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Small Talk #6
No Weather What
Ars Libera Gallery
2021

What is the journey of nettles collected on one sunny summer day?  What is 
the taste and colour of your memories of one particular rainy day?  Which 
shades of weather do you remember? With whom do you share weather? 

So far the process has been absorbing: it has been about taking in and 
soaking up. It has been about wandering around with baskets full of net-
tles, bark, stones, clay. Walking in company, with scissors, plastic bags full 
of rotten mushrooms and then freezing, boiling, drying, dyeing, separating, 
observing, learning, forgetting, getting excited and disappointed. With 
burned eyebrows it has been about creating routines and chores in be-
tween steaming pans, shaking liquids and putting pigments in jars.
The process has been about always having something in your pocket: 
returning to things that matter which you thought you forgot. Turning 
everything found into powders, dust, pastes, paints, pieces. Taught by 
friend, healed by wax. Company we keep, weather we share.

– – – 

In “No weather what” the processes in the laboratory go on:  
As an additional program to the exhibition, visitors were welcomed to book 
a time with the artist Michaela Casková and come to the gallery for a cup 
of soup, which will then become part of the exhibition and possibly change 
into a colorful memory of one winter day. 
The work is a result of collaboration with many and include a letter written 
by friend, curator Selina Väliheikki.









Between maintaining and making 
Pigment field laboratory: 
mushrooms, plants, waste and others 







Small Talk #4
Everything weather

2019

The curatorial team of Lofoten International Art Festival 
(LIAF) 2019 have been invited to collaborate with UiT 
The Arctic University of Norway and their research project 
Stressor. 
The field expedition takes place in an area of the Norwegian 
Sea outside the Lofoten islands. During the expedition I was 
on board the research ship “Helmer Hanssen”.
During the cruise I concentrated on observing and collecting 
material and data on weather that definitely was a significant 
factor on life on board. Weather in times of climate change 
is one of my biggest themes. Observing how numbers and 
data really feel and how they affect our behaviour and action 
interested me also on Helmer Hanssen.
Work Everything weather is a new comission for biennale 
LIAF 2019.











Small Talk #3

2018

KonText gallery, Brno, Czech Republic

...Exhibition Small Talk #3 is another part in a series based 

on fascinations, conversations and notes on the weather. Four 

niches of konText Gallery are devoted to four abstract images 

and four fragmentary conversations on weather between Mi-

chaela Casková and her friends living and travelling in different 

places between Finland, Czech, Ireland, Sweden, Norway and 

Australia. What started out as a practical exercise has turned 

into a concentrated artistic work. Although it is not an overtly 

ecologically engaged exhibition, the themes of climate change 

are present among the layers of poetic and personal messages. 

Because, for how long can talks about weather be considered as 

“small talks”?...

(text by curator Ivana Hrončeková)

  







Small Talk #2

2018

3h+K Gallery, Pori, Finland





Small Talk #1

House reports sended everyday from 
Mustarinda house to Titanik gallery  

in December 2017 

30/11/2017 
(first letter pinned on gallery wall)

There is such a book in Mustarinda house where we 
write everything that happens or is about to happen. 
Big Black. Chronicus Giganticus.
It‘s more than a year since I decided to move to Paljak-
kavaara hill after several years of comings and goings.
And it‘s been almost a year, since I started to write 
everyday notes on weather and collect other related 
material and data. Simply because that most of the 
activities around house are significantly dependent on 
weather.
Yes, I am obssesed with watching weather.
However, my fascination of transformation records into 
real experience is simply based on practical matters. 
Just because every month there is new group of resi-
dents and it is necessary to keep the track and know 
what and when it is needed to be done around the 
house, how and when to adjust house energy system 
(human and other beings included) in an efficient way. 
When I am now reading my notes from past half a year, 
it looks like Mustarinda house life is devided to two 
parts – when there is and is not a snow.

  







As a Carrot I live life in order

2017
In collaboration with Romana Horáková
Gallery Síň, Jewish cemetery, Telč, Czech
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

We were sleeping, talking and walking about herbs. 

One week of residency, one week of exhibition, one 
week of picking and drying cemetery herbs.  
One week of discovering, mapping and conserving 
biodiversity of one concrete place.  
Week about friendship, meetings, learning and 
drinking cemetery herbs. 
Everyday‘s reading books about plants together and 
to our guests.







