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Days of thirst

She enters. Moving sideways, backwards, and forwards on her 
pathway, already after a few steps she doubts the meaning of this 
journey. Offering neither clarity nor rest, the maze insists on 
movement. She walks, not in the sense of discovering, but receiving 
the ground; the dark, sweet, soft humus in the earth below. Sometimes 
she is up all night. The only thing that still keeps her going is the 
thought of an impending dusk. —How can she escape her skin? She 
hates herself for having to wash off her dirt and herself. Her 
aggressions are of animal origin, an animal who cannot wait to cast off 
its skin. 

The high stonewalls are cold but dry, they are so high that it seems 
impossible to locate her position. From the legend she learned what 
Ariadne didn’t know when she asked Daedalus to rescue her lover 
who entered the labyrinth. As the creator of the labyrinth Daedalus 
was aware of the entrance also being the exit. So why did he give 
Ariadne a thread? Virtually the thread isn’t much help since the path 
doesn’t offer any choice, it was rather something to hold on to—to 
avoid panicking—to help keep track of the time left behind. 

She knows there is only one pathway, but she can’t know the maze 
and experience it at once. It is silent. She gathers small sticks that 
have been swept up against the walls and as the sun sets she makes a 
fire of them and lies down. Like a shepherd she scans the stars before 
falling into a nightlong rest under the bare sky. In places where she 
sleeps only once her sleep is safe and full of dreams. She dreams of 
how she left the countryside and her friends and never returned. 
Everyone including her friends were asking her why she was leaving 
and she said she just needed some time for herself. She knew what she 
wanted to do, but she didn’t want to tell anyone. 

Beams of dawn reach all the way down to the foot of the wall. Her 
skull creaks as the light hits her, dazzling her eyelids before they open. 
She wishes she would wake up like this every morning. It’s early, and 
it’s time to start moving again. She gets up. Suddenly a picture of her 
mother taking her to town one hot summer, to let her pick out colorful, 
slinky tops. —Aren’t things better now?

Occupied with memories she trips and falls to the ground. She lies 
there, she cringes, it hurts, she can’t move. She is surrounded by the 
fragments of what had seemed solid as stone and she knows there is 
no other way than reconciling with the ingrained relationships she 
tries to ignore.
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—Is this hell or paradise? she asks herself, still dizzy. Perhaps 
neither. She doesn't really believe in dichotomies any longer, it’s a 
habitual residue from her adolescence to ask such questions. 
Nevertheless she still finds the act of cleaving tempting every now and 
then. Satisfying, but short-lived arrangements. To protect her ideal she 
cuts off the good from the bad. Her ideal object used to be the result of 
a successfully executed operation and she shut her eyes to the 
obvious: her amputated creation having been nurtured and now 
excised from the same source that she refused to acknowledge. For 
her, they could impossibly remain connected. She believed with her 
heart that the object separated from its origin could provide her with 
absolute satisfaction and pleasure.

She still can’t move so she entertains herself by oscillating between 
two imaginary minds, both possibly belonging to her and she detects a 
curiosity in herself: a desire to remain in between the two forces and 
letting them pull her flesh back and forth until she gets goose bumps 
and roses appear on her cheeks. In this mind game of hers some of the 
most desirable instruments end up in the hands of a menacing rival 
who could tear down any construction with her sharp tongue. There is 
something about the almost immoral refusal of taking responsibility 
that seems intelligent and brave. Maybe not the immoral per se but the 
courage in taking it into consideration, to acknowledge its existence 
and its immanent sensation—questioning and thinking simultaneously. 
She recognizes a promise in volatility and procrastination.

the thieves of time

To put it simply her life and art are structured through pleasure 
gain. Constructive matters such as preventing conflicts also have their 
place, as well as the compulsion to make decisions; to be able to live 
with others, and wanting others to regard her work. 

