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“There is an undeniable tension between the solidity 
of a book and the wetness of water’s memory” as found 

in writers who chose to remember their emotional states 
through metaphors of watery depth.1  When artists dive into 
the past, which is frequently figured as watery places, the 
waters in these narratives immerse us in alternative modes 
of temporal experience that offer a potentially counter-hege-
monic archive.  The experiments collected in this publication 
partake in figuring liquid memories as counter-narratives, 
whilst branching out into participatory, multi-sensorial ap-
proaches with photographic archives and real waters. Working 
with photographs of water (public and private) and water’s 
liquid physics, two main mobilities were revealed to us. One 
is the continuous flux of photographic archives, shape-shifting 
between screen and print;  the other is water’s own archival, 
editorial and reading mobilities.  
 
In 2021, London -based studio and publishing platform msdm 
– mobile strategies of display & mediation – incubated and 
hosted a two-part residency at the invitation of Francisco Va-
rela, to participate in his curatorial project, designed to explore 
the contact zone between water,  photography and publish-
ing. Conceived as process-based, this publication started 
with the “situated waters,”2 of the Douro River and Pasteleira 
reservoir park, in the city of Porto, Portugal. This ecotone, a 
location in transition at the juncture of multiple living and 
non-living systems, offered a multi-scalar entry point into the 
relations between people and river. The bookwork brings to-
gether the works assembled around the residency, planned to 
happen in Porto, and performed online as a result of Covid-19 
lockdowns.3 The first bloc of works titled ‘WATER STATIONS’ 
was developed in workshop with a group of Porto-based  
artists and photographers.4 Water samples collected from 
a local water treatment plant, were used to soak the pho-
tographic collections, and unleash water’s own archival 
materialities. Inspired by the research of water visionaries,5 
we explored the memory of water, life’s archiving medium, to 

appropriate and collage historical archives. Records held by 
two companies that capture water from the river and distribute  
it to the city, include studies of the impact of urban settlements 
on water’s sanitation.  
Images by photographer Marques de Abreu, first published in 
the 1909 study ‘Contribution to Hygiene in Porto,’ accompany 
a study of water infrastructure and its relation to public urban 
health by medical doctor Bahia Junior, a depiction of an early 
20th century Portuguese “bacteriological city.” 6 Other records 

show men at work in the riverbed in the1980s, building 
deep wells where Douro River flows. 

Water and humans interact in these photographs, exposing a logic of extraction, that came 
to eradicate a now forgotten mythology of the golden river Durius, a deity worshiped by the ancient 

Lusitanians and Celtiberians of the Iberian Peninsula.7 Its sacred shores brutally excavated with pipes and 
machinery for the provision of tap water to the city, led by Porto’s Lever Water Treatment Plant.8  

The archives of a local grass roots environmental group, offer a different snapshot of people’s interaction with 
water at the Pasteleira Park, an informal self-built settlement, situated by the Douro River shore. This DIY 
(do-it-yourself) architecture, is also visible in the Pasteleira 1950-90s Facebook group photographs, shared by 
an anonymous social worker after its demolition. Fonte das Ratas (‘Ratas Fountain’) functioned as communal 
watery source and meeting point in a neighbourhood lacking water infrastructure. A contested territory,  Paste-
leira underwent a gentrification process, its ecosystems, and histories, displaced by state, church and cultural 
agencies working together to build over a historical site. The park is now a ‘hydro-spectacle,’ a conversion of 
the disused water reservoir into the city museum, in the vicinity of Serralves contemporary art museum. 
 
The second bloc of works titled ‘WATER STORIES’ was activated through a mass zoom live editing lab and 
open call for further collaborations.9 This was an online workshop cum networked performance, staging the 
‘water stations’ (capture, organic, suspended, mud, deep mud, rough) in six breakout rooms.The addition of a 
7th station for participatory tools, offered a meta-room to map participation. The session started with the acti-
vation of visitors’ felt sense, awakening their intuition for liquid navigation of the ‘water stations’ and their own 
photographic collections. This, in turn, resulted in projects that unfolded memories in relation to emotional and 
psychological dimensions, liquid memories figured as bodies of water: an urban stream, misty waterscapes, a 

childhood pond, fishing sea vessels and sounds, the Atlantic ocean and, for those in the diaspora that lost 
their waters young, other waters collected here and there to embody those liquid emotions.

In both blocs – ‘WATER STATIONS’ and ‘WATER STORIES’ – his-
torical subjects appear as meteora, atmospheric phenomena like windy rain, clouds, misty va-

pour, and as watery places like rivers, lakes, streams, oceans, water stations, wet environments, inseparable 
from various human and non-human actors. They are chaotic, fragmented, messy, unruly, flow, fall, dissolve 
in multiple layers, with slippages, deep wells, knots, holes, underground tunnels, flooding, and contamination. 
Diffraction is the way waves of light or water overlap, producing inter-relational patterns of interference in 
flux. It is equally a tool 10  used  for a fluid form of knowledge-production, that inspired our diffraction ap-
paratuses.11  Whilst “reflective remembering” is more about an individual narrative “that savors details and 
memorial signs,”12  we relied on the material characteristics of water, their perpetual spiraling motion, to read 
liquid memories with water’s surface tension, swirling vortices, pressure, and density, as seen in the chaotic 
sensitivity of water in constant motion.13 

Moving through time like water waves, one memory reads through another, as they meet and overlap in 
their entangled entanglements.  Seen, for example, in wave patterns of light and dark lines of light waves 
moving across the flatbed scanner encountering the obstacle of historical photographs being dragged 
across the glass; or in the swirling spherical marks created by contact print on floating ink, a result of water 
waves created through surface tension. We draw insights from new materialism feminist models of wet his-
torical time, challenging the repression of wetness from western philosophy,14  In this conception, fluid liquids 
offer a model for time, space, and matter  in relational flux.  We follow this relational ontology and approach 
water as process of becoming, dissolution of human and non-human, bodies and water, 15 an ecologically 
oriented posthuman feminism for the Anthropocene.16 
 

Liquid water has also been repressed from the histories and practices of photography.17 Focusing on 
physical waters rather than metaphors of liquid photographic data flows,18   we chose to pay atten-

tion to specific ways in which waters mark their motion on paper surfaces.  
 

The movement between these two figura-
tions- analogies of water on printing process-

es and revelations of the world through printed 
pages, allows us to read, archive and publish 
photographic images through wet photoprints 

and publications. Our methodology of indaguar 
(wateryquery) emerged out of artistic research 
with water. An incremental process of formulat-
ing the implicit, and an adaptation of Thinking At 
the Edge,19  step by step guided exercise to help 
us figure our bodies of water; two words ‘indagar’ 
(enquiry) and ‘agua’ (water) joined together to form 
a new word that doesn’t feature in standard dictio-
naries and suggests a felt sense of enquiring with 
water. In the method there is a focusing moment of 
connection with our liquid bodies, the intricacy of our 
watery memories.

Unlike other approaches to ‘liquid books,’20  where 
the term is used as a metaphor for the potential of 
open access multi-authored electronic publishing, 
our interest lies at the Intersections of artists’ pub-
lishing with liquid waters –thematically and formally. 
Books that take wet nature as aesthetic reference 
and cultivate an aesthetic of variation.  

That an oceanic book,21 A Voyage on the North Sea, 
1973  – a book and film in a box, pairing images of 
amateur’s 19th century painting of fishing vessels 
with photographs of a 20th century sailboat, with 
instructions to read with a knife– is chosen to build an 
argument about the aesthetic mobility of the artist’s 
book is revelatory of the synchronicity of watery aes-
thetics and the book format.22   Likewise, Le Livre (‘The 
Book’)23 is mobilised in ‘The Open Work,’ as the ideal 
dream of a mobile work: a work in motion, a utopian 
bookwork, that can be rearranged by the reader and 
always express new perspectives by allowing the de-
construction of its unity into smaller, fluid units.   
A core feature of early 20th century art publishing  is its 
aesthetic of process over product, display of ink stains 
and variations from copy to copy to emphasise mutabil-
ity over final form, as evidenced in Mirskontsa (World-
backwards).24 And the “swamp style” book, A Ave (The 
Bird),25  the book-poem at the core of the Process/Poem 
movement, analogises the Amazon River waters, with 
punched holes to be actively read through rearrange-
ment of pages and textual fragments that reveal  
(flying) lines  of liquid poetry. 

 1 Virginia Woolf 
and Marcel Proust are two of the artists that approach 

the past as watery matter out of which they pull submerged 
memories. See Janine MacLeod, “Water and the Material Imag-

ination: Reading the Sea of Memory against the Flows of Capital.”  
in Thinking with Water, ed. Cecilia Chen, Janine MacLeod and Astri-
da Neimanis (Montreal, Quebec: McGill-Queen’s University Press, 
2013) 2  Cecilia Chen, “Toward a Hydrological Turn? Ibid. 3  liquid 
memories workshop was to have taken place at the Faculty of Fine 
Arts at the University of Porto and had to be moved online due to the 
Covid 19 pandemic 4  Liquid workshop, January and February 2020 5   
Like Masaru Emoto The Hidden Messages in Water (Beyond Words 
Pub, Emeryville, CA: 2004) 6  Term used by Matthew Gandy in his 
studies of water, sanitation, and the modern city 7  See Jo Forty, 
Mythology: A Visual Encyclopaedia (Sterling Publishing Co., 2001)  
8  Located next to the Crestuma-Lever reservoir, with its deep wells, 
pumping stations, surface water capture stations, raw water reser-
voirs and mud treatment units. 9  Liquid Assembly, March 5th, 2020 
10   Donna Haraway, Modest_Witness@)Second_Millennium.
FemaleMan Meets_OncoMouse™: Feminism and Technoscience 
(New York: Routledge, 1997) 11  Karen Barad, Meeting the Universe 
Halfway: Quantum Physics and the Entanglement of Matter and 
Meaning (Durham, NC, and London: Duke University Press, 2007) 
Chapter 2: “Diffractions: differences, contingencies and entangle-
ments that matter” for water and light diffraction patterns    
12  Li Li, Memory, fluid identity, and the politics of remembering: the 
representations of the Chinese Cultural Revolution in English-speak-
ing countries (Leiden, Netherlands; Boston, Massachusetts: Brill, 
2016)    13  Theodor Schwenk, Sensitive Chaos: The Creation of 
Flowing Forms in Water and Air (East Sussex:  Rudolf Steiner Press, 
1996) 14  Jessica Bardsley, “Luce Irigaray, Michel Serres, and the 
Ages of Water,” philoSOPHIA, 8/ 2 (2019): 13- 3815  Luci Attala, How 
Water Makes Us Human: Engagements with the Materiality of Water 
(University of Wales Press, 2019) 16  Astrida Neimanis, Bodies of 
Water: Posthuman Feminist Phenomenology (London: Bloomsbury 
Publishing, 2017) 17  See Water in the Camera (chapter 3), Kaja 
Silverman, The Miracle of Analogy or The History of Photography, 
Part 1 (Stanford, CA: Stanford University Press, 2015) and Jeff Wall 
“Photography and liquid intelligence, “in Jeff Wall: Selected Essays 
and Interviews, ed. Peter Gallassi (New York: Museum of Modern 
Art, 2007)  18  The metaphor of liquidity in late capitalism followed 
by Joanna Zylinska “On Bad Archives, Unruly Snappers and Liquid 
Photographs,” Photographies, 3:2 (2010):  139-153 
19  Eugene Gendlin’s exercises that are part of his philosophy of the 
implicit. https://focusing.org/felt-sense/thinking-edge-tae    20  See 
Gary Hall and Clare Birchall project http://liquidbooks.pbworks.
com/w/page/11135951/FrontPage 21  Marcel Broodthaers, A Voyage 
on the North Sea (London: Petersburg Press, 1973-1974) 22  Anne 
Moeglin-Delcroix, Esthétique du livre d’artiste (Marseille: Le Mot et 
Le Reste, 2012) chapter 1 Qu’est-ce qu’un livre d’artiste? relies on 
Marcel Broodthaers’ A Voyage on the North Sea, 1973 to formulate 
the aesthetics of the artist’s book argued in the study.23  Le Livre 
(The Book) by Stéphane Mallarmé (published first posthumously 
in French in 1957) in Umberto Eco, The Open Work (Harvard 
University Press, Year: 1989).24  Aleksei Kruchenykh, Velimir Kh-
lebnikov, Natalia Goncharova, Mikhail Larionov, Nikolai Rogovin, 
Vladimir Tatlin, Mirskontsa (Worldbackwards) (St. Petersburg: G. 
L. Kuz’min and S. D. Dolinskii, 1912) 25  Inspired by the Pantanal 
region near Cuaibá (Amazon, Brasil), Wlademir Dias-Pina, A AVE 
(The Bird), Wlademir Dias-Pina: 1948–56. originally published 
in 1956. e-book published 2015 https://issuu.com/antoniomi-

