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Ceel Mogami de Haas is a writer and 
artist based in Amsterdam and Paris. 
He received his MFA from the Uni-
versity of Art and Design in Geneva 
in 2010 and was a resident artist at 
the Rijksakademie in Amsterdam from 
2016 to 2018. He has recently exhi-
bited at Kunsthalle Mulhouse (2021), 
Crac Occitanie, Sète (2020), Seager 
Gallery, London (2019), Juliette Jong-
ma Gallery, Amsterdam (2018), Mar-
tin Van Zomeren Gallery, Amsterdam 
(2018), Kunst Im Tunnel, Düsseldorf 
(2018). 













































Ceel Mogami de Haas works in a 
wide range of media from sculpture, 
drawing, writing, and artist’s books to 
installation and video art. His recent 
projects have focused on the intersec-
ting relationship of nature and culture 
and examined the categories and bi-
nary oppositions at the root of human 
thinking about the natural environ-
ment. 
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In the exhibition What My Hands Know, I presented two new work which 
I produced at the EKWC, European Ceramic Work Center. The first one,  
A green thought in a green shade consists of 30 handmade tiles, hand-
painted using the majolica technique. It explores how the body, memory, 
and the passage of time alter the experience of a landscape. The second 
one, Necropastoral is a large vase I used as a playground, a folly in oppo-
sition to the orchestrated making of the mural piece, with whimsy buttons 
and glazes experimentations. 

A green thought in a green shade.
It has been over a year since I started this frivolous Proustian exercise: 
trying to remember gardens and parks I visited in a more or less distant 
past. I wanted to examine how memory and imagination tend to mingle 
indiscriminately during the exercise of recollection, and at the same time 
satisfy a growing desire to research the cultural history of gardens. So 
far, this exercise has yielded various texts, drawings, paintings, and sculp-
tures. The (re)collection is growing, and I can’t get enough of it. Although 
at this point, I am not sure which garden I sensibly visited, and which gar-
den I read or dreamt about. In my opinion, this confusion is not surprising: 
gardens, books and dreams are related, for the soil of a garden, the pages 
of a book, and the architecture of dreams bear organized signs that gene-
rate meaning.

Necropastoral.
I borrowed this term from poet Joyelle McSwenney who describes zthe 
concept of Necropastoral as follows: «Necropastoral is a political-aesthetic 
zone in which the fact of mankind’s depredations cannot be separated from 
an experience of «nature» which is poisoned, mutated, aberrant, spectacu-
lar, full of ill effects and affects. The Necropastoral is a non-rational zone, 
anachronistic, it often looks backwards and does not subscribe to Carte-
sian coordinates or Enlightenment notions of rationality and linearity, cause 
and effect.  It does not subscribe to humanism but is interested in non-hu-
man modalities, like those of bugs, viruses, weeds and mold. The definitive 
processes of the Necropastoral are decay, vagueness, interembodiment, 
fluidity, seepage,  inflammation, supersaturation.  The Necropastoral is lite-
rally subterannean, Hadean, Arcadian in the sense that Death lives there. 
The Necropastoral  is not an «alternative» version of reality but it is a place 
where the farcical and outrageous horrors of Anthopocenic «life» are made 
visible as Death. [The use of the preface «necro-» is thus partly an homage 
to theorist Achille Mbembe’s notion of Necropolitics].»

A green thought in a green shade

Ceramic, steel

Year or origination: 2022

300x250 cm

Necropastoral

Ceramic, Bronze

Year or origination: 2022

75x50 cm (approx)



During the past three years I have been developing sculptures that I will 
try to describe in the next paragraph. It is often complicated to describe a 
material work of art – the substitution of the experience by its commentary 
is always a distressing moment for me since in most case the ekphrastic 
exercise does not contribute positively to the work. These sculptures are 
made with a technique that I have developed over the last three years. 
They are the result of successive steps consisting of drawing, casting, en-
graving, inlaying, polishing and sometimes lacquering. These inlaid panels, 
which have their stories etched into them in the manner of stone marquetry, 
recall doodles yet straddle the line between an ancient stone relief and a 
pictographic alien script. Just as the construction of meaning is often an 
operation of adding and removing, I work by carving and filling — laser 
cutting shapes into acrylic resins and pouring plaster mixed with marble 
dust. The end results are delicately detailed images that beg to be deci-
phered, yet are more poetry than code, open for endless interpretation. In 
the previous panels we often find animate objects or speaking animals; 
day-dreaming plants, smiley-face grapes and cigarette-smoking wolves. In 
this sense they are like fables, where forces of nature can become charac-
ters as active as the humans in the story. 

