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Tim Mann (American b. 1990 in Woodstock, IL) 
lives and works in Chicago where he holds a 
BFA from the School of the Art Institute of Chicago 
(2013). He is a co-founder and co-director of 
Prairie, an artist-run exhibition space in Chicago, 
as well as the Managing Director at MICKEY, 
a commercial gallery that focuses on exhibiting 
emerging and mid-career artists. Recent exhi- 
bitions include Julius Caesar (Chicago), Appara- 
tus Projects (Chicago), Baader-Meinhof (Omaha), 
Chess Club (Hamburg), Everybody (Tucson), 
The Suburban (Milwaukee), and Benny’s Video 
(New York).

Met him pike hoses

1500 S Western Ave #407
Chicago, IL 60608

Met him pike hoses was founded by Julian Van 
Der Moere in 2025 and is located in Pilsen’s 
Midland Building. Pronounced as either metem-

psychosis /mə-ˌtem(p)-si-ˈkō-səs/ or as met him pike 

hoses /ˈmet ˈhim ˈpīk ˈhōzəz/, the name makes refer-
ence to a recurrance in James Joyce’s Ulysses: a 
mispronounced word that comes to stand in for 
errant phrases or encounters, something muttered 
under one’s breath or to be stumbled over in one’s 
mind. The model for this space is anti-strategic, 
with an interest in general disjunction or with being 
out of time; presenting local artists, international 
artists, historical works, bootlegged works, anony-
mous works, non-art objects, performances, texts, 
films, etc.

This print was typeset by Lucas Reif in Matthieu 
Cortat’s Louize (2011), a revival of Louis Perrin’s 
Augustaux (1855). 100 copies were printed by 
Chicago Printworks.



What you aspire to as revolutionaries is a 

master. You will get one.

Let us think first of the myth of ’68, in 
fact it is long gone. Long dead, corpsic 
roadkill stretched through the high-
ways of time. Think of the busloads of 
hippies in San Francisco just a year 
earlier, they too arrived dead. Or the 
70s Italian autonomia movements sever-
ing its bound head with the PCI. Or 
of the penultimate failure of the Tarnac 
9. Varied modes of existential failures.

… the inflexible rule that the proof of the 

pudding is in the eating’

The contemporary intellectual left look 
to these cadavers, not with a pinched 
nose, but instead the uncanny optimism 
for reanimation. Supposedly these 
myths of revolution hold such good 
bones for stock, good stitching, a good 
puppet, good mascots–see here Antonio 

Negri as the Tupac Coachella hologram. 
If an idea is born dead, then it cannot 
die. It is suspended. 

The world has been turned upside down. 

French farmers began to turn their town 

marker road signs upside down as a form 

of protest.

I think of the suspension of Peter 
Sellers in Being There. The Gardner and 
Eve and Raphael, luncheon myths of 
Paradise Lost. But also, myths of late 70s 
American politics, consumerism, of 
mass culture, journalism, sensationalism. 
I see the late and complicated Peter 
Sellers watching TV learning how to be 
someone, to experience the world 
through a character. An ever-changing 
cast of characters, limited only by the 
amount of time one is willing to spend 
in front of the TV set.

Don’t you do it Mr. Peanut.

Originally drawn by a young schoolboy, 
Antonio Gentile, in 1916, Mr. Peanut 
was killed on January 22, 2020. He fell 
from a branch to save Wesley Snipes 
and Matt Walsh. He was 104 years old. 
He was reborn eleven days later on 
February 2, 2020. Mr. Peanut for most 
of his existence did not speak; star- 
ting in 2010 he was voiced by Robert 
Downey Jr., then Bill Hader, Keith 
Ferguson, and most recently Woody 
Harrelson in the Netflix feature-length 
The Electric State.

These recent bouts of reanimation or 
reincarnation are not the first for Mr. 
Peanut. In 1974 Mr. Peanut ran for 
mayor of Vancouver. At the final count-
ing of ballots Vincent Trasov, I mean 
Mr. Peanut, received 2,685 votes for 
3.4% of the vote.

We’re in unincorporated territories now.

Now what? What follows, what comes 
next? Hamlet speaks of the dread of 
afterlife: But that the dread of something 

after death, The undiscovere’d country, 

from whose bourn No traveller returns, puz- 

zles the will…

I can do away with myths now, instead, 
I want my memories. Myths deaden 
me. Memories are how we live forever. 
My friends live on as my bodily remem-
brance of them. I do not remember ’68, 
it was conjured, always dead. I remem-
ber the laughter of friends gone. I must 
find my new routines, my new stories, 
my new experiences. Today I shall don 
my top hat, gloves and spats, cane in 
hand I shall wander the streets as an im- 
mortal nut. I will be known as Bartho- 
lomew Richard Fitzgerald-Smythe, but 
my friends will just call me Mr. Peanut.

—Julian Van Der Moere




