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This thesis argues that contemporary artistic practice can be
understood as an ecological, ethical, and poetic engagement
with the world. Migration acts as an opening for the

senses. When the familiar is lost, the new environment is
Jfelt with alertness. A continuous relation between self and
environment, presence and absence, memory and matter.

It draws on key thinkers who articulate the interdependence
of body, memory, and environment. Guattari’s concept of
three ecologies: mental, social, and environmental, provides
a framework for understanding identity and artistic
practice as relational and processual. Clarice Lispector
offers a literary model of intimate, sensory attention,
showing how perception and memory unfold in fragmented,
porous ways. Gloria Anzaldiia’s work on borderlands

and Coatlicue state consciousness illuminates the hybrid,
migratory condition of the migrant body. Coatlicue states
represent a space in which the migrant body navigates
multiple worlds and identities simultaneously. A space of
rupture where everything breaks so that something new

can be born. Together, these voices guide an understanding
of art as lived ‘ecosophy,” where creation, memory, and
environment are inseparable.

The migrating body is not fixed, but shaped by invisible
currents, and formed by the interdependences. Suchwise,
the body becomes both instrument and medium: it carries
memories, gestures, and fragments of place, allowing
perception to unfold before reason. Memory is not linear,
but layered and porous; it travels with us throughout the
text, sedimented in sensation, tactile experience, wind,

sand, and clay.

My artistic practice, in this sense, becomes a dialogue with
those elements: with the weight of matter, the rhythms of



time, and the subtle languages of the environment. Each
gesture—pressing, shaping, assembling— is ethical and
ecological, a negotiation between impulse and response,
control and surrender. The fragment emerges as a
methodological and conceptual tool: a way to attend to the
autonomy of each piece, of each memory, of each sensation,
allowing meaning to unfold from accumulation and
recombination rather than imposition.

Displacement, whether geographical, cultural, or
emotional, amplifies this process. The migrant body does
not inhabit a single landscape; it carries multiple ecologies
within itself, negotiating past and present, here

and elsewhere.

This movement shapes perception and creation, revealing
the intimate ways in which memory, environment, and
relationality intersect. The act of creating is not limited to
producing objects or images, but to inhabiting space and
time, experiencing the self as it moves through currents of
wind, light, and memory.

In this framework, sustainability is not merely a technical
concern, but a way of inhabiting the world with
(meticulous) attention and care. Materials are chosen

and handled according to their own rhythms, resistances,
and possibilities. Nothing is imposed; everything is

listened to. Clay, wood, pigment, and light become artistic
collaborators, guiding action and revealing what is already
present in the landscape, the body, and the mind.

Ultimately, Creation arises not from mastery, but from
attentiveness, recognizing, place, and perception as living,
circulating processes.
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INTRODUCTION

For decades, thousands of people have crossed borders under
extreme conditions, exposed to death and humiliation.
Upon arrival, bound to languages they did not master and
to systems that devalued them, they encountered a new way
of inhabiting. Moreover, this condition reactivates,
within host societies, the memory of inequalities that many
prefer not to confront.

It is rarely possible to trace a genealogy that does not
include forced displacements, departures born of necessity,
or crossings made at risk. When it was not an individual, it
was a previous generation that had to abandon its

place of origin.

The migrant body, turtle-like, is often read as a body of
lack: a lack of place, a lack of fixed roots. As if movement
itself inscribed a flaw of such magnitude between the point
of origin and the point of arrival. These are bodies marked
more by this movement than by their presence. Read as a
mass,
asked first for documents before being asked their names,
their individuality erased.

I refuse this image. Here, migration is not loss, but
ecological:

a traversed body that learns how to inhabit fragmentation.
In everything—and especially in artistic practice—these
bridges cease to be a problem and become a method: a way
of being in relation, as the wind moves, like all of us.

*

Written from within my artistic practice, this text reflects
on fragmentation, geography, and embodiment.

Portugal is a fragment of me, Amsterdam is another.
Each place, each encounter, each fleeting sensation is part



of a network of fragments. The whole exists only through
these fragments. When a fragment is isolated, freed from

its original task, it can reveal its beauty. Beauty lies in the
fragment, in its autonomy, and in the tension between

Sfunction and freedom.

The wind crosses everything, invisible and light as a
whisper, like a messenger stretching over hills and seas.

In this text, it serves as a metaphor for change and
movement, both in the world around us and
within ourselves.

These are not imagined winds, but winds that have
been embodied: the Atlantic wind from the place I come
Jfrom (Portugal), and the colder, steadier wind of the
Netherlands. Living between these geographies creates
an internal current that pulls me in opposite directions,
generating tension and shaping space and time.

Within this constant breath, Coatlicue takes space. In this
state, everything breaks so that something new can be born.
This can be a place of pain, yes, but also of creation—the
margin where we reinvent ourselves. How can I translate
all of this—the landscape, the longing, the wind, the
body—into sensitive and symbolic gestures that connect

matter, space, and experience in my work?

This question situates my practice within what I
understand as ecophysic art: a way of working that seeks
to situate the human body within ecosystems, atmospheres,
and material forces, not as a separate observer,
but phenomenologically.

Yet, in the flow of everyday spaces and stimuli, experience
can easily become flattened. Why, then, must ecophysic art
respond urgently?
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1 ask the fleeting wind
News of my country
And the wind silences disgrace

The wind tells me nothing!

! Amdlia Rodrigues, “Trova do Vento Que Passa,” lyrics by Manuel Alegre,
music by Alain Oulman (1963).

I



12

I ask the wind that is fleeting over my country. It carries secrets
and silences the misfortune that remains there. The wind
crosses everything invisible, light as a whisper, like a messenger
stretching over hills and seas. It is a metaphor for change and
movement, both in the world around us and within ourselves.

It brings memories of the sweetness of the beaches where the
sun shines all year long. It carries the smell of the sea,

the warmth of sun-heated sand, the pulse of the waves I left
behind. This is where the personal becomes porous.

Amalia Rodrigues’ voice has been described as an expression

of the Portuguese soul itself. She sings with memory, and the
fados I grew up with allow me to access feelings of saudade and
absence, becoming a guide through emotional landscapes.

‘When she recorded the song “Trova do Vento que Passa,” she
was living in a very different Portugal, under the Estado Novo
dictatorship (1933—1974). The singer seems to ask the wind for
news of her country, perhaps about political or social changes,
but the wind does not answer. This reflects the feelings of
powerlessness, silence, and censorship of the time, or even the
sense that the country was living in a “silent disgrace” that no
one dared to speak about. In this context, the fado expresses an
intimate pain deeply connected to the collective situation.

I consider the song, a cultural heritage, a link to collective
memory, and to social and mental ecologies, reminding us that
both those who lived under censorship and those who live far
away share an experience of uncertainty, longing, and an
invisible connection to their place of origin.

Listening to it today, that same feeling of not being able to fully
follow what is happening at home resonates personally.

As the first in my family who left, considering the physical and
emotional distance that separates those who have left the
country from the news, the changes, and the life that

continues there.



The wind in the song silences the change as Portugal continues
to move without my presence. Waves crashing, trees growing,
and the wind passing... It crosses everything, silencing my
absence, and tells me nothing because it does not reveal how
things are going in my country. In that silence, I perceive the
ephemeral nature of life, the fragility of news, and the delicacy
of time, which continues, lightly, even when I cannot keep up.

I remember the young people who leave, like me, for the search
of ... The emigration of hands and glances searching for life
elsewhere. It is the same land, the same waves, but the song is
no longer the same.

A feeling as old as the sea itself.

In my second year of university, I had a professor who noticed
the insistence in my writing on bringing family memories to
the surface. It is perhaps not unusual for teachers to encounter
foreign students who write and speak about home. Who, like
many migrants, feel the need to share what they carry with
them, what they brought when they left.

‘What may have been less common was having a student who
spent an entire semester only writing, as I did. In an art
bachelor, one is expected to develop something beyond text:

a drawing, a sculpture, an installation: something material.

But beyond writing, beyond memories of home, I found myself
unable to do more. My hands were not ready to build
something that followed the logic of a planned project,

with stages and execution. What existed remained suspended
before form: thought, felt, written in prose. The project was
never made.

