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“For once, it’s him who is undressed. Passive, he consents to the injunctions of the woman’s voice that emanates from the 
computer, guiding him in his poses.” - Aurore Dal Mas!
!
The photographs were taken during Skype video chats that lasted between fifteen to forty-five minutes. During these sessions, 
each male who participated would undress, they were required to be bare-chested at the very least. Under one condition: 
anonymity. No physical criteria, nothing pre-defined. Dal Mas could view them but they could not view her as she photographed 
them in their bedrooms by way of her computer screen using a digital camera. These were men she had never met before, 
directed from a distance. They did not know the exact moment the photograph would be taken, at her discretion Dal Mas would 
signify a conclusion to the Skype call, brief goodbyes would be exchanged and then the call would end. Leaving behind a 
fleeting intimacy.!
!
This body of work is about dehumanisation, vulnerability and distant relationships; the difficulty in connecting and engaging 
intimately with another as well as the eagerness to please. The disconnection provided by the camera, the different rooms, the 
screen becoming an observation box for these casual men. It questions and explores their desire to be looked at, by scrutinising 
their physicality through a digital presence – that being impressive, elusive, desirable or consisting of mixed emotions. The work 
suggests fatigue, of having to exist in the other’s eyes as an object of desire. Thereby, this series also queries the viewer-voyeur 
role of an audience. While the low-fi aesthetics of the work refers to functional images one could find and utilise by using social 
media, or other meeting apps, eager to connect us with one another.!
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Aurore Dal Mas obtained a Masters degree in Photography at La Cambre (Brussels, 
2005). She has exhibited her works at the Musée de la Photographie de Charleroi (2012), 
Water Tower Art Fest in Sofia (BG, 2013), Le Mill in Huy (BE, 2013), Circulation(s) festival 
in Paris and 44 Gallery in Brugge (2014), Recyclart (Brussels, 2014), Cultuurcentrum in 
Knokke (BE, 2016), L’Orangerie Bastogne (BE, 2016), Bruggefoto festival in Bruges 
(2017), CCHA in Hasselt (BE, 2017), Peinture Fraîche bookshop gallery (BE, 2018), 
Penthouse Art Residency: Look at me Baby, I’m yours (Brussels, Sept. 2019) and La Nuu 
Festival (Rubi, Barcelona, Oct. 2019). Excerpts of her work have been published in Opal 
magazine (Montreal, Nov. 2019)!
!
In 2018 Dal Mas published her first photobook titled Dead end dust with Yellow Now 
editions (BE, 2018). Her second photobook Don’t love me I’m your toy was published by 
DIRTYillness (UK, 2019)!
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He asked for a room with a view of the motorway, as that would be more romantic. They gave us 
room 11. I undressed immediately and he switched on the television.!
 !
On the TV screen, strangers were dying. It must have been the south of Italy. They were sleeping in 
shelters, working and dying in the fields. Unnoticed. Like animals that you don’t care about and that 
you bury in any old place.!
 !
I let him caress me whilst I ate some raw lamb on the bed. He came closer towards me and put his 
hands all over my body and then forced his fingers between my legs. He kneeled behind me. He 
pulled his fingers out. And then he pulled me towards him and held me firmly as his penis slid right 
up inside of my body. I let him take me. While this was happening, some people (Ukrainians or 
Russians) watched us through a crack in the curtains, lit up by the glow from the dead people on 
television.  !
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