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Nicolas Bernière 
The pleasures of loss  
 
 

La beauté des formes et des gestes, la beauté 
naturelle des objets et des paysages, celles des 
créations artistiques et même scientifiques, ne 
doivent pas, en ce qui concerne leur effet de 
plaisir, être distinguées : la coupure établie 
ordinairement entre les différentes formes de 
beauté est idéologique et symptomatique d'un 
certain refoulement, ce qui n'est point étonnant 
car la beauté dérive du domaine sexuel.  

Sarah Kofman, L'enfance de l'Art. 
 

 
By taking on the theme of Carouge’s sordid past in his latest creations, Nicolas Bernière has 
not only taken on the idea of a place that exists only in the margins of official history (a 
mythical place, condemned to live beneath the stamp of rejection), but, even more, perhaps, 
a place whose transgressive qualities force it to become, through its own artistic practice, and 
the mastery this necessitates, a place of self-sacrifice —or, to say it even better, to create a 
genuine ritual of purification.  
 
By combining —with infinite sensitivity and modesty —the historical feeling of an 
archeologist who spends his life rummaging through antique shops (or the thousand-and-
one dark corners of the internet) for old photographs with the poetic powers of an alchemist 
able to transform everything he sees, all that lies undetected by the untrained eye, into 
several grams of gold, the works of Nicholas Bernière posses that very rare quality of being 
neither purely imaginative nor simple reproductions.  
 
“I’ve always loved old photographs,” Bernière says. “Even as a teenager, I would pick up the 
photographs I found on the ground. I loved the creative potential that seemed to be 
contained in the marks, dirty spots, or other oxidations the picture gathers across its lifetime. 
This telescoping between the history told by the image and that of its medium, this is what, I 
think, has always fascinated me in these historical relics.”   
 
Yet, isn’t it precisely this progressive layering of the past by the violence of the present (or 
could it be the inverse?) that gives Bernière’s works their fertile fragility? At the same time the 
undeniable strength that carries them? Immersing viewers into the backstage areas of history 
(where the unsavory lies), these creations initially invite one to confront the image of a world 
that has become nearly mythical (a world of brothels, pin-ups, acrobats and fanatical poets) 
and to do this — an impious act!— in a space (the “neo-sacred” space of a gallery) that is 
usually never reserved for such guilty pleasures. 
 
But to this “transgressive” act, one that reveals the obscene, Bernière has added another, and 
one that is infinitely more poetic. This act —which could pass as deconstructive as it entails 
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the partial erasure of the original drawing by subjecting them to a variety of “harsh 
treatments”— is not in any way less creative. Because it is from the erasures that mark his 
drawings, from the wounds inflicted to their truths (whether this is the erotic truth of the 
body, or the more subtle truth of the social archetypes that haunt them), that the paradoxical 
pleasure taking hold of the viewer is born.  
 
This pleasure, born of a loss, is the esthetic filter —or the veil —which renders the obscene 
visible and, by the same token, socially acceptable. Speaking of this “other satisfaction” that 
these works attempt to provoke, Bernière affirms: “As paradoxical as it may seem, it is in the 
partial “destruction” of my images that they become authentically real. Because it is only in 
destroying them that we move away from the story and the “well done”, and which gives us 
the chance to arrive at “something else”. And it is this “other thing” that my work displays. 
This other thing that becomes, for the “viewer”, a catapult for the imagination. The “viewer” 
moves deeper inside a painting that he must finish himself —with his memory, his past, his 
unconscious. This is the truth my art moves upon.” 
 

Frédéric-Charles Baitinger, October 2014 