€I
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This professor not only gave me the contact of her therapist,
and another one, in case the first was unavailable, but also
introduced me to the Notebook of Colonial Memories by
Isabela Figueiredo.

The book is written from a lived experience of displacement and
fractured belonging. Figueiredo writes from having grown up in
Mozambique, little girl, during the colonial period and, after
decolonization, returning to Portugal as someone who no
longer fully belongs anywhere. In her writing, one senses the
confrontation between the intimate memory of childhood and
the later awareness of the structural violence of colonialism.

Just as she writes about herself, “the girl carries into our time
fragments of voices that echo from another era, as if a transistor
could travel through time, emitting a polyphony of sounds
from the past [...], as if a window suddenly opened and the
wind brought intact the atmosphere of the past, unfrozen,
whole and authentic, with its noises, colors, and smells.”?

This memory does not appear as an organized account of the
past, but as fragments that insist in the body and in language.
These fragments reveal how collective history passes through
personal experience, producing guilt, silence, discomfort,

and a persistent sense of non-belonging.

This is what brings her writing close to the voice of Amalia.
The way collective history infiltrates intimate experience. In
both cases, national memory does not present itself as a total or
explanatory discourse, but as sensation: a weight in the body,
an absence that persists, a longing that is not merely personal.
It is a memory that is inherited and lived, continuing to
circulate even when it is not named.

2 Lsabela Figueiredo, Notebook of Colonial Memories (Lisbon, Caminho,
2009), 10-11.



In its breath I recognize the ghosts of the country itself.’ Those
that live in the collective memory and cross the body without
asking for permission.

I recognize this same condition in myself: carrying a country
within me, not as a fixed territory, but as a constellation of
echoes, and sensory fragments. Distance, geographical,
temporal, or political, does not erase this connection. Rather,

it makes it more porous. Wind, voice, and writing thus become
vehicles of a memory that does not resolve itself, but continues
to pass through the body, linking past and present, the intimate
and the collective.

Sometimes I do not know if I miss what is real or only what

I invented to survive the distance. My mental landscape folds,
shifts, rearranges itself, and I never know whether I am
remembering or imagining. All becomes an emotional tide,
floating: sometimes steady, sometimes fragile, and this
oscillation becomes a method I live by. The truth must be
somewhere; but it is useless to think. I will not discover it,

and yet I live by it. This uncertainty is, in itself, a form of
longing. It’s a quiet, persistent tremor inside me. The ecology of
my mind is not harmonious. And it keeps returning to a sun
that is not here, as if longing is not a feeling, but a temperature
my body refuses to lower.

I am shaped by what surrounds me, and therefore the beach
has become part of my being. I saw my face for the first time,
floating in the waters of the Algarve. Every time I go there,

I dive into my reflection.*

3 Guattari (1989) emphasizes that subjectivity is shaped by collective and
unconscious process circulating with social and mental ecologies. What can
be understood, metaphorically, as "ghosts" inhabiting the social imaginary.

4 Algarve is a municipality in southern Portugal where I spent holidays
before I was born, still in my mother’s womb, and later, after my
grandparents had passed away.

194
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The beach is in a very new and true state, curious about itself,
so attractive and personal that it cannot be sculpted or written.
It feels untouched, endlessly new, as if every visit were its first.

It reminds me of certain moments with my first love. A kind of
crazy harmony that is hard to translate into anything other than
the experience itself.

I have been blindly sensing that something is happening
between me and the beach.

It is as if, instead of being born a person, I had almost been
born a fish of the sea, a star clinging to the rocks, a seagull
carrying Lisbon’s sky, or the wind that passes and silences the
misfortune of my country. It’s a quiet melancholy I keep

to myself.

Now dawn comes, and I see the shadows of the dunes moving
little by little. I grow with the day, which, as it grows, kills my
loneliness and forces me to be face to face with the harsh sun.

The wind blows and disturbs the patterns in the sand. It throws
grains into my eyes, forcing me to rub them and see more
clearly. The open birds fly obliquely, in the direction the

wind dictates.

Beyond the dunes, there is an eroticism in which I see life
spreading through the air, the sea, that water where life is said
to have begun. It is in that sea that I see the fish dancing with
the waves, eager and possessive in their urge to create. It is in
that sea that I dance with the splashes of water, which splash
with me the moment I touch them.

During the afternoon rest, I breathe the energy that the salt
carries, as my grandmother used to say. And all of this is
fantastic, because, for a moment, without being fully awake,
the world is exactly as my heart asks it to be.



As I move from one country to another, I realize it is not only
my body that changes. It is the invisible lines that connect
gestures, words, and presences. It's my network of hands and
glances. Like a spiderweb at the edge of the sea that it stretches,
fragile and taut, catching grains of sand, sheltering tired gusts

of wind, and at night, the voices of dear friends I thought
I had lost.

What reaches me becomes scattered fragments, broken
memories. And I admit: “I am afraid that the land that raised
me may have changed shape while I was gone.”

I try to remain flexible.

I am flexible, and I run away from fixed ways of thinking,
toward a more complete perspective, that includes rather than
excludes. Just as the body adapts to space and the currents of
the wind—in tune, because I feel you.

The winds within the body are movements of air caused by
differences in pressure. They are the coexistence of different
places, climates, and experiences within me. They are not
imagined winds, but winds that have been embodied: the
Atlantic wind from the place I come from, and the colder,
steadier wind of the Netherlands. Living between these
geographies creates an internal current that pulls me in opposite
directions, generating tension and shaping space and time.

I tilt, slightly off-balance, as if my spine had learnt two
geographies at once. And I do not know whether this
strengthens or breaks me.

Probably both. And from this, disparity emerges.

Asymmetry was one of the most beautiful things I did. I lost
the fear of not being the same on both sides, because I, myself,
am not in the middle. I am not between one country and
another as if a straight line connected them. There is no middle
and no end. Horizontal measurements and centimetres belong

LI
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to those who carry rulers. I no longer carry rulers in my
pockets, and closeness to home cannot be measured that way.
My ruler was dismissed, and straight lines began to bend and,
at times, in a fetal position, they cried because they long to be
an edge, a cube, a house.

The wind is the meteorological phenomenon that dances in the
skies, shaping the very formation of the world: abrading rock,
stripping soils down to what endures, gathering force, giving
birth to storms, rearranging the sky, carrying seeds across
distances, scattering futures, deciding where life may continue.

Little by little, it makes everything come closer to what will be.
And what will be, already is. The wind that comes has already
gone; it has already entered. And what already is moves
forward, backwards, and sideways. The rest is air, where time,
the future, does not pass, because no one pushes it.

The gusts of wind carry grains of sand that, when colliding with
hard rocks at high speeds, slowly wear them down, scrape them,
and smooth them out. Acts as a sculptor. Over time, it can
create unexpected shapes and impressive geographical features.
This same principle of erosion, friction, and gradual
transformation flows through my body.

The wind makes me spin as I roll in the sand, adding to myself
grain by grain. I am also a beach. It is part of my very ontology.
Not just as my surroundings, but essential to who I am. Part of
the meaning of my existence, of what it means zo be.

Porous, like a dune, open and shaped by the currents that flow
through me. My hair is the color of seaweed, and I have a
handful of sand in my hand. My nails are the color of seashells,
and I have a handful of sand in my other hand. I approach the
sea to wash myself and plunge into the almost painful sensation
of intense joy.

Licking the salt and melting ice cream from my skin reminds

me of childhood.



This is how I understand my mental ecology. Guattari would
call the inner landscape made of memories, affects, symbols,
and ways of perceiving the world. Things that never stayed
behind in my country: it travels with me, blends with what I
see, adapts to what I live now, like salt clinging to the skin.’
Distance shifts everything I feel, as if my skin is forced to
relearn each landscape.

*okk
On one side of the world, a woman lives in a small room in her
hometown. Every morning, she opens the window and lets the
light in. That light alters her mood, the rhythm of the day, the
way she speaks to people.