randa/docs/wlademir_dias_pino



Maria João Ferreira
CAPTURE

Paperback, 14.8 x 10.5 cm, 84 pages, 
experiments with images by photographer 
Marques de Abreu 1909 study ‘Contribution 
to Hygiene in Porto’. Scannography (or 
scanner photography, the process of capturing 
digitized images of prints) in which historical 
photographs are altered through a deviation in 
the scanning procedure, a movement of folding, 
juxtaposing, and dragging prints of the source 
images across the fl atbed photo scanner with 
a CCD array capturing device creating waves 
along its path. The cover, printed in colour,  
shows process and work environment. 

paula roush
ORGANIC WATERS

Two pamphlets created through water contact 
printing, with seaweed, ink and brushes, as in 
ancient suminagashi ‘ink fl oating’ technique. 
CHAOTIC GEOMETRY OF WATER, 16 pages, 
29.7 x 21 cm, photographs sourced from 
Pasteleira 1950-90s Facebook group, folded 
into tetrahedrons (three-dimensional shapes 
with triangular faces), render visible continuous 
spiraling of liquid motion. 
VORTICE PATTERNS OF WATER, 12 pages, 
21 x 21 cm, photographs from Periódico 
Encontro (Meeting Newsletter) published by the 
Parish of Nossa Senhora da Ajuda, Pasteleira, 
Around the folded edges, as additional tension 
coalesces, diffraction patterns create geometric, 
interlacing organic-like surfaces, connecting 
to both sacred water geometry and quantum 
molecular structure.
Two long pamphlets, LIQUID WORDS,  29.7 
x 10.5 cm,  24 and 8 pages each, assemble 
liquid words elicited from workshop participants, 
following a wateryquery guided exercise. 

Betina Dal Molin Juglair
SUSPENDED WATERS 

Pamphlet, 21 x 14.8 cm, 24-pages, photo-
text collages developed with photographs of 
broken umbrellas found in the streets of Porto. 
Traces of extreme weather events, felt by a 
diasporic dweller recently arrived from Brasil, 
are embodied in these object-shields meant to 
protect from the swirl of windy, rainy days. Cut-
ups from historical essays on urban waters and 
unsteady communities, include the 1909 study 
‘Contribution to Hygiene in Porto’ and the 1994 

essay ‘Time and Community: The Lost Nexus,’ 
about Pasteleira.  
A related poster, LIQUID POEMS, 29.7 x 42 
cm, adds inter-textuallity to other metereological 
feelings.

Francisco Varela
PURE MUD 

Two nested pamphlets. WATER SAMPLES 
& JERRY CANS, 20 pages, 29.7 x 21 cm, 
photographs of Lever Water Treatment 
Station, a supplier of water to Porto, and the 
route of water treatement, as it undergoes 
various treatment processes -capture, organic, 
suspended, mud, deep mud, rough.  Water 
samples, collected in 5-liter jerry cans were 
used to wet photographs during the liquid 
memories online workshop. 
WET PAMPHLET, 16 pages, 28 x 21 cm, 
created through immersion of historical 
and personal photographs in water treated 
with ozone, aluminum sulfate, mud, and 
polyelectrolytes. Some prints lost their digital 
defi nition, others got darker, and some tore 
apart.

Miguel Marecos 
DEEP MUDS

Pamphlet, LIQUID EXPERIMENTS, 29.7 x 
21 cm, 28 pages, and poster 42 x 59.4 cm, 
contain cropped close-up portraits of people 
that appeared in the 1909 study ‘Contribution 
to Hygiene in Porto,’ posing by water fountains 
and inside water tunnels. Re-photographed 
using plastic lenses and bags fi lled with water 
as diffractive fi lters. 
Another poster DECONSTRUCTION, 42 x 
59.4 cm, rephotographs of Pasteleira 1950-90s 
Facebook group photographs after they were 
frozen. and let to melt. 
EXERCISE OF FELT SENSE, a set of 5 cards, 
21 x 14.8 cm each, present wateryquery 
exercises, step by step guides to formulate 
liquid memories arising from a felt sense.

Joana Nascimento
ROUGH WATER

A 360° pamphlet, 44 pages, 21 x 14.8 cm, 
2 parts to be read in any direction. 
Part 1, LIQUID STONE / RAW WATER, 
photocollages activate “turbulence” at the 

intersection of water traces at ground level 
(personal photographs) with 19th century 
underground water tunnels (historical 
photographs); 
Part 2, FLUID WRITING assembles hand 
written notes gathered during wateryquery 
guided exercises, stained with paper marbling 
water technique. 
Two posters, 42 x 29.7 cm each, to read with 
water: WITH TWO STONES IN HAND using 
ice cubes and  MARBLED PATH, using street 
stones and salt.

David Goldenberg 
PARTICIPATORY TOOLS

Pamphlet DEVELOPING A TOPOLOGY OF 
POST AUTONOMY, 24 pages, 29.7 x 21 cm, 
split in two halves, contains personal stories, 
photographs and selections from the book Post 
Autonomy (2010). Its conceptual framework–as 
another model and space separate from the 
existing model of art–is revisited in the context 
of the liquid memories workshop. Diagrams 
show participants navigation through six 
breakout rooms, and can be used by readers to 
map their reading journeys through the printed 
sections.

Raul Pinto Simões 
PASTELEIRA CITY 

Leafl et, 29.7 x 21 cm, À MEMÓRIA DE LUÍS 
“VAREIRO” (‘TO THE MEMORY OF LUIS 
VAREIRO’), extract from the book Pasteleira 
City, is a testimony written in memory of Luis 
Vareiro, a brave resident of Pasteleira who 
resisted the Portuguese dictatorship. He was 
caught putting political posters in the streets of 
Porto. It was 1958. He run away and hid inside 
the water tunnels in Pasteleira park, but the 
state police found him and tortured him until 
he died.

NDMALO
PASTELEIRA ECOTONE

Six loose snapshots, 10.5 x 14.8 cm each, 
sourced from the NDMALO archive, the 
grass-roots activist association fi ghting for 
environmental justice in the Pasteleira area. 

Photographs show the park in the 1980s 
and 1990s. The backs have hand-written 
notes relating to historical spaces that have 
been gentrifi ed and erased from current urban 
use, making it an invaluable resource in 
public history.

WATER STORIES

Alice WR
EMOTIONAL SOLVENT 

Pamphlet, 20 pages, 21 x 29.7 cm, proposes 
the use of water for a personal rebalancing 
strategy. Between thinking and feeling, it 
involves both mental and bodily experiences, 
the symbolism of homeostasis, and the visit to 
a pond or stream in a local garden. The simple 
ritual consists in releasing the image of a worry 
to the water stream and watch it fl ow to create 
a distanced representation of the issue at hand. 
Throw into the water an image that represents 
your worry, follow its course, photograph it, 
rescue what is left at the end and gives another 
point of view. Two loose photographs, one 
printed black& white, 10.5 x 14.8 cm, the other 
in acetate, 21 x 29.7 cm, are included to  throw 
in the water and start the process.

Teresa Huertas
SUSPENDED WATERS. 
FLUID LANDSCAPES

Paperback, 12 pages, 21 x 29.7 cm, and poster, 
42 x 59.4 cm, multiple captures and sequential 
montage correspond to an experience of 
place affected by the action of water vapor. 
Arising from the phenomenon of suspension 
resulting from vigorous falling liquid masses, 
the steam confi gures the permanent mutation 
of the landscape, and the plastic liquidity of this 
form of suspended water is responsible for the 
constant metamorphosis of the place.

WATER STATIONS



Carla Fragata
SILVER SKY

Pamphlet, 24 pages, 29.7 x 21 cm, and poster, 
42 x 59.4 cm,  a jjourney of exile, from Africa 
to Portugal, across the Atlantic ocean. Since 
childhood’s waters were lost with displacement, 
and the trauma kept a secret, it involved 
resorting to other waters and telling  the 
story through the father’s memories. Rusty 
and oxidated objects, notebooks fallen and 
recovered from water, family photographs 
aboard the ship Silver Sky, immersed in 
rainwater for 10 minutes (each minute 
representing a day’s journey on the freighter) 
with splashes of Vila Real de Santo António 
sea water, moss, blue acrylic paint, vinyl glue, 
salt, maritime clay from the Portuguese Costa 
Vicentina and Namib Desert sand. 

Eduardo Sousa Ribeiro
A CALL TO ACTION 

Pamphlet, 44 pages, 21 x 14.8 cm, started from 
a map found at Lisbon Flea Market. The back 
of the map records the moisture absorbed by 
the paper. From here, a series of photographs 
were taken in an exploratory way to the stains 
memorizedon the paper.

Manuela Matos Monteiro
INFILTRATIONS

Water infi ltrating walls in a 16 pages pamphlet, 
29.7 x 21 cm, and poster 42 x 59.4 cm. 
Photographs of current infi ltrations connect to 
memories of the family home, where infi ltrations 
were manifest in the water that, in the form of 
humidity, peeled the different layers of paint. 
Infi ltrations move water in silent, invisible, 
clandestine movements, creating capillaries 
through unpredictable routes. Memory, like 
water, infi ltrates gently, and gently reveals itself.

