


Latency

Isabelle Bergmann



FOREWORD

Everything in the world begins with indifference. We are funda-
mentally passionate about the shape of indifference, its simplicity, and
enormous effort—we’re close to rotting. It lives with revenge, collecting
the quills of insouciance in rusted pots and mouldy pans, squawking and
hooting for morsels more than air. Starving, but not for food: starving
for open arms and rain, for the sound of necks pale and curled, aching
in compassion, prepared to slip out of nothingness discretely. To be what
we never were. Wait another week, and then another. We re only vaguely
beginning to know the kind of indifference we have inside of us. The shad-
ows of stars are silent monsters. You might have guessed that swans cry
without effort, desperate and weary, just out of reach of phantoms, hazily
aware of the transformation that comes when all the diamond stars align.
Golden swans and golden geese that know fervor, sparkling and alive,
laying eggs in tarnished pots—Ilittle swigs of life on this strange electric
earth.

1t’s not easy to spark and splinter oneself, to track the siren-sounds of time,

and make truth recognisable. Our truest life asks if we ever loved more
than me. Don t be frightened. There are other ways of feeling the flashes of
presence inside us. By not accepting the way things are.’!

1 Hour of the star, Estelle Hoy (2024)



Just out of reach—phantoms.
The motions of an invisible force sense a gentle smile.

When storms have passed, the grains reaped by their passage
recollect the metaphysical postures that once offered us islands.
We screamed for help amidst imperceptible whispers,
becoming the transformation that nodded our way.

In our most honest shape, we bridge—patiently—
beyond the stars’ fruitful knowledge.

We move like birds and speak of their shadows;
the creator is not one who senses,

but one who shifts through them.

We remember the ghosts that bear our bodies,

the weight we have yet to apose.

By pressing against past ledges, their hollows ache.
We listen, suddenly, to the story they tell—

it speaks of rupture.

Something has passed us by.

Its sentiment gathers the testament of a departure.
We recollect ourselves elsewhere.

This courageous disposition promises to soon
bear witness to its own poetry.

Our memory digests its impulse—
a two-directional passage of action,
shaping itself anew.
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Let us transpose this to the object of an apple:

First Temporal Lapse (page 23)—one half
Second Temporal Lapse (page 31)—the other half
Third Temporal Lapse (page 43)—the apple itself

This work seeks to embody a place of belonging. It wrestles with intimate
materials and what is yet to be known.

For yesterday, a sparrow fell to the ground.



PREFACE

In moments of retreat from the world’s agitation, I seek a home
within myself. Solitude, increasingly rare, offers space—not for answers,
but for transition. Like sliding doors, each shift marks a quiet, ambiguous
change.

A space of quiet invites peace, resisting easy interpretation. It becomes
an open symbol of contemplation, its rhythms mirroring the paradox of
solitude—where emptiness and melancholy transform into fertile ground
for meaning.

This text unfolds in three “temporal lapses,” exploring a central question:

Can a fragmented body transcend pain to become a vessel of reclamation
and power?

Through personal reflection and universal themes of transformation, iden-
tity, and memory, it connects subjective experience with broader meta-
physical questions. The chapters move sequentially:

Chapter 1 begins with sensory perception and individual memory.
Chapter 2 explores spatial and subconscious interactions.

Chapter 3 culminates in recollection and collective meaning.

The conclusion completes this cycle, emphasising transformation
and interconnectedness.

My writing is first and foremost informed by music. It activates the listener
in me—the same space I enter when I write. Before language, there was
music. [ pursued piano for eleven years, where practice became a form of
repetition that bridged cognition and perception through muscle memory.

We listen to the space between notes to gather them within their adjusted
value. Performance merges memory with the music we carry over time.
Through a phenomenological lens, I ask: how do we experience time and
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space? Writing, like music, does not follow a linear process but creates
space within its structure—a rhythm of presence and absence, where
meaning emerges not only from what is stated, but from what is withheld.

The titles of the introduction and conclusion—Dream 1 and Dream 0—
are inspired by Max Richter’s Sleep. His cyclical compositions reflect
my fascination with repetition, where memory loops between harmony
and dissonance, expanding rhizomatically—branching, returning, shifting
through unseen connections. Similarly, I use metaphors like the pond and
the mirror to illustrate memory’s fragmented yet interconnected structure,
where the visible and hidden exist in tension.

Yesterday, a sparrow fell to the ground. I didn’t see its fall.

Born in 2000 in Switzerland, having lived in Paris, Amsterdam, and
New York, [ am an emerging writer eager to contribute to critical discourse
and artistic dialogue. Fluent in English and French, I navigate linguistic
landscapes to explore memory and transformation—a confession to sub-
jectivity and its philosophical resonance.

—Isabelle Bergmann, 2024
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TWINS IN NY, 2025
Acrylic on canvas. Very very small.
Currently in Amsterdam.
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PREFACE: DREAM 1: INTRODUCTION

This essay explores the body as a vessel for fragmented experiences,
tracing the interplay of time, space, and memory in the creation of mean-
ing. Drawing from my journey as a pianist, it examines how fragmentation
defies linearity, forming a cyclical movement between subjective percep-
tion and interconnectedness.

Using metaphors like the pond and the mirror, the introduction situates
the body as a site of transformation, where sensory experience bridges
into metaphysical insight. This foundation sets the stage for exploring
how memory and artistic creation reconcile fragmentation into a cohesive
whole.



DREAM 1: INTRODUCTION

The water seemed cold, it was hard to see clearly and I choked back
a few tears. Its surface moved silently as diluted shadows of fish crept in.