On the other side of the world, a woman lives in a small room
in a foreign city. Every morning, when she opens the window,
she feels the cold wind enter. Her body shivers, memory
awakens, and her gestures slow down.

‘What the first feels as light, the second feels as wind. These are
not opposite experiences, but variations of the same movement.
It is the tilt of the Earth passing through both bodies without
asking permission.

‘What appears intimate: the mood, rhythm, gesture, is already
the world acting.

There are not two events, but one, distributed.

The microcosm of the body and the macrocosm of the planet
coincide at the same point. And for this reason, thought does
not emerge in isolation; it emerges situated.

5 Guattari, The Three Ecologies, 30-38; Mental ecology refers to the dimen-
sion of ecology that concerns the human mind, subjectivity, and social rela-
tions. It involves the set of affects, desires, thoughts, and unconscious processes
that interact with social and environmental contexts. Ecological crises cannot
be addyessed solely through environmental measures; they are inseparable
from mental and social ecologies, because patterns of thought, habits, and
collective imaginaries influence how humans act in the world.

61
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I continue living. Elastic. That’s what I once said as a child: I
can do anything. Elastic.®

It was the anticipation of one day letting go and falling into
some kind of abandonment. Unfortunately, this abandonment
can get stronger than my elasticity. And just as my body bends
and stretches, the world around me shifts its hues.

Each color carries an intention. A direction.

Perceiving and translating color is a way of engaging with
the environment.

Each tone arises from careful observation of the place. The
burnt red of the terracotta, the warm yellow of sand heated by
the sun, the dense blue of the sea where I tasted its flavour for
the first time, the white from the air filled with reflected light.
These are colors that do not come from isolated imagination,
but from direct contact with the landscape. Using them is a
form of recognition: the body recognizes its surroundings and
returns this presence through matter.

Working with color is, therefore, an ecological exercise. Not in
a technical sense, but as a practice of attentive perception.

It involves being sensitive to the subtle rthythms, harmonies,
and interactions of the environment, and letting them guide

the work.

(_
i1

P

6 Guattari, The Three Ecologies, 28-35; In childhood, the self feels elastic.
Able ro stretch, adapt, and reshape irself in relation to the world. For Guat-
tari, subjectivity is not fixed but formed through a constant interaction
between mental ecology, social relations, and the environment. The elasticity
1 felt then mirrors this idea: a self open to transformation, shaped by the
textures of place, memory, and experience, before borders, physical or
emotional, became rigid.



Color becomes a way of listening and responding, a dialogue
between what is observed and how it is expressed. It is not just
about representing the environment, but about a dialogue with
it. Allowing space and light to intervene in the creative process.
Colors become mediators between interior and exterior.

They reveal a form of attention that is also care.

The sky descended upon the earth, changing from the blue of
the sea, from the beaches I have laid on so many times, to grey,
the color of the middle ground. The warm yellow of sun-heated
sand has migrated, its warmth fading along the way, no longer
settling on the skin. These pigments were erased by the waves
that break, rest, regain strength, and carry them away
somewhere else. The colors are sucked up, absorbed by the
waves. I am sucked up too, shrivelling like a raisin. The body is
surrendering to the tiredness of having to adapt.

1 live only with lost and found, leaving my bodies along the patbhs.

It is a tangled world of movement, dust in the eyes, splashes of
water, heat that dries. All the elements gathered here long
before I did. This is the womb of the world and from it

I was born.

It is a rhizome. A ginger I grew in my room and that spoke to
me of the scent of the wind I carry; of my pores and the clay; of
a grain that moves and becomes sand. The sand that spreads in
wave-like forms, because the wind also knows how to draw; the
color of the dune that transforms into its daughter, the sand,
which is the color I carry on my body. The excess salt I put in
my food, which is the amount of salt my blood needs, is
accustomed to it since the times I was fed by my mother, eating
sand and drinking sea.

The salt stains on my sister’s bronzed, golden skin. My dear
sister, who likes to stay until sunset, always prepared for a nap,
and it is the breeze that makes her dream.

Ic
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Everything is heavy as dreams when I touch the memories of
the place where I grew up. As if the past had its own body.
Layers of little lights, fireflies that flicker open and shut,

open and shut,

open and don't shut,

Memory does not migrate at the same speed as the body.
Following Guattari’s idea of subjectivity as an ecology, my inner
landscape remains attuned to places and rhythms that no longer
match the present environment. The body becomes a zone of
tension, where past and present coexist without fully aligning,
producing a quiet exhaustion. The tiredness of

continual adaptation.

In the same way, the wind moves across my body and memory:
I may not have fully felt it, yet it beats in the same restless vein
as my home which lies somewhere in the south. It is an internal
organ that keeps pulsing even when I am far from it.

Because the fishes of the south are the same you find swimming
in my blood.

I learned at school that organs are made of cells that form
tissues. I still find it hard to believe, because my organs are
made of thoughts, déja vus, people, or even a soft pat that gives
me goosebumps. My cat sleeping beside me, nights out, or that
moment when the wind pushes two people who love each other
in the same direction.

I am a stubborn student, and I choose to de-biologize without
denying the body, stating that the inflammation of organs
cannot be healed by medication alone. I speak from personal
experience. Because “medication” only reaches a certain point.

Let’s imagine this medication as a line, an arrow perpendicular
to the body. That line would never penetrate the innermost
core: a nucleus where all the fragments of being come flying
from far and near, magnetized toward this center.



The sum of all my reincarnations, a place of potentiality.

That pill will not bring to my entire organ the smell of
petrichor and pennyroyal, of Celorico, lingering as much as

it stings. The taste of peixinhos da horta, from Gulbenkian, the
smell of chicken on Saturdays, and the empty house on
Sundays, because they went to mass.

I am amazed to realize that i have always been alone with you
(Portugal), land i came from, and i didn't know it. Now i know
that i am still alone, even without you. Just me and my freedom
to travel. This freedom, in a way, is another word for having
nothing left to lose.

kK%

Little morning star, lend me your clarity, to follow the steps of an
ungrateful woman who is leaving.”

Even though the song comes from Venezuela, far from my
homeland, it enters me as if it had always belonged here.® Its
voice carries departure and longing like a current running
through the body, awakening memories that are not

mine alone, but shared, communal. They are each messengers
of absence and presence, tracing invisible threads between
personal nostalgia and the world beyond, revealing that
memory, longing, and displacement are neither private

nor isolated.

7 Soledad Bravo, Tonadas de Orderio (Venezuela: 1973), audio recording.

8 ] heard at a mass that I was born from the dust of the earth. From that
dust, a clay vessel was formed, containing a geometric space, like the geom-
etry of maps, coordinates, and numbers; an anthropological space like the
village square where my grandmother’s community celebrates its festivals;
and an existential space, where sensations move through the body like the
wind, like music vibrating to the tips of my hair and inviting

dance. An aunt once said that singing and dancing the songlines keeps the
land alive. And so, singing Amdlia and dancing with the wind, my body
becomes both container and messenger, reborn in every moment.

(74
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It is an ecology. It is a social ecology.’ Just as ecosystems of
winds interrelate and affect one another, migration shapes and
sustains the environment which we inhabit. Where so many
others are unseen, nameless, living only as they are called:
‘migrants’.

It is the swallows who migrate... my bird-brothers, yet free
from longing, free from cultural weight, crossing space without
a fixed destination.'” We humans can cross the borders, but
cannot truly migrate. We carry our country within us; we leave,
but can we ever completely depart?'’ Such a thing, to depart
completely, does not exist. For our memories, our ears when
they hear Amalia, our noses when they smell the coastal scent,
keep us anchored. We are, rather, eternal travellers.

Moving from my parents’ house, leaving behind beaches, reefs,
and mountains... and arriving in Amsterdam: a city flatter than
a pancake, a city that has never seen a single step, where there
is no high point or low point with enough difference to draw a
vertical line. In this way, the wind becomes more perceptible,
free from hills and narrow streets, circulating openly across the
city, and it reaches me in a new way.

9 Guattari, The Three Ecologies, 31-36; Social ecology refers to the network
of human relations, collective practices, institutions, and forms of interaction
that structure society, and whose harmony or imbalance affects the shared
environment in which individuals and communities live.

