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Recall 

“The soul never thinks without an image” Aristotle 

Memory is a conscious action. In that act, we recall and linger. The soul is the 

plow for which the present experiences turnover and the passive memories reveal 

themselves. The soul willingly acts to reveal the brief image it is aching to know. The 

place the soul travels through is expansive, and holds insurmountable experiences. 

These experiences become landscape where the flowers rise and fall, “I come to the 

fields and vast palaces of memory, where are the treasuries of innumerable images of all 

kinds of objects brought in by sense-perception “(Augustin 185).  

Memory is not only the act of recalling. It is the abyss; the abyss that one dips the 

hand into, grasping to retrieve what had existed before us. Our senses activate the plow; 

the plow works and the passive memories rise. Only visual, memory does not concern 

itself with language. Language is not a part of the soul's intending; it becomes secondary 

to the image that is revealed to us. “We tend to believe that we think and communicate 

directly through words and linguistic structures, when in fact we think and 

communicate through mental images or neutral patterns” (Pallasmaa 28). In some 

people’s minds, they best communicate through visuals alone. How did one understand 

as a baby? Babies have not developed vocal language, yet they can comprehend 

regardless. Was it through visuals alone that we could interpret? We first used our sight, 

before the developed vocal communication. This carries on into adulthood, where some 

minds continue to communicate in images, bringing forth the compositions from the 

soul.  
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Toiling 

“The image has touched the depths before it stirs the surface”  

(Pallasmaa 64) 

 

Burning Rod by Anselm Keifer embodies what it means to roam the plow. Pieces 

rise from the surface and curl over as does our recalling. Its emotional quality is rooted 

in its tactile presentation.  

The image created in our head forms from the path of the plow. It survey’s the 

landscape then acting upon it. The image fails to appear without these visuals to 

stimulate the mind.  It pulls information from differing places essentially active. We may 

use the filter in our brains to process an ambiguity like Keifer’s work, not entirely 

grasping anything concrete, like a fact, or truth. We piece its visuals to create meaning, 

to grasp a part of the existence process.  “...But I myself cannot grasp the totality of what 

I am. Is the mind, then, too restricted to compass itself, so that we have to ask what is 

that element of itself which it fails to grasp?” (Augustin 187). Our expectation for 



 3 

memory is that memory is aware of itself. Aware that it is its own entity which acts 

outside of decisions.  A presence that suppresses the soul’s intention. We must push our 

minds to provide for us. 

 As an attempt to grasp a part of what we are.  

We, who restrict memory.  

We resist like an unopened jar, await to reimagine the sensory knowledge before 

us. Memory is a looming presence, an accumulation of experience which question our 

existence. Being, is never fully understood. 

What is understood, is that complete comprehension may never be a part of the 

experience. It is in the process of recalling the forgotten that we may know presence and 

find clarity. This process involves the movement of time, and collections of sensory 

inputs and observations. They enter our being for they aid in interpretation of future 

moments.  

“Then how did these matters enter my memory? I do not know how. For 

when I learnt them, I did not believe what someone else was telling me, 

but within myself I recognized them and assented to their truth. I 

entrusted them to my mind as if storing them up to be produced when 

required” (Augustine 189) 

We already hold scrolls in the vessel that harbor knowledge of self. An 

acknowledgment of our senses they speak intently; with meaning. Instinctively trusting 

that these things tell us the specificity of an experience. This specificity can be 

reconstituted and related to others. We open the vessel, and retrieve the stored senses. 

Read when there is a need to understand a present, or process thereafter. 
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Keeping 

Memories are held onto like a withered photograph of our ancestors. We hold, 

afraid of its fleeting absence. Is it the act of holding that gives essence of the photo to 

float on the surface of the internal waters? We use photographs to transfer ourselves 

between two places. The photograph, gives us a record of time. This time behaves as 

another place. How do they function in relation to our minds?  “Of course, photographs 

fill in blanks in our mental pictures of the present and the past…” (Sontag 23). One 

travels between two spaces and time differences. One thinks and justifies 

simultaneously in the photos themselves. Blindsided, we are led to believe we 

understand the truth in them. One justifies photos as the true reality because of the 

physical documentation. It can be printed, and put in to books for us to view. They no 

longer become figments or ideas of memory. They can be held in our hands.  We situate 

ourselves within the photo, see from the perspective of the image itself outwards to the 

viewer. The photo is one thing: an object. It views us like we do to them.  