My father’s family lives in a village on the edge of a forest and farms.
Here, the landscape is silent with scattered neighbours, discreet, invisible.
We imagine their presence, though they do not reveal themselves to us.

From time to time, the pond reveals backs of black, glistening scales
rounding its surface. I remember being a child, excited by the unseen,
underlying landscape that the water inhabited. I had never grasped the
shape of their bodies, nor the silence of their sporadic emergences. The
fish’s blurred presence became ambiguous and archaic—a feeling that
has, since, become indelible. Yet, the portrait of this memory eludes me,
appearing only in absence, invisibly. I wonder what space it occupies.

What escapes us shapes the authoritative movements of absence, which
acts through suppression, sublimation and violent rupture. We might
wonder about the unseen subject that links these processes. This calls for
rethinking, as the superego? is the object of projections when its subject
remains unresolved.

At the edge of the pond, provoked by its sight, I am seized by the
urge to find its imperceptible space and name its subject. I run back to my
family home in search of the soap and scalding waters of its bathroom.
My mind should give itself a rest, as Cesare Pavese would advise, “truths

2 In psychoanalysis, the superego is one of the three
components of the human psyche, alongside the id and the ego, as
proposed by Sigmund Freud. It plays a crucial role in regulating be-
haviour and moral judgment, shaping an individual’s sense of right
and wrong.

The superego strongly influences how repressed memo-
ries are experienced and processed. By enforcing moral standards, it
can lead to repression, guilt, and internal conflict, which may mani-
fest psychologically or physically. Understanding these dynamics is
essential in therapeutic settings, where addressing the influence of
the superego can support psychological healing and the resolution of
somatic symptoms.
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emerge from the peaceful and severe search that fixes consciousness in an
unexpected attitude and sees it, like a film that stops abruptly.”

I rinse my body and freeze on its outline: the portrait in the mirror. It
was an early premonition of my quest, and I tried to remember being nine
months old, seeing myself for the first time.*

The trans-temporal memory of the fish, like that of the mirror, offers
an ambiguous portrait of vanity. Its subject dissolves into the superego,
reflecting on repressed memories while fragmenting through them.

3 Cesare Pavese (1908-1950) wrote The Business of Liv-
ing, a collection of diary entries spanning 1935 to 1950, published
posthumously in 1952. Through autobiographical and philosophical
reflections, the Italian novelist and poet offers poignant insights on
everyday existence and the complexities of identity in relation to
time.

A significant literary figure, particularly in the post—
World War 1I era, Pavese contributed to the evolution of Italian
narrative and thought during a period of profound transformation.
His works, deeply influenced by personal experience and existential
inquiry, cement his place as a key figure in 20th-century European
literature.

The preface explores the intricate relationship between
time, memory, and emotional pain, suggesting that through suffering,
individuals gain deeper self-awareness and understanding of their
lives.

4 German philosopher G.W.F. Hegel (1770-1831) is best
known for his contributions to idealism and his complex philosophi-
cal system. In Phenomenology of Spirit (1807), Hegel examines how
consciousness evolves into selfconsciousness through a dialectical
process. This development unfolds in stages, including Sense-Cer-
tainty, Perception, and Self-Consciousness.

A stage often referred to as the mirror stage describes the
moment when an infant sees its reflection in a mirror and experiences
recognition. This act is crucial, symbolising the transition from mere
perception to self-awareness, as the child begins to understand that
the reflection represents its own identity.

This recognition marks a significant step in the formation
of self-consciousness and shapes an individual’s understanding of
their place in the social world.
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PREFACE: FIRST TEMPORAL LAPSE

This chapter introduces the body as a vessel for navigating frag-
mented experiences. Through the metaphor of the sparrow’s fall, it explores
how sensory perception and memory intertwine, bridging life and death.

Drawing on Merleau-Ponty’s phenomenology, the chapter frames the
body as both subject and object—a site of transformation, where intuitive
engagement with time and rupture shapes experience.



FIRST TEMPORAL LAPSE

Yesterday, a sparrow fell to the ground. Ants slowly begun to roam
beneath its feathers. I watched its edge—skin, labor, grief.

The reminiscence of an event, once past, becomes a trap: spleen flickers
at the sight of renewed melancholy, indulging in the pleasure of recogni-
tion. Yet, this indulgence keeps the self suspended, unable to step into new
intersubjective perspectives.

Paradoxically, if recognised, this pattern may hold its own undoing. If
death is as much part of life as much as life is of death, then their roles
are equally to transgress and transform. The bird was dead, but the ants,
crawling through its wings, threaded new life into the rotting body. Life
and death suddenly occupied an indivisible space. The bird fulfilled its
role in dying, and the ants fulfilled theirs in living.

It wasn’t only that relationship that held me. It was the sound—the dull,
tragic sound of the sparrow’s fall. The sound before the seeing.

Hyperphysical images emerge when we fail to acknowledge the moments
that preceded them. To quote David Altmejd® on this associative rupture:
“we cannot see the physical mirror because its role is to multiply space,
however once the mirror is broken the object becomes hyperphysical.”

The heartbeat of sight is twofold. First, intuition pulls us toward what we
hadn’t yet noticed. Then, the subconscious follows, recognising an asso-
ciative memory—something from elsewhere—so that we may notice the
event itself.

5 David Altmejd is a contemporary Canadian sculptor
known for his intricate, imaginative works that blend surrealism
and the fantastical. His sculptures often explore themes of transfor-
mation, nature, and the relationship between the physical and the
metaphysical.

His reference to the mirror aligns with his exploration of
fractured spaces, where breaking or altering a form reconfigures it
into the “hyperphysical”—revealing new insights into materiality
and perception.
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6 The Mirror Stage is a concept developed by French psy-
choanalyst Jacques Lacan (1901-1981) in his 1949 paper The Mirror
Stage as Formative of the I Function. It describes a crucial phase in
early childhood development, where recognising oneself in a mirror
creates a dynamic interplay between identification and alienation.

