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Sut ur es

The art of Haris Epanminonda is a matter of incisions, splices, folds and pleats
it ceaselessly rends itself along unsuspected lines, then stitches the remants
together in enigmatic and startling ways. It is an art exercised not so nuch by
the venerable thene of the fragnent, as by the interstices between fragnments: the
infinitely svelte horizons, seans or fissures that separate one inage from anot-
her. (She remnds us, in fact, that fragnentary art has always been about the in-
between, that its substance is an excuse for slipping enpty spaces into the
work.) |n Epanminonda’ s photographic collages and videos, inages abut each other
not with the stark insistence of classic nontage, but with a sort of sly insinua-
tion: they slowy enfold thenselves in one another’s enbrace. Collage here is

al ways in novenent, suggesting new symretries, new differences, new gestures and

rituals that remain subtly indistinct.
*

Collage is traditionally an art of absolute clarity: even the nost apparently
confusing arrangenent of fragnents renmmins readable at the level of the indivi-
dual inmage -- the photographic elenent, for exanple, is alnobst never out of focus
-- or in terns of the inmginary space that the juxtaposed images propose: a flat
pl ane or a notional hierarchy of figure and ground. The borders between inages
tend also to be well defined: nontage depends precisely on this imediate
distinction between fragments. One might advert here, for exanple, to the photo-
nont ages of John Heartfield and Hannah Hoch, or the amazing conjunctions of human
and animal in the collages of Max Ernst. Even the nysterious and absurd scenarios
of the latter are at once |legible as, exactly, nysterious and absurd; surrealist
collage remains, at the level of its visual texture, resolutely rational

Hari s Epam nonda unpicks precisely this clean suturing of unmatched inages. Her
collages are rather scarred by countless tiny incisions, so that each of the dis-
parate parts of the picture appears scattered across the surface, |like the shards
of a broken mirror. The spaces depicted are conposed of so nmany conjectural hori-
zons between one elenent and another that perspective quite disappears. The Arch-
Duke Franz Ferdinand and his w fe are overwhel med by sinuous glinpses of sone
other space; a long roomin which wonen are sitting against the walls seens to
have expl oded wi th kal ei doscopic splinters of another time or place; faceless
children are threatened by vast, loomng adult |inbs and faces. In such images

it becones inpossible to tell foreground from background, principals frominci-
dental objects or figures. Collage beconmes less a matter of juxtaposition or tes-
sellation of discrete segnments than the weaving of a kind of web or textile. As
G lles Deleuze wote of the aesthetics of the Baroque, ‘natter thus offers an
infinitely porous, spongy, or cavernous texture without enptiness, caverns end-

| essly contained in other caverns: no natter how snall, each body contains a
world pierced with irregul ar passages, surrounded and penetrated by an increa-
singly vaporous fluid.’

*

Here is Del euze again, this time on the Baroque taste for drapery: ‘the Baroque
refers not to an essence but rather to an operative function, to a trait. It end-
| essly produces folds. It does not invent things: there are all kinds of folds

conming fromthe east, Geek, Roman, Romanesque, CGothic, Classical folds. ...Yet
the Baroque trait twists and turns its folds, pushing themto infinity, fold over
fold, one upon the other. The Baroque fold unfurls all the way to infinity.” The

cuts in Haris Epam nonda’s coll ages seem sonehow cl oser to folds, to involutions
of space and time. Nemesis 52 (2003), a video conposed of seven segnents, shows
strangely symetrical folds of fabric that fully reveal what we mght call, fol-
| owi ng Del euze, her baroque tendencies

There is first of all the vertical symetry of the inmage itself: achieved in
canera, not in post-production, so that the artist may direct her invisible, dra-

DOMOBAAL 3 JOHN STREET LONDON WCIN 2ES T +44 20 7242 9604 F +44 20 7831 0122 M +44 7801703871 INFO@DOMOBAAL.COM WWW.DOMOBAAL.COM



DOMOBAAL

ped sitter in real tine, instructing himor her in the art of the fold. On both
sides of this central horizon, various veilings, revelations and conceal nents are
enacted: fabric is folded and refolded till it resenbles an organic, at tines
obscurely or conically sexualized, substance. Disenbodied hands nove with insec-
tal grace. Coth becones at once a kind of flesh, withing and pulsing with a
warm pink life, and a purely spiritual, etheric substance: sonething like the

ect opl asm produced by nineteenth-century nediuns (which turned out, of course, to
be in nost cases a thin fabric hidden somewhere about the body and unrolled in
sem -darkness). One is reninded too of the curtain behind which the nedi um m ght
commune with the dead, its pleats denoting what Del euze calls ‘the folds in the
soul’: a spirited realmthat the Baroque denotes by freezing the fall of drapery
in stone.

In short, these brief flourishes of fabric conjure an inhumanity out of draped
human novenent: they remind us that beneath the fabric is the skin, which itself,
in turn, is no nore than another costune, a fragile tegunent that conceals yet
nmore folds, menbranes, tissues and strange symetries. According to Haris

Epani nonda the human body, allegorized in silk and latex, is nothing |ess than an
el aborately dressed stage set.

