
The Blinding Flash of Memory 
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I remember the last time I went to Maine, with Mama and you alone, without Mateo, I 

think, wasn't it? You were there, right? … We were three of us. 
 ​ The first time we went back to Maine or the last ? 
Yeah, no, the last time we went back to Maine. The last time we went back to Maine, I 
think we met Mateo in New York or something. But he didn't come to Maine. And that 
was the last time in the house. And I was alone in the house packing up all the- the 
boxes to ship to Germany. I was alone in the house for like two weeks. I had the music as 
loud as it- goes, to the maximum loudness-, just to blow my brain off because it was the 
worst, it was one of the worst moments of my life emotionally, because can you 
imagine? You're packing..., I'm gonna cry again… I had to pack all the boxes.  Ship it to 
Germany and, and say goodbye to the house. I was all alone. I was all alone in that 
house, and... And I built that house and we said, "We're gonna be fine. We're gonna be 
family. We're gonna be here for our children."... 

 
…Sorry, this is like crazy. That's really crazy. But then, this is the way it is, so 

then I had to do it. I had to pack it all alone and had to wait for a stupid visa. I don't know 
and then- then..., that was so weird, you know? It was so weird. Made no more sense. 
And when we were there, the three of us, it also didn't feel the same. So basically in the 
end it was a box without the heart, without the content, without the meaning, you 
know? Without the purpose. It, it lost its meaning.  

 
A chair is still a chair 
Even when there's no one sittin' there 
But a chair is not a house 
And a house is not a home 
When there's no one there to hold you tight 
Burt Bacharach performed by Ella Fitzgerald, Dionne Warwick and Luther Vandross 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Foreword 

Being away and now disconnected from places that meant so much to me for such a  

long time, has made me want to remember certain feelings, moments, and anecdotes 
about growing up, dealing with this big shift and what that meant for my family and 
how I navigated these spaces we called home. I would like to recognize where these 
emotions come from and understand why a home means so much. ​
​
I was born and raised in Maine, in the US, and lived there until I was nine years old. We 
lived  in a house that my father designed and built. This was his biggest dream which 
came true. ​  

I was maybe 1-2 years old while the house was being built, and my earliest memories 
are of me visiting the house while it was under construction. It was so fascinating to 
see these long wooden beams, large windows and fancy big tools and it really left an 
impression on me. I believe it's why I love to build and make things so much still as an 
adult. The house was very unique and not like any other home I had seen or lived in 
ever again. But I only realized that once we had to leave the house. My parents sold the 
house due to financial reasons and we moved to Germany, where I spent another ten 
years in an apartment in Frankfurt am Main. After graduating high school, I moved out 
and have lived in Berlin and Amsterdam since.  

 

Context and Connection to Photography 

The year is 1993, in New York City, the twin towers were still standing and rent was 

still semi affordable (for New York). Horst, a photographer from Mannheim, Germany 
was living and working as a freelance Photographer who was following his dreams of 
moving to America and was pursuing his love for photography. He has a unique 
perspective as a boy from a small town in Germany who was living in a city with neck 
breaking tall skyscrapers peeking over every corner of the city. This move to another 
country and continent is a real test for him. He slowly but surely connects with the local 
New Yorkers, playing street soccer at Columbia University campus and drinking coffee 
with the owner of the ‘Hungarian Pastry Shop’. His first few friends in New York. He 
meets another friend called JJ, a producer for television, another German living in NYC. 

Marie, an actress and model from Lelex, a tiny town with 200 inhabitants in the 



french alps, is living in Paris. She has always been a traveler ever since she left Lelex, 
living in London, Miami and now Paris, always adapting and working odd jobs in 
different cities. Working for Disneyland in Miami, to being a chef on a sailboat in the 
Caribbean to being an au pair. She goes to New York to visit a friend named Lea who 
owns a thrift shop in downtown NYC. She sees a Job ad in the newspaper for a 
television cast and decides to give it a shot. She gets in contact with JJ and meets him 
and Horst in an old brick walled apartment. Two small town europeans in the big apple. 
Both following their guts and making leaps of faiths to be where they are in that exact 
moment, one of their qualities that connect them. In the next days they spend together, 
they fall in love almost instantly and two weeks later they get married in a chapel in Las 
Vegas with none but 2 of their closest friends, Lea and JJ. They drive off into the neon 
desert sunset in a rented convertible. 