Luís Carvalhal
WATERED DOWN (APAISADO) 

The plane trip from Lisbon to the Azores is 
two and a half hours over the Atlantic Ocean. 
Observing the immensity of water surrounding 

the nine small islands, between Europe and 
America, was the fi rst moment of passion for 
the archipelago. It inspired the creation of the 
photobook titled Apaisado that, for technical 
printing errors, was never published.  
A pamphlet, 28 pages, 29.7 x 21 cm, 
documents the process of returning the 
photobook to the waters in its photographs. The 
deconstruction and manipulation of the book 
object, to create a set of pieces, symbolizes 
the power of the liquid medium over the 
ephemerality of the image on paper. 
A poster, 42 x 59.4 cm, shows “The Rock.” 
Pages from the book were made into paper 
pulp and shaped to simulate a cliff from the 
periphery of the island, a reference to the 
volcanic origin of the archipelago. This was 
then placed again over water and photographed 
almost like if it was a scale model.

Natércia Caneira
O DIA EM QUE EU MORRI (THE DAY I DIED) 

Pamphlet, 28 pages, 29.7 x 21 cm, narrating 
a near-death experience occurring whilst 
diving into the deep waters of Africa.  A story of 
personal development narrated at a slow pace, 
the fl uid passage between life and death with 
water fi ling the lungs, a journey that ends with 
personal growth and mind expansion.

Ana Botelho
GUSH

Pamphlet, 24 pages, 21 x 14.8 cm, the starting 
point being the public works for water extraction 
in the Douro River. Historical photographs 
were mixed with underwater photographs of 
the Mondego River. The goal was to wet dry 
areas of the photographs with a gush of distant 
waters.  This process uncovered memories of 
laundresses, women who used to wash clothes 
in the river for a living, a story that is included 
in the pamphlet. A folded card, 10.5 x 14.8 cm, 
connects the industry of water extraction with 
an orphan photograph of the Lavadeiras do 
Mondego (Mondego laundresses).

João de Goes
O LAGO (THE LAKE)

Paperback, 44 pages, 21 x 29.7 cm, about 
a lake that was a swimming pool. Childhood 
photographs were rephotographed to extract 3 
layers:  the child’s body swimming, the bottom 
of the lake, and the surface of water; a process 
centred around three layers of matter: diving, 
surface, and transparency. Considering the forty 
years interval between the child’s dives and the 
conceptualization of the project, the number 
of forty images was fi xed. Ten series, each 
with  four images. The result of the project is a 
158 x 132 cm vertical rectangular panel.

Inês R. Amado
CONNECTING WATERS

Pamphlet, 48 pages, 21 x 14.8 cm, poster, 
29.7 x 42 cm, and 4 photo-text cards, 10.5 
x 14.8 cm,  show photographs of traditional 
fi shing boats in bags of water, hung on a 
clothesline. Different waters connect: in 
historical photographs of Pedrógão beach, 
Coimbrão in Leiria (fi sherman going to sea) and 
real waters from the Tagus River estuary, in 
Barreiro. They connect residues of memories, 
and ongoing processes of liquid reassemblage. 

Manuela Vaz
DEPURA A ÀGUA  (PURIFY THE WATER)

Paperback, 40 pages, 20.3 x 12.7 cm, 
photographs taken  whilst facilitating guided 
tours to various water treatment plants in 
Portugal.Images developed with water collected 
from Ribeira da Granja (Granja stream), that 
crosses Porto.  A series of symbolic processes 
with this water were applied to the entire 
cyanotype printing process, from the dilution 
of the chemicals to the washing of the images 
after exposure to ultraviolet light.

Renato Roque
CEDRUS FALSUS RENATI

Paperback, 56 pages, 14.8 x 10.5 cm, 
narrates a public art intervention in Tondela 
Forest, linking the ephemeral cycles of life 
and photography. To memorialise a dead 

cedar tree, a living tree of the same species 
was photographed; black & white prints in a 
gradation (from white to black) were immersed 
in trays fi lled with water set up around the dead 
tree. The photographs–of the dead tree, of the 
same species tree and those fl oating in the 
water–are all the Cedrus Falsus species. The 
irony of destiny made the photograph even more 
false than it always is. Photus Falsus Cedri Falsi.

Eliane Velozo and Severino Iaba 
LAMA DE MORTE (DEATH MUD)

Poster, 42x 59.4 cm, about an ecological 
disaster. November 5, 2015, in Mariana, Minas 
Gerais, Brasil, a dam of mineral waste breaks, 
causing destruction in the rivers and forests 
where the mud passes by. Nineteen people 
die buried in this toxic sludge. November 11, 
2015, reacting to what happened, the artists 
Eliane Velozo and Severino Iabá perform the 
‘site specifi c’ ‘Death Mud’, in the center of Belo 
Horizonte city, Plaza 7, a place thousands of 
people pass by every day. The public becomes 
involved in the project, pouring drinking water 
over the performer’s body, easing his suffering 
under a scorching sun, a metaphor for the 
impossibility of minimizing  the suffering of 
those who died in Mariana.

Susana Paiva
SKIN

Poster, 42 x 59.4 cm, conveying the impression 
that everything happens on the skin surface. A 
thermal sublimation print on photographic paper 
was submerged in tap water (from Paredes, 
Portugal), and for 7 days left exposed to the 
weather, outside the house. A fragment from 
Vilem Flusser’s unpublished text ‘The Skin’ 
adds to the visualisation of skin’s liquid border.

Mide Plácido
ESTADO DE IMERGÊNCIA 
/ STATE OF IMMERGENCY

Print, 18.3 x 27.3 cm about waking up, some 
day in March 2020, thinking to be possible one’s 
home to become one’s tomb: a metaphor for 
who we are in a daily life that fl ows in waiting; 
Sentenced to be free; the need to act.
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Desconstrução: Impressão a laser em papel branco  80 g/m² Arquivo do Bairro 
da Pasteleira Ano 50/60 (grupo do Facebook), fotografias  descongeladas e 
desfragmentadas  após processo de congelamento com água da torneira.

 Developing a Topology of Post Autonomy
 Developing a Topology of Post Autonomy

These thoughts led to a complete overhall of Post 

Autonomy with the development of a new principle term 

to throw light on changing cultural conditions.

The organisation l am looking at takes its point of 

departure from a consideration of the logic of the 

“Temporal/cultural loop”.  

This is the logic inherent in the illusion and ideology 

of progress, and the logic inherent to Neoliberalism 

with the perception progress and de- velopment in 

thinking and culture has come to a stand still, but 

also the acknowledgement that within the sphere of 

Global Colonialism and Capitalism no developments 

and no change under any circumstance is able to take 

place today. These new attributes clarify the cultural 

reality that is lived and the necessity for new 

realistic strategies.

This leads to two further ideas, a completely new 

criteria and methodology of research based around what 

is possible today. The first idea is the framework for 

“A Critique of total power” and the next the clash 

and break up of thinking, culture, positions that 

comprise this rigid formation of life, history and 

culture. However it is also with the understanding that 

this clash and break up of our inherent thinking and 

cultural formations is unable to take place through our 

own efforts and within this formation of culture and 

reality.

1                                                                                                        2

3                                                                                                         4

5                                                                                                        6

7                                                                                                         m

1                                                        2                                                        3                                                            4
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À memória de Luís «Vareiro»

  

Era um homem simples, forte e moreno. Impunha respeito.

Filho de pescadores, ele também vareiro de profissão.Vivia em Serralves,

numa das ilhas que se vão extinguindo pela “nova urbe”; calejado pela  
 
vida do mar, os perigos das ondas e das marés não o afligiam muito.

      A sua coragem partiu para o mundo da política.

Estavamos em 1958, na dura campanha do general Humberto Delgado.

Apelidaram-no de “general sem medo”, pois este militar resolveu

publicamente romper o silêncio do fascismo.

     A freguesia de Lordelo do Ouro deu-lhe o seu abraço fraterno e

lançou-se esperançadamente nos seus braços democráticos. O Luís

“Vareiro” lá estava nas primeiras filas dessa luta. 

     As paredes surgiam de noite com coloridos especiais - eram cartazes  
 
do general - colavam-se na Rua das Pedras, no Ouro, na Pasteleira, na 

Arrábida, em Serralves, enfim, por toda a freguesia. Vi-o várias vezes 

a colar - tinha uma perícia especial a descer as escadas, como um rato,

escada ao ombro e balde de cola na mão.

    A Pide andava atrás dele - sabia-o, mas não desarmava, a luta pela

liberdade e pela democracia, valiam esse esforço.

CAPTURE 
Scan a section using a zig zag motion to  
create light waves along its path.

CHAOTIC GEOMETRY  
VORTICE PATTERNS OF WATER
Get a tray of water with ink and place the 
pamphlets in direct contact with the surface, 
to render visible the liquid flow.

LIQUID WORDS
Come up with new liquid words, find a blank 
page to write and smudge them somehow. 

SUSPENDED WATERS
On a windy rainy day,  toss this 
pamphlet to the wind 

LIQUID POEMS 
Cut out your favorite words and collage them 
with weather reports.

WATER SAMPLES & JERRY CANS  
WET PAMPHLET
Walk to the river, lake, or reservoir, that is the 
source water for your local water treatment 
plant, and collect water samples.

LIQUID STONE / RAW WATER 
Search for clues of underground water 
at street level and make note of  the 
locations.

FLUID WRITING
WITH TWO STONES IN HAND
Write with ice cubes on the granite page.  

MARBLED PATH
Wrap the print around a street stone  
and immerse it in salt water.

EXERCISE OF FELT SENSE
Practice wateryquery, choose one the cards 
and follow the instructions.

LIQUID EXPERIMENTS
Rephotograph the portraits through a bag filled 
with water.

DECONSTRUCTION,
After freezing the poster, let the ice  
crystals melt. 

À MEMÓRIA DE LUÍS “VAREIRO”
(‘TO THE MEMORY OF LUIS VAREIRO’), 
Add a tear to the saddest story.

DEVELOPING A TOPOLOGY  
OF POST AUTONOMY
Use the diagrams in the pamphlet to map your 
reading journey through the loose sections. 

PASTELEIRA ECOTONE
Place the photographs as bookmarks in your 
favourite sections. 

to read with water
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liquid memories

With this book 
everyone  
can create 
their own  
liquid memories 
by setting the 55  
unbound sections
18 pamphlets, 
5 paperbacks, 
12 posters, 
10 cards, 
9 photographs  
and 1 leaflet   
in motion. 
 
Get a scanner, 
a camera,  
trays of water, 
ink, brushes,  
scissors 
and markers 
to play  
and practice  
wateryquery  
(water enquiry).
Connect with 
a felt sense. 
Follow a 
non-linear path, 
read one section 
through the other, 
let them interfere  
and overlap  
as water waves.
Read the book  
with others.  
Organise  
a liquid workshop,  
wateryquery  
other  
photographic  
collections.

 
Document your watery 
reading and email it to  
msdm@msdm.org.uk



EMOTIONAL SOLVENT 
Throw the loose photographs onto a stream, follow their course, and 
look at what is left, from a different angle.  

SUSPENDED WATERS.FLUID LANDSCAPES
Boil water and read the misty landscape 
through the vapour. 

SILVER SKY
Immerse  in rainwater, 1 minute for each 
person that dies crossing the ocean. 

WATERED DOWN (APAISADO)
Pulp a pamphlet and shape it to look 
like a faraway island.