10 [n Portugal, swallows are a popular cultural symbol, associated with
returning home, fidelity, and freedom, echoing the long-stand

ing Portuguese tradition of migration in search of work, opportunity, or a
better life.

1Lt refers to the landscape that shaped me, the people, the sensorial expe-
riences and memories that live in my body, the smells, sounds, and colors
of familiar places, the traditions and culture I carry, and the personal sense
of belonging that endures even when I am physically distant. It is a lived,
emotional, and embodied territory, rather than a fixed geopolitical concept.



My experience and presence in space is adjusted according

to these invisible currents, just as birds adjust their altitude
according to the strength of the wind. Gentle winds make me
fly closer to the ground, closer to the sand, the sea, the salt,
the roots, the earth, the clay, the terracotta. With favourable
or strong winds, I fly higher, faster, almost without noticing,
carried by a current that sweeps me away, with no time to
understand what it tells me.

Here, the wind circulates freely, and everything seems within
reach of the eye. I remember the mountains, valleys, and hills

1 left behind. In Lisbon, the blocked views would trigger my
imagination. When we cannot see what lies beyond, the brain fills
in the gaps, imagining paths and possibilities. The open horizon
grants freedom and a clear perception of space, but narural
barriers stimulate the mind to fill in the blanks, to dream, and
to construct invisible narratives. In this way, our relationship
with space, whether flat or rugged, shapes not only the body and
the senses, but also the imagination, memory, and the way we
experience absence and distance.

My head moves easily to the other side of the world. How can I
put it? I try to distract myself, but I am incessantly tormented
and pursued by these pushes that, when they come head-on,
slap my face and make my ears hurt, and I cannot find my
balance. I cannot say for sure whether this pursuit comes from
within or from outside. Whether it is the beach that misses

me or something else. Perhaps I have forgotten, but it may be
that I made a vow, on the other side of the world, a blood pact,
and only remembered it when I came here. No one will know
anything, and what I know is so fleeting and almost non-
existent that it stays between me and myself.

Va4
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Oh, what immense beauty,
My land, my hill, my valley
Of golden leaves, flowers and fruits
Do you see lands of Spain,
Sands of Portugal,

Vision blinded tears.”?

2 Amdlia Rodrigues, Fado Portugués, lyrics by José Régio, music by Alain
Oulman (1964).



With the wind, one moment leads to another. Hair changes
its style. And if the wind blows on a Sunday, I feel a longing,
though I don’t know for what. The weathervane unrolls in
several planes, pointing in different directions, like a clock in
motion. I see the wind taking the time with it.

I slowly enter these planes, just as my hands enter the clay.

At times, I do not know what these new planes are for. The
meaning of things is not obvious. The meaning of myself, of the
world, and of you is not evident. What feels evident is the desire
to leave, without knowing where. I do not know the world.
And as I think, I look at the broken chair I am sitting on, at my
foot resting on it, the middle toe emerging through a hole in
my sock. Its vulnerability moves me.

And I feel confined, as if inside a very tall cylinder.

Often happens that this cylinder reveals itself as a continuation
of others, forming a tunnel. A long line that ascends slowly in a
spiral, unfolding an unexpected harmony.

Inside this tunnel, I pass through the same places more than
once, but never in the same way. Always one level higher.

It’s a sustainable way of living. Nothing is lost to the wind;
everything finds another meaning, evolving as it takes on new
roles in new contexts.

This logic echoes the three R’s of recycling that I learned in
school. It was a conscious consumption policy created at Eco-
92 to reduce waste and preserve natural resources. 'm not sure
whether the policy had any real impact, but the acronym stayed
with me. That’s why I don’t use it merely as an environmental
principle, but as a way of existing. Accept limits, reduce, reuse
what remains, and allow transformation to occur, so that each
creation can live multiple lives.

6
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I am plural, and I operate in a plural way. I do not just endure
contradictions, internal battles, I transform ambivalence into
something else. I am that something else.

The possibility of a polyphony, in which the virtually infinite
intersections of destinies, actions, thoughts, and memories can
rest on a background music, the low note, the tonic continuo,
that keeps the hours of the earthly day and marks the place
once occupied by the old ritual.”

These old rituals: morning prayers, Saturday catechism,
Sunday dinners at my grandmother’s house, the melancholy of
Sundays after she passed away, are all reference points between
perspectives, serving as anchors that guide me between past
memories and the life I live now.

It is not about nostalgia, but about a way of inhabiting the
world: recognizing that who I was and who I am do not cancel
each other out, but rather overlap, creating a fertile ground
from which meaning can emerge.

They are overlaid spiral planes, planes of the imagination,
words from the past that simultaneously belong to the world of
the present.

I am multilayered messages, guided by voices speaking all at
once. I am at edge where the ocean overlaps with land, or land
overlaps with the ocean, in a world turned upside down. I am
that line (edge) that runs along the full length of my body.
Front and back. Sometimes wet, sometimes dry. And it is not
the skin that suffers, but the flesh. Water seeps through the
pores and touches the flesh, which also has pores, reaching the
organs and bones, which has pores, reaching the sea.

The wind is oblique, guiding life along an oblique path. I

have theories of conspiracy that life slightly misses things on
purpose.

13 Rituals and practices that give a space significance and make it a place.



That things almost collide, yet never quite touch.
Like beings who stop seeing each other and slowly lose one
another. Like hands that touch clay differently each time,
because the hands are always growing. Like the landscape
that changes, and the eyes as well. And everything is renewed,
tangentially.

*okk
At this very moment, I am on a living ground.'* I feel the
presence of my ancestors’ spirits. They are as confused as I
am, seeing me exist so differently from the way I was born.
The photographs of me are over 20 years old, and I look at my
childhood portraits with curiosity.

Now with different beliefs, and heights so distinct.

They whisper images into my ear of when I was a little, wearing
tiny clothes. And I swear that if those clothes still fit me now,
everything would return to what it was.

I think it is simply a matter of scale, yes. I grew and became
further from the earth’s crust and occupied more space.

Times, desires, and sizes change and, so I conclude, that I have
been migrating since the moment I was born. Evolution made
me grow enough to understand what was happening, and it is

more than likely that it will do so again now, when the need is
greater.

Living outside the living ground makes it difficult to look far,

even when “far” is only a wall in front of me. My eyes become
small and sharp, as if I could be thinking of something bright
or of nothing at all. I am only one being among many others.

Perhaps a ceramicist, or a dancer, or a singer. Something I will
never be.

Y Lobo Antunes, Anténio. O Tamanho do Mundo (Lisbon: Dom Quixote,
1998), 38. “It is impossible for a land to be alive when its dead are taken
away, for those who inhabit it speak to us in whispers, and those who blow
in the wind.”

1£3
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I don’t like these thoughts, not as a reminder of who I am, but
as a confrontation with who I will never become.

But there is a feeling of something red, something metallic
inside my mouth. Something similar to a blood taste after
arun.

And as I grow beyond the scale of those memories, it is in that
interval, between what no longer fits and what continues to
insist, that the deepest migration reveals itself.

I stopped caring so much about the cold because I understood
that it wasn’t a personal attack from God. Or thinking that
when it’s hot, life is good and everything will be well for me.

I stopped waiting for someone to cut my bangs, to be able to
see again.

Everything I know moves inside me, shifting like ingredients in
a new recipe.

The chicken soup is now a gazpacho. The potatoes are avocados,
the grapes are blueberries, the orange is a grapefruit, the olive
oil is coconut oil, the meat sauce is humus, the cheese is yogurt

with salt.



COATLICUE STATE

I remember the sand being a towel. Being fabric. Smelling of
bodies, the way old clothes smell of people. And rags smell of
use, of wear, of lived time.

‘What I am doing is transforming sensation into an idea. It is
tactile and olfactory memory disguised as metaphor. Sands that
feel like towels. Fabrics that smell of bodies.

It’s not a poetic invention: it is a form of knowledge. Taste is
not neutral, but a sensitive archive of experience. I choose what
the world has already written in me.

It’s a rhizome and I only cut my hair on the full moon.
My body follows.