This is the story my parents tell me, of how they met and how they got married. 
It almost sounds too good to be true, and I always question the details, since it's hard 
to believe, and for the most part that is indeed how it all happened (although, I don't 
exactly know if it was only 2 weeks between them meeting and marrying, but it sounds 
more cinematic). They have now been married for over 30 years. 

Marie then moves in with Horst in a loft in the meatpacking district in New York. 
Their neighbor is Laurence Fishburn (Morpheus from the Matrix). They both continue 
working and Marie learns more and more about photography and starts taking pictures 
of her own. Horst meanwhile, fresh off finishing up his passion project: New York 
Vertikal, a vertical book using a traditional panorama camera, and rotating it 90 
degrees. Around that time, still in New York,  in 1997, Mateo was born. Horst had been 
to America before when he was younger, specifically, to Maine, where he met, lived 
and worked with and for Dennis and Diane. They ran a photography studio in a 
farmhouse barn in a forested town by a swirly road that drove through the thick and 
lusciously deep green forests of Maine, from the Southern Harbours in Portland to the 
Northern towns bordering Canada. Anyways… Horst befriended Dennis and Diane, and 
Maine always held a special place in his heart. The family of 3 now, with a fourth on the 
way, now contemplate the busy city life of New York, clashing with the chaos of having 
2 young children. With this in mind, Horst combines it with his dream of building and 
designing a house for his family in Southern Maine, more precisely South Portland, a 
small beach town close to the main harbors in Portland. The town in which I was born.  
 
Me: Do  you remember moving from New York to Maine?  

Maman: ... yeah, Mateo was two and a half. It was the summer, July. It was a sad day 
because we were very good friends with Theo and Veronique. And she was very sad that 
we left, but she came to our truck to say bye-bye. And she gave us a big basket of 
fruits... for the journey. And she was very sad. For us, it was a big adventure. We were 
going to the the unknown, you know? Yeah. I mean, we had been gone once to, to 
choose the apartment. But then from New York City, like a- huge city, and to go to, like, a 



harbor, a little town- ... where it's very quiet, it was a big move, Paolo. No, but I was 
really happy, you know? I'm so happy with Papa, and Mateo. We were like the happy 
campers. And, and basically I was trusting the whole process because it was kind of 
scary because we'd had no jobs there, meaning we're going to a place where we're not 
gonna work- ... for the beginning. But Papa was so busy in New York that, you know, he 
had enough money and everything, but we went from being in New York to a place 
where we don't know anybody. Uh, we knew Diane and Dennis, that's it. I had no 
friends. And I remember I met, uh, Emmanuelle rather fast in the harbor by accident. And 
she was my first French friend, basically. And I was always like, "Oh, I miss New York. I 
miss New York." And she's the one who kind of made me like Maine. She bought us a 
loon. Remember that loon?  

Oh, yeah.  
That bird. We normally still have it, but that was sort of a symbolic welcome to Maine. 
The loon.  

 

Photography 

 
I remember one of the parents at my school commenting on my dads camo 
pants some day after school. 
I think his name was Stephan, or Steven.. I think we just called him Steve 
Christopher's dad, who we would carpool with.  
Steve said something about my dad wearing camo pants in a sort of 
provocative way and i remember my dad being annoyed  
He laughed it off and didn't confront him about it.  

My dad would almost always wear baggy camo pants, a curated selection of heavy 

cotton t-shirts, a high collared tracksuit vest, wrist sweatbands on both hands, a suit 
jacket and always a camera strapped around his neck if not two or sometimes three if 
the situation called for it. It was the sort of accessory someone wears so religiously and 
consistently that you stop seeing it as an accessory and more as a part of their body. 
The camera, the wrist bands and the camo pants were synonymous with Horst. 

There are countless photos, albums and hard drives filled with .jpg’s, .tiff’ etc. 
and in many of the family photos we have of us four, three out of four are wearing a 
camera or two around their necks, except me. My parents would often tell me that I 
was a quiet and calm baby and child. That, not much phased me. I would come to find 
out for myself that I was also quite shy and reserved. I think I preferred to observe and 
see what was happening rather than to take a picture of that moment. I say that but I 
have also taken a lot of pictures in my life, but far less than my brother and parents.  