INFILTRATIONS
Apply the wet poster over a wall with infiltra-
tion and let wall, paper, and water merge.

CEDRUS FALSUS RENATI
Water a dead tree. 

LAMA DE MORTE (DEATH MUD)
Be a water guardian for a day.

GUSH
Wash your family’s clothes in the river.

A CALL TO ACTION
Add your own liquid stains to the pamphlet.

O DIA EM QUE EU MORRI (THE DAY I DIED)
Practice ocean breathing whilst reading 
breathe in and imagine the wave rolling in, 
breathe out and imagine the wave rolling out. 

CONNECTING WATERS
Chose one of the cards and transform it  
into a daily mantra. 

O LAGO (THE LAKE)
Look at your childhood photos for one of you 
by the water and tip it in the book.

ESTADO DE IMERGÊNCIA  
/ STATE OF IMMERGENCY
Write down a number: on a scale of 1 to10, 
how liquid do you feel today? 
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O DIA EM 
QUE   EU 
MORRI 

a river estuary  connecting to the sea transporting me into a trip of rowing, fi shing and singing 

a blind fi sherman 

a conch blown to call others 

memories of childhood 

DEPURA A ÀGUA  (PURIFY THE WATER)
Use water from a local stream to treat  
your photographs.

               CEDRUS FALSUS RENATI

O processo fotográfico contemplou, desde 

a sua invenção, a submersão das imagens em 

líquidos: reveladores, fixadores, viradores, 

água. É num líquido que o fantasma invisível 

se materializa em imagem visível, é num 

líquido que a imagem se fixa no papel.

E é numa memória líquida que a imagem 

fotográfica revelada e fixada flutua, 

parecendo ser capaz de adiar assim a morte 

da recordação. Memória líquida, capaz de se 

moldar a cada tempo que atravessa.

Adiar a morte? Realmente, a fotografia tem 

sido desde a sua invenção conotada de muitas 

formas à ideia de morte. 

No dia 05 de novembro de 2015, em 
Mariana, Minas Gerais, Brasil, uma 
barragem de rejeitos de minérios, 
rompe-se, causando destruição 
nos rios e nas matas por onde 
a lama passou. Dezanove vidas 
humanas foram soterradas por essa 
lama tóxica.

No dia 11 de novembro, ainda em 

2015, reagindo ao ocorrido, os 

artistas Eliane Velozo e  Severino 

Iabá realizaram o ‘site specifi c’ 

Lama de Morte, 

L A M A   D E   M O R T E

O público se envolveu no projeto, 
despejando água potável por cima do 
corpo do performer, amenizando 
o seu sofrimento embaixo de um sol 
escaldante, o que é, também, uma 
metáfora pela impossibilidade de 
minimizar o sofrimento dos 
que morreram em Mariana.

Foi uma tragédia anunciada, porque 
a empresa tinha conhecimento das 
rachaduras na estrutura da barragem 
e continuou, durante meses, 
jogando rejeitos na mesma.

O ‘Lama de morte’, refere-se à lama 
tóxica, que é o rejeito do poder 
econômico, que arranca minérios 
do solo, e os transforma em matéria 

minerada, usando, nesse processo, 
água do próprio rio que ela destrói.
Ao não dar importância ao 
apagamento de vidas humanas, 
ao apagamento súbito de suas 
memórias, à morte de animais, 
à destruição de rios de água 
potável, de matas e de fl orestas, 
a Companhia Vale, que não deveria 
valer nada, fecha os olhos a tudo 
que não é lucro a curto prazo, 
deixando claro qual a 
‘materialidade’ que lhe interessa.

Continua, no Brasil, 
um processo de mineração 
não sustentável, e sem 
a devida fi scalização dos 
órgãos públicos.

no centro da cidade de 
Belo Horizonte, na  praça 7, 
local onde transitavam 
milhares de pessoas todos os 
dias. Não sabíamos, ainda, 
que em 25 de janeiro de 2019, 
outra barragem de rejeitos de 
minérios, esta da Empresa 
Vale (Antiga Vale do Rio 
Doce), se romperia, deixando 
mais de 270 pessoas soterradas, 
destruindo o Rio Doce e tudo que 
estava por onde a lama tóxica 
passou, tirando a vida de animais 
e plantas, e o sustento 
de agricultores, pescadores,
de comunidades quilombolas, 
indígenas, entre outras. “[
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SKIN
Immerse the poster in water and place 
it over your wet skin.

CONNECTING WATERS
Select a  section in this publication to  
immerse in a bag filled with water. 

CONNECTING WATERS
Use the blank pages to write your  
watery memories. 

A BLIND FISHERMAN A BLIND FISHERMAN 

A CONCH BLOWN TO CALL OTHERS A CONCH BLOWN TO CALL OTHERS 

MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD 

MURMURS OF YESTERDAY MURMURS OF YESTERDAY 

SOUNDS OF TOGETHERNESS SOUNDS OF TOGETHERNESS 

IN JOY AND IN SORROW IN JOY AND IN SORROW 

CALLS FROM FARAWAY CALLS FROM FARAWAY 

IN THE HERE AND NOW IN THE HERE AND NOW 

A RIVER ESTUARY A RIVER ESTUARY 

CONNECTING TO THE SEA CONNECTING TO THE SEA 

TRANSPORTING ME INTO A TRIP TRANSPORTING ME INTO A TRIP 

OF ROWING, FISHING AND SINGING OF ROWING, FISHING AND SINGING OF ROWING, FISHING AND SINGING 

OF REMEMBRANCE OF REMEMBRANCE 

OF MELANCHOLY OF MELANCHOLY 

OF CONNECTION OF CONNECTION 

TODAY THE ARCHIVE OF YESTERYEAR TODAY THE ARCHIVE OF YESTERYEAR 

TODAY THE MEMORIES TODAY THE MEMORIES 

OF PAST HISTORIES OF PAST HISTORIES 

TODAY IN THE LIQUIDITY OF WATER TODAY IN THE LIQUIDITY OF WATER 

AND IN THE FLUIDITY OF THOUGHT AND IN THE FLUIDITY OF THOUGHT 

I AM ONCE AGAIN IN THE HIGH SEA I AM ONCE AGAIN IN THE HIGH SEA 

THE LITTLE CHILD OF 7 THE LITTLE CHILD OF 7 

SURROUNDED BY FISHERMEN SURROUNDED BY FISHERMEN 

in joy and in sorrow 

calls from faraway 

in the here and now 

a river estuary 

connecting 

to the sea 

transporting me 

into a trip 

of rowing, 

fi shing and singing 

of remembrance 

of melancholy 

of connection 

today the archive 

of yesteryear 

today the memories 

of past histories 

today in the liquidity

of water 

and in the fl uidity 

of thought 

I am once again 

in the high sea 

















CAPTURA
Realização de uma reinterpretação visual de imagens 
de arquivo, através de um desvio no seu processo 
de digitalização. As imagens utilizadas, da autoria do 
fotógrafo e fotogravador Marques de Abreu, foram 
retiradas do documento do Arquivo das Águas do 
Porto “Contribuicao para a Hygiene do Porto” (1909) - 
trabalho de investigação do médico Bahia Junior.  Neste 
workshop é utilizado um scanner para digitalização 
das imagens de arquivo. Assim, através de uma 
demonstração virtual, é apresentada uma metodologia 
para a criação de imagens - relacionada com a ideia de 
apropriação e de arquivo.

































































































































































































 chaotic geometry of water
liquid memories, march 2021 lockdown contact prints: river water and acrylics  on folded 
laser prints of  photographs sourced from the Pasteleira 1950-90s Facebook group.
 









































liquid memories, march 2021 lockdown contact prints: river water and acrylic ink  on folded laser prints  
of  photographs sourced from the  the Periódico Encontro (Meeting Newsletter) published by the  
Parish of Nossa Senhora da Ajuda, Pasteleira Porto, with pencil annotations.

vortice patterns of water
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Proveniência das 6 amostras de água 



Liquid Memory book (16 pages), soaked in water samples collected  

at ETA Water Treatment Facility  (Estação de Tratamento de Água  

ETA de Lever, Aguas de Douro & Paiva), a supplier of water to the  

city of  Porto. Photographs of Porto’s water infrastruture and  

related archives were submersed in six trays of water during the 

liquid memories online workshop, March 5th 2021.  The six trays 

contained water related to the six stages of water treatment,  

stored and transported  in six labelled red jerrycans. 





































Amostras de água (6 jerrycans)

1-Captação; 2-Ozonizada; 3-Floculada; 4-Lamas;  

5-Lamas espessas; 6- Preparacao poligletrólito.





1.Captação - A água é captada na albufeira de Crestuma-Lever por grupos 

de elevação submersíveis e encaminhada para um reservatório de água 

bruta. A cota da superfície da água neste reservatório é suficiente para 

facilitar substancialmente o escoamento de água até ao final do processo 

(aproveitamento gravítico).



2. Ozonizada - A fase é a Pré-Oxidação Nesta etapa, a água captada é 

tratada com Ozono. Este produto oxida a matéria orgânica e elimina 

microrganismos e algas existentes na água. O Ozono é produzido no  

local, a partir de Oxigénio.



3. Floculada - Após a pré-oxidação, a água é doseada com sulfato de 

alumínio (coagulante) conjuntamente com um floculante. A adição destes 

reagentes permite a agregação das partículas em suspensão, facilitando  

a sua separação nas etapas de tratamento subsequentes. 



4. Tratamento de Lamas - As águas de lavagem dos filtros e as lamas 

recolhidas à superfície dos tanques são dirigidas para a Unidade de 

Tratamento de Lamas, onde são desidratadas. 



5. Lamas espessas - Este processo é realizado em duas etapas: 

espessamento e centrifugação. 



6. Preparação Poligletrólito (para o espessamento dos flocos criados  

na Floculação) - A água recuperada durante este processo é encaminhada 

para o reservatório de água bruta, ou seja, para o início do processo  

de tratamento de água.



JERRY              WATER  
 
&  
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Lamas Profundas, fotogramas retirados dos Arquivos das Águas do Porto, EM Contribuição para a Higiene 
do Porto (1909), tendo sido utilizada como filtro, água da torneira dentro de um saco plástico transparente.





Desconstrução: Impressão a laser em papel branco  80 g/m² Arquivo do Bairro da 
Pasteleira Ano 50/60 (grupo do Facebook), fotografias  descongeladas e desfrag-
mentadas  após processo de congelamento com água da torneira.





EXERCÍCIO DAS SENSAÇÕES VIVIDAS
#1 





EXERCÍCIO DAS SENSAÇÕES VIVIDAS
#2 





EXERCÍCIO DAS SENSAÇÕES  VIVIDAS
#3 





EXERCÍCIO DAS SENSAÇÕES  VIVIDAS
#4 





EXERCÍCIO DAS SENSAÇÕES VIVIDAS
#5 
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 Developing a Topology of Post Autonomy



Hackney is a Danish word meaning islands amongst  

the water or river, and refers to  

a river that starts in Stoke Newington  

Clissold PK and ends up in Hackney Wick,  

which is now an underground river.

