
A dreamed group show.



EN

Dreams that money can buy is a series of 24 
dreams that Thomas Geiger has written 
down over the last 8 years after waking up. 
The connection between these dreams is 
that they all tell of encounters with other 
artists and their dreamed (fictional) works. 
For Geiger, this is a „dreamed group exhi-
bition“ that not only offers an unusual view 
of artworks and art production, but also 
raises questions about authorship: Who is 
the author of a dreamed fictional work by 
Jonathan Monk, for example? The drea-
ming Thomas Geiger or the original artist 
whose working method has solidified itself 
in Geiger‘s unconscious – or perhaps the 
dreaming I is an entity of its own after all.

A text by Julia Moebus about the work can 
be found at the end of this dossier.
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DE

Dreams that money can buy ist eine Serie von 
24 Träumen, die Thomas Geiger in den letzten 
8 Jahren nach dem Aufwachen aufgeschrieben 
hat. Die Verbindung zwischen diesen Träumen 
ist, dass sie alle von Begegnungen mit anderen 
Künstlern und deren geträumten (fiktiven) 
Werken erzählen. Er betrachtet dies als eine 
„geträumte Gruppenausstellung“, die nicht nur 
einen ungewöhnlichen Blick auf Kunstwerke 
und Kunstproduktion bietet, sondern auch Fra-
gen zur Autorenschaft stellt: Wer ist der Autor 
eines geträumten, fiktionalen Werkes von z.B. 
Jonathan Monk? Der träumende Thomas Gei-
ger  oder doch der ursprüngliche Künstler, dessen 
Arbeitsweise sich in Geigers Unbewussten ver-
festigt hat – oder vielleicht ist das träumende Ich 
sogar eine eigene Entität.

Einen Text von Julia Moebus über das Werk 
finden Sie am Ende dieses Dossiers.
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1

I‘m riding my bike in a city in the evening. Suddenly I am stopped 
by a policeman. He inspects my bike and notices that there is 
only one reflector instead of the required two. The policeman says 
that I will get a fine for this. I reply whether he could not make 
an exception, since my bike is otherwise in perfect condition. 
The policeman denies, because he has to keep to the rules. Then 
we are interrupted by loud squeaking and clattering noises. An 
old man arrives on a bicycle, which looks like a moving pile of 
metal. Chairs, buckets and other metal parts are randomly welded 
together and hang down to the ground. I threatens to fall apart at 

any moment. However, the policeman kindly lets the man pass. 
I ask irritably why he doesn‘t stop the man, since he doesn‘t even 
have a light. The policeman answers that this was the artist Daniel 
Spoerri and that he is allowed to drive around like this.



6

I am sitting with Jonathan Meese at a long wooden table in the 
middle of his studio. Jonathan Meese is cutting pictures out of 
magazines with scissors, and a mountain of snippets is already 
lying on the table between us. I am reading a book. Large-format 
paintings hang and lean on the walls around us, a ladder stand in 
the middle of the room, and numerous paint cans and brushes lie 
scattered on the floor. We start talking, and Jonathan Meese asks 
me what I think of his paintings. I reply that I don’t particularly 
like his work, whereupon he goes into a long monologue about 
the quality of his art. After some time, he has really convinced me, 

and I congratulate him on his fantastic paintings. Then I reach
into my backpack and take out an apple and a carrot. I ask Jona-
than Meese if he would like to eat something, too, and he decides 
on the carrot. I eat the apple.

7

I’m sitting at a table with the football players Cristiano Ronaldo 
and Karim Benzema and tell them about my work I want to be-
come a millionaire and how I’ve been selling stamped, numbered, 
and signed A6-sized pieces of paper for 1 euro each for many 
years. Cristiano Ronaldo immediately wants to buy an edition 
from me and puts two 50-cent pieces on the table. I’m very 
pleased to have such a prominent buyer and go on to tell them 
what I want to do: I want to make a special edition and have my 
I want to become a millionaire papers signed by famous football 
players. Karim Benzema laughs out loud and says that I’ve come 

to the right man, because he can forge all the signatures of his 
famous colleagues. I immediately hand him a large stack of pa-
pers, whereupon he signs one after the other: Lionel Messi, Xavi, 
Philipp Lahm, Wayne Rooney, Bastian Schweinsteiger, Samuel 
Eto’o, Neymar, Zlatan Ibrahimović, Sergio Ramos…