*

The art of the fragment is an art of absence: what matters is the gap, the stit-
ching, the fold between fragnments. It is both a border, a limt to the individual
i mage or thought, and an invitation to connect the discrete portion with its

nei ghbour: to make the fragnents into a finished narrative or a coherent conposi-
tion. Haris Epam nonda insists that the fragments she appropriates for her videos
are not to be read for their cultural or political significance: it is first and
forenpst a question, she says, of the inmge itself ‘doing sonething’ . And yet:
the fragments thensel ves constantly snag our attention; they seemto refer to

hi stories and contexts that will make sense of their very fragnentary nature.
Thus the suspicion, |ooking at Postcard (2005) — a video in which a shot of a car
nmovi ng through a tunnel is overlaid on postcards and photographs from what may
wel | be the 1970s — that the history in question is that artist’s own, or a fam -
lial and national one. This is the paradox of a fragnmentary art: we persistently
want to give the individual element a significance that the form disall ows.

*

The fold and the dividing line between fragnents are the invisible lines by which
certain symetries are achieved. Doubles are everywhere in Haris Epam nonda’s

art: in the collages, in the peculiar machinery dreamed up to nanipul ate various
objects and fabrics, in the identical twins who turn to | ook at each other in the
m ddl e of one of the videos. Mrrors, doubles and excessive symetries are al so
part of the Baroque: they suggest an aesthetic that has outrun itself, becone
hypertrophi ed and unreal, and begun to reflect upon itself. This is not exactly
what one finds in Haris Epaminonda's practice: her art is too considered and
subtle to be fully Baroque. But she shares this interest in reflective surfaces
and ram fying forms.

More precisely, what she seens to be interested in is a formor surface that
appears both reflective and transparent at the sane tinme. In a series of archi-
tectural fantasies, various buildings appear to have had walls or w ndows repla-
ced by mirrors. Or are they rather portals to some other realm and the clouds
that are reflected there the clouds in another, alternate reality? The mrror, we
m ght say, is yet another fold: not after all the copy of its twin, but the one
hal f of a whole that renmins obscure.

The artist’'s appropriation of noving inages is of a piece with her interest in

the fragment, but constitutes also a reflection on the nature of gesture. A
wormen's face fades into view on screen; her hair, makeup and earrings suggest the
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1960s or 1970s, though the texture of the inmage might place her in any soap opera
of the last few decades. She speaks, silently, and |owers her eyes or |ooks away:
always a slightly different enactnent of the same gesture, here saved by the
artist from the garbage heap of dead inmages and nade |um nous, ravishing and
alien. Simlarly, in a scene filnmed by the artist herself, two dancers appear,
spinning in slow notion before the pleats of a stage curtain. The occasion is
unknown, the context unseen: all that renmains is the beauty of their blurred
gestures, edging slowy in and out of the frane.

In an essay entitled ‘Notes on Gesture’ the phil osopher G orgi o Aganben renarks
that ‘gesture rather than image is the cinematic elenent’. For Aganben, the enti-
re history of the noving image is an effort to reconstitute an aspect of human
experience — the gesture — that has been eroded by nodernity. The gestural realm
— that is to say, the conbination of bodily novenent and stasis — has been obli-
terated by the speed and chaos of the twentieth century; we no |onger recognize
ourselves in the profusion of random or nechanical novenents to which we have
been condemmed. In fact, says Aganben, the urge to capture fleeting gestures has
al ways exercised Western art: even the Mna Lisa, even Vel &zquez’s Meninas, can
be seen not as tineless static forns but as fragnents of a gesture or as franes
of alost film solely within which they regain their true neaning. For in every
image there is always a kind of ligatio at work, a power that paral yses, whose
spell needs to be broken; it is as if, fromthe whole history of art, a nute
invocation were raised towards the freeing of the inage in the gesture.’

*

Cutting, folding, doubling, dancing, stitching and conposing: all of this |ooks
as though it nust constitute some kind of ritual. A ritual is in part the enbodi-
nment of know edge: the nmeans by which that know edge is passed on. In that sense,
it is the performance of an experinment whose outcone is always assured. Tine and
again in Haris Epaninonda’s work, one has the sense of rituals being repeated

wi thout, perhaps, the assurance that they will yield the proper conclusion. In
one of the videos, a doubled, gloved hand hovers like a sluggish bird above two
comcally phallic objects; it touches them gingerly several tinmes before slowy
ascending to the top of the screen. Sonething has perhaps been acconplished: but
what ? Like a gesture, a ritual only nakes sense once conpleted, and it is not

al ways possible to say when the end has cone. WII the hands that furl and rol
the fabric obsessively ever cone to a rest? Wiat is the fate of the children who
approach a building from which huge wonen’s faces glare? O of the child who lies
in a pool of light at the centre of a famly group which is in turn surrounded by
nore eager children and their smling nother? Wiat exactly is the nature of the
enbrace being exam ned by four facel ess eighteenth-century gentlenen? Each of
these scenes hints at a collective undertaking of sonme sort of inquiry or adven-
ture whose nature remains wholly enignatic.

*

How does one know when a gesture has been conpleted? O when a ritual has ended?
At what point the last fold has been made before nmatter will not fold any |onger?
What is human and not human? Were, precisely, the edge or suture between two
imges may be traced? Wen exactly a faded photograph or few seconds of televisi-
on footage has outlasted its neaning? VWat was ‘then’ and what is ‘now ? Haris
Epam nonda, in her sedulous attention to the nature of limts and outlines, invi-
tes us to ask such questions of time, space, matter and image. Hers is an art of
di ssection and layering, an inquiry into the in-between, a careful anatony of the
life of forns.

Brian Dillon, Canterbury

witten for ‘AOd Earth, No Mre Lies, |'ve seen you ...’ exhibition catal ogue,
publ i shed by the Cyprus Mnistry of Culture for the 52nd Venice Biennale, 2007
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