  



My family came from  

a sailing tradition,  

whaling, merchant seamen, 

and my father when  

he moved to Australia 

found money to set up 

a boat building company 

and spent 20-30 years 

sailing around the 

Pacific ocean, 

Coral reef,  

China sea.



Melville at the beginning of Moby Dick  

talks about the seduction of water and  

the call of the sea. 

I also think of Doggerland which is an area that  

linked the British Isles to Europe, occupied a  

very large area and which is now underwater  

since approximately 7,000 years ago.



Map of Doggerland 16,000 years ago



 
 
 

Zoom 
 
 

Liquify Workshops  

 7pm Friday 5th March 2021 

Links and ID and password to access Zoom 
 
 
 

Liquid body 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Liquid thinking 
 
 
 
 
 

   Liquid concepts 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Metaphors of liquidity, watery terms, water as a medium, use of water in  
photography, artistic practices, liquify fixed elements, bodies as liquids, use of 
water metaphors in philosophy, the liquidity of culture, liquid as an image of 
Global Capital 

 

7 Rooms 
 
 
 

X Breakout rooms liquid workshops 

1 



How to make zoom a satisfying event/experience + how to make 
the breakout rooms work + develop workable participatory tools

Ideas for developing my room starting with the geomet-
ric designs and ideas l used for thniking through PA as 
a new model.

Mentally occupying and filling up an empty geometric shape ie the Break Out room and use as an 
idea for developing a new model of art using its own term of references and thinking, that breaks 
from this model of art, its history and thinking.

Link an archaeology of the exhibition to an archaeology of knowledge, thinking and History
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3                                                                                                         4
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7                                                                                                         m

                  Geometric shape                                                                          Zoom Room                                                             Sea covering Doggerland



Post Autonomy as another model and space seperate from the existing model of art 
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Routes through the rooms

Premise: Expand and update ideas set out in my artists’ book 
A Topology of Post Autonomy and participatory practices that 
link into a workshop on Liquid. 
 
How to link these threads of ideas together? What is my 
starting point and overall plan? Issues to include
Participatory practices and tools.
New territories need new maps and ideas for mapping. That the 
problems l set out and identified in 2010 are important or 
even more important today.

Post Autonomy is a space and program to register attacks 
against autonomy, folded into plotting Neoliberalism, a zone 
that can be used to build a space differentiated against this 
formation of reality, colonialism and capitalism.

The problem l set out in 2010 was how  
to visualise the concept of Post Autonomy in relationship to 
the existing model of art, and a visual language and concepts 
capable of assisting thinking through the issues clearly.  
Then how to understand the space of Post Autonomy in 
relationship to itself.

It is these organisational principles that l adopted that 
cross over into issues explored in the workshop, liquifying 
and unfixing the existing formation and the thinking used to 
think.

I want to look at the ideas in detail.



Routes through the rooms



Extract a practice and thinking from this 
formation and Assemble a practice and 
thinking that comes together in the future.

Pre & Post Production
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The book was made up of sheets of bright monochromatic 
coloures, with one simple geometric shape on each page, and 
sometimes a group of shapes brought together to summarise the 
discussion up to that point. So it was one idea per page. 
This constituted a part by part, additive and accumulative 
linear process, a concretisation of the thinking process. The 
thinking sought to trace the movement from the existing model 
of art to another model extracted from this model of art and 
formation.

The specific problem revolved around what thinking and set of 
ideas are required to map and name and occupy this new space?

In that respect l was engaged with capturing new ideas that l 
could not name and formulate, but it is this set of unnamed 
ideas that l have gone onto explore over the past 10 years.

These unamed ideas can now be named as circular thinking, 
repetition and ideas around the notion of stasis and lack of 
development, the terms and vocabulary to register another 
space, extracted from colonialism and capitalism.

The fundamental problem is how is it possible to map and 
interrogate what exists within this formation of reality 
without using the terms and cultural values which only 
replicate and confirm that reality? So where do we go to 
locate other terms and values?

            Routes
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Mide Placido
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 I flew by another room which I don’t remember 
where it was

Pleasure
Anxiety
Sense of loss

Ines Amado-Harris
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No time

Victoria

Difficult to navigate 
around the rooms, 
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Couldnt remember which rooms 
or how many l had visited, 
possibly 3. 
I didnt understand anything, 
all in Portuguese, 
slide show in Portuguese



            Routes

Making and remaking 

Paula

   6

 1

Empty
Archive
Scanner

1                                                               2                                                          3                                                              4

5                                                                  6                                                      7                                                                 m

 M                    1                 7

1                      2                   3

4                      5                  m

             1            2            3          4          5 
                                      1            2             3           4

            5           6             7           m 

                       I havent learned to swim yet
1                                                                                                        2

3                                                                                                         4

5                                                                                                        6

7                                                                                                         m

    3                  1

       7                 M

Mide Placido

               1

          2

          3

 I flew by another room which I don’t remember 
where it was

Pleasure
Anxiety
Sense of loss

Ines Amado-Harris

7           4

6           3

5           2

1

Little Pods
Frustrated
Confusion
No time

Victoria

Difficult to navigate 
around the rooms, 
didn’t see DGs name 1                                                        2                                                        3                                                            4

5                                                      6                                                          7                                                               M

Couldnt remember which rooms 
or how many l had visited, 
possibly 3. 
I didnt understand anything, 
all in Portuguese, 
slide show in Portuguese

            Routes

Making and remaking 

Paula

   6

 1

Empty
Archive
Scanner

1                                                               2                                                          3                                                              4

5                                                                  6                                                      7                                                                 m

 M                    1                 7

1                      2                   3

4                      5                  m

             1            2            3          4          5 
                                      1            2             3           4

            5           6             7           m 

                       I havent learned to swim yet
1                                                                                                        2

3                                                                                                         4

5                                                                                                        6

7                                                                                                         m

    3                  1

       7                 M

Mide Placido

               1

          2

          3

 I flew by another room which I don’t remember 
where it was

Pleasure
Anxiety
Sense of loss

Ines Amado-Harris

7           4

6           3

5           2

1

Little Pods
Frustrated
Confusion
No time

Victoria

Difficult to navigate 
around the rooms, 
didn’t see DGs name 1                                                        2                                                        3                                                            4

5                                                      6                                                          7                                                               M

Couldnt remember which rooms 
or how many l had visited, 
possibly 3. 
I didnt understand anything, 
all in Portuguese, 
slide show in Portuguese











These thoughts led to a complete overhall of Post 
Autonomy with the development of a new principle term 
to throw light on changing cultural conditions.
The organisation l am looking at takes its point of 
departure from a consideration of the logic of the 
“Temporal/cultural loop”.  
This is the logic inherent in the illusion and ideology 
of progress, and the logic inherent to Neoliberalism 
with the perception progress and de- velopment in 
thinking and culture has come to a stand still, but 
also the acknowledgement that within the sphere of 
Global Colonialism and Capitalism no developments 
and no change under any circumstance is able to take 
place today. These new attributes clarify the cultural 
reality that is lived and the necessity for new 
realistic strategies.

This leads to two further ideas, a completely new 
criteria and methodology of research based around what 
is possible today. The first idea is the framework for 
“A Critique of total power” and the next the clash 
and break up of thinking, culture, positions that 
comprise this rigid formation of life, history and 
culture. However it is also with the understanding that 
this clash and break up of our inherent thinking and 
cultural formations is unable to take place through our 
own efforts and within this formation of culture and 
reality.
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These thoughts led to a complete overhall of Post 
Autonomy with the development of a new principle term 
to throw light on changing cultural conditions.
The organisation l am looking at takes its point of 
departure from a consideration of the logic of the 
“Temporal/cultural loop”.  
This is the logic inherent in the illusion and ideology 
of progress, and the logic inherent to Neoliberalism 
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also the acknowledgement that within the sphere of 
Global Colonialism and Capitalism no developments 
and no change under any circumstance is able to take 
place today. These new attributes clarify the cultural 
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realistic strategies.

This leads to two further ideas, a completely new 
criteria and methodology of research based around what 
is possible today. The first idea is the framework for 
“A Critique of total power” and the next the clash 
and break up of thinking, culture, positions that 
comprise this rigid formation of life, history and 
culture. However it is also with the understanding that 
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The Feynman diagram is the clearest idea of what l have in 
mind here by showing the collision and break up of sub-atomic 
particles as a representation of the process of the breaking 
up and production of new strands of thinking generated out of 
that collision.

Nevertheless where does this thinking and assembling take 
place? One thing seems very obvious that any interrogation 
and rebuilding is unable to take place in the same space  
as the lived space we occupy, so we need to locate another 
space, and this is a space that updates the space of Post 
Autonomy, into a space for a new language of art.  
 
 
 
A space where thinking and a practice are extracted from 
existing formations of thinking and culture and come together 
in the future, as a practice and thinking we work towards.

At the same time, it is necessary to think about it in 
concrete practical terms: what is the actual space, location, 
venue that is sufficient and suitable to stage a new language 
of art?

So this is where we go to realistically think about the 
current state of affairs and this is the concrete realisation 
to stage this new thinking.





                                      Post Autonomy as an idea

                                      1            2             3           4

            5           6             7           m 



                      Formulating a type of space appropriate to stage a project addressing PA                                                        A new Language of Art

    3                  1

       7                 M



Premise: Expand and update ideas set out in my artists book A Topology of Post Autonomy and participatory practices that link into a workshop on Liquid.

How to link these threads of ideas together?

What is my starting point and overall plan?

Issues to include

Participatory practices and tools

New territories need new maps and ideas for mapping

That the problems l set out and identified in 2010 are important or even more important today.

Post Autonomy is a space and program to register attacks against autonomy, folded into plotting Neoliberalism, a zone that can be used to build a space 
differentiated against this formation of reality, colonialism and capitalism.

The problem l set out in 2010 was how to visualise the concept of Post Autonomy in relationship to the existing model of art, and a visual language and con-
cepts capable of assisting thinking through the issues clearly. Then how to understand the space of Post Autonomy in relationship to itself.

It is these organisational principles that l adopted that cross over into issues explored in the workshop, liquifying and unfixing the existing formation and 
the thinking used to think.

I want to look at the ideas in detail.

The book was made up of sheets of bright monochromatic coloures, with one simple geometric shape on each page, and sometimes a group of shapes brought 
together to summaries the discussion up to that point. So it was one idea per page. This constituted a part by part, additive and accumulative linear process, 
a concretisation of the thinking process. The thinking sought to trace the movement from the existing model of art to another model extracted from this 
model of art and formation.

However  the specific problem revolved around what thinking and set of ideas are required to map and name and occupy this new space?

In that respect l was engaged with capturing new ideas that l could not name and formulate, but it is this set of unnamed ideas that l have gone onto explore 
over the past 10 years. 

these unamed ideas can now be named now as circular thinking, repetition and ideas around the notion of stasis and lack of development, the terms and 
vocabulary to register another space, extracted from colonialism and capitalism.
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The fundamental problem is how is it possible to map and interrogate what exists within this formation of reality without using the terms and cultural values 
which only replicate and confirm that reality? So where do we go to locate other terms and values?

These thoughts led to a complete overhall of Post Autonomy with the development of a new principle term to throw light on changing cultural conditions.