16

I am standing in front of a dilapidated or destroyed bridge pier. 
Rubble and construction debris are piled up everywhere. It turns 
out I’m in Beirut, and what you see is the damage from the silo 
explosion. Next to the bridge pier is a small gallery where the 
artist Charbel-joseph H. Boutros exhibits. The gallery’s door and 
window are barricaded with wood, and you can’t go in or see 
inside. Instead, the artist has installed his works directly on the 
bridge pier. There, spread out, hang numerous white posters, each 
with a large black word written in French: “Soluable”, “Crystalline” 
“Transparent”, “Solid”. I ask the artist what these words mean, and 

he explains that they are the properties of salt. Then he tells me 
that the explosion in Beirut was caused by salt. Traces of this salt 
are now everywhere in the city and even in the people. He says 
that the properties of salt will slowly transfer to the properties of 
the people from now on. I nod in understanding.

8

I am sitting on a bench on a public square in Zurich. There are 
many people around me, including some artists whose faces I 
recognize: Rosalie Schweiker, Florence Jung, San Keller. I am busy 
organizing my Festival of Minimal Actions, where I re-perform 
actions of other artists. I invited all the participating artists to 
come here and to give me a piece of paper with the concept that I 
am supposed to perform. Florence Jung comes to me and hands 
me her note. I open it, but it is blank. I look up at Florence Jung, 
but she has already disappeared. Then an old, gray-haired lady 
with a red coat and red lips comes and hands me her note. It is a 

very long sheet of paper on which pasted pictures and handwrit-
ten text are arranged in a collage-like manner. The paper says that 
Marcel Duchamp made a work called Les mille mots de Marcel 
Duchamp. Duchamp‘s concept was to consistently limit his vocab-
ulary to 1000 words and henceforth to speak only with these 1000 
words. The lady tells me to repeat this work and h to use only 
Duchamp‘s vocabulary. She says that I should better start learning 
the 1000 words by heart right away. 



19

I meet the artist Liesl Raff in the stairwell. She asks me if I would 
like to come into her studio for a moment, as she has just finished 
a new work. I go along and even before entering I am met by an 
acrid smell reminiscent of rubber or heated plastic. The artist 
leads me through a dusty corridor into a large studio where a 
huge rectangular, light blue sculpture stands across the room. 
The sculpture reaches to the ceiling and, like a light blue wall, 
diagonally divides the room. Its plastic-like, shiny surface seems 
to be the source of the unpleasant odour, which is now much 
more penetrating. Liesl tells me that the sculpture is an IKEA PAX 

cabinet that she has completely covered with latex. She explains 
that latex to her is like a living thing that has overgrown and taken 
over the IKEA cabinet.

17

I walk through my neighbourhood in Vienna. At a traffic light 
stands a man wearing a fur hat and a winter jacket, although it 
is summery warm. The man is pulling a cart with him, which is 
filled with picture frames of various sizes. Surprisingly, the man 
greets me with my name, and I realize to my astonishment that it 
is the artist Daniel Gustav Cramer. He laughs in my face, and I ask 
him in amazement what he is doing here. He tells me that he no-
ticed that there were no beautiful frames in Vienna, which is why 
he now roams the streets with his cart to sell frames from Berlin. I 
say that, unfortunately, I don’t need any picture frames right now.





21

I am in a small bookstore in Paris. The shelves are filled to the 
ceiling with books. There are also piles of books on the bright 
wooden floor. Despite this abundance, the room has a tidy, 
orderly atmosphere. I browse through the shelves and notice that 
the store seems to have a lot of atlases. Everywhere I look, I see 
atlases: large, small, colourful, black, and white, brand new, and 
antique. Suddenly, I hear a voice behind me. I turn around and 
the bookdealer asks me if he could help me. To my astonishment, 
I discover that it is the artist Jonathan Monk. I ask him what this 
collection of atlases is about, and he tells me that this is a new 

work of his. I turn back to the books and in the background, I 
hear Jonathan Monk talking at length about his work. I hear that 
he has removed something from all the atlases. However, he does 
not want to reveal what it is, and so I start to search intensively, 
but without finding anything.

