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Slow, Slow, Fresh Fount

Slow, slow, fresh fount, keep time with my salt tears;
Yet slower, yet; O faintly, gentle springs!
List to the heavy part the music bears,
Woe weeps out her division, when she sings.
Droop herbs and flowers,
Fall grief in showers;
Our beauties are not ours.
O, I could still,
Like melting snow upon some craggy hill,
Drop, drop, drop, drop,
Since nature’s pride is, now, a withered daffodil.

Ben Jonson





The Me in Me – Beyond the Echo of the Chamber

While preparing to write this essay, I was watching online clips of deaf in-
fants or toddlers who experience the sound of their own voice for the first 
time. Beside the expected amazement, all of them seem to find an immedi-
ate comfort in the sound they are producing. This does not apply to most 

“voice confrontation”, as the experience is so aptly termed. In fact, most of 
us cringe when hearing the sound of our own voice. We feel divorced from 
the sound we are used to hearing and produce some form of shame. Shame, 
because this is primarily something we cannot control and does not match 
the image we have created for ourselves. 

Over a quarter-century of research shows cross-culturally that the 
vast majority of people around the world feel a little bit special. They see 
themselves through slightly rose-colored glasses. They feel exceptional or 
unique. This feeling is known as “healthy narcissism”. Even though this 
sounds rather negative, such notions of superiority have shaped and bal-
anced society. 

“Echoism”, another term Dr. Craig Malkin introduces in his book 
Rethinking Narcissism, is based on the myth of the “talkative” nymph named 
Echo whom the goddess Venus admires for her magnificent voice and song. 
However, the story goes that Echo tricked Juno into believing that her hus-
band Jupiter was in town and was therefore cursed to repeat back only the last 
few words she heard. “Yet a chatterbox, had no other use of speech than she 
has now, that she could repeat only the last words out of many”, Juno tells us. 

While Narcissus fell in love with his reflection, Echo fell in love 
with Narcissus. Like Echo, people who struggle with echoism struggle to 
have a voice of their own. They are afraid of being a burden. 

Slow, Slow, Fresh Fount is a poem by the English playwright and 
poet Ben Jonson, which was included as a lyric in the first act of his satiric 
comedy Cynthia’s Revels (1600). The play was used by Jonson to ridicule 
his rivals Thomas Dekker and John Marston, who had done the same to 
Jonson. It focused on the theme of self-love, and Jonson created a character 
named Criticus based on himself. The poem reflects on Echo mourning 
over the death of Narcissus by including her surroundings. Its structure is 
almost written as a piece of music, which it later turned into the form of a 



of the gallery oil barrels are placed in such a way that they acoustically bounce 
off each other. Some are stacked, others stand alone. On the second-floor large 
custom-made silos are suspended from the ceiling. Both elements are normal-
ly used for storage purposes but through their incredible reverberations are 
now used as instruments, which amplify the sounds as well as the acoustics 
of the building through attached speakers. The deconstruction of Jonson’s 
poem and song manifests itself solely in abstract tones. Even though it feels 
divorced at first, there are moments when the sounds overlap and harmonize, 
which creates a unified experience of the installation. On the mid-level gallery 
spaces the so-called Salt Paintings are presented. Each of these paintings has 
been eroded through being treated with salt, creating a beautiful landscape. 
Some of them remain abstract while others include phrases used within the 
poem such as “these beauties” or “are not ours”. 

The exhibition begins with a work consisting of four organ pipes, 
each channeling the sound of the artist’s own breath through a small speak-
er placed inside each of them. The piece evokes a sense of mortality reflect-
ing perfectly onto the narrative built within the exhibition.  

Additionally, the echo created within the exhibition at Konrad  Fischer 
quite literally resonates beyond its premise. Concurrently with the show, there 
are two other venues that include work by Philipsz. At the Sculpture Park 
Schlossgut Schwante, Philipsz presents an altered version of The Wind Rose, 
a piece reflecting on the depictions of wind in art history, literature and ar-
chitecture through recordings of various conch shells from around the globe. 

Every day at noon, the KW Institute for Contemporary Art broad-
casts a song titled Rosa in its courtyard. The song is a hymn commemorat-
ing the German revolutionary Rosa Luxemburg and her collaborator Karl 
Lieb knecht, which is often sung at political demonstrations. While Philipsz 
produced the work during her residency at KW in 2002, Rosa was officially 
inaugurated on  January 15, 2021 mirroring the date on which Luxemburg 
and Liebknecht were murdered in 1919. Like the wind, like the echo, we 
come full-circle, finding ourselves listening to the deconstruction of the 
sounds of our past. 

Krist Gruijthuijsen

four-part madrigal. It is precisely the grief and longing of Echo that Susan 
Philipsz is interested in with her new installation Slow Fresh Fount at Kon-
rad Fischer Galerie. 

