A Laborious Portrait by Gersande Schellinx

[t1s 11:27AM (CEST). You just entered the
space. You stand at the table that serves
you as an atelier, in the atelier that serves
you as a space for machmation. You are
set to start. ‘T am here” Your hands hold

a metaphor on one side and a tool on the
other. What interests you most 1s what
this given tool is saying about a particular
time, place, and community — about the
people that are using it. ‘T am here” What
was your mental state when using this
oven tool? ‘T am very curious.”
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A deafening silence. A deafening silence,
for the mind to rest under the needs of
the materials, the circumstances, and the
dictatorship of physics — where mind
crushes physical impossibilities, where
physics break minds.
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[t 18 11:27AM (GMT-4). You are relentless.
You come to me with finished instruc-
tions, vet it all needs to be sharpened,
smoothened, cleaned up, messed up again,
and finally put back together ... Do we do
the same things in our respective lives?
You made me th ink about the metaphor
ol'a tool, and the given tools that deﬁne a
toolset. How tl hey make the focus change
along with it. T am here." It is often said,
thatyou are slowa becoming a human

ell, as your constructions have a very
specific geometry.
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We

wish for a space to think silently;

while engines are roaring, where eyes

dre

the ones of imagination and hands

do not impose, but {ollow directions
towards constant tension between the

ant

hropomorphism of textures, surfaces,

and

the maker's needs.
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[t 1s 11:28AM (GMT-5). You came late.
Don't cut corners. Each step is essential.
Each splinter a testimony, proof of your
relationship with the physmal
machination. ‘I am here.” You think it
helps to be hyper-focused on one thing
at a time. Yet, 1l you're looking for a habit
to get n shape, you can't hyper-focus on
metaphors right now. When we werent
cutting corners, the diflerence was huge.
This brings up the question: how are you
using the tool?
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[t1s 11:27AM (EEST). You are legitimate.
The metaphor would work in this

case because, as written, following an
‘Impossible,” all tools are possible. The pen
1S a metaphor fora tool. .. have you heard
that one betore? It app ies to everything,
anything really, on some given surface.

[t applies instructions on a given surface
to apply with this given tool to any
surfaces. ‘I am here.” And those surfaces,
even with the tools in hand, are agamst
me, are against you, now more than ever.
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[t is I whois held in suspension, waiting for

the next hit, the

next accomplishment.

[ who 18 enslaved to the train of actions

that led to that s

mooth end. I turn around

to look for an accomplice eve to feel what
[ felt when the grain revealed itself to me,
when the cut turned out to be straight,
my mmd turned out to be right; I dream

myself' to be a saw, as to teel the itch,

each time a cut gets deeper, the fibres
sticking out of the material brush me at

each stroke and

my euphoria, once the

plece scatters, marking a new beginning,
accepting a small death: that of a shape.
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[t1s 11:27 (ACST). You changed. Thereis a
beyond the tool. A place for you to breach
instructions and technologies.

Tam here” And you know how to screw
with a hammer. Write with a saw. Bend
with a broom. There is your tool on one
hand and the metaphor on the other.
This machmation might be pretentious
or somehow unrealistic, yet isn't each
action a reinvention?
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A constant flow, a multitude of sizes

and textures and smells, each time |

hold what I'm really being held by, tiny
reoccurring insurgence. Each action can
be contemplated in the tragedy of the
cacophonous material, slowly leaving its
body for another body. A pubescent body,
bound to the changes that occur faster
than their confidence could ever.
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[t1s 11:27 (GMT-7). You are, oh so loud.
Bom shhhh rakk-k ‘Tam here” My head
has an indent, it pushes, scratches, takes
away. Action of slight impact. Rakk-k
Sometimes my handle becomes rough,
it sweats, resists, slips away. “You are here.”
Every resistance 18 a revolution. Every
sweat 1s a statement. And thieouuuu.
It's the little things. When it feels right.
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| feel, I feel, taken, I feel, I feel, hypnotised.
Yet, I am the one holding. I am not the one
being held.