20

I am in a green, hilly settlement, between single-family houses. 
The sun is just setting and many people are gathering around 
me. It is getting darker and darker, and there are no light sources 
of any kind, neither on the streets nor in the houses. Suddenly, 
the lights go on in all the living rooms at the same time, giving 
a glimpse inside. In the center of each living room is the same 
wooden dining table, on which stands a large monstera plant. 
Otherwise, the rooms are empty. Then artist Sergio Rojas Chaves 
appears in front of one of the windows. He has a brush and a 
bucket of paint with him and begins to paint the outline of the 

monstera plant on the window pane from the outside. He repeats 
this action on all the houses until there are white monstera 
drawings on the windows everywhere. Suddenly, the lights go out 
again in all the living rooms at the same time. In the darkness, 
neon yellow monstera drawings shine everywhere, because the 
artist has obviously used luminous paint.



23

I am standing on a small forecourt, in front of the entrance to a 
museum. Three large piles are erected on the square: one of light 
blue gym mats, one of air-filled plastic cushions, and a third of 
some soft mass. One man lies on each of the three piles. They are 
rather run-down figures with tattered clothes, dirty faces and filcy 
hair. However, the men seem extremely relaxed and are obviously 
enjoying their comfortable pads. I learn that it is a work by the 
artist Flaka Haliti. The artist does not want her work to be exhibit-
ed in a museum, but to be used by homeless people in front of the 
museum. I look up at the man lying on the light blue gym mats. 

He looks down, laughs at me with his brown teeth and says that 
this is a wonderful work of art. 

22

I’m watching a video on Instagram. There is a sailing ship going 
through the waves in stormy, rainy weather. On the deck stands a 
man with a long beard in a wetsuit. He is undoubtedly the artist 
Julius von Bismarck. He doesn’t seem to mind the bad weath-
er; instead, he gazes out to sea with a sense of adventure as the 
wind and water whip him in the face. Suddenly, the artist climbs 
onto the railing and jumps down into the water, where he lands 
directly on a kiteboard. The wind pulls Julius von Bismarck on 
his kiteboard at high speed over the waves. Soon he reaches a 
rugged coastline with black sand. Julius von Bismarck jumps onto 

the beach and quickly fills the black sand into his backpack. He 
hurries back onto his kiteboard and surfs again over the stormy 
sea. Then Julius von Bismarck stands in front of a station with the 
inscription “Lofoten”. He holds his backpack aloft like a trophy 
and begins to empty it directly in front of the station until the 
sand has piled up into a black pyramid about 3 meters high.



24

The doorbell rings at my apartment. I open it, and to my aston-
ishment, the television philosopher Richard David Precht and a 
woman I don’t know are standing in front of me. The two of them 
greet me euphorically, as if we were old acquaintances. Precht and 
his companion enter my apartment without asking. Hesitantly 
and somewhat taken off guard, I lead them into the living room. 
Meanwhile, the television philosopher talks incessantly and ex-
plains to me that he and his partner are going to open a gallery in 
Vienna and would like to exhibit my book cover objects. He asks 
me if I could show them the works, whereupon I fetch a box from 

my closet. I open the box and give Precht two sculptures, which 
are small mountains. Precht tells the woman to please unpack the 
picture frames immediately. The woman takes two picture frames 
out of a bag, and before I can object, the book cover objects are 
flattened behind the frame glass. Now I finally get a word in and 
say indignantly that these are sculptures and must not be framed. 
The TV philosopher replies that I should think twice about it, 
since they would certainly sell better with frames. Then the two 
say goodbye and leave. I remain with a queasy feeling and decide 
to cancel the exhibition immediately.



Dreams that Money can Buy
Julia Moebus-Puck

Salvador Dalí once said: “One day we will have to 
admit that what we call reality is an even greater 
illusion than the world of dreams.” Although the 
artist was excluded from the Surrealist group 
very early in 1934 by André Breton, he is still 
considered its best-known international repre-
sentative.