Who is Afraid of Red

2016
Kabinet Gallery / Chaos Symposium

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Red as the most common colour signal in nature.
Red Alerts.
Red Attracts.
Red as inner conflict.
Message of red can be interpreted only when  
the context of redness is defined.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

Drawing installation and texts based on presence 
and observation of colour signals in nature and also 
article The colour currency of nature written by 
Nicholas Humphrey, 1976.





Lost&found

2016
Work was part of group exhibition Earthlings 
Mustarinda, Finland
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 
You can receive an amount of answers for questions 
what you should or shouldn‘t do in a forest. How and 
when to go to a forest, what to take with you there 
and what you should be aware and prepared for. Work 
Lost&found is about walking and getting lost, crossing 
territories, about moving in unfamiliar environment.
Is it save to walk here in this forest? – That‘s one of first 
usual questions from visitors in wild nature areas and 
forests. You can find quite many books what to do in 
wild nature and how to survive in forests.  
I also started to ask many questions. Why people are so 
scared to be alone in forest? What are the real dangers? 
Where is this fear comming from and how to deal with 
it?
Several months I was walking in forests and then talking 
with local people about their fears and experiences. I got 
stories and advices of local characters who are deeply 
experienced by daily life in/with nature. Some of advices 
are simply practical (wearing colour hat during hunting 
season), some are based on truth ancient stories retold 
by previous generations (how people got lost in forest 
and what they needed for survival and finding way back 
home) others are based on myths and fairytales (when 
you get lost dress your clothes and shoes inside out – 
then you will find right path).  
So I started to record and write down on paper talks and 
interviews about human fear and (im)possible danger of 
forest/nature, fear of getting lost.

Pct>> 
Drawing installation, pocket author book, shoes,  
jinglebells, pins, path, stones, moss





Lost & found 2

2016
Work was part of LUSTR/ 
contemporary illustration festival
>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>> 



Take me to The Bear Mountain
2015
Síň Gallery / Jewish Cemetery, Telč
Solo exhibition

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>

You should wear something colorful when walking in deep 
forest,  
said someone.
And jingle bell.
Because of hunters.
Because of bears.
Unexpected encounters.
It seems that there were less and less opportunities to meet 
someone because of increasing space of my own imagination.
Why do people actually think that someone wants to meet them 
in the woods?
At the very beginning is the walk. Walking through the woods 
and getting lost.
Jingle bell on the shoe. Cling.  I am mapping my surroundings 
and crossing between territories.
I compose stories of found fragments. Ling.
You can hear me sometimes. Jingle bell rings and it is then we 
can meet.
Or not. 
Depends on decision.
Cling-a-ling.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>





Settling

Moving object in public places, 2014

This work deals with finding and settling at the same place 
as a process of individual steps leading to a goal that we 
call home. 
This process I tried to understand by the meaning of the 
remoter
and broader circles of the future and imaginary territories. 
Radius progressively becomes smaller and smaller. 
From the importance of landscape and space I am gradually 
getting to the edge, where a place becomes home, area, 
centered in house/shelter/nest and its residents are pack.
A house on stilts and wheels - which carries meanings like 
searching the right place represented by ongoing nomadic 
life.
At the same time possible observation of surrounded area 
creates feeling of safety, so important for all living beings.
Inside the house on wheels are texts, drawings and in-
stallations approaching my research in the field of sett-
ling – strongly conected towards landscape, historical and 
nowadays relationship to the environment, phenomenon of 
space/place and shelter/nomadic way of life.

Past free years is this object used as migrate public library.



Cold feet,  

shorter branch,  

strange antlers are enough

Installation, selfpublished book, 2012
There is a text in the beginning and at the end story  
about one room that became a book.

>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>>
The barely visible path towards books leads across 
words, across stories, which are told and living. Across 
my own imagination and dreams, which can just so 
transform in whatever I want. Any time.
Stories are something we can tell again and again and 
still we experience them every time in a different way. 
Cold feet, shorter branch, strange antlers and cherry 
juice are sufficient.  
The boxes are full of stories. Shelves as well. Every-
thing is a story. One of mine was gradually layered on 
the walls of blue room. In layers of color plasters have 
sheltered that beings and by scratching to deeper and 
more colorful paints,  
I released them. A fox is under a branch. I can hear a 
rattle of cinnamon grinder and I read poems by Petr 
Váně. More and more illustrations arise in the diaries on 
the walls.
Bonding, layering, creak, scratching.
They are here.
They ship off the book Samozvání on the pallet.








