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La ubicacio del jo:
Permindar Kaur SaJv^ l/f^^

Jeffrey Swartz

1
No hi ha cap mirall aqui i no se quin aspecte tine.
Recordo veure’m pentinar el cahell i com els ulls em
tornaven la mirada. La noia que veia era jo mateixa, perb
no ben be del tot. Temps enrere, quan era una nena i
molt solitaria, intentava fer-li un peto, perb el mirall
s’interposava entre nosaltres, dur i fred, i s’entelava amb
el meu ale. Ara, s’ho han emportat tot. Que esticfent en
aquest lloc i qui soc?

La recerca del subjecte ha estat un tema predominant en les
arts creatives. De naturalesa elusiva, ha estat perseguit en
un constant anar i venir entre la biografia personal i
Pexercici de Fart, entre Pexpressid individual i la influencia
predominant dels generes histdrics. En Part visual
contemporani, el creador se solidaritza amb Pobjecte que fa
de suport, personatge i text en Pescenificacio del drama del
subjecte.

El mateix transit de Pautor o autora en el temps i en Pespai
els sotmet al rise de la perdua. No es tan sols que els anys i
els llocs desposseeixin i s’enduguin part de Pessencia del
subjecte, sind que Perosio s*ha acabat considerant un fet
concomitant a la mateixa identitat de Pautor. L’aportacio,
la mutilacio i la reposicio son una part essencial de la
ubiqua presencia del subjecte en el mon. D’una banda, la
insistent afirmacid del jo, en una interminable serie de 

presents, es possible nomes a carrec del passat i el futur.
D’altra banda, en una mena de compensacio, la memdria,
voltada cap al passat, i el desig, amb les seves mires
ostensiblement voltades cap al futur, anul.len el present i
deixen el cos fisic en un estat de suspensio, immaterial.

La questio de qui soc i que faig aqui no esta limitada als
bojos o als desemparats o simplement als oblidats. {Per
ventura pensaven que negant-me un mirall podrien
aniquilar Padveniment del meu propi reconeixement, la
certesa de saber que sdc qui soc i era qui era? Estic prou
desperta per comprendre que ni tan sols aquell mirall que
mirava quan era una nena podria assaciar les meves
preguntes. Davant seu intentava demostrar amor per mi
mateixa, en un acte d’autoestima. Un petit consol davant de
la freda realitat: el mirall es un objecte, que ens presenta el
nostre reflex fora de nosaltres. Si ens hi apropem
transformara la nostra respiracio en boira, la boira
enfosquira la nostra cara, Pabsencia de cara ens recorda la
distancia entre un cos calent i una freda placa de vidre
brillant.

Sense objectes, Partista te les mans buides, i es planteja
dubtes d’identitat, preguntes d’ubicacio -qui soc? on es
aqui ? I que estic fent aqui, interrogant Paire, obedient,
entonant preguntes com si formes part d’un conjurament,
apres de memdria ?
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Contrariament, vaig dir, nomes se quan de temps he estat
aqui Nits i dies, dies i nits, centenars de nits i dies escapant-
se entre els mens dits. Perd aixo no importa.
El temps no te significat. Perd les coses que es poden tocar i
agafar com el men vestit vermeil, aixo si que te significat.
On es f*

La solidaritat de l’objecte es el refugi de 1’artista davant de
la perdua i 1’oblit. Aqui 1’objecte, que no es nosaltres, ens
invita a apropar-nos a una ubicacid mes tangible del jo.
L’objecte te significat, un punt de comunio, el Hoc al
voltant del qual podria concebre’s una situacio de
solidaritat. El temps perd significat perque hi ha distancies
entre nosaltres i la idea del temps; el temps no es abordable.
Perd el vestit vermeil, el vestit que m’agradava posar-me, el
vestit que es vermeil i brilla amb una vermellor que em
desperta, la fragancia del vestit, una aroma de flors tropicals
que em recorda que realment vaig existir en un altre Hoc i
un altre temps.

La color intensifica la presencia de l’objecte davant nostre,
prolongant la durada de la seva vida, salvant la distancia
entre el seu us diari i munda i la seva contundent
autoafirmacio com a emblema d’un altre temps, una altra
cultura o fins i tot un altre jo. Un bressol vermeil, un vestit
taronja, un Hit guarnit amb flors, jaquetes grogues absortes
en una abra^ada narcisista, es recorden que eren vius. Eren
vius en un altre Hoc i un altre temps.

(Les nines blanques practicament han perdut la seva color,
abastades per la llan^a, son flaccides, son mortes.)