“The problem is not that people remember through photographs, but that they 
remember only the photographs. This remembering through photographs 
eclipses other forms of understanding, and remembering.”  

Susan Sonntag - Regarding the Pain of Others 2003 

My late grandmother, Amo (her real name was Maria, but we called her Amo) had 
always loved looking at pictures and albums to remember the good times and the now 
expanding families smiling and laughing. There must have been at least a hundred 
framed and unframed pictures hanging on the walls of her small one bedroom 
apartment. 

 
I was sitting on the large dark blue, faux leathered chair in the living room of 
Amo’s apartment on the 8th floor of Feldbergstrasse 64. 
Waiting for her to come back from her bedroom looking for something. 
She limped softly back into the living room 
In her hand was an old baryta paper photograph  
with an ornamentally cut white border 
of her and her three sons. 

She would often prompt conversations and stories that she would tell by asking my 
brother and I who we thought it was on the picture. It was usually someone we had no 
way of knowing or identifying, though sometimes it would be a fun challenge to try and 
examine the micro mannerisms that you could recognise on a palm sized 30-40 year 
old print. She was a great storyteller, and used photos as a tool to tell them. She had 
been through a lot in her life, and there was alot of trauma and alot of stories and 
details that I'm sure she chose not to share, and maybe not even remember. For which 
there weren't many photos of either.  

Images from and of my immediate family are stored on my computer. Full of 
vaguely sorted and dated folders created by years of formatted sd cards. Journeying 
through the various misleading file paths and folder names that were not accurate to 
their origin, I found one folder that looks like what I need. A list of 11 folders named for 
each year between 2001 to 2011. Ten years in pictures. Nine Years in America, two 
years in Germany. I start selecting photographs, like Amo used to in her bedroom. 
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Maman: That's Mateo or you? Was Mateo walking up?  

Me: I think it's Mateo, yeah.  



Right? The dog, I remember the dog. It's the dog from Dennis. Dennis was the 
carpenter. Okay. He was always around that dog. And all I can say is that Mateo was very 
excited about the building. You know, he was checking all the rooms and you may have 
been walking around with me or Papa because you were too little to go by yourself. But you 
must have been a good observer. But I think it, for you, it was kind of overwhelming. It's a 
big surface, lots of rooms, and... You know what I mean? Mm-hmm. But yeah, I'm speaking 
for myself, I feel, of course, s-, I was very excited to, to start a new family life- ... in 
such an amazing, beautiful, uh, design. Like, custom-designed for us. You know? On, on 
top of those stairs. Mateo’s room on the left, yours on the right. Very nestled, 
protected. Yeah. And then that big area of, you know, uh, the, the mo-, how do you call it? 
The, the study. With the view. And then, across, your bathroom. Yeah. And our bedroom 
separated. But I see in that picture that Mateo had lots of, uh, energy. And the dog is sort of 
checking him out. And you are... I don't know w- where you are. 'Cause I think Mateo was 
going with Papa a lot, alone. 'Cause maybe you had to take your naps, you know?  

Because where were we living at the time?  
Yeah, we were living in Baxter Place. But we would go a lot, you know-. ... I'm sure, every 
day or something. Wow. And, uh, Papa, I mean, Papa must obviously... Was away working 
sometimes, so... I don't think I went alone with you guys. I remember that. But I see a lots, 
lots, lots of wood. 

