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Michele Gabriele, born in 1983, Italy, is a visual artist.
Through the use of sculpture and the photographic documentation of it, his work explore the
distance between the observer and the artwork, throug the use of a paradoxally disappointing 
sculptural forms. His work is a constant play between representation and materiality, time and 
spaces, reasearching another point of view whith different priorities. 
He earned his MA in Visual Arts in Brera Academy of Fine Arts, Milan and Universitè 
8, Paris.
He was awarded the Salon Primo prize in  Milan (2004), the residency program at 
Spinola Banna foundation in Turin (2013), the Oslo10 Residency Program in Basel 
(2015), the viafarini DOCVA Residency Program at Carlo Zauli Museum (2014), the 
Novecento Museum workshop by Peep-Hole in Milan, the Menabrea Art Prize in Rome 
(2015, finalist). His work has been reviewed, among others,in Exibart, Atp diary, CURA, 
Daily Lazy, arteeCritica, Vogue, Curating The Contemporary, NERO, Moscow Art, i-D, 
Artribune, That’s Contemporary, Creators.VICE, SEXmagazine, Panorama.
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London UK (2019)

The Missing Link. On every Point of a Sphere.
Eduardo Secci Contemporary, Florence IT (2019)

Basic Extinct, Silicone Gallery, Bordeaux FR 
(2018)

Clumsy and Milky: encoding the last quarter of a 
pose, WhiteNoise Gallery, Rome IT (2018) 

The Missing Link, 
Fondazione Adolfo Pini, Milan IT (2016)

They are standing there, under the weather, 
totally waterproof or comepletely wet,
Konstanet Kunstihoone Art All, Tallinn EW (2015)

Axonometric/Uncanny/Dimetric, 
My House In Vegas, Berlin DE (2015)

Denise, Tile Project Space, Milan IT (2015)

TUKATUKA,(Double) Michele Gabriele/Lucia 
Leuci, Crac Contemporary Art Research Center, 
Cremona IT (2014)

Ka hi ki, Lucie Fontaine, Milan IT (2011)
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Spider Silk, A.D. Gallery, 
New York USA (2020)

Friend of a Friend, Berniskej Model,
Preague CZ (2019)

Orrido 120, Swan Station, IT

Man Thing vs. Swamp Thing, 
Et.Al Gallery, San Francisco CA (2018)

Bunt, Ginny Projects, London UK (2017)

Biennale of Future Contemporary Arts, 
FSC, Copenhagen DK (2017)

The Habit of a Foreign Sky, Future Dome, 
Milan IT (2016)

Body Holes - New Scenario, 
9th Berlin Biennale, Berlin DE (2016)

AIDA, ViaFariniDOCVA, Milan IT (2014)

Protocombo, Contemporary art museum, 
Lissone (2014)

La Biblioteca Fantastica, Art museum Man, 
Nuoro IT (2013)



It’s always so hard to admit that things are different than what we had believed at first sight,
2018-2020

The serie analyzes through a more intimate and frontal work modality, the difficulty of admitting to oneself and to 
others that things are different than what we had believed in a first analysis. Therefore the difficulty of accepting things 
for what they are, if these in a first analysis, and because of a misunderstanding have been able to generate a certain 
thought in us.
the works in this series have a smaller dimension. and this aspect obliges me to relate to them in a more intimate 
way while I work there. 
Stay tied to a comforting lie because the truth is inconvenient. Stay tied to a comforting lie because the truth can be 
uncomfortable and face it forces us to be active and takes us away from our comfort zone.





It’s always so hard to admit that things are different than what we had believed at first 
sight, 2018-2020 
Paint, epoxy clay, steel, cables, digital print, glass, rubber, 60x 60X 20cm each
Installation View at Silicone Gallery, Bordeaux FR



Your lies embarrass me so much that when I found out exactly what it was, I’d rather 
pretend to believe your words, 2018-2020 
Oil on plaster, steel, cables, glass, rubber, fabric, feather, 60x 60X 20cm
Installation View at Silicone Gallery, Bordeaux FR





It’s always so hard to admit that things are different than what we had believed at first 
sight, 2018-2020 
Paint, epoxy clay, steel, cables, digital print, glass, rubber, 60x 60X 20cm each
Installation View at Gossamer Fog, London UK



Your lies embarrass me so much that when I found out exactly 
what it was, I’d rather pretend to believe your words, 
2018-2020 Acrylic paint, enamel, epoxy clay, steel, 

cables, digital print, glass, rubber, 
70x 60X 40cm. 