L’artista necessita objectes, acolorits i blancs, vius i pal-lids,
eloqiients o amb els llavis ben tancats. Necessitem objectes
per tornar-nos a inventar a nosaltres mateixos, encara que
no siguin nosaltres. Objectes que son massa grans, massa
petits, massa estranys, objectes cosits a ma, tubs de coure
soldats fent formes, tota una escala prdpia. La seva
distancia des de la quotidianitat es fa palesa en els canvis
d’escala, els colors cremant com foes en la nit. Cadascun
s’ofereix en un transit cap a un altra referenda cultural, els
anys que ens separen de les dimensions d’un nen, la
diferencia d’al^ada que ens distingeix d’un gegant, una
grandaria per a essers de fantasia, o d’un vestit fet a la mida
d’una nina. Massa lluny per ser utilitzat, perd prou a prop
per ser util.

3
Estic estirat, estic sd i estalvi. Hi ha el raco de I’habitacio i
els mobles acollidors. Hi ha Parhre al jardi i la paret amb 

molsa verda. La barrera de penya-segats i les altes
muntanyes. I la barrera del mar. Estic sd i estalvi Estic
protegit dels desconeguts.

Objectes de casa d’argila, corrents i usuals, son dins de
caixes de vidre, denominades Glasshouses (1991). Son
exposats com si fossin en un aparador d’un museu
arqueologic, el punt de sortida de la racionalitzacid d’un
altre temps o Hoc, la il.lustracio a traves de la presentacid.
Una rica argila vermella els dona una qualitat de pertinen^a
a una altra terra, enfortint la nostra confian^a en 1’existencia
de 1’altre, en la nostra memdria o en el mon, bols i pintes
per representar la funcid del despla^ament. Vitrines de
vidre amb prestatges de vidre, amb les bores tenyides de
verd, tenyides de color i sensibilitat. Tota una arqueologia
al servei de 1’alienacio.

Amuntegats els uns sobre els altres, sentim que els objectes
son utils, perd son totalment generics, inespecifics, no
pertanyen a cap persona o temps. En el gran Cot (bressol)
vermeil (1994), les robes vermelles son vaixeUs buits,
acotxats entre les capes sedimentaries de coixins. Penjant
parcialment cap en fora, s’ensenyen, perd son parcialment
amagats, una mostra del nostre maquillatge psicologic.
Suaus i buits, son languids, invertebrats, i esperen ser
desenterrats o potser enterrats per sempre mes.

Dues cadires sense nom (Sense titoi, 1995), impossiblement
altes, fora del nostre abast, posades perque una persona
petita hi segues molt lluny, tambe fora de 1’abast del mon.
Al damunt hi ha els objectes de Hana polar, com si una
essencia alliberedora fos el significat autoadquirit de cada
pilota groga embolicada. Com si els bravos estiguessin
encreuats, en un geste de proteccio, d’autoestima i
d’autocura.

A Falling (1995), aquestes figures sense cap son plenes de
fluixedat. En 1’era de les coses toves, tota la rigidesa es perd
(tambe els desitjos verticals de 1’escriptura tradicional), tots
els musculs i els tendons s’han deixat anar. Jaquetes rectes
per a les emocions. El languid moment del desinflament, el
suau desinflament de 1’escultura, quan l’objecte finalment
es rendeix.

En nom de la comoditat, en nom meu. El que cau, el que es
tou, el que es exposat en models a la paret, el que he tallat
jo mateixa i amuntegat sobre la vora del Hit. Una liar
convincent, ordenada, on tot sembla i fa olor de familiar.
He ordenat aquest indret, estic segura que hi pertanyo.

Tots el comentaris son de Jean Rhys, Wide Sargasso Sea.
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TextA per a Permindar Kaur, Falling, Museu Comarcal de Reus, juny 1996

THE SITING OF THE SELF: PERMINDAR KAUR

-1 -

"There is no looking glass here and I don't know what I am like now. I
remember watching myself brush my hair and how my eyes looked back
at me. The girl I saw was myself yet not quite myself. Long ago when I
was a child and very lonely I tried to kiss her. But the glass was
between us -hard, cold and misted over with my breath. Now they have
taken everything away. What am I doing in this place and who am I?"

The search for the subject has been a prevalent theme in the creative
arts. Elusive in character, it has been pursued in a constant give and
take between personal biography and the exercise of craft, between
individual expression, and the pervading influence of historical genres.
In contemporary visual art, the creator enters into solidarity with the
object, which serves at once as prop, character and text in the eloquent
staging of the subject's drama.

The very transit of the author in time and space submits her or him to
the risk of loss. It is not just that years and places strip and scrape
away from the subject part of its essence, but that this erosion has
come to be considered concomitant to the subject's very identity.
Placing, defacing and again replacing are part and parcel of the
subject's ubiquitous presence in the world. On one hand, the insistent
affirmation of the self, in an interminable series of presents, is only
possible at the expense of past and future. Alternatively, as if to
compensate, memory -titled towards the past- and desire -ostensibly
setting its sights on the future- annul the present, vaulting the
physical body into a state of suspension, immaterial.

