


Dear you,

Welcome to Tracey Emin. Sex and Solitude exhibition. We are nine
young international women, with diverse cultural backgrounds,
who study art in Florence. In recent months, we have had the
opportunity to confront Tracey Emin’s artistic practice.

Through paintings, neon lights, sculptures and embroidery, Emin
narrates her biography with no filter: sexuality, depression, love,
maternity, and death are some of the recurrent words and themes
in her research.

We were inspired by Emin’s confessions, hidden and sometimes
explicitly, stated in her artworks, prompting us to consider emotions
that we wouldn’t have ever shared. No matter how uncomfortable
they may have initially been.

This booklet was designed to enhance and aid your experience
throughout the show and her vocabulary, composed of words that
are sometimes difficult to address, uneasy or hard to handle.

We recognize the power of Emin’s work, which is why we have
created a tool to explore these difficult themes: a safe space for all
of us. We invite you to take this opportunity to delve deeper into
Tracey Emin’s artworks and the profound subjects they explore.
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Facade and Courtyard

When you think of sex, do you
ever think of solitude? Why are
these two words combined in

the title of an exhibition? At first
glance, they might seem like
opposites, evoking contrasting
emotions, yet this pairing invites
us to challenge this assumption.
Could Tracey Emin be suggesting
something we have yet to
understand? Reality is neither
black nor white but a spectrum,
where two opposing poles merge
in the middle, where we exist.
Thus, reality seems to be a realm
of doubles and multiplicities,
filled with overlapping meanings.

Tracey Emin. Sex and Solitude
show alludes to this duality. These
words refer to driving forces that
have always moved her work, in
which she reflects the complexity
of her (ours, yours) emotional
spectrum—ranging from intimacy
to profound solitude, from
pleasure to obsession, from grief
to acceptance.

Due to this emotional complexity,
we came to design a guide where
many opposing forces can coexist,
a protected place to explore and
to confront certain challenging
topics that might emerge from the
visit. You might feel overwhelmed,
or you even might not feel
anything. And it’ll completely be
okay. This is how we felt.






Harsh brushstrokes and romantic
words in the guise of neon

lights welcome you into this
room. These ‘confessions’—both
painted and written—invite you
to witnhess the beauty of feeling
deeply, even when those feelings
ache. At first, there is warmth:
the tender curve of a line, the
intimacy of a handwritten note,

a heartfelt letter to a past lover.
But linger a little longer, and
something sharper emerges.
The edges of her work sting,
confronting us with truths

we might avoid in ourselves.
Tracey Emin’s works offer no
neat resolutions. Instead, her
creations pulse with contrasting
forces; the ache of desire, the
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honesty of self-exposure, the
bliss of solitude.

Standing between her pieces,
we have found ourselves caught
between two energies: pleasure
and repulsion now entwine,
blurring boundaries with raw,
human vulnerability.

The push and pull of her art
reflect life itself: raw, messy, and
undeniably human.

This tension that blends
amusement and aversion makes
Tracey Emin’s voice resonating
most powerfully, urging us to
feel, to confront, to exist.

Have you ever felt pleasure in
your repulsion, or repulsion in
your pleasure?






Have you ever experienced
something that changed your life?
This room invites us to immerse
ourselves in Tracey Emin’s
personal experience, documenting
a moment of transformation and
rebirth as an artist.

After an experience of abortion,
the artist stopped painting

for years, living a self-described
“emotional suicide.” In 1996,

she made a performance where

she locked herself in a room for
three weeks. Naked, surrounded
only by canvases, brushes, and
paint, she exposed herself as an
artist as well as a model to an
invisible audience. This is how she
reconciled to painting: finding in
such demanding experience the
strength to restore her relationship
with the medium. Nevertheless she
waited many more years before
starting to paint again.

A traumatic event may seem like a
street with no end. The feeling of
being locked inside a room with no
way out. A situation that makes
you question yourself and your
identity. Instead, this is how
Tracey Emin processed her
emotions, locking herself in a
room, completely vulnerable, fully
exposed with no excuses to avoid
painting.

Have you ever experienced
something so painful that you
stopped doing what you love the
most? Have you tried to overcome
such loss with any means
necessary?







Tracey Emin creates a universe

of bodies—fragile, imperfect,
eternal—, a reminder of our desires
and lust. Bodies painted with vivid
and impulsive brushstrokes, that
chase each other like waves of
thrill crashing against the shores
of the soul. Flaming colours that
illuminate and consume, making
each image a field of tension and

cravings. Other bodies are sculpted
with immediate impressions,
capturing in bronze raw instincts
and feelings.

She always represents a throbbing
intertwining of passion and
obsession, an intimate dialogue
between heart and flesh, exposing
an unfiltered intimacy.