 
My father has a sort of romanticized view of the US which I think comes from his love 
for American music and bands from the 60s and 70s. The Doors, Jim Morisson 
specifically was his favorite artist and idol as a teenager, Listening to vinyls 
simultaneously reading the lyrics on the back of the record in his room in Mannheim. 
The music and the words from these very troubled characters, had planted this seed, 
and sparked so many images combined with the early works of Andreas Feininger, an 
early New York photographer, who showed a raw and vast City, in mere Black and 
White and all the shades between the two. The love for his formative years in the New 
York lofts, held together by weathered, and resilient brick walls, and given the freedom 
through the large and breathable open spaces. Starkly contrasted with the rural, 
abandoned, wasteland image of the wide and vast west and midwest America. All 
these visual references, which then inspired the design for the house that he built on 17 
Franklin Terrace which had a glimpse of the ocean and was just about still in proximity 
of the lighthouse. From the outside, a farm/barn house sided with rough cut timber, 
which would over the years go from freshly cut beige brown wood tint to a dark grey 
and in some spots, black color, tinted by the saltiness in the air from its proximity to the 
ocean and humid climate. An inconspicuous, and camouflaged facade for its modern 
and minimal interior, with flashes and glimpses of inspiration and references spread out 
throughout the house.  
 



It was a misty day 
The mist masked any sort of sense of time 
It could have been any time of the day, and I would've believed it  
You could barely see past the trees in the backyard 
I was on the balcony where you could usually see the water from 
It felt like i was in a cloud 
Laying in the hammock that my dad bought somewhere in south america 
The feeling of the soft and delicate mist landing on my skin  
The foghorn sounded like whale vocalizations with my eyes closed 
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Me: The furniture in the office and, and the house, did you bring it from New 
York or did you find it in Maine or?  

Papa: Yeah, some of them were... Oh, yeah, I have a couple pieces, you know. My flat filer is 
now in Turley which I bought in Canal Street. It weighs a ton. But It's one of my, my favorite 
pieces in the world. But it was super heavy. (laughs) I had to bring it up six flights of stairs in 
New York. We had to drive it to Baxter Place in Maine, then it went to the house, then it 
went to the studio. So it went everywhere. Now it's in Turley. It crossed the Atlantic. It was 
super expensive for shipping, but this was always with me. And then I had a couple of 
pieces built. Actually, just yesterday, Mateo brought me that little thing from Michael, uh, 
from the other Michael, not Michael Bonzer, but the guy who's a welder. Remember? That 
little rolling- ... square-wagon. Yeah. This is one piece I would always keep. And that was 
also in the office, I think. And the rest, we built in. And, and the butcher board that you have 
in E7 which came from New York. That was basically JJ's kitchen, our kitchen in New York. 
They're super heavy, but they have patina, they have life, they have scars, they have, they 
have our life in it basically. It's our DNA or my DNA. I don't know what. Mama too also 
relates to that, so-... well, because we met in New York, we got married, we moved in our 
first place together. And then when I found that filer, she was also in love with it. But some 
of it was built in. For example, that table there in the window. Actually, the guy in Maine built 
that for me. Yeah.  

Who? Which guy?  
Uh, Michael Bonza. Michael, yeah. And there's a drawer. But all in all, it was too flimsy. It 
was not solid enough. So I let that go, for example. So, I didn't bring that one because there 
was some element missing, some solidness or whatever you call it. 
 
The kitchen floor was this sort of pale green colored concrete 
The pouring of the concrete did not go as planned and there was a larger 
crack in the middle of the room that travelled to three different directions 
through the kitchen. 
I layed down on the smooth, soft but hard surface.  



It was warm and cold at the same time 
I was laying with my face on the floor with my cheeks parallel to the floor, 
caressing the crack in the floor like a fortune teller reading someone's palm 
wrinkles. 
 

Frankfurt 

In 2009, Marie and Horst are faced with a big decision. Move back to Germany, 

where work would be easier to maintain and find for Horst, and where Mateo could 
maybe have a fresh start to a new school system and life, or, stay in Maine, during the 
aftermath of the 2008 financial crisis and stick it out…They decide to try it out in 
Germany for a year or two, to see how it goes, keeping the house and renting it out to a 
family for a year.  
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Mateo: That's me. I'm building probably my first, like, legitimate and like super German, 
stable, uh- desk. It was not like Ikea. It was a real, heavy construction I can see. But that 
was like, um... Remember that was a, a quite an expensive desk to study on. It was 
heavy-duty and I remember it could... I could tilt. It had, like, a tilt function. I think it was 
probably an architecture table. I was building it in our brand new living room. It was empty. I 
remember at one point we had a TV on the wall, on that wall. And I was, I was starting to do 
some handy work myself. I must have been 13. I always loved, I think, working with my 
hands. We were working with so much Legos Maine. We loved building stuff. That, that fire 
never burnt out. I think at that time, I was feeling very, very unsure of the future 'cause I had 
no idea where things were heading. 'Cause I think it was just about starting a new school 
semester. I remember actually even sleeping on the floor, on a mattress, the night 
before the first day of school. I was sleeping in my room with, like, nothing in it, 
just a mattress, a blanket and a pillow. That was probably like one of the scariest 
moments ever. Because we had no feeling of home yet 'cause we... Of course, we had a 
home, but It didn't feel like a home yet. There was no furniture and we didn't really spend 
that much time there yet ... before starting school. I remember the feelings before. It was 
pretty nerve-wracking 'cause I had no idea what to expect. And, like, also no idea who was 
gonna be there and ...who I'm gonna make friends with.  
 

