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Sunday morning,
9.30 am. 
To run a bath and wait for the water to rise.

To think about the artist’s book with her. To try to identify 
what to her seems to be essential to consider today in 
her work. To see each other once a week. One book for 
another. To swap. To ask her what she wants to talk 
about, absolutely. To examine interests, questions and 
complexities from all sides : the multitude that consti- 
tutes the daily universe. To regroup words into a 
scheme. That was a year ago. Already ! Let’s get to the 
heart of it : to speak about esthetics, her esthetics. She 
wants the image to be sensual, attractive, different. She 
looks elsewhere, often in more generous bodies. It 
shines. One must strive to touch. Stop looking, that 
isn’t enough. To touch or to trigger the desire to touch. 
To talk about the bodies’ textures and topographies. To 
speak about contact with matter. To speak about skin 
encounters, about the bearing of skin. To follow the 
possibilities of unknown, untamed bodies’ language. 
To learn this language through fumbling. By trying. To 
find oneself within speech, before speech, to extract 
oneself from it as quickly as possible. The instinct and 
pleasure of the non-verbal. Colin just wrote a short 
story on that subject.1 On the exercise of loosing one’s 
speech. Two researchers in a cabin strive to lose their 
words. To communicate only through the body. They 
are two lovers. There is also the mystery of the 
Carthusian Order. But for them, contact is non-existent. 
Isolation. No, in this case, it’s precisely the opposite. 
The rule is to always at least be two. Otherwise three 
bodies. Touch must occur. Absolutely. She spoke of a 
muse in the beginning. Well, last year actually. Looks. 
To look. To look at her and to look at them together. 
They look too. The camera. You. And then it shifted. 
Because she has this ambiguous position. Tense. 
Double. Action and contemplation. Fiction and reality. 
Blurred. She is a filmmaker and a choreographer in her 
films. In this she is seeking something precise. An 
image ? Strength ? The capture of an encounter ? A first 
time ? Tenderness ? Attraction ? She directs. She leaves 
little space to improvisation. Except for controlled im- 
provisation, that is. Her actresses — she’s the one who 
calls them like that — have a script, rules of the game to 
follow. The text is open. It’s simple. They also have 
costumes. Outfits chosen for their effects and colours. 
All of this is arranged. But further away, there are her 
performances. Then it is her, on stage. The audience  
is often the main actor, but not always. Sometimes, she 
is alone. Often, she is with another artist. She col- 
laborates. There was Julia for Gloryland (2011). There 
was Charlotte for les Chorégraphies en forme de … 
(2013), and Onion, Shape and Choregraphy (2014). You 
noticed, this text flows. It’s liquid like monoi oil. It slips 
like the oil I put into my bath. I go through her images. 
Women. They have the first role. In Conversations entre 
masses (2012), we rediscover them through their first 
names : Laure, Isabelle, Séverine, Florence, Malaïka, 
Julia, Jessica, Aurélie et Livia. She narrates how she 
has met them. Or she imagines. We have spoken about 
protocols. About instructions. About Simone Forti and 
about Grapefruit mostly. Then, we discussed the ads 
issue. To find. The encounter. We go back in time. The 
encounter has not yet taken place. Everything is to be 
felt. The energy that a person emits. She speaks about 
flow. The energy in a relationship. Poétique de la Relation. 
She made a performance about that. Her performances, 
they all have something in common. She associates. 
Sometimes, people who do not know one another. The 
public. And outside, from far away, artists who don’t 
know one another either. In order for them to describe, 

to write the scene. She calls them artist-script and the 
play is titled The Greetings Sculptures (2014). The first 
one, that is. Because this play evolved later on, until its 
last appearance at Manifesta. Otherwise, there is also 
Temps immergé, espace flottant (2013). Just before that. 
Let’s get back to the casting. To underpin the projection 
moment. The moment of desire. Casting and almost 
already scenario. Rituals ? Probably not. These moments 
only happen once. No, what interests her is to enter  
the relationship and to find contact points. No pomp. 
Only a camera. Bodies don’t seem to need anything. 
Sometimes an accessory, a location, mostly a floor and 
good light. That’s it. In Opéra irrégulier (2016) and Les 
battements cosmiques (2016), just the body is enough. 
It is the instrument. We then necessarily think about 
breathing, about harmony, about dissonance. We return 
to energy. It’s a little bit like reading out loud. There is 
the actor’s energy, the reader’s energy. And the trans- 
mission. It’s flowing, still. We go through. It’s not that 
clear, but nonetheless it shows. Don’t you think ? We 
speak about choreography, performance, filmmakers 
and actresses. We also speak about scripts. We mostly 
talk about ways to connect. About sensuality. Sexuality. 
Postures. Listening and responding. Conversations. 
New vocabulary. Situations. The room is humid. In all of 
this, what is the role of the artist ? Where is she ? She’s 
in between. She provokes. She observes. She extracts, 
and chooses. She edits. That’s for the films. For the 
performances too, she provokes. But for the time being, 
she acts. Everything changes then. Like in life. To act 
and to observe. To observe and to act. Sometimes the 
one, sometimes the other. Sometimes both at the same 
time. Is it clear ? Not at all, I know. But it’s fluid. It still 
flows. It’s slightly too hot. And those ads then ? She 
searches for singularities. She will publish the ad and 
will then meet them, these women who will answer her. 
Who will think they correspond. It’s essential to see 
each other. And to trust what we feel at the time of the 
encounter. The meeting. The first gestures. The instant. 
Into the amazement. Into the almost unjust reaction of 
the first intuition. The attraction of the stranger, of her 
discovery and her possible deception. Beware, this is 
off-camera. And beyond the game, there is the desire to 
create a short-lived community of women. Make them 
surprise her while she tends to them, frames them.  
A paradox. An unexpected gesture. An answer. A double 
which isn’t one. A false mirror. We imagine. To trust  
one another, deep down. It is very intimate. And to let  
it overflow.

1 Colin Pahlisch, Limite de la mer in :  
Exils, (Archipel 39), 2017.