In his works Dreams That Money Can Buy, the 
artist Thomas Geiger refers to the film of the 
same name by Hans Richter from 1947, in which 
well-known artists of the Surrealist group play-
fully deal with the connection between reality 
and dreams. Thomas Geiger publishes his own 
dreams, which he has written down over the past 
years just after waking up. These dreams make 
clear how much art is anchored in his subcon-
scious and at the same time pose the question of 
what art is in the first place. We, who learn about 
these dreams after the fact, have to realize that 
the various elements that appear there, such as 
the well-known artists, are only fictional. Geiger 
presents us with excerpts from his dreams in 
which fictional events take place that are ontolo-
gically isolated from us to such an extent that we 
can only conceive them as if they would resemble 
our reality. They can never be completely grasped 
by us in their being. My Daniel Spoerri is diffe-
rent from the one Geiger imagines. My Zurich is 
different, my Macedonia, my Christiano Ronal-
do, etc.

Dreams That Money Can Buy shows us that 
dreaming is above all remembering. And perhaps 
we should rather distrust our capability of me-
mory. Only because we can remember, we assume 
the existence of a memory. Or better said: becau-
se we cannot always remember – therefore often 
also forget (and above all always know about this 
forgetting) – we put a mind with memory as the 
condition. This mind contains all that has hap-
pened to us, what we have become and the self-
images we uphold. The self-images are created 
by the contradiction that something ephemeral 
manifests itself permanently. Something that 

obviously has no material character, and once 
was only a flash of mind or brief thought, 
transforms itself during the translation into 
memory into a substance that suddenly takes 
form. This form gets a body, and a temporality 
is attributed to it. The body is, so to speak, the 
condition of the form. And we cannot imagine 
the survival of a form without a body. This lack 
of imagination compels us, in the case of sen-
sory perception, to translate loose form into 
physical matter. After all, our senses are bound 
to a physical existence.

As a so-called dream expert, Dalí should be 
right in his statement “that what we call rea-
lity is an even greater illusion than the world 
of dreams”, but our world has also moved into 
a post-factual age. Particularly in the field of 
politics, it is no longer important to convince 
with facts, but rather with emotional effects. 
This involves deliberately scattering uncertain-
ties and propagating various forms of reality. 
But this model of realism is fragile and is used 
mostly manipulatively in order to assert self-
serving or monetary interests. Therefore, it is 
very worthwhile to think more intensively ab-
out how our world would change if the subcon-
scious suddenly had the same status as what 
we call consciousness. How would we talk to 
each other and discuss problems? What would 
happen to art? What meaning would it have? 
Would we be able to redefine acceptance for 
others? Would we – as a society – move closer 
together or further apart?

Thomas Geiger invites us to think about all 
these questions. By presenting his dreams, 
he offers us the opportunity to build our own 
world around them and thus create new dreams 
and realities. Maybe we can change or develop 
“reality” a bit with it, or at least our thinking 
about it.



Dreams that Money can Buy
Julia Moebus-Puck

Salvador Dalí sagte einst: „Eines Tages wird man 
offiziell zugeben müssen, dass das, was wir Wirklich-
keit getauft haben, eine noch größere Illusion ist als die 
Welt des Traumes.“ Obschon der Künstler sehr früh im 
Jahr 1934 durch André Breton von der Gruppe der 
Surrealisten ausgeschlossen wurde, gilt er bis heute als 
ihr international bekanntester Vertreter.

In der Arbeit Dreams That Money Can Buy nimmt 
der Künstler Thomas Geiger Bezug auf den gleich-
namigen Film von Hans Richter aus dem Jahre 1947. 
Ein Werk, in dem bekannte Künstler der damaligen 
Surrealisten-Gruppe sich spielerisch mit der Verbin-
dung von Wirklichkeit und Traum auseinandergesetzt 
haben. Thomas Geiger veröffentlicht in seiner Arbeit 
eigene Träume, die er in den letzten Jahren nach dem 
Aufwachen notiert hat. Diese Träume machen deut-
lich, wie stark das Nachdenken über Kunst in seinem 
Unterbewusstsein verankert ist und stellen gleichzeitig 
die Frage danach, was Kunst überhaupt ist. Wir, die 
von diesen Träumen im Nachhinein erfahren, müssen 
feststellen, dass die verschiedenen Elemente, die dort 
vorkommen, wie z.B. die bekannten Künstlerpersön-
lichkeiten, nur fiktional sind. Geiger präsentiert uns 
Ausschnitte aus seinen Träumen, in denen fiktive 
Ereignisse stattfinden, die von uns ontologisch so weit 
isoliert sind, dass wir sie nur so rezipieren können, wie 
sie unserer Wirklichkeit ähneln. Die Personen können 
in ihrer Identität niemals komplett von uns erfasst 
werden. Mein Daniel Spoerri ist anders als derjenige, 
den Geiger sich vorstellt. Mein Zürich ist ein anderes, 
mein Mazedonien, mein Christiano Ronaldo usw.