A raw, cutting phrase emerge

from the silence of a painting,
suspending the viewer on the verge
of emotion: “I WANTED YOU TO
FUCK ME SO MUCH I COULDN'T
PAINT ANYMORE.” These works
do not provide answers, they pose
questions about the fine line
between passion and obsession,
about the act of loving and the
need to be loved. A cascade of
emotions that covertly becomes an
overwhelming ocean.

When does something harmless
become dangerous? When does
passion become obsession?







At times, we look around and

see no one, not a single soul.

Yet, we don’t feel lonely; we are
simply alone. In solitude, we can
experience a unique freedom,
allowing us to be the truest and
rawest version of ourselves.

In this room, Tracey Emin is
“thriving on solitude,” as the title of
one of her paintings made during
the 2020 lockdown states.
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Here she embraces solitude

in her apartment, translating
intimate details of her confined

life into small paintings. Ghostly
atmospheres defined by blue and
azure shades.

In solitude we might find
reconnection, like in a quiet walk

or a slow morning. Moments

in which we can enjoy our own
company. Times to reflect and
understand what we need, and what
we don’t. Where we can have space
for our thoughts, and we all can get
to know ourselves better.
Reconnecting with our needs can
also allow us to reconnect with the
world. Because of times of solitude,
we appreciate better the moments
in which we are not alone. After a
while, an empty room gets too quiet,
and the warmth of others is wanted.
During these times, we seek to reach
out to those who we have loved and
that have loved us back.

So, how about you, what do you find
in solitude?
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We have a confession to make,
one that weighs heavily like
stone. There has been pain,

but with time it became our
warmest quilt. In the beginning,
it felt like the grief would never
lift, a suffocating and danse
mantle. But as time stretched
on, we began to see it for what
1t was, a soft embrace. Grief will
transform. It will shift from being
a burden, towards something
that becomes part of you.
Tracey Emin taught us that
there is more than one way

to create, nurture, and shape
our history. With embroidery
she connects thoughts and
fragments of an inner life into

a soft quilt, giving a new shape
to her memories as “I do not
expect to be mother, but I do
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expect to die alone.” With every
piece in this room, she continues
to remind us of what it means

to be vulnerable and human—
showing us that even in our
breaking and aging, we find new
forms, new possibilities, and

new connections. We are shaped
by carving and crushing. The
world may change, the body may
change, but nothing can erase
the fact that we live and shape
each other through rusty weather.
Somehow, you will learn that by
allowing yourself to break, you'll
uncover soft treasures within.
Numbness may seem like a
refuge, but it 1s sadness that
creates space; when you confront
it, you open room for something
more. This ‘more’ is

the meaning.
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“I longed for you,” Tracey Emin struggimento, Sehnsucht, anhelo,
welcomes us in the room with ;&£ verlangen, envie. You might
these words in the form of a neon call it whatever you want, but you
sculpture. Every language has know if you have felt it.

its way to describe this emotion: Longing is to wait. But we never
master how to calm down that
acid fluid coursing all over our
body during sleepless nights and
failed attempts in focusing. You
are probably longing for someone
right now. But have you ever tried
to make peace with the ache, and
let it teach you how to love even
when you think you're already
doing it?

Are you really loving, or are you
just waiting?







Don't let the bronze statue in the
middle of the room intimidate you.
Laying on a white base, a sculpture
portrays an unfamiliar shape, a
fragment of a body. The title This
Is exactly how I feel right now tells
us something more about Tracey
Emin’s story. A story made also of
illness, body transformation, and
close encounters with death.

But, do you know the bronze
doesn’t decay as our flesh and
bones do? Instead, it flourishes

in oxidation. When we become
older, or ill, our body might feel like
disappearing and not like home
anymore. Maybe, our body has
learned to shed what hurts it, while
we wait until it 1s fully regrown.
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We can continue to thrive, no
matter what, even if some parts of
us are left behind.

Surrounded by black and white
images of bodies in grey fields,
we arrive at the end of this story.
Tracey Emin’s personal story, yet
something that belongs to us all.
We often think of flourishing and
decay as opposites, yet they both
unfold within the same cycle, each
requiring time. One offers us the
chance to grow, while the other
reveals the tangled knots we leave
behind. Both demand attention to
what shapes us—the relationships,
the habits, the choices. What is
worth nurturing into bloom, and
what is worth letting time erode?
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As Tracey Emin’s art triggers different feelings and emotions, we design
this space to let you write something you have never revealed before.
You can write to anyone, to someone, or to yourself. What would you like
to share?



1522
Anti-violence and anti-stalking hotline.

02 23272327
Emotional support helpline for loneliness, distress, and crisis.
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800 168 678
Psychological support for traumatic loss.

l.CARE

https://icare.sanita.toscana.it/en/
Counseling centers that offer free
medical, obstetrical, psychological
consultations from Local Health
Agency (Azienda USL Toscana).

This is a list of numbers to call and
resources in case of need, to talk, to
ask for support, guidance or medical
advice.
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