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I found a book in 2009 in a flea market in Medusa,  
a small town in upstate New York. Its author was 
unknown, but the book included a handwritten 
note that stated the following:

By the age of 7, I still could not read. Words 
floated; they drifted on a page like crawling 
spiders or rudderless boats on the open sea.  
I was told that I was dyslexic.

At 14, some words reeked while others were 
fragrant, even sweet. I wondered whether 
their disorder resulted less from my dyslexia 
than from the odorous attraction or repulsion 
of words to each other. I was told that I was 
now hyperosmic.

At 15, and on the pages of this book, I was 
taught to form sentences by re-connecting  
the errant words with colored lines and forms. 
It worked for a while.

At 31, and out of the blue, I woke up anosmic 
and asthmatic, out of breath and out of smells.  
Words started to drift again. They kept drifting 
until they fell off the page. 

 
I spent years trying to find the book’s author to 
no avail. I was able to retrace many of the com-
posite sentences in the notebook to various 
newspaper articles published in North America, 
Europe and the Middle East between 1989 and 
2005, the years of the fall of the Berlin wall, the 
breakup of the Soviet Union, and wars in Bosnia, 

Iraq, Sierra Leone, Sudan, Lebanon, Afghanistan 
and Palestine; the years of 9/11, of Osama Bin 
Laden, Saddam Hussein, Michael Jordan, Princess 
Diana, Timothy McVeigh and Pol Pot; the years 
also coinciding with Michael Ringier’s building of 
his own contemporary art collection.

When invited to contribute to the Ringier Annual 
Report 2021, I immediately knew that this book 
would be its central element. And after a visit to 
the Ringier headquarters in Zurich (a depressing 
look at empty spaces filled with lonely artworks 
surrounded by forsaken office furniture – a result 
of the COVID era), followed by thought-provoking 
conversations with three Ringier managers, and 
preliminary research into how Ringier is now as 
much about tech and data as it is about journalism 
and advertising, I knew that my flea market book 
would be the fitting mask to the Ringier face. 

Hence, on the front of these plates, pages from 
the anonymous, found book. On the back, the 
annual report, or rather one of its drafts as it 
was «edited» by a foul-mouthed, cynical, know-it-
all, shit-detector of a reader. On the front, words, 
lines, colors and shapes that drift and connect. 
On the back, words, lines, colors and shapes 
that try to close ranks; on the front, someone  
trying to keep it together, to get a grip; on the 
back, some ones trying to keep it together, to 
keep the ship afloat.

 Walid Raad




















































































































