Photographs trigger and stimulate the minds movement through time past and 

present. Are photographs a special container that functions like our minds memory 

space? An extension of the storage house within our minds…? Possibly, for they hold 

what our eyes have grabbed and hands have touched. We have these photographs so we 

may be able to forget and allow space for refreshed experience.  

 “And still it is not yet enough to have memories, one must be able to 

forget them when they are many and one must have a great patience to wait until 

they come again…” (Rilke) 

 Memories disintegrate because the amount overflows our mental space. The 

mind forgets for the pure experience of retracing and reconfiguring self in another place.  
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A place that was once physical, in real time, now imaginary.  But does the photograph 

truly transcend from image to understanding of time? We cannot choose which it does, 

for both perceptive sides are in the photograph. 

 

 

Structure 

 “An embodied memory has an essential role as the basis of remembering a space 

or place…” (76 Pallasmaa).  

Memories physically direction our bodies to remember inhabited spaces. We are 

continually put into structures with memories fully realized. They never leave, but 

continue their movements within the space.  Human thought is the invisible paint that 

we build to make architecture the fully realized piece. Acting as our facilitator it is the 

“basic substance of being [that] penetrates our consciousness” (Pallasmaa).  

Every existing architecture continues to re-center placement in the world. It may 

be replacement to another country or room, or maybe even a replacement within the 

multiple rooms upstairs in our minds.  

“The timeless task of architecture is to 

create embodied and lived existential 

metaphors that concretize and structure our 

being in the world….” (76 Pallasmaa). 

 Walls become reflections of images 

past.  
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 The walls easily beckon the cramped memory. The walls touch the memories as 

they hover behind the eye balls. The person encounters the walls that then activate the 

memory. The walls present indents; reminders to those who build the image. Every 

touch embeds rings of fingers on the walls, “A building is encountered, its approached, 

confronted, related to one’s body; moved through” (Pallasmaa 68). They seem invisibly, 

until we enter the space once more. The mystic happenings in a space are reactivated in 

the memories of those who occupy. Past generations lent themselves in walls. Their 

embodied experience encased until the present self-graces those spots. One places their 

hands and becomes a part of the layers of human histories. Architecture is a structure 

built from these histories. One encounters a 3-dimentional space and within seconds 

has multiple remembrances. New bodies pass and encounter the space as previous ones 

recede beyond sight. Through its time embedded within the structure. A construction of 

recollections, it is a space that responds and informs of our passing life. Architecture is 

therefore as much a mental interaction as it is a bodily relation. 

 

 

Embodied remembrances come in currents, 

As we feel the impact from what we’ve made important. 

 The image resides inside, containing their own reminders.  

Like the architecture contains our former selves 

We apply our own experience 

Bloom a container of interactions  

Lending them to the sides of the photograph. 

While they view us without hesitation  
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Know in their unending space that they carry from those before. 

 

 

 

Remembering 

Elder generations hold on to art forms 

Like a child’s grip to their swing 

Move  

In its lyrics 

warm  

as a reminder 

Of the place, they come from 

Where hardships endure and hope is scarse  

And they continue their swing 

Collective memory thrives on photographs. It justifies one’s concrete perception. A 

combination. We can only understand from our interpretation. 

They are stories that requires a communal recalling.  

Photos reinforce those recollections, and is a conscious choice.  

I deal with a collective memory.  

Images of people who once were, formulate inside the racks of files in our brain 

like old photographs in Palestinian history have on my mind.  There is a sacred quality 

to these photos, we know these photos serve as documentation of Palestinian life.   

Where there is documentation, there is a preservation of what is lost. 