The organisation l am looking at takes its point of departure from a consideration of the logic of the “Temporal/cultural loop”. This is the logic inherent 
in the illusion and ideology of progress, and the logic inherent to Neoliberalism with the perception progress and development in thinking and culture 
has come to a stand still, but also the acknowledgement that within the sphere of Global Colonialism and Capitalism no developmentsand and no change 
under any circumstance is able to take place today. These new attributes clarify the cultural reality that is lived  and the necessity for new realistic strategies.

This leads to two further ideas a completely new criteria and methodology of research based around what is possible today. The first idea is the framework for 
“A Critique of total power” and the next the clash and break up of thinking, culture, positions that comprise this rigid formation of life, history and culture. 
However it is also with the understanding that this clash and break up of our inherent thinking and cultural formations is unable to take place through our 
own efforts and within this formation of culture and reality.

The Feynman diagram is the clearest idea of what l have in mind here by showing the collision and break up of sub atomic particles  as  a representation of the 
process of the breaking up and production of new strands of new thinking generated out of that collision. 

Nevertheless where does this thinking and assembling take place? One thing seems very obvious that any interrogation and rebuilding is unable to take place 
in the same space as the lived space we occupy, so we need to locate another space, and this is a space that updates the space of Post Autonomy, into a space 
for a new language of art. A space where thinking and a practice are extracted from existing formations of thinking and culture and come together in the 
future, as a practice and thinking we work towards.

At the same time it is necessary to think about in concrete practical terms what is the actual space, location, venue that is sufficient and suitable to stage 
a new language of art?

So this is where we go to realistically think about the current state of affairs and this is the concrete realisation to stage this new thinking. 

Ideas for developing my room starting with the ge-
ometric designs and ideas l used for thniking through 
PA as a new model.



 
 

À memória de Luís «Vareiro»

  

Era um homem simples, forte e moreno. Impunha respeito.

Filho de pescadores, ele também vareiro de profissão.Vivia em Serralves,

numa das ilhas que se vão extinguindo pela “nova urbe”; calejado pela  
 
vida do mar, os perigos das ondas e das marés não o afligiam muito.

      A sua coragem partiu para o mundo da política.

Estavamos em 1958, na dura campanha do general Humberto Delgado.

Apelidaram-no de “general sem medo”, pois este militar resolveu

publicamente romper o silêncio do fascismo.

     A freguesia de Lordelo do Ouro deu-lhe o seu abraço fraterno e

lançou-se esperançadamente nos seus braços democráticos. O Luís

“Vareiro” lá estava nas primeiras filas dessa luta. 

     As paredes surgiam de noite com coloridos especiais - eram cartazes  
 
do general - colavam-se na Rua das Pedras, no Ouro, na Pasteleira, na 

Arrábida, em Serralves, enfim, por toda a freguesia. Vi-o várias vezes 

a colar - tinha uma perícia especial a descer as escadas, como um rato,

escada ao ombro e balde de cola na mão.

    A Pide andava atrás dele - sabia-o, mas não desarmava, a luta pela

liberdade e pela democracia, valiam esse esforço.



   Uma noite, andava a colar os cartazes do general e apareceu a polícia

- eram 3 guardas à paisana. Desceu lesto pela escada e...num repente

“aviou-os” com o balde da cola e a pontapé - fugiu. Só a mulher sabia o

local onde ele estava. De noite, ela metia-se ao caminho, por meio dos

campos e silvados e ia-lhe levar o comer.

      Por incrível que pareça o Luís «Vareiro», estava escondido na mina  
 
de água da Pasteleira - na Fonte das Ratas.

      Lá dentro, com um frio tremendo e numa escuridão quase total, ele

aguardava a melhor oportunidade para fugir; procurando claro, lugares  
 
mais seguros e portos mais clandestinos.

      Soube mais tarde, que tinha sido preso, torturado e que o mataram.

      - Apareceu numa noite de verão, na Rua de Serralves - trouxeram-no

num caixão de pinho, bateram à porta da mãe e entregaram-lhe o seu filho.

Disseram que eram da Pide, meteram-lhe medo. Poucos souberam do

acontecido.

     O funeral passou despercebido. A mãe e os irmãos choraram de raiva,

os amigos também. A dor e a revolta ganharam raízes. Outros pegaram nas

escadas e colaram mais cartazes.

  A mãe, essa, olhou para o filho e viu-o de luvas pretas. Achou estranho  
 
- um morto com luvas pretas? Retirou-as das mãos e ficou abismada - o seu

filho não tinha unhas...

      Enfim, outros pegaram nas escadas e colaram milhões de  cartazes, 

a liberdade apareceu anos depois numa madrugada de Abril - para ficar? 

ou precisamos de muitos Homens como o Luís “Vareiro”?

                                 





























   Quando a água        

   é usada ao serviço 

  de uma estratégia de        

 reequilibração pessoal,  

   uma abordagem introspetiva  

  e analítica acontece        

    num espaço alternativo  

 aos convencionais.  

     Entre o pensar e o sentir,  

  envolve as mensagens mentais      

  e corporais         

  que permitem experienciar o corpo, 

     os líquidos vitais  

  em circulação  dentro 

    e fora dele                        









A pior coisa,  
para alguém que  

passa muito tempo só,  
é a falta de imaginação.



A pior coisa,  
para alguém que  

passa muito tempo só,  
é a falta de imaginação.



Não procuro  

  água limpa,  

     apenas um curso  

   dela.  

        

  











 

        

    Um, 

           que corra  

             à procura  

    de uma foz, 

     que me  

    textualize  

     os pensamentos 

    

       

          



 

        

     

            

              

     

       

     

     

    e lhes acrescente  

     cheiros, 

    sons,  

      outros tons  

     e outras 

      cores.  

       

          







  
 

 
 

 
 

 
Um, 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 que dissolva  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
as incertezas  

 
 

 
 

 
 

e envergonhe  

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
as certezas. 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 
 

 





        

  

        

    Pode 

   a água  

        

   ser a única  

        

    coisa a ser 

        

     ouvida?
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a
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n
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á
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.
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i
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i
d
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c
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m
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á
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s
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r
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á
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l
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l
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t
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o
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m
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u
x
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t
o
 
d
e
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p
a
g
a
m
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o
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o
l
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ç
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r
e
c
o
n
s
t
r
u
ç
ã
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s
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v
e
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a
 
m
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t
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i
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u
i
d
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e
 
d
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s
i
d
a
d
e
s
 
v
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r
i
á
v
e
i
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t
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á
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c
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ó
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b
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a
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a
m
-
s
e
 
a
s
 
r
e
s
s
o
n
â
n
c
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c
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c
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á
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c
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c
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c
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p
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c
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â
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p
e
l
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á
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r
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t
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p
e
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s
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c
r
í
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r
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e
 
é
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a
 
n
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r
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Í
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Á
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p
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c
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Salpicos  
de água do mar  
de Vila Real  
de S. António





Im
er
sã
o 
em
 á
gu
a 
da
 c
hu
va











Impressão jato de tinta sobre papel cavalinho







A história  

é a memória  

do meu pai.

O último momento 

em que se pode sair. 

A vida toda no que  

duas malas  

podem acomodar 

e o mar como  

porta de saída.  

A viagem no navio  

Silver Sky. 

A situação limite. 

A cidade quase inteira  



num navio. 

A cidade flutuante,  

para quem o dia  

de amanhã  

pode não chegar. 

Nasce-se e morre-se  

neste navio. 

A lua improvisa  

divisões. 

Noites sem dormir 

e o silêncio  

cada vez maior.



Salpicos de água do mar 





Areia do Deserto do Namibe





Imersão em água da chuva e tinta acrílica azul Salpicos de água do mar de Vila Real de Santo António



Imersão em água da chuva e tinta acrílica azul Salpicos de água do mar de Vila Real de Santo António







Imersão em água da chuva e tinta acrílica azul por 10 minutos  (cada minuto representando um dia de viagem no cargueiro)
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O DIA EM 
QUE   EU 
MORRI 





Sentada 
na borda 
do bote,  
rodeada de 
mar quente, 
parado e 
silencioso, 
senti-me no 
auge do meu 



presente. 

Estava ali, não havia 
volta atrás. 
Tinha sido desafiada a 
escolher uma atividade 
desportiva entre as 
várias opções existentes. 
No norte de África, 
em pleno mês de Agosto, 
escalada e caminhada 
pareciam-me a opção 
errada. 
Caça nunca gostei, 
nem tenho nenhuma arma. 
Pesca à linha em mar 
aberto ou mergulho 
junto da costa? 



A escolha  
parecia-me óbvia,  
ir com quem mais  
me identificava.
Juntei-me ao grupo dos 
jovens e enfiei-me  
no neoprene. 
Quanto pesas perguntava-
me o militar da marinha 
enquanto eu me equipava. 
Cinquenta e seis 
respondi-lhe num ar 
muito assertivo. 
Ele afivelou mais 
uns pesos de chumbo e 
entregou-me um cinto tão 
pesado que me escorregava 
pelas ancas abaixo. 



Segui caminho, andando 
a todo custo, uma mão 
segurando o cinto  
e com a outra  
as barbatanas entrei  
para dentro do bote.  

Éramos quatro 
jovens 
imprudentes, 
um velho 
pescador tutor 
com muitos anos 
de mar,  
e um piloto da 



marinha real que 
estava ali com 
a tarefa de nos 
transportar.  
  
Adiante partimos, 
seguimos para oriente, 
no topo da espuma do mar, 
rumando pelo Mediterrâneo 
em busca de um bom lugar. 
As falésias estavam 
secas, ocres e meio 
queimadas, desbroavam-
se em pequenos pedaços 
que caíam de encontro ao 



mar. Junto de uma grande 
escarpa, num recanto 
abrigado, decidimos  
ancorar, aquela era  
a área do mar que 
queríamos explorar. 

Sentada na borda do 
bote, entusiasmada no 
meu olhar, observava 
todos os detalhes daquela 
enorme rocha, alta e 
colossal descendo a pique 
num profundo mergulho 
até ao fundo do mar.  
Imaginava-a por ali 



abaixo, num precipício 
abissal, quando logo me 
deparei com algo muito 
anormal. O mar estava 
roxo e com um ar meio 
gorduroso, parecia 
tingido de um púrpura 
espesso e gelatinoso. 

 

Os meus jovens colegas e o 
nosso velho tutor avaliavam as 
condições do mar e mostravam-se 
prontos para mergulhar. 
Fiquei apavorada 
e achei por bem perguntar,  
o que raio se passava com o mar. 
Explicaram-me que nada havia a 
temer, eram medusas malva do 
mediterraneo e que eu podia 
mergulhar à confiança. 



Eu deveria lançar-me para  
o fundo e passar rápido 
por aquela primeira camada. 
Como assim? 
Disparei-lhes, 
com a voz já embargada. 
Sim, responderam em uníssono, 
não há problema nenhum, elas 
estão só à superfície e a um 
metro de profundidade o mar 
estará limpinho. Num impulso 
recusei aquela loucura, 
mas percebi que ficar ali, no 
bote ancorado, me traria mais 
amargura, o piloto militar já  
me sorria com um certo olhar  
de esgar.  