This process highlights the duality of self-perception—
the simultaneous unity and fragmentation of the self.

In the context of this essay, Lacan’s Mirror Stage serves
as a metaphor for the fragmented nature of memory and its role in
shaping subjectivity.

I look at the mirror, and I see vanity—not in my reflection, but in the
precocious premonition of seeing myself for the first time. This echoes
Urverdrdngung—the origin of repression, tied to the archaic memory of a
child at nine months old, encountering their own image.’

Time operates in two directions, like sliding doors.

I think of a sparrow, a bird. I think of my grandfather. I think of the night I
dreamt he kissed me goodbye. I think of how mourning moves ahead of us,
an omen before its knowing. That afternoon in New York, time reversed
itself. I heard the sparrow’s fall only after its death.

To quote Cesare Pavese: “Experiences teach that truths appear to the
peaceful and severe research which fixes the conscience in an unexpected
attitude and sees it, like a film which stops suddenly, amazed but not
moved. So let’s not insist.”®

7 Introduced by Sigmund Freud, Urverdrdingung refers
to the primal repression of instinctual drives, occurring before the
formation of the ego. This foundational repression sets the stage
for later psychological processes, as unconscious material remains
active in shaping subjective experience.

In Lacanian theory, Urverdrdngung intersects with the
Mirror Stage, highlighting how early processes of repression and
recognition structure the self’s perception of reality.

8 A quotation from Cesare Pavese’s The Business of Living,
a collection of diary entries written between 1935 and 1950.

The work explores existential themes such as suffering,
creativity, and the human condition.

26

The mystery of what had possibly been seen is yet to be seen.

Today, this bird returns—not in body, but in shadow. I imagine
its flight, its movement suspended, untethered. Yet, this memory moves
through me like a sliding door—transient, elusive—none of the windows
slam with emotion. Time has done its work, leading me toward new collec-
tions of birds that fly. I, in turn, have done my job in grief, leaning towards
their sight with quiet appreciation for their wildness.

A friend recently asked me if I would trade my hands for wings.’ The
thought lingers. As much as luring for a new Capistrano excites me,
humans are born on four as babies, and walk on two as adults. Bones shape
not just form, but the continuity of life itself. Like underwater multi-cellu-
lar bodies, they develop toward movement, toward instinct. Hands, in turn,
bind themselves to the brain. They automate, perform, create. Craftsmen,
musicians, doctors and those who tie their shoe laces—each enacts a pur-
pose already inscribed within them.

May I not have both hands and wings, like a contemporary siren of the
Homer’s Odyssey?'?

Hands play the fine-tuning melody of what is yet to come. Life moves
exactly from that space. Pianists, for example, recognise justesse—the
precision of sound—only once repetition has become an autonomous
memory. This sensorial practice is transcendantal: one does not predict the
notes they will play; one simply unfolds them in the instant they traverse.

9 Linda B. Smith, “Development and Integration of Mus-
cle Memory,” in Developmental Science 11, no. 5 (2008): 653—658.
Smith examines how repetitive actions integrate memory and move-
ment, drawing parallels to the intuitive processes of artistic creation.

This concept will be further explored in Second Temporal
Lapse (see page 31).

10 Homer’s Odyssey (8th century BC) presents a symbolic
journey of duality and transformation, mirroring the artistic naviga-
tion of fragmented memory.

I imagine such works as invoking a “third place” within
collective consciousness—a space between the internal and the ex-
ternal, where a long-surviving manuscript fosters a call, a resonance,
a place to belong.
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It is a substantial gift to search for the ambiguous relationship between
time and its touch, its premonition. Creation, too, emerges from this
in-between space, harnessing the rhythm of the heartbeat. If its thythm is
simultaneously intertwined with fulfilling its own play, then transforma-
tion and transgression share the same force—an intrinsic undercurrent of
experience.

Intuition must move in this way. It is life’s effective Nature to hand us
mystery’s situational apparitions—contextual clues to decipher ourselves.
We are sole agents in this world.

A friend once told me: “When looking into the mirror, I see everything
except myself.”

We are not the subject observing our environment.

We are objects navigating consciousness’ projections—shaped as subjects
by the world that surrounds us.

Now, when a bird reappears—a mirrored vanity, a flicker of some-
thing miraculous—I find myself revealing in the naivety of the present. Its
fleeting moment slides past me, dissolving, like the original fall."

I grieve the in-between places I've fallen before, tragedies and mysteries
of one’s own making.

11 Indexicality is a linguistic and philosophical concept in
which expressions or signs are directly tied to specific contexts or
situations. The meaning of indexical terms depends on the circum-
stances of their use, including perceptual factors such as the speaker,
listener, time, and place.

In contemporary art and curatorial practice, art historian
Claire Bishop explores indexicality in photography, examining its re-
lationship to truth, representation, and viewer engagement. Her work
prompts reflection on how power, subjectivity, and representation
shape perception.

Similarly, Roland Barthes” Camera Lucida highlights the
emotional resonance of photography, linking its indexical nature to
memory and cultural meaning. Barthes describes photography as
both a representation of reality and an image infused with personal
and collective significance.
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Yet, when love is easy, when everything is given in the moment, the possi-
bility of an island exists. A sharp contrast to the old window that screams:

“I don’t know where to abandon my suffering.”

Suffering is the search for responses—a grasping, an effort to ease the
weight of knowing; the fractures that already begun when I suffered their
premonition.