Loss of a moment, 

Loss of present time 
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Loss of interaction 

Forgotten souls 

The subjects of my artwork are Palestinians before “Al Nakba”, the Diaspora in 

1948. In this historical time, Palestinians 

were massacred and displaced.  

 

Moving, Making 

I do not follow a systematic process, rather the paintings reveal themselves in 

time. I find their essence through the act of recalling the image. In painting 

recollections, layers are crucial. The painting isn’t predetermined. Its outcome is 

dependent on their presentation as I follow the clues through discovery.  

It becomes like an excavation sight. 

The textured surface is the memory the plow works to uncover. The painting 

awaits my response.  I depend on my ability to recall the tiny black and white 

photograph, constructing an image from a memory as I continue to uncover.  

As the painting clarifies, becomes a recognizable person, I conceal it, cover it up 

with layers of paint, forget their visual clarity. 

I push the painting (with my brushes) back into its time, forgetting their face 

 an erasure in my memory.  

A process of remembering the individual’s in the photograph and forgetting how 

to paint. 

I may, through the process, find the painting.  

And I may not. 

They remove themselves from documentations and transcend,  
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They transcend; become souls who illumine the surface which once was and now 

is. As a cultural society, we think photographs reflect our reality. They are the closest 

thing we can get to remembering a moment, place, or person. This change affects our 

perception of reality. Reality is changed just by the existence of photographs, the subject 

matter is secondary, “Instead of just recording reality, photographs have become the 

norm for the way things appear to us, thereby changing the very idea of reality, and of 

realism” (Sontag 87). Recalling brings one walk back into time. To intentionally recall 

the memory at any moment is meaningful. It's the action that allows the past to 

resurface the present state of mind. The movement is anchored in the image, the mind 

only the tool. 

“Memory, both individual and collective, is elastic in nature, spontaneous, 

sentimental, and susceptible to psychological factors, lacking “scientific” 

or rational rules, and concerned with the public rather than the small 

community of professional historians (Sela 4).  

Memory has no guidelines as to what it needs to be.  

It becomes what it is. This realm; a collective emotional and psychological 

accumulation that brings out our deepest and most primitive human troubles. 

life 

loss 

death 

living 

humanity 

Abyss 
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The abyss is the place to return. It is the deep space of the mind; beyond our own 

visual sight. We travel under the surfaces towards contemplation. Inside this space, one 

further analyzes the happenings beneath the skin; the inner workings of the mind.  

It is the space in which we interpret meaning for our lives; problem solve and 

internalize information. This is specific to the human being. The events that we live 

through are layered one over the other, like the construction of painting and like 

histories events.  

Perhaps the void offers an inward reflective experience. We enter, familiarly, 

without moving to another place. Sometimes, it leads to good, well realized thought. 

Other times, we fall into the navy blue and question how we are here. 

This “here” becomes from our past and present’s simultaneously collision, Its 

intermingling provides a well of interpretation. Perhaps there can be no answer or result 

coming out of the abyss, but it offers expansive thought that trickles into the minutes of 

our lives.  

 

Processing  

Limitations are non-existent to our minds ability.  In unending moments, the 

active mind is nontraditional in nature. Its roads are unpaved but cracks 

insurmountable. Our thoughts move in multiple directions, and explore each crevice. 

Thinking happens in multiple ways and is multidirectional, “The rhizome itself assumes 

very diverse forms, from ramied surface extension in all directions to concretion into 

bulbs and tubers” (Teal). Expansive thinking is the byproduct of thought movement. 

Ideas are unlike the rooted tree that sprouts from one seed. Thought becomes a 
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rhizome, and grows in experienced landscape. It grows around the edges and between 

gaps, and are found on outskirts; never rooted. 

 A tree is slow moving, hierarchical, it grows in one upwards direction. One 

internal idea branches grow into more multiple ideas at one time. The root 

predetermines the outcome of thought. The root brings its branches into fruition, 

allowing the fruit to grow. If the idea does not follow completely, the mind awaits 

another to cultivate. This is the most common way of understanding thinking which 

may be a blockade to more dynamic thought.  