Dreams That Money Can Buy zeigt uns, dass Träu-
men vor allem auch Erinnern heißt. Und vielleicht 
sollten wir eher unserem Erinnerungsvermögen 
misstrauen, denn nur weil wir uns erinnern können, 
vermuten wir die Existenz eines Gedächtnisses – 
besser gesagt; weil wir nicht immer erinnern können, 
also oft auch vergessen, und vor allem stets um dieses 
Vergessen wissen, setzen wir ein Gedächtnis dem allen 
als Bedingung. Das Gedächtnis enthält all das, was 
uns widerfahren ist, was wir in gewisser Weise ge-
wesen sind und die Bilder der Vorstellung davon, was 
wir sein wollen. Diese Bilder entstehen meistens durch 

den Widerspruch, dass sich etwas Flüchtiges dauer-
haft manifestiert. Etwas, das offensichtlich keinen 
materiellen Charakter besitzt, und einst nur ein 
Geistesblitz, ein Sinneseindruck oder kurzer Gedan-
ke war, verwandelt sich während der Übersetzung 
ins Gedächtnis in eine Substanz, die plötzlich Form 
annimmt. Diese bekommt einen materiellen Körper 
und ihr wird eine Zeitlichkeit zugesprochen. Der 
Körper ist sozusagen die Möglichkeitsbedingung der 
Form. Und das Überdauern einer Form ohne Körper 
können wir uns nicht vorstellen. Dieser Mangel an 
Vorstellungsvermögen nötigt uns im Fall der sinnli-
chen Wahrnehmung dazu, die lose Form in physische 
Materie zu übersetzen. Schließlich sind unsere Sinne 
an eine körperliche Existenz gebunden.

Als sogenannter Traumexperte sollte Dalí mit seiner 
Aussage, dass „das, was wir Wirklichkeit getauft 
haben, eine noch größere Illusion ist als die Welt des 
Traumes“ recht behalten, doch hat sich unsere heutige 
Welt damit in Richtung des postfaktischen Zeitalters 
bewegt. Insbesondere im Bereich der Politik geht es 
darum, nicht mehr Fakten zu nennen, sondern vor 
allem auf emotionale Effekte zu setzen. Dabei geht es 
darum, bewusst Unsicherheiten zu streuen und ver-
schiedene Formen der Wahrnehmung von Realität 
zu propagieren. Doch dieses Modell von Realismus 
ist brüchig und wird manipulativ eingesetzt, um 
möglichst unerkannt kapitalistische Interessen zu 
vertreten. Von daher lohnt es sich sehr, intensiver da-
rüber nachzudenken, wie sich unsere Welt verändern 
würde, wenn das Unterbewusstsein plötzlich den 
gleichen gesellschaftlichen Stellenwert hätte, wie das, 
was wir Bewusstsein nennen. Wie würden wir mit-
einander sprechen und Probleme diskutieren? Was 
würde mit der Kunst passieren? Welche Bedeutung 
hätte sie? Würden wir Akzeptanz neu definieren 
können? Würden wir als Gesellschaft näher zusam-
menrücken oder uns weiter voneinander entfernen?

Thomas Geiger lädt uns dazu ein, über all diese 
Fragen nachzudenken. Indem er uns seine Träume 
öffnet, bietet er uns die Möglichkeit, unsere eigene 
Welt darum zu bauen und somit neue Träume und 
Wirklichkeiten zu kreieren. Vielleicht können wir 
die „Wirklichkeit“ damit ein Stück verändern oder 
weiterentwickeln, aber mindestens unser Denken 
darüber.

Julia Moebus-Puck, 2022