‘What begins as movement across space slowly settles inside the
body. As I internalize this exile, I start to sense the foreigner
within myself and often find myself drifting away from my
intuition and from others.

And this could be an intermediate station, or a way of life: it is
the state of Coatlicue."

15 The concept of the state of Coatlicue was developed by Gloria Anzaldiia

in her book Borderlands/La Frontera. It is the space where everything breaks
so0 that something new can be born. It is the deep discomfort that precedes
transformation, the moment when fears, contradictions, and inner pains
intertwine, and the old skin tears before the new can emerge. It is conscious-
ness in turmoil, identity in flux, the possibility of becoming other without
ceasing to be. A place of pain, yes, but also of creation. The margin where
we reinvent ourselves. Anzaldiia also emphasizes that these states or activities
that interrupt the smooth flow of life are essential because they drive the soul
to do its work: to become aware of isself. Our greatest disappointments and
painful experiences, if we can make sense of them, can lead us to become
more fully who we are. Otherwise, they remain meaningless.
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It is the presence of the past in the present, overflowing it and
claiming it. Moments of inner crisis, discomfort and deep
conflict arise when memories, wounds, and ancestral
experiences mingle with the present, creating pain, confusion,
and creative potential.

It is felt when the wind presses against me from all directions,
when colors that once felt familiar now demand negotiation. It
is felt when a song plays on the radio in Amsterdam. Familiar,
yet strange, brushing against memory and body in a way that
reminds me I am in another place, in a space that has changed
me as much as it has itself. It is the proliferation of a subtle
disorder, a reminder that nothing stays still: body, mind, and
world are in constant motion, reshaping each other.

It is the wind that comes from behind, carrying with it what I
thought I had left, making me move time backward and
altering my perception of it. It is like playing broken telephone'®.
Not understanding what, or who, is saying beside me. And so,
it makes me not understand what I, myself, am saying. In that
confusion of what is not heard and what is not spoken, silence
grows like a river that cannot be contained, flooding and
drowning everything.

Thinking-feeling can reach an extreme degree of
incompatibility. This extreme degree lies at the - and may take
years, even a lifetime, to harmonize, like the line that separates
the date of a being’s birth from the end that rests in gravestones.

There are also winds that do not move much. They seem tired,
like the soft fruit we see at the supermarket. They have come
from very far away, and many days have passed in waiting; they
need rest. Yet the gravest problem is not the tired wind. It is
when beings refuse to be moved by it. The laziness lies in those
who remain still. The immobile being, the inner quietude,
creates nothing, transforms nothing, brings nothing to life,
prolonging stagnation.

16 Game where a whispered message passes along a line, often changing

by the end.



Perhaps this is why experience slips through language and logic,
always late. What I feel, what I remember, merges with the air,
and it’s a constant dialogue between mind and world. Beyond
my control.

If Coatlicue is the zone of rupture, fear, decomposition, and
potential, the chthonic act is the involuntary plunge into that
territory: not a conscious decision, but a descent into
subterranean forces, where leaving one place entails the

symbolic killing of a former self."”

A homicide of myself. By leaving Portugal, I unleashed
subterranean forces that tore through my body. And now I find
myself pursued by a cadaver. A remorse, a thought turned
backward, repeating itself in my mind like the stripes on the
wall of my room that make me crazy: green, white, green,
white.

I wonder how different my life would have been if the stripes
on the wallpaper in my room had been horizontal instead of
vertical.

Perhaps my thoughts would have followed one course, flowing
like the horizontality of a river. Like a child picking up a pencil
and scribbling across the walls, discovering space in their

own way.

Y Adjective derived from the Greek khthon, meaning ‘earth” or “soil.” In
Greek tradition, the term appears in mythological contexts to describe gods
or forces of the underworld, such as Hades, or deities associated with the
fertility of the earth. Gods that are related to agriculture are also considered
to have chthonic associations as planting and growing rake place in part
under the earth.
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oKk

I went to the forest to collect fallen logs. I chose the ones that
seemed to have just fallen, not wanting to disturb the little
animals that had already made the fallen trunk their home.

The ones I brought with me were exactly the thickness of my
fingers when I held them.

I cut them vertically in half, and to my great surprise, I saw
patterns engraved in the wood. They were beautiful, complex,
black, contrasting with the light brown of the trunk’s interior.
Suddenly, I understood part of that tree’s story. I realized it was
dying, and why. It must have been a bold fungus, moving
through the roots, taking hold of the tree and blocking its

nourishment.

For years, the tree had lived whole, healthy to anyone who saw
it, but there was something inside it I hadn’t seen. Something
that was not its own, silently consuming it.

Polishing the wood and revealing the patterns was to
acknowledge that destruction is not just loss. It is the possibility
of seeing the invisible, of delving into the depths of what we
are, of witnessing the strange that inhabits us.

It is surrendering to the force that disorganizes, invades,
corrodes, and yet, even so, creates something new. In the silence
of the wood, I saw that to die is not to disappear, but to make
space for the invisible to become visible.

It reminded me of my mother.

She now lives alone. Everyone else has gone. My sisters left my
parents to live with their boyfriends, and I, the last one being
born and the first to leave home, left because I was tired of
being there, and, as an excuse, I went to study in another
country. The house where I grew up is like this tree I once
knew. The walls haven’t moved, the furniture smells the same,



but there is a silent rearrangement, a space that was once full
and is now transformed by absence.

My mother misses me. And I think the state of Coatlicue is felt
even more when you have a mother on the other side of the
world, that’s how far it feels, that misses you. The infinite cycle
of giving affection continues, regardless of distance.

The impossibility of her wish that I be there makes me taste the
saltiness of tears at night, as I sleep and dream of the
salty ocean.

She asks me to come back home after my studies. She believes
this will happen. Her priority is not that I find a job, a home, or
a life. But that I return, sit with her in the living room keeping
her company until she falls asleep, tidy the kitchen, and bring
her a morning coffee in bed.

I agree with her. But I know that, unfortunately, this will not
happen. It consumes me, and at the same time, it creates me.

We are all mestiza women. So are the trees.'®

We are subjects to resist, transform, and create. Like
contradictory emotions existing at once; the ability to stretch
the brain like worms stretching and, in doing so, transforming
into butterflies. Being hybrid! Human-non-human. Hybridize
the human and humanity: is-the-one-who-shares-Eco.

'8 Gloria Anzaldiia, Borderlands / La Frontera (place: publisher, 1987),
100-102 ; This idea comes from the concept of mestiza consciousness .
“Women” here doesn’t refer to biological gender, but to a symbolic and histor-
ical position connected to vulnerability, mediation, and living on the border.
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oKk

Since I stopped eating with my hands (although I still do
sometimes), I started using the fork in my right hand and the
knife in my left. I draw and use all other utensils with my right
hand. I had never thought about this until my parents
threatened me with spankings if I didn’t start eating with the
utensils the opposite way, the opposite way how I naturally

did it.

Then I moved to Amsterdam and noticed that the people next
to me eat rice with a spoon; most don’t use a knife, and soup
can be drunk straight from the bowl. No one cared about the
way I was eating, and I am neither more nor less well-behaved
for using the fork in my left hand.

It’s a silly example, but a very happy one. A real relief.

Even though it was a positive change, prompted by migration,
it remains a perfect example of the state of Coatlicue. It became
a reminder that certain rules from the past, even small ones,
shape our relationship with the body, space, and mindful
attention to everyday gestures. It also opened the possibility to
perceive the flexibility of identity: I can always maintain who I
am while adjusting to new norms and even discover new ways
of feeling and acting. It was a transformation that occurred in
both body and mind, generating discomfort, surprise, and
freedom simultaneously. The state of Coatlicue is not merely
one of sadness and heaviness.

I am neither more nor less here or there. I am exactly what I
am, and it cannot be reduced to the sum of the beach and two
warm coats. I am the beach and two warm coats. I do not add, I
do not divide. I do not split what lives inside. I travel, carried
by the winds.



ook

Inhale and exhale, inhale and exhale... fiffff... breathing two
worlds at the same time, I touch the clay not to mould it, but to
recognize the porosity of my own skin. The clay has wind
within it. The pores hold the old air, the memory of the place
where it was taken, the memory of the body, of the wind that
touched them before me. The clay accepts, absorbs, and sustains
itself. And I learn from it to do the same.