Through intuitive nature one finds new observances on the pathways.  The 

outside layer of the branches asks us to respond, with action. This act serves as a 

reference point to which one can move into other realizations. Like a slithering snake, 

one observes its ground and moves through gravel feeling through each sensation. One 

cannot pre-determine thoughts fruition, but can follow its clues that are presented in the 

moment. This parallels the painting process: for one referencing a concrete photograph 

acting intuitively through that filter.  

The photograph is the initial point that aids in reaching anew. It stimulates our 

eyes and causes our minds to wonder. We can see the image, the three dimensionalities. 

Flip through multiples, and see 

Of pixels, ink 

Human passing. 

They appear in our brains and respond to reflections of ourselves. Possibly a 

moment, the recognizable look our eyes are keenly familiar with. A moment of historical 

identity, Although the photo only gives us one set of information. The viewer must 



 12 

activate its potential, to be more than itself. Find reminders of observation and 

meditation of the photograph 

We response not in words, but in movements on top of the canvas. 

 It is both the experience of being with the photo, the painting and the live 

models, that enrich the paintings meaning. With each identity is a story, and we may 

find those through the process, “We do not initially project the story on the image, it is 

the image that reveals the narrative to us” (Pallasmaa 56). The image has all the 

information to the stories, but they reveal in times momentous time the paintbrush 

touches its skin.  

 

I approach paint in a multiplicity of directions. My work is related, but ventures 

in differing possibilities.  

It wanders in the journey of the time after. 

A systematic process only diminishes the experience, 

It slows active thinking while the hand brushes and reacts. 

Allowing the minds intuition to follow through in sight.  

The unknown avenues propel the work, 

Visceral and active, they are approached with force in the unknown.  

 Attacked with a tool that can handle such aggressive marks. The marks become 

harsh, difficult to see and interpret, but also produce uneasy sensibilities. 

Making sense of experience. 

Being with time. 

Because it is through the making that we can glide alongside it.  
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The artwork shares how it moved with our eyes. No predetermination of the 

image’s outcome is made. The concept stays present until the painting starts to speak. 

Once it lends a hand, I grasp it and begin move to multiple places. The direction of the 

place is not important. The painting reveals along the path, and I may never know the 

place in totality. Its navy-blue beckons as I find ways to be with moments, not in the 

past. As a moving, continuous act between time warps.  

Through motions 

Gestures of the arm. 

 They are collections in the vessel, that we carry within and spew outwards. 

Oscillating  

And they come like currents at any hour.  

Disregarding times presence 

But while moving, making, painting, 

 become soothed into simmering pitter patters. 

Excavating 

Boris Zaborov, a Belarusian artist, engages in memory. Deeply affected by old 

family photos, Zaborov dives into the imagined world of timeless people. Memory is 

crucial as he attempts to recall and construct what has been lost. Its daily experience in 

Solviet Russia influenced themes in his work.  

Continual wars, migration and revolution.  

Preserving memory as an action of a past was crucial in a time where 

remembering was crumbling towards forgetting. Zaborov does not preserve particular 

personal or historical memories, but constructs them.  
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He digs into the surface and turns over the soil as an attempt to uncover the 

image living there. 

He scrapes away reveling any clarity. 

He adds paint and remembers for a moment.  

The remembrance returns to the soil, absorbed back into the equipoise. The 

painting is a process of revelation and withdrawal of past. It's not about preserving 

concrete memories but constructing our collective ones that are remembered by 

photographs.  

  This surface of his work is distinctively textured; an image is cradled in each 

crevice. An intentional choice for Zaborov, 

it creates a distinctive presence to the 

viewer. We give attention first to the 

surface texture, then to the subject matter 

of the painting.  

In his piece, Jewish Girl 1987, a 

young girl crosses her arms with 

confrontation in her body and face. She is 

present to us, but unreachable.  

She lives in a different realm. 