Cesare Pavese wrote:

“It is certain that by suffering, we can learn many things. The evil is that
to have suffered, we have lost the strength to use it. Suffering is useless,
suffering limits spiritual effectiveness, and suffering is always our own
fault. However, if I hadn’t suffered, I wouldn’t have written this beautiful
sentence, but the poet isn’t the inept being who guesses, but the spirit who
embodies in the technique the things he knows.”'?

Everything overlaps into a spherical dialogue, now that conspiratorial
duality sings—a tune whose words I remember within.

I watched the night fall.

How important is the past? What does the future matter?
The best thing is to believe that it will never end,

the illusion of an hour ++

And when I tell you:

- Forever!

Do nothing to dispel this dream.

And let your kiss on mine be more tender—

Ifit lasts, it’s because it doesn t need to!

12 A quotation from The Business of Living. These passages
emphasise the paradox of suffering—while it limits spiritual effec-
tiveness, it also fuels profound creative insight.

This perspective aligns with the essay’s exploration of
transformation through pain and memory.
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PREFACE: SECOND TEMPORAL LAPSE

Building on the sensory exploration of the previous chapter, this
writing shifts to the body’s interaction with external spaces and subcon-
scious impulses.

Through the recurring nightmare of sliding doors and the mystical duality
of New York, this chapter explores how the body experiences dislocation
and repression.

Artistic creation emerges as a means of navigating these tensions—trans-
forming fragmented memories into tangible expressions of self-integration.



SECOND TEMPORAL LAPSE

When I was a teenager, [ had a nightmare that returned to me, again
and again—always the same, always recognisable in the night. My body
would become paralysed, fixed in its icy place, cruelly dragged away
once more.

It would pull me down the platforms of a subway station as the train
approached, the sliding doors opening just long enough for me to step over
its gap. I would always wake up with my blood running cold, gripped by
the inescapable destiny of this dream: my shoe would fall behind the clos-
ing doors, the moment of its slip cutting through me, sharp as a blade—an
anguish that returned, night after night.

The dream was relentless. Some nights, I stepped forward and lost my shoe
behind me. Other nights, I turned back, only to lose it inside the carriage.'
I would wake drenched in sweat, searching for its oath, his promise, which
never left me. He would tear me away and then abandon me, repeatedly.

In New York, I told an author about my plan to create an exhibition
called Sliding Doors. She mentioned a 1990s film of the same name—a
diptych of a woman boarding the metro, her life splitting into two narra-
tives. I had never heard of it, yet its structure mirrored the relentless logic
of my own dream.

Inspired by this eerie parallel, I began to sketch the dream’s mechan-
ics—its repetitions, its fractures, what I saw, what I felt, what happened
each time.

The subconscious is inherently atemporal. It moves through us, like slid-
ing doors—opening and closing, traveling in both directions at once, a
transitory force.

13 This passage conveys a strong sense of fatalism within
the dream’s narrative structure. Martin Scorsese’s After Hours (1986)
exemplifies how cause-and-effect relationships unfold throughout
the film, grounded in a sequence of events that take place over a
single night—mirroring the disorienting logic of a nightmare.
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Some nights, I lost my shoe entering the train. Some nights, I lost it leav-
ing. The direction never mattered. The doors dragged me toward the fall.

Artistic creation is a catalyst, a guide. It reveals what is hidden, offering
glimpses of what has passed, what is still to come.

A few days later, Elias, an architect and curator friend with a deep
curiosity for spaces, visited my studio. My sketches hung on the walls—
blackened charcoal surfaces, powdery with repetition. We sat side by side,
our postures upright—"“our heads straight and not bent like when you visit
a church,”—studying the quiet intensity of the thirty drawings.'

After a long silence, he finally asked: “What is this dream about, Isabelle?”
His question broke through my restraint. Tears began to fall.

I explained to him an archaic anguish—the fear of being cut in two.

He looked at the wall, tenderly, then suddenly, with an outstretched arm,
pointed to the corner of the collection.

A right shoe in the foreground. The windows of the metro behind it. A left
shoe, trapped behind the closing doors.

“As I see it, your nightmare is not about being cut in two,” he said, “but
about living in two places at once.”

It had been repeated in the double movements of my life. In a Freudian
way, in the double movements of my parents.

The round apple of New York resolved me; it harvested me, and I decided
to move on.

I collected my fragments, and I started painting again.

14 In Le Passant du Bowery, Clément Ghys explores New
York’s modernist art scene, particularly its connection to Mark
Rothko’s contemplative and profound paintings. His journalistic
background informs a stream-of-consciousness style, blending cul-
tural analysis with his protagonist’s narration.

This quotation highlights the experience of encountering
a visual work, suggesting that it invites introspective insight.

New York’s subconscious is transgenerational—a collective memory that
shapes the body as both foundation and vessel. For those who align with
the city, deep healing can occur.

Its cultural history multiplied within me, its levitational energy sharpened
my focus. But letting novelty enter required a spatial compromise. I had
to let go.

The idea of New York as a round symbol—the big apple—captured me. Its
shape suggests containment, a volume that gathers itself inward, reaffirm-
ing its own identity in form. A spherical resolution, resonant with duality.'s

Like the mirror. When one is reflected inside it, the density of the sub-
ject-object relationship dissolves.

“There isn’t the mirror, there is one’s reflection inside of it; there isn’t
one’s reflection inside of it, there is the mirror.”

Doors move through us. They weave into memory, shaping the col-
lective narrative of passage.

Height, width, depth—the visible context of volume in our direct experi-
ence of the world.

We remember growing taller as children. Reaching on our toes, fingertips
brushing the handle. The moment of grasping, opening. The act of self-ful-
filment made physical.