Konrad Fischer’s new gallery is located in Berlin-Mitte and was 
built by the architect Hans Heinrich Müller in 1928 as a base to accomo-
date electricity distribution facilities and was later used as a transformer 
station. “Whenever I enter a space that I am considering working with I call 
into the space to measure its acoustics. By projecting my voice into a space, 
I measure that space; through the resonance and echo I can ascertain the 
volume, scale and depth of that space. Konrad Fischer Galerie has a partic-
ularly resonant acoustic with lots of echoes and reverberations. The sounds 
from one level are audible on the other” – so wrote Susan Philipsz when 
explaining to me the reasoning behind her show. I always found it rather 
brave of Susan to use her (singing) voice as the primary vessel to produce 
work with. Especially as her voice is originally not a trained one. The urge 
for perfection, especially when it comes down to self-image and perception, 
seems to be a driving force within most of us but Susan embraces the cracks 
in order to create intimacy. It is the kind of intimacy you experience when 
your mother sings you to sleep with a lullaby or when you overhear your 
lover singing to him- or herself in the shower. Susan can be considered a 
contemporary Siren who lures an audience in with her voice in order to 
confront them with site, history, memory and loss. Her body operates as a 
reduced vessel in which meaning is stripped to its bare essence. 

It was the summer of 2007 when I found myself under the  Tormin 
Bridge in Münster/Westphalia listening to a score of Jacques Offenbach 
based on The Story of the Lost Reflection by E.T.A. Hoffmann, which portrays 
the courtesan Giulietta, whose spell men could not resist. Unlike  Narcissus, 
the men who encountered Giulietta lost their reflection. In a beautiful 
two-channel audio track a voice is chasing itself across the waters of Lake Aa 
mourning over losses. One could say that Susan is trying something similar at 
Konrad Fischer Galerie. She has stripped Jonson’s poem down to a four-chan-
nel in which she has sung and recorded each of the parts of the soprano, alto, 
tenor and bass separately in order to concentrate on the echo they produce. 

“I have broken the composition down so that singular abstract tones 
can be heard, as well as fragments of the melody”, she wrote. On the first floor 











The Wind Rose, 2019

Two-channel sound installation
Duration: 9 minutes 52 seconds
Sculpture Park Schwante, Schlossgut Schwante

I have been fascinated by depictions of the wind in art, architecture and 
literature. In Stuart and Revett’s Antiquities of Athens (1762) the authors 
describe the Tower of the Winds, which has a figure in relief on each side 
representing each of the winds. “Boreas, The North Wind; is cold, fierce 
and stormy. At Athens, from the situation of some Rocks and Grottos, it 
makes a loud, hollow Noise, greatly resembling the sound of a Conch shell 
when you blow through it; the Sculptor was probably induced from such 
resemblance of sound, to place a Conch shell in the hand of this Figure.”

Taking this description of the sound as a model I have recorded 
Conch shells from various parts of the world. The sounds are made by blow-
ing through the shells. The physicality of making the sounds is audible in 
the recordings and there are strong associations with the human breath. The 
sound can evoke the continuous moaning wind, it can evoke the rising and 
falling breath and extend that metaphor into the landscape where it can 
feel as if the trees themselves are breathing. The tones will come together in 
harmony and part again. The visitors can move between the sounds as they 
walk through the space and look out towards the gardens.



Rosa, 2002/2021

Single-channel sound installation
Duration: 1 minute 40 seconds
KW Institute for Contemporary Art courtyard

This work was made during my time in residence at the KW in 2001/2002. 
It is dedicated to both Karl Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg, the leaders of 
the Spartacus League who were murdered on the night of January15, 1919. 
After moving to Berlin, I decided to look for traces of Rosa Luxemburg. I 
visited the locations that I had heard about during her final days; her last 
hiding place in Wilmersdorf, the site of the Hotel Eden where she had been 
held, and the Landwehrkanal where she was murdered. I remembered a 
song dedicated to Rosa Luxemburg from when I lived in Glasgow and I 
decided to record that song. However, the way I sing the song is deliber-
ately ambiguous, it is neither sorrowful nor passionate. It is more like I am 
singing it to myself. The work has been installed in the courtyard of KW 
and plays every day at noon. 



Susan Philipsz – Slow Fresh Fount 
Konrad Fischer Galerie

Work list

Slow Fresh Fount, 2021
Four-channel sound installation and six steel barrels
Dimensions variable
Duration: 3 minutes 12 seconds

Separated Silos, 2021
Three-channel sound installation and three silos
Dimensions variable
Duration: 9 minutes 36 seconds

Untitled (organ pipes), 2021
Four-channel sound installation and four organ pipes
Sculpture:  
20  132  105 cm; base 50  180  140 cm

Slow Fresh Fount I–XII, 2021
Canvas, acrylic screenprint, salt
100  100  4 cm and 60  60  4 cm

Vernebelt I–VII, 2016
Color photographs and glass
50  33.5 cm

The Lass of Aughrim I–XV, 2000/2021
Series of 15 black and white photographs framed
Photographs: 18  24 cm; framed: 22.4  28.5 cm
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