Crackled and withered Zaborov speaks 

about past time. The images of people 

become a constructed narrative, one that is 

distance from the personal experience but related through its consistent, continued 

surface.  
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The texture calls to touch, to touch with our eyes and leave the hands to imagine 

the feeling. It is our memory flirting with what can be the knowable sensory feeling, 

absent of the present action. While our memory flirts, it only imagines physical feeling. 

Once the arm reaches to touch, the information is transferred. “All physical evidence is 

reported to the mind which presides and judges of the responses of heaven and earth 

and all the things in them…” (Augustine 184). 

 Every sense we grasp, touch become information to the soul’s growth.  

The senses grasp, like a shovel to gravel. Our eyes for seeing, and our ears for 

hearing, each function as intended, but perceived and remembered together.  

Our senses are fertilizer for the soul.  

“I who act through these diverse functions am one mind” (Agustin 185). A giver of 

nutrients to memory which shall expand. Is not the mind like the ground and the 

fertilizer our memory?  

Zaborov’s aesthetic choices speak to our visual senses. Our eyes graze over and 

they are urged to dig by the small crevices.  “Others blend into the canvas so much that 

we can barely make them out and have to look closely: a faded colour, some half-erased 

traces, writing, words of parentage unknown to us” (Bidaine).  Choosing to make 

information obscure, Zaborov is clearly intentional in the process. There is a process he 

knows of and proceeds to tackle.  

Reflecting loss and preservation of a memory. It is not about preserving one's 

memory, but about the inability to preserve. That is the loss we see. This loss is 

compensated by Zabarov’s choice to include imaginary information, “He attaches 

imaginary notes, letters and inscriptions, an act of retrieval from oblivion” (Bidaine). 
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The activity is the moment at which anything begins. The unknowing of information is 

what makes the process a meaningful action.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Histories 

A cultural group of people 

salvage their histories through art. Often 

when groups of people suffer from 

extreme loss, they search through their 

fragmented histories to … 

Preserve 

Attach and, 

Re-live sentiment  

A collective yearning to 

remember their story out of the shards 

they find. Palestinians, who are on the side of loss memorialize their ever-losing 

identity. 
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Paintings by Silman Mansour speak to the viewer about Palestinians and their 

land. Vivd in color, our eyes are captivated by its presentation. Its vividness reminds us 

of a place that breath’s life. A place that seems to have an abundance. The woman 

doesn’t confront our vision, but gazes off into a day dream like stance. She roots herself, 

like the protective olive tree that guards behind her.   

 

Wildly the grass grows and is painted with grand movements of arms that read as 

brushstrokes that are worked; planted.  

When all is grown in its abundance one may reap its benefits. 

Plants are destroyed at the uproot of your beginning.  

Clearing people of a culture destroys their memories, and in destroying their memories 

their presence lost. 

They must maintain community by the very act of… 

Telling  

Showing 

Making 

Through the escaping diffusion of memory 

So that memories evaporation may reconstitute itself and dwell within its spaces.  

 

Stories are embedded in the shards that one grasps and collects with the hand. 

Like artifacts. They hold a human value.  

Their physicality embedded,  

In time’s breathing  

But we are pulled out of that experience 
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Tug and distant from its history.  

Remember 

Recollect fragments in our private spaces  

From time and thereafter.  

They are resurfaced as we are living in our own moving moments 

Making sense while referencing theirs.  

Places become symbols  

A space for collection.  

Which unites people as one.  

Although their seeds spread out from one side of the globe to the other.  

Their stories, and their memories stay within the vessel’s 

and turned over generations  

grow and decease.  

 Why keep these memories?  

We recall the histories of our human experience to create meaning.  

The need to collect, preserve because there is nothing else to hold onto.  

Continuing to rewind. 

 

As the world surrounds and puts down 

We must remember time 

Our grandmother’s hands 

The tree she tended 

And the fruits she fed you from 

We remember because we want to remember.  
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Fill our unending space with images that we can recall at will,  

Keeping our presence immortal 

The creation of constant reminders makes physical to what is formed from 

particles that surround. The meaning is therefore put on the art form or object. 