I protest in the name of relation, of porosity, of asymmetry, of
listening, of the fragment, of the pre-rational territory, of
empirical knowledge. And making should take the form of a
sensitive ecosophy: the migrant body, traversed by memory and
territory, produces material gestures that articulate mental,
social, and environmental ecologies, refusing direct
representation and affirming porosity, fragmentation, and
attention as ethical forms.

6¢
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Mornosiia e Mattst



FRAGMENTS

I grew up with a father who was a collector. He was a collector,
but also a hoarder though with a certain refinement.

His greatest obsession was collecting books. His house held an
enormous library, filled with volumes of all kinds, but his true
passion was for comic books. I grew up hearing him say:

“I already have the complete collection.”

And despite having a degree in a very serious field, I never
saw him work at anything other than book restoration and
conservation.

From a young age, I would see him very early in the morning
or late at night, gluing small pieces of brown paper, sometimes
rolling-paper, into the cuts of old books, books with thin,
yellowed pages. Sometimes at the edges, sometimes in the
middle, sewn loose, reconstructing them with patience

and care.

The house was filled with objects, each kept with attention:
coins, figurines, a huge playset for playing with trains, lots of
toy trains, old cars, the Beetle, the Ami, the 2CV, vinyl records,
fossils, more books, small hygiene items, bookbinding tools,
clocks, Pathe Babys 9,5mm.

For him, each object had a specific function or story.

For me, I grew up seeing these objects as fragments.
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Perhaps because I did not fully know the history or purpose of
each, each object could be observed, touched, and experienced
on its own. Instead, I learned to notice details. The shadows
of the fossils, the texture of the paper, the smell of wet paper
(because pages had to be washed in the bathtub, or they would
turn yellow), the faded colors, the roughness of old things, the
beeswax used to hide the wrinkles in the wood.

This is how I grew up: surrounded by fragments that seemed to
teach without words or preconceptions. Looking back, I realize
that my own ignorance may have been a gift, allowing me to

see the world without assumptions, to notice the subtle value of
what only reveals itself when we pay attention, and to develop a
quiet attention to touch, smell, color, and texture. Recognizing
that each fragment contains a story that does not need to be
explained to be felt.

I 'made a clay vase and broke it.

The fragment is the beautiful, because the beautiful is the part
of something functional that, once isolated, no longer fulfils its
original task and comes to exist on its own. By original task, I
mean the purpose the piece had within the whole: to contain,
to support, to serve a practical goal. It is the function that
defines it as part of a greater unity. When a piece separates,
freed from that function, it gains autonomy: it can dance,
transform, reveal textures, colors, and forms that

were once hidden.

Colors are fragments too, each a slice of the spectrum of light, a
fragment of the rainbow. They do not exist to dominate vision,
but to create a space for attention.

Portugal is a fragment of me, Amsterdam is another. Each
place, each encounter, each fleeting sensation is part of a
network of fragments. The whole exists only through these
fragments. In the moment that each fragment is isolated, freed
from its original task, it can reveal its beauty.



Beauty lies in the fragment, in its autonomy, and in the tension
between function and freedom.

It is this tension that allows creation, perception, and presence.
The fragment dances, the fragment listens, the fragment
remembers. And through these fragments, the whole may
emerge.

1 broke the fragment that I am once again, and I became dust.

(Beauty exists in autonomy, revealing aspects that would not be
perceptible within a functional whole; in attention, when the
observer or the maker relates to the fragment and recognizes its
freedom. But beauty is not a property of the fragment, but an
event that occurs when function is suspended, and attention is
allowed to settle. It emerges through time, presence, and the
body’s capacity to listen.)

(Ex: 1. A spelling mistake in a sentence interrupts my reading.
The eye stumbles. And in that stumble, language reveals itself
as matter.

2.1, the emigrant, am the fragment who tries to explain the
typical dish from home to the neighbours, but I can only show
a picture from the internet.

Beauty appears in the fragment: the stumble, the partial
explanation, exposes what is usually hidden, creating a moment
of attention and presence. The fragment, freed from its original
function, can dance.)

I know how to be rational, and I know how to write. But I want
to put it into words without directly describing the beaches

of Portugal or how much I miss them. How to say things that
cannot be spoken? For if I speak them out, I am lying. It is a lie
because I am trying to photograph the perfume.”

Y Clarice Lispector, ‘Am I writing to you? I am trying to photograph the
perfume,” in Que Estou Fazendo ao Té Escrever? (Rio de Janeiro: Rocco,
1973), 58.
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I know the straight line of reason, yes, but what I want now is
another kind of word. One that trembles. One that lies behind
thought and is therefore sometimes forgotten. A word that
carries the beaches of Portugal the way a secret carries itself:
without being said, only whispered. I want to write without
describing. I want the truth to appear by omission. Because
behind thought, something else is already moving.?

Far behind thought, I have a kind of background music. But even
Sfurther back, there is a heart beating. So the deepest thought is a
heart beating.*'

This book is narrated by a woman who reflects on experience
and the passage of time. She speaks of the present moment,
trying to capture what is fleeting and impossible to fix in words,
and how to express feelings and experiences that are greater
than any language. The character accepts failure, silence, and
fragmentation as part of the process. Just like this woman, I
also believe that what matters is not explaining but creating
conditions of presence. Suspending the instrumental function
of language, slowing down, and allowing the text, the sculpture,
the work to exist as a sensitive material. Instability and the state
of not being fully formed thus become a form of knowledge.
Beauty, in this sense, does not lie in what is said in full, but in
what is revealed in the incomplete gesture, in attention, and in
the time shared between the body, the fragment, and the reader.

20 This sentence exemplifies ecosophy in practice: it integrates inner
and outer experience, connecting memory and sensation to the
landscape without rational description.

2 Clarice Lispector, Agua Viva (Rio de Janeiro: Rocco, 1973).



Perhaps this is my form of ecosophy: inventing small new
connections between what I feel and what I see. An ethics of
gesture, an aesthetics of care.”

The word ecosophy comes from the Greek roots: eco- from
oikos, meaning ‘house,” ‘environment,’ or ‘world’ and —sophy
from sophia, meaning ‘wisdom.’?* The prefix eco- refers to the
environmental, social, and mental contexts in which we live,
indicating that the practice is not isolated but embedded in a
network of relations with the world. The suffix —sophy refers to
critical, ethical, and practical reflection on how to live and act
in the world, highlighting the ability to invent new forms of
existence and ways of relating.

Altogether, ecosophy can be understood as a reflective, ethical,
and practical approach to life that integrates awareness of our
relationships with the environment, society, and our own inner
experience.

Perhaps only by repeating their sweet breeze, showing me where
to go, pulling me wherever it wills, and making the sea draw me
back from where I came, can I approach what I feel.

It is the force of the wind that directs the oblique birds.

L

22 Ethical-aesthetic principle: ecosophy should combine ethics (care, responsi-
bility) and aesthetics (creation, experimentation), inventing new relation-
ships with the environment, others, and oneself-

2 Infopédia. eco-, —sofia, Porto Editora, accessed (date) 2025,
hitps:/fwww.infopedia.pt/
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BOUNDARIES IN MOTION

I remember my first ceramics class. I was fifteen years old and
in secondary school. The teacher proposed a simple exercise:
with our eyes blindfolded, we were asked to touch the clay with

our right hand. Then, still blindfolded, to use the left hand to
trace and recognize the path the right hand had made.

I immediately recognized the gesture. That was me.

In that moment I understood that everything contained within
the limits of my sensation belongs to me. It is me. Identity does
not end at the skin, nor is it confined to the visible form of the
body; it extends as far as sensation reaches.

Imagine a glass of water. The water, while it remains in the
glass, is not me. But the moment I drink it, it enters my body
and, consequently, becomes part of me. The water is absorbed
into the boundaries of my sensation, and suddenly, I experience
myself differently.