Pinkish maroon, is it—spaghetti? (I)

Acrylic polymer, plaster, marble dust, alabaster dust, pigments, ceramic, 
brass, steel.

Year or origination: 2020

122x76 cm.

Pinkish maroon, is it—spaghetti? (II)

Acrylic polymer, plaster, marble dust, alabaster dust, pigments, ceramic, 
brass, steel.

Year or origination: 2020

122x76 cm.

Imaginary gardens with real toads in them (I)

Acrylic resin, plaster, marble dust, pigments, mother of pearl, ceramic,
brass, steel

Year or origination: 2020

118x76 cm

Imaginary gardens with real toads in them (II)

Acrylic resin, plaster, marble dust, pigments, mother of pearl,
aluminum, brass, steel

Year or origination: 2020

118x76 cm

The Age of Solitude

Acrylic resin, plaster, marble dust, pigments, mother of pearl,
aluminum, brass, steel

Year or origination: 2021

118x76 cm

While the monster shadows creep, what can be better than sleep?

Acrylic resin, plaster, marble dust, pigments, mother of pearl,
ceramic, brass, steel

Year or origination: 2021

85x76 cm



A figure that reappears frequently – in the video animation ‘Charlotte’ or 
with its head raised on ceramic platforms in ‘Never trust a man whose 
eyebrows meet’ (2018) - is the wolf. Wolves lope across human imagina-
tion. They have always fascinated us as the symbol of pure animality that 
contrasts so strikingly with our humanity and the values and ethics we have 
assimilated. In the figure of the werewolf they become liminal creatures 
that can exist between the human and the animal. It is this liminality that 
interests me because it holds several prospects. One important prospect is 
interspecies relationship, since the werewolf is the wolf becoming human 
and the human becoming wolf. I feel that “this becoming other” has po-
tentials for the many crisis we’re facing today. With these models, we can 
explore certain concepts of difference -gender or class for example – and 
the imaginative and ideological understanding of the wolf. The werewolf on 
the other hand raise unsettling questions about the real and the imaginary. 
That’s where the literary wolf jumps in. Wolves have always inhabited and 
haunted surfaces. The wolf we know is a text. 

Untitled

https://vimeo.com/326539479
password: lycanthropy

2 channels video and mixed media installation

Year or origination: 2018

9’50 min, loop

Untitled

https://vimeo.com/328662540
password: lycanthropy

2 channels video and mixed media installation

Year or origination: 2018

9’50 min, loop

Never trust a man whose eye brows meet

Ceramic, epoxy clay, plaster, aluminium

Year or origination: 2018

Dimensions variable.



Textuality and its different regimes (hyper-, extra-, inter-, exo-, endo-, ...) 
is something that has always interested me. An earlier work, The Hollow 
Pens,  is a video animation in which four pens talk with derision about the fu-
ture of - and their respective roles within the history of - writing. Maybe 
“talk” is not the right word because the pens don’t necessarily listen to 
each other; each of them speaks or hums its own way. The composition is 
conceived as a kind of a cappella piece, in which the different voices create 
harmonies, moments of coming together and conflict, density and pause. 
The pens are like characters with different personalities, each of them is 
defined by its limitations and possibilities and is tied into a historical time 
frame. This results in a poetic, philosophical and often humorous conversa-
tion between  the highlighter (who likes originality so much she cannot stop 
copying it), the four-color ballpoint pen (who has a personality disorder), 
the Tipp-ex (who hums obnoxiously to cover the voices of the other pens) 
and the digital pen (the arrogant transhumanist pen who thinks he is the 
future of writing).

The hollow pens

https://vimeo.com/248855021
password: BIC

4 channels hd video and mixed media installation

Year or origination: 2017

9’50 min, loop


