I am one of those people who 
never backs up their phone, every time I break one everything is lost. I don’t have a 
great relationship with the digital world, on the contrary, I know where to keep a 
physical thing, how to preserve it. So, in the end I fell in love with the “little object,” 
with the possibility that in the passport photo there weren’t faces, and with playing 
with a format that has its own institutionality—it’s enough to wear a hat [5] because 
you’re not allowed to in a passport photo. Besides, at home I have a glass door,  
and between the frame and the glass I inserted lots of passport photos and old 
scratch-off lottery tickets. Evidently something was setting in.

SS: It seems to me that this type of process, this way of observing, of absorbing 
things around you slowly, transforming them and transcending them exists in the 
backlight of many of your works: the skateboards [6], the benches [7] you used at 
Gelateria sogni di ghiaccio in Bologna, or the piles of bowls that you included in your 
installation Storielle [8].

GS: Technically they’re tazzini, small cups, typical red wine glasses used in caves in 
Ticino. I don’t remember the exact circumstances, but I had to organize an aperitivo 
and I asked my sister if I could borrow some tazzini. To bring them home I wrapped 
them in a towel and put them in a suitcase; when, without thinking, I took them out of 
the suitcase, the cups fell on the ground. The benches are also very recognizable: 
they are common in school gyms in Switzerland. I went to get them from my old 
middle school and I put them together to create a space, within the exhibition [9], 
where people could sit and talk.

SS: They’re Proustian madeleines with a sense of humor. Also, the silhouettes made 
with beer cans [10]: I can see you sitting in a corner at a barbeque cutting up the 
cans…All of these aspects of your work remind me of the metaverse of the Settimana 
Enigmistica: the conviviality, domestic life, irony, human intelligence. Like this 
vignette: “everyone’s a little nervous for their first flight…”

GS: Yesterday while I was flipping through it, I thought, as a part-time job, I would like 
to draw vignettes for the Settimana Enigmistica, and at the same time I asked  
myself, “Who are these people?” I don’t understand if it’s a job they do exclusively for 
the magazine because they’re illustrators and it’s their job, or if, like for an artist,  
it’s truly a passion to create these vignettes. I noticed in many cases, once you take 
away the caption, the vignette’s message becomes even stronger. For example,  
I cannot understand this one: maybe it’s a gnome, or a lumberjack, is he confused,  
or maybe sad?

SS: I think he’s a writer who is panicking at the blank page, who hasn’t written anything 
for so long that a tree is growing out of his pencil. He might be happier that way. 

GS: Or else he’s a very slow writer and so the tree has time to grow from his pencil 
between one word and the next. I see myself there: I also tend to work slowly. I take 
time and energy to make something concrete.
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SS: Your selection of images and details pulled from the Settimana Enigmistica 
seems to function like an uncovering, that lets hidden meanings emerge.

GS: Choosing the vignettes and scanning them describes, besides a methodology, a 
carefree and meandering feeling that I have in respect to my practice—a feeling that 
could also cause a crisis. My work takes off from an image, from an object, with this I 
feel a connection and the need to modify it, reinterpret it, offering a new unusual 
context. It’s a process that requires a lot of time because I ponder over each choice, 
just like the value of what I decide to represent [16]. It’s all there. Reflecting on it, and 
for this reason my work tends to develop slowly. For me the key is in thinking about it 
as little as possible, in the moment, so it comes to fruition out of an accumulation of 
thoughts, disturbances, insecurities, epiphanies, and all the rest. While I was flipping 
through the Settimana Enigmistica I didn’t intend to start a possible new work or with 
a particular methodology. Scanning and putting the vignettes together, circumscribing 
the details, I discovered what interests me, new, “stronger” to me, narrative 
possibilities.

SS: In fact, your works begin with intuition.

GS: Yes, but—I don’t know why—in my head there’s this idea, that intuitive 
sometimes means “not serious enough.”

SS: Lazy? Right, but you know that it’s not true.

GS: Of course. And I fight against this feeling, I realize it isn’t like that, but I often 
think it.

SS: I’ll take up the theme of intuition again, I am more and more passionate about 
drawing, because it says a lot about how a person looks at something, what captures 
their attention and for how long. For example, I think drawings and materials for the 
desk drawer or folder, that don’t even become works, say a lot about you, about what 
you look at, about how you cross the time of the drawing [17].

GS: Sometimes I begin to draw without having a result in mind [18]. In this case I 
move forward from a shape, whose form reminds me of something or someone and I 
take inspiration from that. Other times the point of departure is a simple object in my 
life, like a pot for cooking chestnuts [19]: I worked for two years selling roasted 
chestnuts from an Ape car.

SS: What else is in the files?

GS: Lots of things: drafts of flyers that were never printed, photographs, lots of 
sheets of paper folded in half because they won’t fit in the folder. It’s nice to forget 
these objects, leave them there to rest and look at them months or years later [20].

SS: The question of time seems central to your work: you take objects, you look at 
them, they accompany you, you transform them into a work, you document them at 
different moments of creation. The objects that you choose aren’t neutral, they are 
touched by many people, and they carry this meaningful, deep contact with them.
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