The body is sensorial and carries a presence that exceeds the
physical body. It is known that even when a leg is no longer
there, the sensory leg remains. Sensation precedes form and,
often, outlives it.

To expand the limits of sensation is to allow the world to
become part of us. In doing so, what surrounds us ceases to be
merely external and begins to integrate the experience of

the self.

It is precisely within this unstable territory, where the
boundaries between body, matter, and world dissolve, that the
state of Coatlicue emerges. A state of profound transition, in
which familiar reference points no longer function, and the
self reorganizes itself through sensorial experience. Again, It
is not merely a state of crisis or pain, but a moment in which
consciousness expands, still without a defined form.



This state becomes particularly visible when displacement is
constant and the experience of the world fragments. A place
requires time, repetition, listening, and contact. It demands
that the body remain long enough to feel the texture of the
ground, the weight of the air, the rthythm of gestures.

It becomes clear that we have much to learn from clay. The
form of objects should ethically determine the appropriate
speed of our gestures, because each material carries its own
rhythm, resistance, and limits. Wet clay does not tolerate

haste: when pressed too forcefully, it collapses; when neglected,
it dries and cracks. Working with clay requires attention.
listening. Constant adaptation. Ethics emerge not from abstract
rules, but from the body’s encounter with matter.

By allowing matter to guide the gesture, the body abandons
the logic of imposition and enters a state of presence. This is an
ethical shift: from control to relation.

It is also within this space that this state emerges. Clay, like

the body in displacement, demands negotiation, time, and
vulnerability. Identity is not shaped through force, but through
the ability to listen to what pulses in the body, in matter, and in
the world.

Ly
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WORKING WITH CLAY

Artistic practice thus emerges as a form of resistance to this
logic of constant passage. Art demands presence. Working with
clay, gesture, sound, or color is a way of reinscribing the body
into space and restoring sensorial density to the world. Through
attention to sensation, space ceases to be abstract and

becomes inhabited.

The earth is the first tactile memory I have. Red clay came

next. It was with it that I learned to work with matter. With
my hands, with my body, with time. Red clay belongs to my
childhood, to the territory, to the landscape, to the gestures that
shaped me. Working with it is a way to remain in dialogue with
my origin.

It is not homesickness, but a recognition of childhood as a
sensory and formative territory, where perception had not yet
been mediated by reason.

Every time I touch the clay, I rediscover that state of curiosity,
discovery, and direct relation with the world.

Working sustainably with clay is an ethical choice, but also a
sensory one. It is a way to stay close to the essential, to listen
to what the material asks, and to recognize the life that exists
in everything. By paying attention to the clay: its weight,
moisture, and texture, it becomes possible to respond to its
needs rather than impose a will.

I shape it gently, without unnecessary force, reducing waste and
preserving its inherent qualities. In this way, sustainability is
inseparable from a bodily and attentive way of working.



*okok

The difference between learning about nature and learning
from nature is vast. When we learn about clay, it is treated as

an object of study, eventually exploited. But when we learn
from nature, we establish a close relationship with her. Here, an
implicit humanity turns toward the mystery of the

natural process.

The Indian poet Rabindranath Tagore said:

“When I bring you colored toys, my child, I understand why
there is such a play of colors on clouds, on water, and why
flowers are painted in tints.

‘When I sing to make you dance, I truly know why there is
music in leaves, and why waves send their chorus of voices to
the heart of the listening earth.

When I bring sweet things to your greedy hands, I know why
there is honey in the cup of the flower, and why fruits are
secretly filled with sweet juice.

When I kiss your face to make you smile, my darling, I surely

understand what pleasure streams from the sky in morning

light, and what delight the summer breeze brings to my body.”

24 Rabindranath Tagore, The Voice of the Mother Gave Meaning to the
Stars, (Porto: Assirio & Alvim, 2017) 28; Tagore established the pedagogy
of Santiniketan, which values sensory experience, the fragment, and careful
attention. At Santiniketan, learning from nature: trees, wind, light, and col-
ors, develops bodily and sensory awareness. Similarly, I believe that artistic
practice should explore the autonomy of elements, whether a texture, a color,
or a_fragment of sound or object, recognizing that beauty and meaning do
not reside in totality, but in the gesture, the present moment,

and attentive engagement.
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When we observe nature, clay, we realize that everything is
interconnected and interrelated. From the water that makes

the particles malleable, to the sun’s energy that heats and

dries, to the wind that carries small particles of earth. In the
text, through the intimate experience of caring for a child,

the narrator discovers hidden reasons in nature: by seeing,
tasting, and touching, realizing that care and attention awakens
knowledge and sensory perception of the world.

My hands always remember before I do.

Each element influences the other. By understanding its
biological clock, we learn to respect its thythm, for it cannot
be otherwise.

If we observe the natural world around us, we notice
something similar: nature is always in motion. It follows paths
of abundance, constantly opening possibilities for beings to
coexist and thrive. Nothing remains fixed; nothing exists in
isolation. Everything transforms in relation.

From this understanding, the idea of possession becomes
unstable. My home has no owner. It belongs to no one. I can
say “my home,” “my Portugal,” but to own a piece of the living
body of the earth is an illusion. My home is as much mine as it
is the earthworm’s, the beetle’s, or the ant’s. We are as important
as these creatures that inhabit the clay.

‘Working with clay is therefore an act of profound humility
and reconciliation. It is a gesture of listening and respect, an
offering to the earth, a form of gratitude.

In a world where ecosystems are collapsing, working with clay
is not just an artistic act: it is an ethical and revolutionary
gesture, a way to remember that we are not above the earth, but
within it.



What we do to nature, we do to ourselves. And this can be

seen as deep ecology.” It is not about ideal or moral purity, but
about a desire for lightness. I want my work to be quiet, like
the nature that inspires me. To exist without imposing, without
leaving noise. Sustainability is also a form of respect: for what
the earth provides and for what I return to it.

The tree never consumes the apples it grows. It offers them
without asking or expecting anything in return: saint or sinner,
human or animal, all are invited to enjoy the sweet fruit.

3 The term deep ecology was coined by Norwegian philosopher Arne Nass
in 1973. It refers to an environmental approach that values life for its own
sake, recognizing the intrisic value of all living beings and emphasizing the
interconnectedness of humans and nature. It contrasts with "shallow ecolo-
) "which focuses primarily on preserving nature for human benefit.
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ARROWS AND SCULPTURES

This summer, a friend taught me to shoot a bow and arrow.
I was immediately captivated by this instrument. I could see
myself reflected in it.

In the arrow that cannot command the wind but depends on
it. Its trajectory, from the hand that releases it to the target, is
never fully autonomous.

Even when a line points, a gesture seems to hold direction, it
is diverted by invisible currents, subtle shifts, forces beyond
control. What appears to be a direct motion is, in fact, a

constant negotiation with the environment.

1 2025
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In my sculptural work, this relationship became a metaphor
for orientation without fixity. Like the arrow, the forms I create
point, but do not dictate destinations. They act as devices of
unstable direction. Attempts to align the body with forces that
are not entirely legible.

To pierce the wind, to walk, to travel, to adapt in this way is
not to master the invisible, but to enter into a
relationship with it.

Wind goes round round, 2025

Here, technology appears as thought embedded in form.
Decisions about the center of gravity, the distribution of

mass, and points of support shape each piece. Small shifts can
completely change its behavior. This structural sensitivity makes
them closer to instruments than to purely sculptural objects.



I am drawn to this quiet, almost silent technology, present

in the attention to internal relations. It is vital that this
constructive logic remains visible; refusing to hide the technical
aspects is also refusing the illusion of stability.

The sculptures are arranged across space. Walking among
them, the viewer loses a fixed central position. They are guided
by multiple directions suggested by arrows, leaning rods,
pointing axes. One arrow draws the gaze to another, which
leads to yet another, creating a discontinuous, non-linear path,
an experience of unstable orientation There is no privileged
vantage point. Only a guided drift.

This movement enacts the idea that orientation is not the
imposition of direction, but a situated construction. The body
negotiates space as the arrow negotiates the wind.

The work is ecosophical because it engages a mental ecology,
where navigating non-linear paths and unstable directions
cultivates awareness of the interdependent forces at play.

