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“It was a place of strange interferences,  
of infinite disquiet and melancholy,  
the eternal residue of some cosmic tragedy.”
Thomas Ligotti

To descend into the abject landscape that Paco 
Chanivet has invoked in Espai13 triggers in the 
spectator what in literary terms is known as 
katabasis: a descent into the underworld, into 
horror. The first thing one distinguishes in this 
unsettling place is a Blind Mechanical Force, an 
artefact inspired by old mechanical planetariums 
and crowned by a constellation of what Ligotti 
calls “amorphous glories”, rotating hysterically 
“like bright puppets dancing in the silent, staring 
void”. These forms, that are at once familiar and 
repulsive to us, are formal delusions based on 
our species’ internal organs and fundamental 
functions: thinking, speaking and reproduc-
ing. A pathetic creature whose anatomy has 
been warped and fragmented as a result of its 
exposure to the compassionless purity of the 
cosmos. A monstrous mechanism that rotates 
upon itself, condemned to a hermetic, alienated 
and self-indulgent orbit.

The space is covered by a sea of rubble from 
arid ruins where life has no place. In spite of 
this, weird flowers sprout from the wreckage of a 
reality that has just been dynamited and trans-
formed into The Desert of the Real. These flow-
ers are like fractal organisms that have survived 
and adapted to some kind of disaster. A plague 
of terrible organisms in an exclusion zone where 
the laws of biology are deformed.

To stand in this desert is like being in the 
middle of a reality that we believe to be comfort-
able and understandable, yet in which there is 
a massive breach. The rubble, the machine, the 
flowers appear through that breach, sinister and 
uncomfortable, bursting through the surface of 
what is familiar to us.

On the other side of the room, a glimpse of 
an inaccessible dimension. This is the thing 
that can’t be named: The Cloud of Unknowing, 
the only way we can perceive the unthinkable, 
inaccessible and unknowable world whose di-
mensions we can’t even begin to imagine, given 
that our cognitive system collapses. We are only 
allowed to see that total exteriority through the 
small breach that has opened up in what is fa-
miliar. Through it we can sense the most ancient 
and absolute horror, the horror that occurs when 
faced with the emptiness of what we will never 
know because of our limitations, and that we 
can’t define because we don’t know how. The 
vertigo of the unfathomable versus the obsolete 
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machine of human knowledge. The universe it-
self versus the universe as we see it, the one we 
believe to have domesticated through our naive, 
anthropocentric vision.

That which can’t be named or grasped can’t 
be described either. That’s why, during the in-
auguration, an empty-eyed guardian blinds the 
cameras on our mobile phones, our main tools 
for describing reality, with the stealthiness of the 
word «adiaphora» (from the Greek ἀδιάἀδιάφορος φορος, 
«indifferent»).

Interregnum is an atmospheric experience 
that responds to the category that cultural theo-
rist Mark Fisher describes as “the weird and the 
eerie”. The weird as a strange juxtaposition of 
elements that shouldn’t be there, an abnormal 
combination of familiar elements. Weirdness, 
that discrepancy of reality, places us in the pres-
ence of something new that we feel is untrue. 
However, the error isn’t located in reality but in 
our conception of reality—or what we project as 
such. This error is the indication that our rules 
no longer work. At the same time, a horrifying 
feeling arises if we ask ourselves: who (or what) 
produced this divergence between what we 
believe our reality is and reality in itself?

Our reality is an increasingly unthinkable and 
unknowable world, in which imminent disasters, 
climatic change or pandemics, caused or not 
by the machine of human existence, bring the 
planet inexorably closer to what the philosopher 
Eugene Thacker calls “the world without us”. 
This speculative world is “a bestiary of impossi-
ble life forms” that we can’t imagine, describe  
or interpret, and that is why the mind always 

tries to return to a territory with rules governed 
by reason.

The effort exerted by reason is hindered in 
Interregnum, which functions as a cognitive 
defamiliarisation chamber, as in the weird fiction 
genre. By descending into this cosmic base-
ment and glimpsing the horror of the unname-
able, the visitor-victim experiences a defamil-
iarisation of the world that forces them to learn 
the rules that govern this new reality, as they go 
immersing themselves in it. They also face the 
fact that the universe, as well as being hostile, is 
indifferent to our fate. Here the interregnum (a 
political period without a sovereign or when nor-
mal government is suspended) is ontological: in 
the collapse of civilization, what exists hardly re-
sponds to known rules, but we begin to perceive 
what is to come. Through the breaches in our 
present, what can’t be named begins to seep 
through, the great yawn of the universe without 
us. As Lovecraft once wrote: “Common human 
laws and interests and emotions have no validity 
or significance in the vast cosmos-at-large.”
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