Installation View at Gossamer Fog, London UK





Michele Gabriele‘s

Clumsy and Milky:
encoding the last quarter of a pose

Curated by
Something Must Break

White Noise Gallery, Rome IT

“ I tried to show you the best parts of me, the most edgy, composed, winking and generous of 
futile details, and I turned my silhouette into its own artifact orthogonal essence. Three plans, three 
quarters, simultaneously. Fractionated segments, carefully selected to make sure that you will look 
at me, for sure. 

I hoped I could show you only the good, the best, like through a pleasant profile picture, in which I 
am the image itself of your admiration, the contemplation of a perfectly-accomplished connotation 
inside the space of a narrow geometry. 
I’m like you imagined. The protruding cheekbones, the winking curves drawn by the compass, 
concluding in a squared jaw; the edgy nose when viewed from above, the languid, transparent 
glance, two newborn’s patinated-of-nothing colored eyes. The torso slightly turned, a tuft of hair 
turned between the fingers. 

You said you loved me, and now you are disappointed.
It ‘s true. I’m not as you thought. Not orthogonal at all, or appropriately squared. 
I’m so clumsy, and you’re so beautiful. I wanted to please you, for just a moment, a very short 
time, before everything ended, before disappointing you. I quickly hid all the rest, so ungainly, 
milky and inhomogeneous, the last plane of that axonometry that is the pose of an uncanny shape. 
But I never lied to you, never. 
I just wanted to keep seeing you talk about me so proud, openly, and feeling connected to me, to 
my three quarters, to the clumsy sensuality that I could not hide between my back and shoulder...
Accept me ... I’m what you desired ... “

Hiding the worst part of me for you, and it cause me dermatitis, 2018
pigmented silicone, fabric, beer can, soil, eletric cables,130X150X 70cm 



Hiding the worst part of me for you, and it cause me dermatitis, 2018
pigmented silicone, fabric, beer can, soil, eletric cables,130X150X 70cm 

HALFY-EMPTY (She walks home alone at nigh), 2018 
pigmented silicone, metal, plastic, fabric, gummed paper, 130X 90X 80cm



HALFY-EMPTY (She walks home alone at nigh), 2018 
pigmented silicone, metal, plastic, fabric, gummed paper, 130X 90X 80cm



Hiding the worst part of me for you, and it cause me dermatitis, 2018
pigmented silicone, fabric, beer can, soil, eletric cables,130X150X 70cm 



Tppr-wear-Croissant, 2018 
pigmented silicone, metal, load, tillandsia usneoides, 120X 100X 80cm





DLECLATHLOLN-DANGY, 2018 
pigmented silicone, metal, plastic, soil, clay, 103X 57X 67cm 



Sitting on the ground, so I will remember it as a nice atmosphere, 2018 
pigmented silicone, metal,100X 60X 80cm

The summer dream of sebaceous cyst, 2018
pigmented silicone, beer can, plaster,170X 60X 70cm



Strong Enough ($H3), 2016 
Helmet, pigmented silicone, metal, soil, 30X 40X 100cm



$loppyHead4 (Like that time you scared me to death), 2016
bread on motorcycle, variable measures

Sleepy Spoony (Why don’t you go back to sell your fucking shaboo and leave us alone?), 2017
fortune cookie, mariuana, dollar bills, 10X 10X 10cm approx



Was supposed to be 23 metres, but he jumped 22 ($H5), 2018 
pigmented silicone, helmet, flag,120X 60X 80cm

Smoothie-Smoky (A wonderful summer), 2014
sand, bamboo, bottles,130X 200X 200cm



Shitty-Slippy-Slutty (Like the first time I looked into your eyes), 2017
 pigmented silicone, soil, acrylic hair,100X 80X 40cm



Michele Gabriele‘s The Missing Link - On every Point of a Sphere

Curated by Swan Station 
at Eduardo Secci Contemporary 
Florence IT (2019)