The sun was setting and i was in my room in frankfurt 
It was fall, in the afternoon  
The sky was golden and reflecting against every flat surface in my room 



I started crying looking out my window 
I didn’t know why at the time 
I was just really really sad 

Our school in Frankfurt, a french school in the suburban area of frankfurt called 
the Lycee Francais Victor Hugo. It was a strange time for my brother and I. We were 
thrown into a new system, with new kids, new teachers, new classes, new everything it 
felt like for a 9 and 13 year old respectively. The classmates all had their lingo, and their 
interests that they shared, and were connected by some sense of being that we did not 
relate to. I remember feeling different and feeling a way I had not felt before: American. 
Whereas in Maine, I had never felt like that. But I guess it's not a feeling you put unto 
yourself, but rather a label or an adjective that others associate with you. I was trying 
really hard to fit in with the other kids and trying to adopt their thinking, and their 
interests. It made me hyperfixated on my actions and appearance.  

That's around the time I began my first therapy. Therapy seemed very neutral to 
me at the time, I was not scared or opposed to it but I also didn't know anything about 
therapy.  I didn't know what was happening to me. I would go to therapy because my 
doctor and parents were telling me I had to go there. So I went. Frau Buchcik would 
ask me all sorts of questions about my behaviour and I didn't understand what she 
was getting at. Over the course of a few months, I think I must have realised that I 
didn't hate being there, and that contrary to other obligations and responsibilities I had, 
I didn't try to find a reason or a way to not go there. That was the first time I had 
consciously understood or realised the power of trusting in the small things. It was the 
act of walking over from our apartment at the time to the therapy building and looking 
at all the other kids in the waiting room, and spending roughly an hour talking with 
someone about “the small things”, the mundane, the things you don't think affect you, 
the things you think aren't making you sad. Our first exercise outside of the building 
was to go to a convenience store, buy a toothbrush, walk out the door, go back in and 
return it. Therapy was such a valuable lesson for me, however the lesson would come 
later, it was not meant to be understood yet, but either way, it helped.  

 

I think I could stand anything, any suffering, only to be able to say and to repeat to 
myself every moment, 'I exist.' In thousands of agonies -- I exist. I'm tormented on 
the rack -- but I exist! Though I sit alone in a pillar -- I exist! I see the sun, and if I 
don't see the sun, I know it's there. And there's a whole life in that, in knowing that 
the sun is there. 
Fyodor Dostoyevsky, The Brothers Karamazov  
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Maman: Oh. Yeah. Wow. That's the first apartment. Oh my god, in Frankfurt. So, that 
apartment, I have no memory of, Paolo. It's weird. I have very little memory. But, I didn't 
like ... to be there. That first year in Frankfurt for me was not so good. I didn't want to be 
there. Remember, I was ... I was crying a lot. 

Me: When we moved, did you know that we were moving for good?  
No. Papa, Papa said, "We're gonna come back.". But it was not possible anymore. When 
you're a freelancer, there's no way to just take off and think people are waiting for you, 
yeah? But it was a big deal because we had a house to maintain.  

Do you remember the day that we moved?  
Yeah, of course, because after you finished the school, at the French school at the end of 
June. Mateo and I, in April, when my father died, we went to France and Germany to look 
for places. After my father died in April, that was already the search. For me, it's difficult 
because I lost my father. I have to change my life. It's a bit… was a bit much actually, but, 
you know, at the time, when you're in it, you don't really realize it. And in retrospect, I'm 
thinking, that was way too soon for me to move. But Mateo wanted to move so bad, Paolo. 
Because he was so unhappy in the French school. So, because Papa had that job, it was 
obvious we had to move.  