Virei-me de costas com o 
mar, bem à pontinha daquela 
borda e lancei-me com toda 
a força inclinando-me para 
trás. De imediato senti uma 
dor infernal, algo se tinha 



agarrado ao meu pescoço e as 
dores eram letais.  As minhas 
mãos enluvadas libertaram-
me de qualquer coisa, mole, 
espessa e grotesca mas nem isso 
me importava perante a dor que 
me atacava. Não sabia o que 
estava a fazer mas sentia-me a 
descer, algo grave me estava 
a acontecer.  Tinha levado uma 
ferroada em cima da jugular que 
latejava a toda a força com o 
inchaço a aumentar. 



E u  o u v i a 
c l a r a m e n t e



o  m e u  s a n g u e

a q u e r e r  p a s s a r  e  s e n t i a  s e m 

s o m b r a  d e  d ú v i d a  a  t r a q u e i a 

q u a s e  a  f e c h a r .  



dia 
em 
que 
o 
meu 
medo 



morreu 



Os meus colegas, 
cada vez mais longe 
e ainda lá em cima, 
rodavam nas suas 
barbatanas como 
ventoinhas 



sempre a girar. 
A luz estava mais 
escura, e o roxo  
já não se via. 
Enquanto isto, 
eu caia.  

Afundando-me no meu 
peso extra, de um 
cinto que me prendia, 
e a falta de ar nos 
pulmões, percebi 
que já me ia. 
Entrou o medo, 
e a ideia de que 



eu morria.  
Ouvi o meu 
descontrole no  
acto de respirar, 
um som aflitivo 
devido à dor e à 
falta de ar. 

Achei tudo 
aquilo um 
grande drama, 
uma total 
anomalia, 



e sobretudo 
muito 
desperdício 
ser esta a 
forma como 
eu morria.
Senti um enorme abanão, 
algo que vinha de cima, 
um forte puxão pelo meio, 
na zona que me submergia. 
Senti-me rápida a subir, 
bolhas brancas,  
zumbidos e ruídos. 
Algo me levou à superfície.  
O homem do mar viu-me 
a afogar e depressa 
interviu para me salvar. 
Entregou-me ao militar, 



que lá do alto do seu posto, 
atravessado pelo sol, 
num reflexo imediato me 
puxou para dentro do bote. 
Ali estava eu, derrotada no 
fundo de um chão encharcado, 
como um magro atum acabado  
de ser pescado.

Enfrentava agora a minha 
pequenez,  a vã glória 
de me aventurar  
transformara-se rapidamente 
na minha humilde gratitude 
por pelo menos  
conseguir respirar.   
Eu e o militar, sozinhos,  
juntos no meu infortúnio,  
tentávamos relativizar.  
O pobre homem, 
para me confortar,  
dizia para eu não me  
preocupar, que a minha cara 
estava intacta mas o pescoço 
era melhor não tocar.  



Sorria e repetia que 
agora que eu  
estava a salvo 
tudo havia de passar.
Quando voltamos ao acampamento 
fui para a tenda hospitalar 
onde me pintaram o pescoço 
de azul e me mandaram ir 
descansar. 
Uns dias depois estava 
pronta para voltar.

Apesar de ter medo, não podia 
ficar mais tempo a matutar,  
era importante deixar isto  
para trás e recuperar o gosto 
por mergulhar. Achei por bem 
ir-me pesar e tinha menos 10 
quilos do que pensava. Havia 
ido ao mar demasiado pesada. 
Reduzimos os pesos do cinto, 
vesti uma balaclava emprestada 
e fiquei confiante que nada 
mais me assolava. 



Voltei ao bote  
e fomos os quatro,  
o meu salvador  
e o marinheiro militar,  
rumamos para o outro lado. 
Fomos direito ao estreito, 
passando pelo enclave,  
o forte na ponta do mar  
e a marinha espanhola  
a observar.   
O mar agora parecia-me  
mais puro, num brilho 
espelhado, tinha de novo  
um suave tom azulado.  
Encontramos um novo lugar, 
ligeiramente afastado,  
um pouco reservado,  
mas amplo e bem frequentado, 
foi-nos indicado como  
sítio de grande pescado.  

Sentada na borda 
do bote, deixei-me 



escorregar, de costas 
na água, sabia-me 
bem o lento afundar. 
Cabeça para baixo 
e um leve respirar, 
estava feliz e 
calma por estar a 
mergulhar. Desci, 
descemos juntos,  
até ao fundo do mar, 
bem lá embaixo onde  
a areia das ondas  
se deixa repousar.  

Trinta metros de água, de um azul  

profundo em silêncio que logo nos faz 



relaxar.  Passado uns 15 minutos,  

algo de novo aconteceu, o meu oxigênio  

parecia fraquejar e quando inspirava  

nem todo o ar me estava a chegar.   

Fiz os sinais que me competem de forma  

a comunicar ao meu par de mergulho  

aquilo que se estava a passar. 

Desta vez o meu cérebro manteve-
se numa calma invulgar, não sentia 
medo mas antes um serenar, um estado 
de espírito satisfeito, um certo 
preenchimento de alma por estar 
naquele lugar. Meditava na  minha 
forma de inspirar,  tinha o meu  
foco no que havia a fazer e na  
forma como o faria. Este pequeno 
poder de escolha, trouxe-me um  
novo sentir das coisas, era eu 
que decidia entre o pânico ou a 
aceitação. Iniciamos em conjunto 
a nossa subida a prumo, em direção 
à superfície. Via nos olhos do meu 
colega uma oferta de confiança, 
entregava-me o seu oxigênio em  



troca da minha esperança. E subi, 
subi, subimos os trinta metros  
com as devidas pausas contadas. 

Este foi o dia em que 
o meu medo morreu. 
O dia em que a humildade 
tomou um novo lugar  
em mim.  
Percebi que o perigo  
está dentro de nós,  
no medo do desconhecido, 
no desconforto  
do imprevisto,  
nos momentos em que 
ficamos pendurados  
e dependentes  
de um tempo  



que achamos curto. 
 

Muitas vezes  
voltei ao mar,  
algumas delas  
para mergulhar,  
e em tantas outras 
aventuras,   
mas nunca mais  
me envolvi,  
aceitei  
ou compactuei  
com medos  
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Ainda hoje penso na grande trouxa branca.











































































































C
O

N
N

EC
TIN

G
 W

A
TERS 











a blind fisherm
an  

a conch blow
n to call others  

m
em

ories of childhood  
m

urm
urs of yesterday  

sounds of togetherness  
in joy and in sorrow

  
calls from

 faraw
ay  

in the here and now
  

a river estuary  
connecting to the sea  

transporting m
e into a trip  

of row
ing, fishing and singing  
of rem

em
brance  

of m
elancholy  

of connection  
today the archive of yesteryear  

today the m
em

ories  
of past histories  



a blind fisherm
an  

a conch blow
n to call others  

m
em

ories of childhood  
m

urm
urs of yesterday  

sounds of togetherness  
in joy and in sorrow

  
calls from

 faraw
ay  

in the here and now
  

a river estuary  
connecting to the sea  

transporting m
e into a trip  

of row
ing, fishing and singing  
of rem

em
brance  

of m
elancholy  

of connection  
today the archive of yesteryear  

today the m
em

ories  
of past histories  



























a blind fisherman  

a conch blown to call others  

memories of childhood  

murmurs of yesterday  

sounds of togetherness  

in joy and in sorrow  

calls from faraway  

in the here and now  

a river estuary  

connecting to the sea  

transporting me into a trip  

of rowing, fishing and singing  

of remembrance  

of melancholy  

of connection  

today the archive of yesteryear  

today the memories  

of past histories  

today in the liquidity of water  

and in the fluidity of thought  

i am once again in the high sea  

the little child of 7  

surrounded by fishermen  

in joy and in sorrow  
calls from faraway  

in the here and now  
a river estuary  

connecting  
to the sea  

transporting me 
into a trip  
of rowing, 

fishing and singing  
of remembrance  
of melancholy  
of connection  

today the archive 
of yesteryear  

today the memories  
of past histories  

today in the liquidity
of water  

and in the fluidity 
of thought  

I am once again 
in the high sea  



a blind fisherman  

a conch blown to call others  

memories of childhood  

murmurs of yesterday  

sounds of togetherness  

in joy and in sorrow  

calls from faraway  

in the here and now  

a river estuary  

connecting to the sea  

transporting me into a trip  

of rowing, fishing and singing  

of remembrance  

of melancholy  

of connection  

today the archive of yesteryear  

today the memories  

of past histories  

today in the liquidity of water  

and in the fluidity of thought  

i am once again in the high sea  

the little child of 7  

surrounded by fishermen  

in joy and in sorrow  
calls from faraway  

in the here and now  
a river estuary  

connecting  
to the sea  

transporting me 
into a trip  
of rowing, 

fishing and singing  
of remembrance  
of melancholy  
of connection  

today the archive 
of yesteryear  

today the memories  
of past histories  

today in the liquidity
of water  

and in the fluidity 
of thought  

I am once again 
in the high sea  















Va
rio

us
 a

rc
hi

ve
 m

at
er

ia
l f

ro
m

 P
ed

ró
gã

o 
be

ac
h/

, C
oi

m
br

ão
 L

ei
ria

, P
or

tu
ga

l 
M

at
er

ia
ls:

 p
la

st
ic

 b
ag

s,
 w

at
er

 fr
om

 th
e 

Ta
gu

s 
es

tu
ar

y,
 c

lo
th

es
 p

eg
s



Va
rio

us
 a

rc
hi

ve
 m

at
er

ia
l f

ro
m

 P
ed

ró
gã

o 
be

ac
h/

, C
oi

m
br

ão
 L

ei
ria

, P
or

tu
ga

l 
M

at
er

ia
ls:

 p
la

st
ic

 b
ag

s,
 w

at
er

 fr
om

 th
e 

Ta
gu

s 
es

tu
ar

y,
 c

lo
th

es
 p

eg
s























 
today in the liquidity of w

ater  
and in the fluidity of thought  

I am
 once again in the high sea  

the little child of 7  
surrounded by fisherm

en  
dropping the nets  

in hope and prayer
the quality of passing tim

e...  
fragm

ents of m
em

ories  
broken and ‘liquidifiding’  

residue of residues  
m

em
ory from

 shards  
alw

ays in the process  
of reassem

blage











 
a river estuary  connecting to the sea transporting me into a trip of rowing, fishing and singing 
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today in the liquidity of water  
and in the fluidity of thought  
I am once again in the high sea  





the quality of passing time...  
fragments of memories  

broken and ‘liquidifiding’  





a blind fisherman  
a conch blown to call others  

memories of childhood 





today the archive of yesteryear  
today the memories  

of past histories 
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               CEDRUS FALSUS RENATI

O processo fotográfico contemplou, desde 

a sua invenção, a submersão das imagens em 

líquidos: reveladores, fixadores, viradores, 

água. É num líquido que o fantasma invisível 

se materializa em imagem visível, é num 

líquido que a imagem se fixa no papel.

E é numa memória líquida que a imagem 

fotográfica revelada e fixada flutua, 

parecendo ser capaz de adiar assim a morte 

da recordação. Memória líquida, capaz de se 

moldar a cada tempo que atravessa.