—Is it up to her to talk about children? Everyone seems to ask. 
Meditating on body related behavior and floating identities might 
show that she can embody all the roles imposed on her—as well as the 
ones she detected inside of herself. 

Leben = Anpassung so wenig wie möglich 

Kunst = Anpassung so viel wie nötig.

That’s the reason why there is no angle from where the whole could 
be surveyed. 
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But let’s go back to where she started, or to what started to happen, 
a formation. It started in the middle of the 60’s, with the observation 
of a plant, elevated in a mirror or by the fact that she was drawing it—
it’s hard to say which, but it became something wonderful. It offered 
her resistance and her questions had to be reshaped. She wanted to 
cling this ecstatic fusion of her and the object to memory, and she 
wanted to make it comprehensible to others, so they could vicariously 
enjoy her experience. It is not about making beautiful objects, it is a 
gesture. She lets them shine, and they let her shine. She goes through 
what she must go through. She imprints her experience upon an object 
in order to realize herself in it, to immortalize herself in it.

Her head buzzes all day long: one must be an object among 
objects! She looks up. The sun is still too high in the sky. She knows 
what it means to look at something so closely that it seems to look 
back at you, it almost makes her dizzy. She can’t keep track, she loses 
things. She has to go back and look at the shape of that distance, that 
remembrance, that association. To reflect upon her states of 
consciousness. To summarize, to reduce, to repeat, to simplify, to 
enlarge, to diminish, to convey, to enable a judgement with respect to 
an overall context. Is this a certain femininity in her attitude? So many 
questions. It’s exhausting. 

She got herself a beret. To portray herself and show herself to the 
world, this is what her soul was drawn to; to release the object from its 
reproduction and then fill its surface with timelessness, molding the 
time passing outside and inside of her, and repeat that procedure until 
they have the same concept of repetition. Not like her, but in 
collaboration with her. Without never having to repeat the same 
gesture. It is not about drawing in the sense of uncovering skills of 
depiction but to stimulate or enhance certain states of consciousness. 
She needs to be capable of displacing her self-centeredness more than 
most objects because she tends to think that she is special. It’s all 
mental. She is venting, deflating, broadcasting emotions world-wide. 
Flowing with femininity. She is a wild woman.

She draws because she is not counting on memory but she lets it 
lead her in bold, serpentine circuits. In here, time is present in its 
absence and it engenders a precision she only locates here, within, 
beyond the tension of time. She wants to observe that moment. The 
serenity of a long untangled thread. A relaxing peace that occurs 
Friday afternoons, a moment that separates two concepts of time: the 
working week and the weekend. She is trying to articulate who she is. 
—But isn’t the whole point of being creative not having to 
intellectualize it? Everyone likes a girl in a beret—Paris nostalgia, 
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intellectual challenge—you use what you got to get what you want. 
One hour later she lost it. Like a spider she had been spinning and 
weaving in the same action, from her own body. Wired in memory and 
out of pure exhaustion she might not even recognize that she is 
already there, but she begins to realize that she is trapped in a form 
that lacks room for freedom.  

A first symptom of the overarching repetitive pattern of time. She 
can’t snap out of it, she can't deny it, it is as if she was drugged. She 
turns around and it is difficult to judge distances. Her muscles cramp 
involuntary. It is a mistake to force oneself in any direction. This is the 
same way that lead her astray, it takes her back to her initial position. 
Those immaculate walls don’t promise anything. Piles of notes, 
drawings, texts; she is the one arranging them. As long as she fears 
their gazes she will never progress. She is jealous. Time is just one of 
countless possibilities, she needs space to dwell, to argue, to rest. As 
long as she fears she will not progress. If they don’t kill her first she 
will die doing what she wanted. Just look at it. Hands reach out in 
front of the body to measure the space more precisely. It’s all physical. 
It’s a voice, it’s a girl, and she can be used to spread a message.