 

Does remembering actually create the identity of people? Possibly, but “being a 

part of requires a narrative that we locate ourselves and are located in..” (Anico). We 

may think the narrative is us. But it envelopes us from the minute we are conceived. The 

narrative itself acts as a place, for not those who are a part of the specific experience.  

Already spoken what we are.  

The narrative knows us.  

But we know not its entirety.  

For its vastness, may never pierce the heart.  

Memory creates the meaning while the historical places memory’s location.  

 

 “The Mothers” by Kathe Kollwitz 

show multiple figures together. The woman 

in front of us, clutches the young child, her 

strong arms crossed over his chest as she 

holds both children close to her body. 

Darkness, hardship,  

desperation. 

Their bodies disappear as our we move across the piece of paper and are… 

Lost. 
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We can only mentally construct the rest.  

In its unfinished quality, we wonder where these people have come, to appear in 

front of us. The marks aggressive on the paper become the form of the arm, completing 

the arm of the one who conceals his eyes from us. Its unfinished quality makes us 

wonder of the time before us. 

Kathe Kollwitz work is haunting. She does not make images that emote a societal 

ideal of beauty and happiness. Her concern lies with loss and human beings. Perhaps 

there is beautify in loss. For the struggle makes one beautiful. Although Kollwitz speaks 

about a differing history, the subjects are like those from my own.  

Groups of people are crowded as they cross their limbs to conceal their troubles, 

and comfort the little ones. These images are not new, but have always shown emotional 

trauma. These images are repeated in our contemporary history, proving of histories 

repetitive actions.  

As artists, we often remember the smallest moments when making our artwork. 

They either aid in its production of the work, or the work gives us insight. Kollwitz 

proves to do the same, “I dimly remember a room in which I was doing pen drawings, 

but what I recall most distinctly are the yards and gardens….” (15 Winston). She 

remembers the simple surroundings, which are a part of the drawings construction. 

What we recall are the simple surroundings. We can envision through simple rotations 

of the wrist. Through the action of making marks that we remember.  

Remember the trees 

 People envelop the space 

 We surround now. 
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The unspeakable are  

difficult acts by those in power 

a hurt of people  

Materiality making difference in perception of worldly things. 

Injustices 

 The simplicity of such, warm from the gentle rays.  

Specifically, deeply affecting.  

 

Kollwitz makes work knowing the possibility of skill may over ride. 

It needs no attention… 

For the subjects 

Need our warmth 

Compassion 

Loving presence 

Absent, 

Until our viewing sheds light, “Kollwitz rejected the use of too much technique as 

incompatible with the depiction of painful topics…realizing only too well the disturbing 

capability of art to elevate or beautify the unspeakable…” (Prelinger). Drawing isn’t a 

mere copy of an image but embodies so much more. It rumbles inside the space which 

occupies our will to feel and perceive others. It becomes a responsibility to engage 

viewers into. “While I drew, and wept along with the terrified children I was drawing, I 

really felt the burden I am bearing. I felt that I have no right to withdraw from the 

responsibility of being an advocate…” (Prelinger). 
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Marks speak when words cannot encompass an internal experience. It does not 

reach outwards into the wandering particles. Drawn, pulling, in both the literal and 

figurative. A calling.  

Space 

The mental space is a field for play, serious play. We experience memories that 

reassemble themselves into new compositions. A single memory can become 12 different 

sets of future moments. “Therefore, the places in which we have experienced 

daydreaming reconstitute themselves in a new day dreams” (Bachelard 6).  This 

reconstitute has no means to an end.  

They become figments 

Apparitions, and remove themselves 

From the familiarity of its corridor.  

They become anew, like the fresh skin that grows over the rash  

Like the canvas with dips and crevices  

Skin that feels quite unknown. 

Already tell what it will appear.  

Which may possibly be a dream, for it is a re hoped memory. 

Participating in warmth at the very daydream. 

Reminded from chips on painted walls.  
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