Also engages social ecology encouraging interaction and

shared presence; even with a single viewer, it evokes social
networks and connections moving in multiple, non-hierarchical
directions.

Environmentally, the work responds to air, gravity, and space,
and the viewer. The body ceases to be external to the work and
becomes one force among many, neither dominant nor passive.
Showing the sensitivity and interdependence of ecological
systems, even more when placed outside.

I hope that this experience, of walking around the sculptures,
reinforces the notion that to exist is to inhabit multiple, often
contradictory, fields of direction.
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GABRIELA ALBERGARIA AND JOSE LEONILSON

=

Untitled, 2020
Cedar beam, eucalyptus trunk collected in the Monsanto Forest Park
(Lisbon) and hardware; 357 x 156 x 65 cm

Gabriela Albergaria’s practice resonates deeply with the
principles of ecosophy art. She investigates the landscape as a
body in transformation. By attending carefully to materials,
landscapes, and processes, her cut tree trunks, chromatic
inventories, and site-specific interventions reveal how both
natural and human forces constantly reshape the world. Each
fragment carries memory, presence, and traces of what was
once whole, making visible the continuous transformation
of the environment and the ethical attention it demands.
Her work becomes an extension of this quiet reciprocity with
nature, showing how art can embody ecological awareness and
rhizomatic interconnectedness.



Furthermore, her practice is rhizomatic: each element,
whether the trunk, the cut, the texture, the hue of a pigment,
or a fragment of a landscape drawing, functions as a node

in a network of relationships. Meaning does not reside in a
fixed point but emerges from this network of interactions,
demonstrating that art is always a living, relational process.

Through what Albergaria calls “embodied seeing,” pigments,
textures, and forms are not merely objects of observation but
active collaborators. Perception becomes a practice of ecological
and sensory attention, allowing the work to operate as a form of
ecosophy: continuous transformation without fixing meaning,
revealing the dynamic interplay between body, memory,

and world.
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Here, another example of an ecosophical approach is
Leonilson’s work.

62

Full, empry, 1992

The image presents four fabric patches sewn together to form a
square. Green striped, orange, white, and yellow. Embroidered
with only two words in Portugues: cheio, meaning ‘full’ and
vazio, meaning ‘empty.

It’s ecosophical because it shows how the intimate, the bodily,
and the social are entangled.



The oscillation between “full” and “empty” reflects both the
artist’s personal experiences, shaped by living with HIV/AIDS,
and broader sociopolitical realities, including discrimination,
authoritarianism, environmental and social marginalization.
This occupies the interval between presence and absence,
memory and forgetting, vulnerability and resilience.

Using embroidery, a practice traditionally associated with the
domestic and the feminine, he inscribes complex feelings such
as loneliness, fear, courage, and nonconformity. Each stitch
carries time, presence, and care, transforming also language and
fabric into active collaborators in a network of

relational meaning.

Thus, the work does not close in on itself. Fragmentation gives
rise to a modular mode of composition in which negative space
acquires the same significance as the visible elements. It is
precisely here that the political and poetic power manifests: the
spectator does not receive a fixed statement, but an open field of
relations, where they are invited to imagine, project,

and complete.

Here, the minimal, intimate gesture expands into a poetics

of presence and awareness, revealing the unseen connections
between body, memory, and context. Each patch, word, or
stitch acts as a node in a rhizomatic network, showing that
identity, affect, and memory are never fixed but emerge through
relational processes.

I appreciate this idea because it transforms the work into
more than passive contemplation: it turns it into a practice of
thought, in which the fragment is not a sign of absence, but a
driver of imagination.

By doing so, Leonilson’s work demonstrates that art can
function as attentive, ethical, and relational, transforming
private, intimate experience into shared knowledge, and
revealing the subtle interdependencies between human, social,
and environmental ecologies.
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In this way, contemporary art can be understood as an exercise
in inhabiting the state of Coatlicue: remaining within the
interval between what is being lost and what has not yet taken
shape, listening to the body, memory, and environment. As a
result, it transforms non-places into lived places. Not by fixing
identity, but by allowing them to be traversed with awareness,
sensitivity, and presence.

I believe, contemporary art should inhabit this state, embracing
the full spectrum of human experience. It is a place where
memories, emotions, and contradictions converge, where the
body, mind, and environment interact, and where creation
emerges from the tension between what is lost, what persists,
and what is yet to be. This means listening to what each ecology
tells us: the mental, in internal tensions and uncertainties;

the social, in the relationships and histories we carry; and

the environmental, in matter, places, and the elements that
pass through us. Creation arises from this encounter, from
attention to sensations, and from openness to the continuous
transformation of self and world.



BETWEEN PLACE AND NON-PLACE

I arrived at the notion of the non-place through a quiet fear:
that one day I might return to Portugal and not recognize
it anymore.

It is a fear shaped by witnessing how easily places lose their
ground. Cities rewritten by economic forces. Every time I go
back to my parents’ house, I see a new building rising. It has
already happened that I confused the door of my own home.
Downtown feels homeless. Lives are constantly displaced, and a
shared global instability makes belonging feel temporary.

The continuous succession of spaces, stimuli, and information
produces a shallow relationship with reality, where everything
presents itself as excess and passage. It becomes difficult to
spend enough time to feel the texture of the world. Listening
attentively becomes even harder and, as the priests once taught
me, noise does no good, and what is good makes no noise.

This becomes problematic because it weakens the conditions
that allow bonds, memory, and recognition to emerge. A place
becomes meaningful through repetition, care, and shared time.
Non-places interrupt these processes: they are designed for
circulation rather than permanence. The subject ceases to be an
inhabitant and becomes merely a user.?

‘Where is the rhythm of waves breaking on the beach?

I recognize the scent of home in wet clay, the perfume of olive
trees, and that of my mother.

26 Marc Augé, Non-Places, (place: publisher, 1995), 63-75; A “non-place”
is a concept that refers to spaces where people pass through without really
Jforming bonds, identity, or a sense of belonging. They are spaces of transir,
utilitarian or generic, unlike ‘places” that have history, memory, or social
significance. Examples: airports, train stations, highways, chain hotels, and
large shopping malls.
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I believe we must be careful not to let these delicate formative
spaces, where the old no longer serves and the new has not

yet taken shape, be overtaken by airports, supermarkets, and
endless retail. When we hybridize the human with the shopping
mall, what emerges is a subject of excess: a human-shopping-it-
all, unable to abide, listen, or dwell.

In these spaces, the body moves quickly, perception is guided,
and time is compressed into function. They exemplify

how contemporary life replaces situated experience with
standardized surfaces, where one place becomes interchangeable
with another. Sensory, emotional, and historical specificities are
smoothed out. When these logics extend beyond their physical
boundaries, they begin to colonize even the most delicate
formative spaces.

‘What is at risk is not only the disappearance of place, but
the erosion of my capacity to listen and relate deeply to what
surrounds me. I speak about these environments not because
they are conducive to creation, but because they reveal the
value of inhabitable and sensitive ones. Their transience

and impersonality hinder full experience, making it nearly
impossible to develop sensory relationships.

Confronting them made me realize the conditions necessary
for art to emerge. Just as Coatlicue embodies both creation and
rupture, the non-place reminds us of what disappears when a
space cannot be truly lived. In a world of non-places and excess,
art becomes a practice of learning how to inhabit again.

Working with clay feels almost revolutionary because it mirrors
the condition of the migrant body: unstable and in continuous
transformation. It requires time and presence. Things excess
and haste do not allow. It depends on climate, water, the
pressure of hands, waiting time, and fire. The body loses stable
references, yields, adapts, cracks, and recomposes itself.



I want it to be spread that inhabiting the territory of sensations
transforms everyday life and resists alienation; that art can
create spaces that change both the creator and the observer,
opening forms of perception that make it possible to act ethico-
eco-logically. What is at stake is an urgent cultivation, not just
of plants, but of an emergent attention, so that sensitivity is not
lost, and we may deserve the future we wish for. Let the news
spread that the secret of places, deep down, is that they are the
same as all of us.
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