Adiar a morte? Realmente, a fotografia tem 

sido desde a sua invenção conotada de muitas 

formas à ideia de morte. 



Não será portanto de admirar a importância 

desta conotação na Câmara Clara de Barthes, 

se tivermos em conta que o livro é conduzido 

por um conjunto de fotografias da sua mãe, 

que teria falecido há pouco, e em particular 

pela tal fotografia da sua mãe ainda criança 

no Jardim de Inverno.

No fundo, o que vejo na fotografia que me 

tiram (a intenção, segundo a qual a olho), 

é a Morte (Barthes, 32)

Barthes via a Morte naquela fotografia que 

nunca nos mostra.

 



Há na fotografia esta contradição insolúvel. 

Perante a ilusão de eternidade que parece 

prometer, constitui uma prova da nossa 

efemeridade, um testemunho de que aquele 

passado existiu, mas que desapareceu.  

De cada vez que vemos fotografias do  

século XIX ou do princípio do século XX  

somos fustigados por uma ideia perturbadora:  

toda aquela gente que nos olha, anda, 

brinca, corre, ri, está morta, já não existe. 

Sobretudo ao olhar os rostos sorridentes e 

felizes das crianças…

Num nível mais metafórico a fotografia, tal 

como a morte, é um sequestro de um objecto ou 

de uma pessoa deste mundo para outro mundo. 

Tal como a morte a fotografia parece ser 



imediata e irreversível, uma descontinuidade 

no tempo, um corte no referente, um espectro.

Enquanto o processo fotográfico nos parece 

ser transformador, móvel, líquido, a imagem 

fotográfica parece ser sólida, eterna e 

imutável. Pura ilusão…

A ACERT, com quem mantenho uma cumplicidade 

de há muitos anos, convidou-me a participar 

no projecto Bosque com Passado, integrado  

no Tom de Festa 2007.  







A ideia era simples e curiosa.  

A ACERT convidara cada uma das 26 juntas 

de freguesia do concelho de Tondela a 

seleccionar uma árvore morta da sua 

freguesia.  

Cada uma das 26 árvores seria atribuída  

a um artista plástico, para nela intervir, 

construindo assim no jardim da ACERT um 

bosque com passado e ao mesmo tempo  

um bosque de árvores mortas com um novo 

futuro, ainda que efémero como todos os 

futuros, um futuro até ao fim do verão, pois 

as árvores do projecto iriam ser mantidas nos 

jardins da Associação até ao fim de Setembro.  

 

Perante aquele convite inesperado, hesitei 

apenas durante alguns segundos, porque, como 



de costume, bem ou mal, acabei por aceitar 

esse desafio. Mas não tinha ainda nenhuma 

ideia de como intervir no projecto com 

fotografia.

A fotografia teve sempre, desde que foi 

inventada, uma componente muito forte de 

registo, de memória, e dessa forma esteve 

sempre, de alguma forma, ligada à ideia 

de morte. O momento registado é sempre um 

momento que já passou, um momento que já não 

existe mais. A fotografia é por isso também 

sempre uma mentira. 



Mas apesar de cada fotografia permitir 

registar uma memória, há contudo também na 

imagem fotográfica uma enorme efemeridade, 

inerente à fragilidade do processo.  

Uma efemeridade na forma que poderíamos 

associar a uma forma de liquidez.

Depois de uma curta reflexão decidi intervir 

no projecto Bosque com Passado montando um 

conjunto de tinas cheias de água à volta da 

minha árvore, onde mergulharia fotografias 

a preto e branco de uma árvore da mesma 

espécie, recorrendo a uma série de imagens, 

com impressão variável, desde o branco 

completamente subexposto ao negro queimado 

sobreexposto. Ligar o ciclo efémero da vida 

e da morte ao ciclo efémero do processo 



fotográfico. Registo, memória, liquidez, 

morte, efemeridade.

Informaram-me uns dias depois que me tinha 

sido atribuído por sorteio um cedro da 

freguesia de Caparrosa. Enviaram-me  

a fotografia da árvore morta, de pé,  

como é tradição nas árvores.

De acordo com o que planeara, teria  

portanto de fotografar um cedro.  

Decidi então aproveitar um fim-de-semana  

nas terras do Alendouro para encontrar  

um cedro e fotografá-lo.  

O problema que se me colocou de imediato  

foi de identificar, com uma certeza  



absoluta, um cedro genuíno.  

 

 

Tinha uma ideia do aspecto da árvore, mas 

receava, na minha ignorância de rapaz da 

cidade, poder confundi-la com alguma árvore 

semelhante. Mas pensei que, com a ajuda das 

gentes do campo, conhecedora das árvores, 

seria fácil, ultrapassar essa dificuldade. 

Constatei que afinal não era bem assim. 

Durante a viagem para Trás-os-Montes,  

já muito perto de Rebordelo, vislumbrei  

na beira da estrada, no santuário de  

Stª Rita, uma árvore, que toda a gente  

que viajava comigo no carro identificou,  

com toda a certeza, como um cedro.  

 



 

Decidi, por isso, ir fotografá-lo no dia 

seguinte. E assim fiz. Já depois de o ter 

fotografado, perguntei a algumas pessoas 

da aldeia que tinham aparecido entretanto, 

movidos certamente pela curiosidade, a saber 

o que faria eu por ali, se sabiam que árvore 

era aquela. Estranhamente recebi respostas 

contraditórias, inclusive de um homem que 

afirmou ter sido ele a plantá-la. Começou 

surpreendentemente por afirmar que a árvore 

era um pinho! Depois de alguma conversa, lá 

concordou que aquela árvore era de facto o 

que as pessoas chamavam de cedro. E tinha 

razão. Ou não tinha. Pois não era um cedro, 

como iremos ver.

Desconfiado, resolvi consultar um amigo que 



é engenheiro silvícola. Concluí então, para 

minha surpresa, que nenhuma das duas árvores 

é um cedro. A árvore que me atribuíram é um 

Camecipáris do Oregon, de nome científico 

Chamaecyparis lawsoniana, ainda que muitas 

vezes indevidamente chamada de Cedro branco 

ou de Cedro do Oregon.  

A árvore que fotografei é afinal um  

Cupressus sempervirens, do vulgar género 

cipreste, que curiosamente também é muitas 

vezes, indevidamente, chamado de cedro.  

 

 

 

Soube que existem na realidade 3 espécies  

do género Cedrus - Cedrus deodara,  

Cedrus atlantica e Cedrus libani -  

e que nenhuma das duas árvores pertencia  



a qualquer dessas três espécies.  

Todas estas espécies são recentes em 

Portugal. Foram introduzidas pelos  

serviços florestais na década de 50.  

Daí a confusão, suponho. 

 

 

 

 

 

Ou seja, descobri que as 3 árvores:  

a árvore morta de Tondela, a árvore que 

fotografei em Rebordelo e a árvore das 

fotografias, a boiar dentro das tinas  

cheias de água, são todas da espécie  

Cedrus Falsus.  



A ironia do destino, tornara a fotografia 

ainda mais falsa do que ela sempre é. 

Photus Falsus Cedri Falsi





























































































No dia 05 de novembro de 2015, em 

Mariana, Minas Gerais, Brasil, uma 

barragem de rejeitos de minérios,  

rompe-se, causando destruição  

nos rios e nas matas por onde  

a lama passou. Dezanove vidas 

humanas foram soterradas por essa 

lama tóxica.

No dia 11 de novembro, ainda em 

2015, reagindo ao ocorrido, os 

artistas Eliane Velozo e  Severino 

L A M A   D E   M O R T E

O público se envolveu no projeto, 

despejando água potável por cima do 

corpo do performer, amenizando  

o seu sofrimento embaixo de um sol 

escaldante, o que é, também, uma 

metáfora pela impossibilidade de 

minimizar o sofrimento dos 

que morreram em Mariana. 

 

Foi uma tragédia anunciada, porque 

a empresa tinha conhecimento das 

rachaduras na estrutura da barragem 

e continuou, durante meses, 

jogando rejeitos na mesma. 

O ‘Lama de morte’, refere-se à lama 

tóxica, que é o rejeito do poder 

econômico, que arranca minérios 

do solo, e os transforma em matéria 

minerada, usando, nesse processo,  

água do próprio rio que ela destrói.

Ao não dar importância ao  

Iabá realizaram o ‘site specific’ 

Lama de Morte,  

no centro da cidade de  

Belo Horizonte, na  praça 7,  

local onde transitavam  

milhares de pessoas todos os  

dias. Não sabíamos, ainda,  

que em 25 de janeiro de 2019,  

outra barragem de rejeitos de  

minérios, esta da Empresa  

Vale (Antiga Vale do Rio  





“[…] If  I  look at  the skin sur face concretely  

I  am under the impression  

that  i t  is  a plane on which everything happens.

I  was told,  i t  is  t rue,  that  

some things happen outs ide the skin,  

( the “purely object ive” and the “purely subject ive” ones),  

but  whether what I  was told is  t rue is  one of  the quest ions  

a concrete considerat ion of  the skin should be able to answer.  

Therefore my impression that  everything happens  

on the skin sur face is  the point  

of  depar ture of  this  essay.  […]

[…] the skin is  a sur face which protrudes  

into the third dimension of  space,  

and does so dynamical ly along the dimension of  t ime. 

 I t  is  a space- t ime cont inuum without los ing  

i ts  two dimensional  character is t ics .  

The cur ves of  the skin are i ts  “geographic”,  

and i ts  dynamics are i ts  “his tor ical” acc idents.  

Some accidents are more or less permanent,  

( l ike the abyss “mouth”); 

others are more ephemerous,  

( l ike wounds and other shal low val leys).

Those out l ines are not  sharp,  

because the skin absorbs and secretes.  

What may be absorbed is  a skin possibi l i ty,  

and i t  becomes real  during absorpt ion.  

The total i ty of  absorbable inf luences  

forms the outer hor izon of  the skin  

and may be cal led “my future”.  

Each s ingle incoming possibi l i ty  

may be cal led “an adventure”.  

During the absorpt ion of  an adventure 

 a fact  happens on the skin sur face.  

The sum total  of  such facts  may be cal led “the given world”  

or  “my passive presence in the world”.  

Each fact  leaves a scar on the skin,  

(even i f  this  may not be vis ible to the naked eye).  

This  may be cal led “a fact  remembered”.  

The total i ty of  such scars may be cal led “my memory” 

or “my passive past”.  […]”



as caracter ís t icas técnicas  

da obtenção da imagem  

são muito s imples:

papel  fotográf ico com impressão por subl imação térmica,  

submerso durante 7 dias em água da companhia,  

no exter ior  da habitação.





Estado de Imergência / State of Immergency
Certo dia, em Março de 2021,  acordei a pensar ser possível a nossa casa se transformar no nosso próprio túmulo: metáfora  
para quem somos num quotidiano que escorre na espera; sou uma condenada a ser livre; preciso de agir./ Some day, in March 
2021 I woke up thinking to be possible one’s home to become our tomb: metaphor for who we are in a daily life that flows in  
waiting; I am condemned to be free; I need to act.