Do you remember something memorable from this time when it was sad?  
I thought "Oh, my god, what, what are we doing?" We have the best house in Maine, and 
we're here in this heat. But then we went to France. We went, with Stephanie (My mom’s 
sister) and the kids to Ardèche. Do you remember that, with my mom? There was a little 
house with that river there. So, that's where we went and then we were in Lelex, and we did 
some fun stuff. And then when you were going to start school at the Lycee in Frankfurt. So, 
we had to find an apartment. So, we were very busy. It was exciting in a way, but after, 
when you realize, "Oh, my god, why did I leave?" You know?  

Was there like a moment that you remember when you realized? Or was it just a general 
feeling?  

Every day, I realized, "Oh, shit.", "What are we doing here?" I was like, "Oh, no."... 
 
…"It's very important that we go back to the house." We made sure that we did it every 
summer almost, which was amazing. Right?  

Yeah, it was.  
And you know what, Paolo ? This was like a transition, and we had to trust Papa because 
he was the main character. We were just following along. And it feels almost the same, still 
now. You know what I mean? He's like s- steering that boat again. So much weight you 
know? He's so strong. He's so strong. I would say, "Oh, I would rather move to France," but 
it was not possible.... Because papa could not work in France, and I was not set up there 
either. So, we basically shifted from the American way of living- ... back, to papa's roots, 
basically. 
 

I remember walking with my mother in Frankfurt, a few months into this 
change, and she would be wearing her sunglasses to hide the fact that 



she was crying. 
We walked along the street where I used to get out of the metro station 
too.  
We walked along the street where the orthodox church was.  
It was some of the first tastes of the insultingly grey and cloudy German 
weather that seemed to last the whole year with the exception of a few 
months in the summer. 
She was wearing these bug eye looking glasses which covered the eyes 
completely. 

 

Dissociative Amnesia 

A little over a year ago I had my first ever panic attack. I was on an internship in 

Madrid, working for a Designer and artist, whom I really looked up to. I was very 
excited to be there and felt very grateful for the opportunity I had been given. It was a 
lot of work, and a lot of responsibility, which was more self assumed. I would work 
nearly from morning till evening, drinking espresso after espresso between the various 
tasks that were to be completed. I would get home, physically and mentally exhausted, 
make a quick dinner and fall asleep like a brick. One night however, I find myself 
waking up at 3am with some discomfort in my chest, it persists and gets slowly worse. 
I think to myself “What could be happening, is this what it feels like having a heart 
attack?”panic sets in, and I feel my lungs shrinking gradually, every breath I take. I feel 
paralyzed despite moving around hastily, holding my hand to my heart. There is no one 
else in the hostel-apartment i had been staying at and i dont speak spanish. In the 
panic state I was in, I called the emergency number, thinking I might be breathing my 
last breaths in a lonely room filled with IKEA furniture which presumably had been used 
by student after student, conducting their exchanges from various places around the 
world. The lady on the emergency line proceeds to ask me questions about my medical 
history and knows immediately that I am probably experiencing my first panic attack.  

This experience sparked a vicious cycle of anxiety and I decided to go to a 
psychosomatic clinic back in Germany for 3 weeks. My whole time there I kept thinking 
to myself why this happened and I tried to remember my time in Madrid, and I found 
myself having these blanks of memory. Forgetting things that had happened only 
weeks prior. I could barely picture the layout of my room, or the studio in which I had 
spent so many hours working on projects I truly enjoyed working on.  

