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THE SECRET LIFE --=---* SWIM IN STRANGE WATER
are you connected?

* *
The ceiling is moving, and my thoughts move with it.
I think of the slow collapse of things: systems,certainties, the
idea of "us." I cannot sleep. T am imagining descent,
demolition, disappearance, passing, and ending. What is left
when everything fades? My head is ticking like a heavy wooden
clock. T do not even call this suffering... Something pulls me
and won’'t let me fall into the dark depths of my bed. It is like
being in water. No breath or movement, just this uncanny
stillness that wants me. T point at the ceiling and then cover
my face with my palms. I repeat this movement a few times and
feel relief. Now I know my life and your life are a circle,
never—ending—not in death, anyway.
I see you for who you are and cannot emerge from here for
myself.
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I see a formation, something held in the air. A floating hint.
Forever emerging and imploding. They become parachutes, spaces
within space, remnants, angel-skins, shapes that catch air as
you pass. Can I peek into your head? And into the embroidered
slit that appears like a shadow of the night? I remember how I
love to imagine an escape for myself... Then I drift to thinking
about the emptiness inside this full and blown cbject. I also
suddenly remember hearing an anecdote—how a lot of us daydream
about living inside instruments like a guitar or a violin. We
dream about a cozy escape, a warm shelter from this hell of a
place. The structure in front of me looks like a place I could
dream to escape. I feel ready for its emptiness and air; I think
to myself I'd be fulfilled and warm inside there.

I overwhelm myself with thinking; T can’t help it. T wish the
spinning would stop, but instead it accelerates. White curls
have my full attention, freshly unraveled, adorning me...
Maybe here we have a longing not for another place, but for
another way of holding this one.



I am trying to locate you—so I can gaze and marvel.
You are everywhere and nowhere, shapes and colors, textures
turned into yourself.
My eyes are shutting down, reflecting blue light—the source.
I force myself to open them again.
I do not want to fall asleep.
I want to stay connected.
I do not want to miss the input and the download.
T feel rapture pouring over me—
Eyes not fully open,
and head not aware of where it is.
But something lands:

%"\ a dream, a vision

My heart moves.
My head weighs. @

I try each day to live without it.
In the absence, there is eternal life—
progressing and growing down,
bringing me with it.
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Airbag, 2025

coton, lin, laine, métal, corail
300x300x255 cm

our bloody, still-damp hearts dribble on the
gurneys in cryogenically frozen droplets, 2024

verre, colle, métal, ruban
18x32cm
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