Michele Gabriele works in time, with time, and for time. He leads a revolution of perspective linked 
to an anomalous consequentiality of events; distant from the Darwinian vision we are taught in 
school. By observing his work, evolution does not appear to proceed in a linear way through 
learning and natural selection, time does not seem to be affected by the past, present and future, 
but exists as suspended in a sphere where the spatial references of above and below, right and 
left, disappear along with those of before and after. 
The title of the project, in fact, alludes to the dominant characteristic of the series itself: works that 
subsequently become the key to understand the shifts of an artist’s research and where the initial 
intuition often coincides with the final work, and viceversa. Indeed, works that connect, and move 
across the sphere of time in utterly surprising ways. I think, for example, of the evergreen movie 
The Planet of the Apes, where a primate sent into space by humankind, influenced by the gravi-
tational distortion of a gargantuan black hole, travels in a future that looks like the past, modifying 
a present that has never existed. Even in the case of The Missing Link, the shared element be-
tween the works of this series is, in fact, the presence of man-ape heads. Formally inspired by the 
stereotype of the aesthetic of a museum’s archaeological relic, the sculptures are realised using 
materials that, albeit seen for what they are, are capable of retaining a certain temporal ambiguity, 
slightly alluding to sci-fi hibernation cryogenic processes and to interplanetary colonization mis-
sions. Elements that rationally have no engineering goal but that recall a technology or a machine 
and inexorably lead the spectator to a wait-and-see attitude. 
As if the future was a recognizable matter, already present, or even past, and we, as spectators, 
are ready to be surprised by the infinite possibilities that will soon open ahead of us. A primitive 
magmaticity, primary survival foods, and plastic materials dominate Michele’s imaginary, prophet-
ic of an apocalyptic imaginary produced by Anthropocene and global warming. I think of the 
short story The Immortal by Jorge Luis Borges, one of the greatest masters of anachronism and 
hyper-connectivity in literature, which tells the story of a man that embarks on a journey from 
ancient Thebes, who follows the secret river that purifies from death and reaches the city of the 
immortals, where he discovers high palaces, symmetrical labyrinths, and absurd stairs of Escher-
like memory: 

“This City (I thought) is so horrible that its mere existence and perdurance, though in the midst 
of a secret desert, contaminates the past and the future and in some way even jeopardizes the 
stars.” The traveller leaves the city in shock and encounters a tribe of troglodytes, of wild man-
apes, who spend their days rolling in mud. He familiarizes with one of them and names him Ar-
gos. He observes him, tries to teach him the basics of the spoken word: “I failed over and over 
again. [...] Motionless, with lifeless eyes, he seemed not to perceive the sounds I tried to press 
upon him,” until one day, under a roaring rain, an ecstatic Argos, with his head turned to the sky, 
let himself go to tears… he looks towards the man and in ancient Greek cried out: “Argos, Ulyss-
es’ dog... This dog lying on the dung heap… It has been but a thousand and one hundred years 
from when I, Homer, invented language.” The look on the faces of the man-apes by Michele is 
that of Homer, who, conscious of the immensity of the universe regresses to being a troglodyte 
to become immortal.

This is the dominating quality of the project The Missing Link. On Every Point of a Sphere, its capacity 
of moving back and forth through time, stopping and re-establishing itself, cyclically transforming to 
somehow position itself in the timeline of the artist’s production as a main intersection: ancestor of 
the current works, yet also its potential evolution: the vision of an anterior future, the antecedence of 
an image compared to an already-written future.

“The original thought that led to the realization of The Missing Link, was the strong will to create a 
work that would fit in my research as if it were central to it. An intersection. An emblematic work that 
represented change, a transformation. Heads almost manlike and almost apelike. I designed works 
conceived to fit “in the middle,” but I did it – in a certain sense – too soon, at the beginning of my 
production, almost ahead of time. This paradox forced me to “freeze them” until the right situation 
and moment to complete them. For some years, I worked moving backwards. So much so that I 
considered some of my successive works as progenitors of these, with the aim of setting the ideal 
terrain to legitimize them one day. Functional in welcoming of The Missing Link. Time is an important 
element of my work, and in this series the attempt was to use it as if it were a material.” (Michele 
Gabriele)

The Missing Link, 2010-2020 
mixed media,120X 80X 40cm each

Installation view at Eduardo Secci Contemporary, Florence IT















The Missing Link, 2016
mixed media,120X 80X 40cm each









Gabriele.michele@gmail.com
michelegabriele.tumblr.com
+39 3314791346

“ The concept of distance fascinates me. I often think about the space that separates the work from 
the observer. I am interested in the kind of “timelessness” that develops with a view from far away.
At times I find that I put a lot of effort into ensuring that my works depart from me, from my gesture 
and my time. I feel more a “discoverer” than a “creator”.
I want my works to proceed obliquely from the concepts of time by belonging to time in general.
For me, work is not something that has a beginning and an end, but is a swamp in which I am 
immersed and that changecolor and shape by adapting to the environment. Write or documentation 
of the work is to me a part of the work itself.
Another way to understand and deepen the research from another point of view, with different 
priorities.
I’m intrigued by what may hinder the use of the work, and how , paradoxically , this can itself contain 
an infinite wealth.
I’m interested in a voltage. A dedication. An offer to others, certainly with an idea to share, but in a 
way that strangely resembles a little to “sacrifice“ for a higher purpose, something bigger and not 
easily defined.
Disappointment as a form of satisfaction.
Lately, I describe my works as containers for finite narrative. They are like stages on which to perform 
but “photographed“ a little too late. Ambiguous shapes and forms of distractions, ways to preserve 
affections, tools of visual sabotage, and strategies of seductions. ”