15 Next to my bed, sitting on the radiator is a frame that
displays two cards sitting side by side.

The one on the left is the card of my favorite shop in New
York, depicting a single, painted blue circle. The one on the right is
the card of my favorite hotel in New York, depicting the identically
painted circle on two legs and feet.

As I glance at the frame’s cards, their conspiratorial dual-
ity sings a tune of which lyrics I remembered the words within.

16 A quotation from Dioniso, the profession of shaman, in
an interview conducted by Juliette Blat on her podcast.
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As adults, we reach for something else. Door handles become gestures
toward the abstract, the metaphysical. Over time, discernment aligns with
our inner compass—a decision, a direction.

It is a movement that evokes self-awareness.

The door, ajar, is an ambiguous portrait. Unattached, it glides—
coming and going, neither here nor there. We can imagine its absence,
yet the moment it is noticed, its threshold already spaces us, drawing our
consciousness to what it encloses, where it leads.

This space can be likened to the apple.

To transpose this to the symbol of sliding doors is to heighten the meta-
phor. Like consciousness, its borders seem unattached. It glides, creating
its own space, moving freely within it, while a sense of self emerges in
that fluidity."”

Once again, the subject-object relationship dissolves. This process is both
physical, and emotional.

My work tempts to trace the density of both.

One day, a friend called to tell me that he saw sublimation, repres-
sion and a violent impulse in my paintings. His words startled me. I thought
of the absence I had carried.

The sparrow fell to the ground, but I did not see its body give way in
mid-flight.

I thought of my grandfather’s kiss, which I had felt was his last, though he
manifested himself in my dream.

17 Self eater, Dana Schutz (2003), oil on canvas.

“In 2003 and 2004, Schutz made a series of paintings called the
Self Eaters. Informed by the hypothetical situation —what if you
could eat yourself and then remake yourself from you own digested
material—, the Self Eaters are involved in a constant state state of
consumption and production of their own image.”

—Exhibiton text, Musée d’Art Modern, Paris, Dana Schutz retro-
spective (January 2024).

I thought of the fish at the surface of the pond in the silent village, whose
sight I had always longed to grasp.

Until then, all we had seen were diluted shadows, urging to take shape, yet
resisting materialisation.

What could we recreate from these dual, imperceptible pieces?

Similarly to my paintings, the looping movement of this writing
seeks to gather hollow facts, to trace the impulse moving through them.
This force moves through the body like a fragile rhythm—when disrupted,
its absence is felt acutely.

By absorbing its own depression, the impulse of memory deepens, carves
itself inward, allowing the event to emerge within us—like a sliding door,
revealing a space to none.

We might wonder about the door’s edges, about the space from which its
sight gave way to the sparrow’s fall —giving way to the invisible. This
ambiguous portrait holds either an archaic memory or a repressed one. In
the latter case, the subconscious projects its own retroactive symptoms,
bearing witness to what it has been somatising until revelation.'

I was drawn to the imperceptible fall of this sparrow. That curiosity carried
metaphysical weight."

18 Somatics is a 20th-century field that explores the con-
nection between body and mind, emphasizing the body as a site of
perception, awareness, and self-regulation. It encompasses practic-
es that cultivate embodied awareness and movement, examining
how physical experience shapes emotions, thoughts, and overall
well-being.

19 Metaphysicality refers to concepts beyond physical reali-
ty, exploring existence, being, and the fundamental nature of things.
The fall of the sparrow felt metaphysical—because I didn’t see it.

The curiosity directed toward the metaphysicality of an
“invisible” event became a potential metaphor to uncover—a reflec-
tion of what I, too, had not seen “fall” within myself.



What we repress remains hidden within us. Its sentiment is invisible
because the force of its transgression has caused perception to escape its
own sensation.

Thus, the moment when our inner gates are forced open by a vio-
lent emergency becomes the site of our metaphysical downfall. Our libido,
overwhelmed—the event occurring outside of us, while we remained dis-
sociated within.

We couldn’t discern our own space at the moment of rupture. And so, this
event became the repressed memory. The original fall—the sparrow’s fall,
a subject carrying its own metaphysical weight.

To explore our own space, we must feel the body’s impulse—even when
it seems archaic. The memory’s bodily impulse awaits its fulfillment by
the self’s cyclical time. The body’s memory is constructed through its own
digestion of experience, through its own rhythm of absorption.?

The links between my memories were fragmented, both conscious and sub-
conscious—yet suddenly, they became visible, demanding materialisation.

By materialising them within the memory of my body, I unraveled that
space.?! The fall of the sparrow revived and liquefied my own metaphys-
ical fall, which had, until then, invisibly agitated my body— suppressing
its surface into nothingness.

It felt like a loss, a rupture I had not yet reconciled.

A few days before recollecting the memory of my fall, I was taken
to a hospital emergency room with acute ligament pain in my stomach.
The night on opioids stretched into weeks. Every small movement became
dependant on my abdomen.

Standing, walking—each required me to lean on my body’s core. A vis-
ceral awareness, awakening in its repressed tension.

20 The self’s cyclical time.

21 Phenomenology of Perception, Maurice Mereleau-Ponty
(1908-1961), 1945

This pain revealed something. I had been transgressed by a repressed
event, and my body was urging me to feel its memory—to endure its emo-
tional expulsion.

The pain radiated in my abdomen, the site of sexual and creative libido,
this is the body’s memory.

This is where reckoning takes place.

Through the impulse of its memory, the body reveals its own
strength. The more aware it becomes of this force within its own space, the
better it can integrate it into artistic work. Being at one with one’s space
and self is essential for an artist, and the reverse is equally true.