My therapist in the clinic had introduced me to many of the ways our brain, and 
mind are sub consciously pre-trained to protect us. The reason I got Depersonalization 
from the panic attacks was a defense mechanism preparing me to “fight or fly”. Tunnel 



vision, stiff neck, increase in heartrate, shortness of breath, tingly sensation in the tips 
of my fingers and perched ears were all signs of my body being ready to “Fight the 
lion” as my therapist would say, to explain why this bodily reaction is something 
engrained in our human dna. Another sensation she mentioned to me, was something I 
later found out was called "Dissociative Amnesia” or “Motivated Forgetting” and it's 
basically our minds, sub consciously choosing to forget or not to remember a traumatic 
moment or traumatic period in our lives. It is mainly found in PTSD patients, but also in 
cases of extreme stress and or trauma. It not only affects previous memories and 
experiences, but it can also make making memories and recording experiences 
difficult. It makes it overwhelming to organize the emotions and sensations in the 
moment. In a way, knowing that it isn't something you can control, makes it all the 
more frightening, which in turn makes the anxiety worse and therefore more likely to 
have another panic attack. A cycle that is very hard to get out of. Many of the people I 
was in the clinic with were dealing with these exact issues.  

It took me a few months to start to feel less anxious, but, with time, I started 
feeling the shift, the worries would start to fade away into everyday life and memories, I 
thought had been gone, would take shape again. I had to trust that I could not control 
what I was feeling or not feeling and truly let go of the essence of the word control. I 
realise now, how much I feel the need or the desire to be in control of my life. I realise 
that I yearn to control all the small things, in hopes for it to influence the bigger things 
maybe. I sometimes think that because I had little to no control over the fact that we 
were moving to another country, that I try to compensate and try to control as much of 
the little things I can. But the beauty in life usually lies in the things we cannot control. 
 

Grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change 
The courage to change the things I can 
And the wisdom to know the difference. 
Reinhold Niebuhr 

Control is a subject I deal with in my work a lot. Both as subject matter and as a 
constant challenge and balancing act in the little decisions or lack there of. In the 
things I make, and construct, I feel the recurring need to make the construction very 
robust and solid, almost as if it would have to endure something. As if it had to be 
used, and abused but still show no sign of failure. In that sense, I put a lot of pressure 
onto the things that I make. Maybe they are also anxious and having panic attacks and 
I just can't see it.  

 
Papa: You know what? At one point, you come to an intersection, Paolo. We all have that, 
okay? And then at one point you have to go left or right. There's no other way. And 
sometimes it doesn't go straight. You have to make a decision. And you cannot blame 
yourself. You make this decision, this is the way you feel at that moment in life. And 



then you have to proceed. You cannot regret it. If you regret it, you will never make a 
turn. You know, life will always be boring or you sit in the same prison cell. You will get 
something in that way. On the other side, you get something else, but it's not better or 
worse, I think. You know what I mean? And this is very philosophical, but it's, in our life ... I 
never did it alone. I never gave Mama orders. I said, "Let's decide. Are we gonna stay?" It 
was a super tough process, but we talked about it like 100 times or 200 times. And then we 
said, "Okay, let's do it now. We stay here, okay?" And she always backed me up. And she 
never gave me the guilt trip, never, or said, "You, you did something wrong," or, "You were 
selfish," anything. Yeah. And it was never selfish. It was always for the good of all of us-... I 
thought. After a few years or at the end of a life, you can say, "Yeah, maybe, maybe." You 
can always say that. Anybody can say that at all times. "What would have happened if I 
would have not met this person, would have not met that person, would have not made that 
trip?" That's just all crap in the end, you know. We choose that way. And of course, as 
children, you have to follow. You don't have a say yet. You're basically depending on your 
parents and on the good heart or the good intention of your parents… 
 
…And... We decided to stay here. It took us six years to decide if we should sell the house. 
And we finally let go, which was also beautiful by the way. Once we decided that, it was 
a relief. We said, "Okay, now we can continue the energy" because we were always back 
and forth, back and forth. 
 
 

I think the nature of reflection can be scary, and confronting. We are presented with a 
previous version of ourselves or people we know or love. And we categorize moments 
as good or bad so there are emotions and feelings attached to each memory. I find 
myself crying intensely during the writing and the “research” which for this text is highly 
personal and, you guessed it… reflective. Everyone has a unique way to remember 
things better, or things that spark them more easily. But almost every time I look into 
the past, there is another detail, another picture, another person, another friend, 
another enemy, another smell, another sound, another emotion hidden in the memory, 
and it feels like a gift from your subconscious. A gift I would like to embrace and 
cherish while I can.  
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