Every home is located on a path but the maze is a path surrounded 
by itself. What is important is not to discover that path but to let the 
path walk her as much as she walks the path. She listens to her 
feeling: things have to change from scratch. It is about walking a path 
which doesn’t dominate but makes connections, to be counting on that 
things communicate. 

tastes—morals—goals

in constant change 

She is so thin-skinned—crimson complexion. Some raisins are 
lying before her. Is she giving up? The spatiality of the maze fixes her 
in what appears to be a hopeless dead-end—her own time. It is a 
figure of time and space that calls for body and mind to act 
independently. Thus, she certainly has to be driven by something to 
possess both the courage and patience to voluntarily enter such a 
construction. She does the best she can.

She asks: —What is making art but the creation of artificial 
memories? She doesn’t want to talk about her memories, she wants to 
find some kind of truth, so she uses her eyes and goes very, very close, 
almost touching the things landing on her retina. If they were things or 
mental things; it didn’t make a difference, it could be words, sentences 
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for that matter. She studied her objects in detail, and recorded their 
color and shape through almost naturalistic drawings. That is what she 
called the meditation phase. 

She had desires. Others wanted to unravel her, but she couldn’t 
even unravel herself. She set out to never be defined as it only shores 
up the brutal illusion constructed by man: one angle from where the 
whole could be surveyed. She brought the figure of the maze into play 
as she repeated, zoomed in and back out again to process her 
questions to the world. She contrived and she dreamed. She created 
space. She spread out to make others surrender their safe distance, and 
see what she wanted them to see. So they could get involved! If the 
women of the world would hear of how she refused to obey, to follow, 
and to adjust they would start refusing as well, which would cause a 
lot of trouble. 

If you had known her once, you would still know her now though 
in a different light and life.

This is no place you ever knew her. 
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This text is inspired by an imaginary dialog with Anna Oppermann’s 
art works regarding their aesthetic and characteristics, and especially 
her method of creating ensembles around plants and objects, as well as 
by tuning into the following:

Karin Boye, ’I rörelse’, in Härdarna, Stockholm 1927.


Jacques Derrida and Eva Meyer, ‘Architecture Where the Desire May 
Live’ in Neil Leach (ed.), Rethinking Architecture, London, 1997, pp. 
317-323.


Vilém Flusser, Vilém Flusser’s Brazilian Vampyroteuthis Infernalis, 
trans. Rodrigo Maltex Novaes, Dresden, 2011


Katherine Hayles, ‘Speculative Aesthetics and Object-Oriented 
Inquiry (OOI)’ in Speculations: A Journal of Speculative Realism V 
(2014), 4: pp. 158-179.


Lauryn Hill, The Miseducation of Lauryn Hill, Ruffhouse Records & 
Columbia Records, 1998. 


Julia Kristeva, ’Adolescence, a Syndrome of Ideality’ in The 
Psychoanalytic Review, 2007, 94, pp. 715-725.


Eva Meyer in Roland Dahinden and Sol LeWitt. Collaboration: Sound 
Sculpture Wall Drawing, steirischer herbst, Graz, 1997.


Kelela Mizanekristos, Take Me Apart, Warp Records, 2017.


Anna Oppermann, Anna Oppermanns unendliches Bildwerkarchiv.  
Zum Umgang mit dem Nachlaß, Edition Lebeer Hossmann (ed.), 
Brüssel, Hamburg, 1994.


Adrienne Rich, An Atlas of the Difficult World. Poems 1988-1991, 
London, New York, 1991.


Alain Robbe-Grillet, Jealousy, New York. 1965.


Trinh T. Minh-ha, Lovecidal: Walking with the Disappeared, Fordham 
University Press, 2016.


Thank you: Tanja Nis-Hansen, Alison Yip, Nicole Ondre, Emelie 
Carlén, Channa Hjälmrud Hansén, Roman Gysin, Ola Nylander, Sara 
Lindeborg, and Hanne Loreck. 
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