In this space—the womb—the artist contains the impulse of their body
and self, revealing the strength and truth of their sensations. This is how
the link between bodily experience, memory, and artistic expression takes
shape.

Thus, through awareness of pain and memory, the body can unveil a cre-
ative force. It responds to a mirrored dialogue, where life and indexicality
seem to call us. This represents the mystical work of awareness and trans-
formation—both in consciousness and in the creative act.

What is harnessed within the confines of our skin is what trans-
forms us. It moves through preservation and creation.

The body’s memory serves as a trace—a compass—reorienting us in
space, in automation, in association. It reinforces balance, allowing us to
assert our place in the environment, like an artist superimposing a new
colour onto dried layers of paint—contending with perspective.?

The associative qualities of these layers orchestrate a process of existence.
One gesture interacts with another, their dialogue shaping what is to come.
Autonomy dissolves, forging a new direction.

Painting is an interplay of response—to spaces, to sensations.

This intimate compass guides us to new places—Ilike in a dream,
like the essence of a work of art.



22 L’Atelier Rouge, painted by Henri Matisse in 1911, serves
as a compelling visual example of this process. Depicting his paint-
ing studio, Matisse covered much of the canvas in bold red, reshap-
ing the composition around the sketches and artworks displayed on
the walls.

This oil painting (116.2 cm % 89.2 cm) captures intimacy
and immediacy through Matisse’s layered gestures, reinforcing his
perspective and the transformative nature of art.

It allows us to perceive, for the first time, what we might otherwise have
missed.

Certain artworks evoke a desire—not just to be felt, but to have been cre-
ated. A desire that arises not from the superego, but from a recognition of
awareness, a clarity that simplifies expression.

The sensations within these works seem to pre-exist, resonating personally
yet reaching into a collective, invisible sight—known to expression.

Consciousness must understand its role in this process. The subconscious
dimensions become visible only when felt.

The quality of an artwork is experienced first in the body, then preserved
within it—the sole vessel of this conduction.

A memorial process. A metaphysical interplay:

Painting sublimates impulses. Sublimation is the containment of impulses.
Hence the admiration of others for the artist.

The next day, after a discussion about the loneliness I felt following the
sparrow’s fall in New York, I discovered something strange.

A meter-long feather, black and blue, lay on the threshold of my door.

A trace—a witness to the passage of a blue heron. I was relieved to know
it had taken flight.

In astonishment, in salvation, its sight moved me to tears.
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PREFACE: THIRD TEMPORAL LAPSE

This chapter culminates the argument by focusing on recollection
as a cyclical process—where personal fragments converge with cultural
and metaphysical contexts.

It explores how the body absorbs emotional and temporal impulses, inte-
grating them into artistic expression. A movement beyond the self, toward
resonance.

Here, the body is not just an archive, but a medium in flux—translating,
transforming, linking what was to what is to what may come.

This final exploration traces interconnected meaning, where memory does
not end, but continues.
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THIRD TEMPORAL LAPSE

The idea of recollection is a journey of soul-searching.

I wrote Becoming in the Arc of 24 Hours in 2021 to explore the intersec-
tion of memory, time, and the body—a 24-hour performance where time
became a physical tool.

Below is an excerpt from the piece, tracing this process.

“As a child, my creativity flowed instinctively, guided
by an unfiltered connection to the present moment.

My early works emerged from the subconscious—
unburdened by doubt or intention. I engaged with the
world through sensation and feeling, free from analysis.

As I’ve grown, my creative process has shifted—shaped
by experience, by introspection.

To question is to grow. Questioning is central to both
art and intellect. My work emerges from this ongoing
dialogue with myself, where uncertainty—rather than
resolution—drives creativity.

Over the past five years, psychoanalysis has deepened
this exploration, allowing me to unpack transgenera-
tional memory, particularly through the women in my
family. A library of sensory and visual memories. Bridg-
ing past and present. Reshaping my understanding of the
moment.

I’ve learned that this process is fluid, not fixed. It requires
an acceptance of duality—the joy of discovery alongside
introspection. These movements of the psyche—turbu-
lent and generative—form the foundation of my creative
growth.

At the Gerrit Rietveld Academie, my process has mir-
rored this internal exploration. The academy emphasises



resilience—pushing beyond linear solutions. My proj-
ects spiral outward, responding to layered questions
rather than finite answers.

Generational memory is central to my work—how cul-
tural and psychological histories cascade through family
narratives. How they shape identity. My practice bal-
ances the chaotic energy of the past with the structured
frameworks of imagined futures.

Growth is rarely immediate. It unfolds over time. Like
psychoanalysis—gradual, accumulative. I trust that the
steps 1 take—in art, in life—align not through isolated
events, but through the meaning they create over time.

A pivotal moment in my creative journey was a 24-hour
performance inside a sculpture, inspired by an organ.

Time and space became tools—to explore memory, to
trace emotional resonance.

My hypothesis was that memory would evolve—from
visual recollections to intellectualized perceptions, then
into physical and emotional sensations centered in the
heart. To bring this idea to life, I narrated and visually
documented my memories with coal on large sheets of
paper, creating a circular timeline.

A temporal clock, mapping emotional states throughout
the performance.

The isolation of a cavernous, industrial studio amplified
the experience. The boundaries between past and present
began to blur. By the end of the 24 hours, I had created
not only a physical representation of time—but a deeper
understanding of how memory manifests: in body, mind
and space.

This performance made me reconsider the myth of the
isolated artist—the romanticised figure who sacrifices
well-being for creation.
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While pervasive in art history, this archetype is neither
necessary nor sustainable.

Creativity thrives in environments of collaboration,
mutual care, shared experience. These ecosystem nur-
ture resilience—opening new intellectual and artistic
possibilities.