The question of who I am and what am I doing here is not just reserved
for the mad or forsaken or merely forgotten. Did they think that by
denying me a mirror they would annihilate my avenue to self­
recognition, the assurance of knowing that I am who I am, and was who
I was? I am awake enough to understand that not even that mirror I
gazed into as a child could satiate my questioning. Full face before it, I
tried to show myself love, in an act of self-esteem. A small comfort
bumping up against chilly reality: the mirror is an object, setting our
reflection outside of ourselves. Up close, it will turn our breath to
mist, the mist obscuring our face, the lack of a face the reminder of the
distance between a warm body and a cold hard plate of shiny glass.



With every object taken away, the artist is left emptyhanded, voicing
doubts of identity, questioning location -who am I, where is here? And
just what is it that I am doing here, interrogating the air, obedient,
intoning questions as if part of an incantation, learnt by rote?

-2-

'"On the contrary,' I said, 'only I know how long I have been here. Nights
and days and days and nights, hundreds of them slipping through my
fingers. But that does not matter. Time has no meaning. But something
you can touch and hold like my red dress, that has a meaning. Where is
it?'"

The solidarity of the object is the artist's refuge from loss and
forgetfulness. Here the object, which is not us, invites us to approach a
more tangible siting of the self. The object has meaning, a point of
communion, the site around which a situation of solidarity might be
conceived. Time loses meaning, for there are distances set between us
and the idea of time; time is not approachable. But the red dress, the
dress I loved to wear, the dress that is red and shines with a redness
that awakens me, the scent of the dress, an aroma of tropical flowers
that reminds me that really I did exist in another place and time.

The colour intensifies the presence of the object before us, prolonging
its life-span, bridging the gap between its mundane daily use and its
overwhelming self-assertion as emblem of another time, another
culture, even another self. A red cot, an orange dress, a flowered bed,
yellow jackets wrapped in a self-loving hug, remind themselves they
were alive. They were alive in another place and time.

(The white dolls have been ritually drained of colour, reached by the
lance; they are limp, they are dead.)

The artist needs objects, coloured and white, sharp and dull, eloquent,
or with their lips tightly sealed. We need objects to make us up again,
even though they are not ourselves. Objects that are too big, too small,
too odd, hand sewn objects, copper tubes welded into shapes, a scale all
their own. Their distance from the everyday is clear in the shifts of
scale, the colours burning like fires in the night. Each offers itself up in
a transit to another cultural reference, the span of years that distances
us from a child’s size, the gap of height that sets us apart from a
giant's size, a size for fantasy beings, or from a dress made according
to a doll's way of wearing things. Too far away to be used, but close
enough to be useful.
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"I lay thinking, 'I am safe. There is the corner of the bedroom and the
friendly furniture. There is the tree of life in the garden and the wall
green with moss. The barrier of the cliffs and the high mountains. And
the barrier of the sea. I am safe. I am safe from strangers.

Clay househood objects, common and usual, are set inside glass cases,
which are called Glasshouses (1991). They are offered as if in an
archeological museum’s display case, the exit point for the
rationalization of another time or place, enlightenment through
presentation. A rich reddened clay gives them a quality of being from
another land, heightening our assurance that the other does exist, either
in our memory or in the world; bowls and combs to serve the function of
displacement. Glass cases holding glass shelves, with their edges
tinged green, tinged with colour and sense. An archeology in the service
of estrangement.

Piled on top of each other, we sense the objects are useful, but they are
entirely generic, non-specific, not belonging to any one person or time.
In the tall red Cot (1994), the red garments are empty vessels, tucked
in amongst the sedimented layers of cushions. They hang partially out,
show themelves; but are tucked partially away, a scheme of our
psychological make-up. Soft and empty, they are limp invertebrates,
waiting to be fully unearthed -or else to be buried forever.

Two nameless chairs (Untitled, 1995), impossibly high, are out of our
reach, set as if some small person might sit a long way away upon
them, beyond the reach of the world as well. Topping them off are polar
fleece objects, as if a hibernating essence was the self-absorbed
meaning of each wrapped yellow ball. As if the arms were crossed, a
protective, self-loving and self-tending gesture.

In Falling (1996) these headless figures are alive with lifelessness. In
the era of the soft, all rigidity is in decline (the vertical desires of
traditional sculpture as well) all muscles and tendons have given way.
Straight jackets for the emotions. The limp moment of deflation, the
soft deflation of sculpture, when the object finally gives in.

In the name of comfort, in the name of myself. What falls, what is soft,
what is laid out in patterns on the wall, what I have cut out of patterns
and piled upon the edge of the bed. A compelling, orderly home, where
everything looks and smells familiar; I have put this place in order, I
am sure that I belong.

All quotes from Jean Rhys, Wide Sargasso Sea