At the same time, my performance raised questions
about the role of institutions in supporting emotionally
demanding projects. Should these challenges be encour-
aged without addressing their risks?

The tension between pushing boundaries and priori-
tising well-being has become central to my reflections
on the ethics of art-making. I am inspired by feminist
spirituality and collective ecosystems—approaches that
prioritise interconnectedness and sustainability. These
frameworks reject hierarchy in favour of collaboration,
care, reciprocity—positioning art as a shared experience,
meaning created in relation.

Ultimately, art is not defined by suffering. It is defined
by its ability to translate experience—personal, collec-
tive—into connection. Through my writing, I aim to
articulate these experiences, bridging the theoretical and
the tangible—to deepen our understanding of art’s role
in shaping identity, memory, culture.”

Fragments of the self are gathered, to touch upon a destiny that offers the
freedom to remember.

To find meaning without the weight of recognition: a space arranged by
knowledge and awareness, not responsibility. It relies on self-awareness—
to acknowledge the environmental forces that shape our bearings.

The possibilities of other outcomes, of synergistic discoveries—need not
bear the trace of doubt.

If the compass of the present aligns both archaic honesty and future desti-
nations—it recollects itself. This is the artist’s freedom.
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“Life is sacred because it is imbued with meaning, but not the one we
may believe. We can’t take away from it, not even an instant, because
everything is important in its interconnectedness to the rest: an egalitarian
feeling within oneself, of fullness; the present moment sustains the rest.”

This process allows indexicality and synergy to emerge over time. Mate-
rial traces, human encounters—each contributing to the narrative of what
has escaped us. Cyclical overcoming, revealed only later—the body car-
ries this weight.

As it explores its own spaces, its own sensitivities—heightened senses
become a platform for simultaneous discovery. To remember is to
encounter something again—a premonition from the past, a feeling once
repressed, a recognition not yet fully acknowledged.

A thought’s feeling moves through the body like an apparition—indistinct,
yet present. An action on space and sensitivity.

Painting, in itself, is an action on sensitivity.
A form of physical fulfillment, a digestion of its own memory, its own body.

In this dual recognition, we encounter the same outcome of remember-
ing. The space of the fact—in both senses, in both possibilities—becomes
hyperphysical, engaging with the same force of impression.

Consciousness arises like an apparition, holding—regardless of our
stunned predictions—an extensive miracle in its synergy. The superego
dissolves into its own mysteries, akin to the gaping space between the
metro and the platform.

Through this process, we revisit our gut feelings over time. We reflect on
where the subconscious has grown, observing the physical layers carved
by history and ambiguous movements. A paradox: premonitory selfaware-
ness.

We travel back in time to remember what was to come. We remember
what is to come—a cycle of spatial interest, self-fulfillment. Time, then,
possesses a physical space—Ilike our bodies: a space in the world.

23 A quote from Dioniso, the profession of shaman, in an
interview conducted by Juliette Blat on her podcast.
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1 used to long for a sense of belonging.

How we integrate mind and soul through the body in the present—its
anchoring space, whether in past or future could be of central interest to
a painter.

They recall something not yet seen, or something of the same emotional
force, much like the butterfly effect of an infinite road of embodied ges-
tures—where the artwork becomes a chosen moment. A moment always
right, because it embodies itself.

The artist’s transformative work in the studio involves listening. Like a
critique of a critique, where the interplay of associative evocations recalls
the movements of their reactions—shaping themselves into expression.

This material traces its own trans-temporality, much like the body recog-
nising its own vanity in the mirror.

Its journey moves through the mind, connecting it to the soul; like many
birds—sparrows, herons—migrate too.

Vivianne Gornick writes: “ Every work of literature has both a situation
and a story. The situation is the context or circumstance, sometimes the
plot; the story is the emotional experience that preoccupies the writer: the
insight, the wisdom, the thing one has come to say.”*

The bird is the situation—but what is the story?

Time and space articulate reality and metaphysicality. In an artistic pro-
cess, reading the sparrow is an act of writing at eye level.

As we navigate this journey through the compass of direction and discern-
ment, we intertwine meaning with synesthesia and synergy, whether time
implies existence or pre-existence. In artistic transformation, we cultivate
a reception of this interplay. The body embodies this process: for it is not
the superego that illustrates, but the self that uncovers what seems most
archaic—the premonitions and synergies of its subconscious faculties.

24 Vivianne Gornick, memorist from the second wave of
feminism wrote The Situation 24 and the Story: The Art of Personal
Narrative (New York: Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2001).
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When I cry for that event, I feel a fragility in my stomach. Holding
myself, I contain myself within the event. Sensitivity soothes through
care, self-expression, self-recognition—in the other self, materialised like
a painting. Here, the artist finds consolation. To witness, to project, to exist
in two places at once. As they finally see it, the rupture resolved itself
within its fracture. This act of creation comforts suffering, engaging with
the same physical force.

The body is the vessel. The space for reception, creation—I return to the
unfragmented, roundness of my space when I console myself.

Moments and experiences are interlinked. Through both, the self
weaves into a tapestry of thought. By exploring the temporal nature of
existence, remembering emerges as a dynamic process—where past expe-
riences inform fleeting emotions and future actions.

Time is not linear, but cyclical. Every moment contributes to our overall
narrative, contextualising itself.

As the body carries the weight of memories, it recognises its own imper-
manence, its own vanity. This awareness deepens self-understanding—an
acceptance of life’s ephemeral moments, which, when resisted, can turn
to loneliness.

This temporal interconnectedness—triggered by self-recognition
through another—suggests that individuals are not isolated within their
experiences of the self. Rather, they are part of a larger tapestry of exis-
tence, where every moment is interrelated, within and through one another.
This process reinforces a holistic understanding of the self, a deeper grasp
of reality.

To tend toward a higher objectivity, one must extract themselves from
the subjective experience, gathering the self within, discerning one’s own
space of projection. This is intersubjectivity.

Our bodies serve as thresholds of reception: we are the object.

A projection onto a painting gathers its own presence, within a space
marked by its time, its self-induced gestures. To extract oneself through
it, for the clarity of sensation. Artistic expression becomes the medium
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through which creators explore containment and interconnectedness.

A synthesis of the complex, fragile architecture of experience.

This sophisticated synergy reveals how individual creativity is
shaped by the triggers of emotional landscapes. Through their reception
in collective history, artists link themselves to broader, cross-cultural land-
scapes—each creative trace contributing to and reflecting upon a larger
direction. Culture informs the pre-existent landscape of our birth. Its effect
resolves emotional response, discerning its own space within that context.

Without context, there is no subject to reflect upon an object. It is not
the subject that reflects on an object, but the subject reflected within it—
an object of discernment, projected beyond the superego, given volume
through the body.

To explore its space, emotion may serve as the trigger—a point of analysis,
a self-contextualising awareness.

One’s reaction causes the action of another.

Here lies the fragile interplay—where fracture is at risk.



PREFACE: DREAM 0: CONCLUSION

The conclusion returns to the body as a vessel, emphasising its abil-
ity to navigate rupture and continuity.

Fragmentation, far from signaling disconnection, reveals the body’s
capacity to transform experience into meaning—through cyclical memory,
through creative expression.

Reflecting on the metaphor of the wren, on the interplay of presence and
absence, this final movement highlights the body’s role in balancing vul-
nerability and strength.

The essay closes where it began, yet altered—time, space, and memory
shaping our understanding of self through interconnectedness.

9}
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DREAM 0: CONCLUSION

Standing by the edge of the pond, I remembered watching its fish.
Their sight had always seemed imbued with poetry, and I was struck by the
desire to join them beneath.

So, I plunged into the waters, my body breaking through the surface of
its skin.

I held their breath and grasped their pause; my gaze lingered on the still-
ness around me.

A meter-long fish, black and blue, passed me by in a different light. Its
slivered shape was hybrid and soaked; its vulnerable movements seemed
so delicate, slipping through the algae over the anchoring stones of the
basin’s weight.

I pressed my body against the floor, and the fish—untethered—glided
through the tapestry of water where they fed and cried. Joining me in the
basin’s hollow ache, the fish were curious about the ripples of salt.

Grazing their bodies across mine, I froze in their sensations.
My stomach pulsed, and I jolted my feet against its reach.

Grasping for the surface of the water, I imagined them following that
breath too.

The water’s surface marked our intimate rupture; I had long awaited its
relief, for cold waters repress our blood flow and generate strength. It is its
sensitive motions that bear its fragility.



Quiet among the leaves, a wren,
fearless as if I were invisible
or moved with a silence like its own.

From bush to bush

it flies without hesitation,

no flutter or whirring of wings.
I feel myself lifted,

lightened, dispersed:

it has turned me to air,
it can fly right through me.

—A Wren, Denise Levertov (1967)%

25 “A Wren” by Denise Levertov (1923—-1997), published in
her 1967 collection The Sorrow Dance, exemplifies her lyrical ex-
ploration of nature’s hybrid qualities and spiritual dimensions. In this
poem, the British-American poet reflects on the wren as a symbol of
freedom and resilience.

Mary Oliver (1935-2019), an acclaimed American poet,
echoes this sentiment in her reflections on nature. In A Poetry Hand-
book, she writes: “How heavy and alone we often feel in the place
our kind has carved for itself! But there are other ways to live. As
Denise Levertov wrote while watching the little wren that, in spite
of her presence, went on with its beautiful life. I feel myself lifted,
lightened, dispersed: it has turned me to air...”

Through their poetry, Levertov and Oliver illuminate the
intricate relationship between humanity and the natural world, re-
minding us of the lightness that can emerge amidst life’s challenges.



TWINS IN NY, 2023,
Acrylic on canvas. Very very small.
Currently in New York.
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FINAL NOTE:

Some words I’ve been searching for over a year. Finally, I remem-
ber—its joy, its place, the saturation of its weather. I couldn’t find another
place to transpose them to; they felt eerie enough to carry themselves
over time. | will always remember the feeling: falling in love, walking the
Bowery, listening to listening noncritiques.

David Gersten was a brilliant man. My friends were brilliant people. They
had boundaries with themselves—born from respect for the curiosity that
life’s depth requires. That intelligence was inherent to everything. The
things they spoke about, the pace with which they spoke to me, the pace
with which they questioned a thought’s feeling—conversations carried
beyond our comprehension. But we watched, like a starry night, a potential
in our bodies, a wonder to explore new thoughts, growing from the very
foundation we were called to conquer.

I could only cry at night, imagining all the ways to remember—its eupho-
ria of fate, the recognition of life’s miracles. We create the context through
which life perceives us, but the greater the outcome, the greater the context.
I have spent more than a year opening its doors, after lonesome efforts to
return to New York. But one night, its grandest door called me to faith.

We unravel the original texture of an event by watching ourselves fall
back into happening, trying to comprehend that it’s all new—an arrow
already in motion, including its connecting dance to come. Memories are
incredibly sweet, and life guides their outcome. But I am mesmerised by
how we uphold curiosity, melancholy, and all of life’s grace—a sensa-
tional whirlwind of incredible encounters, their invisible threads weaving
through my memories.

New York, you make me euphoric.
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