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Exhibition Text 

Yes 

A return has been expected for some time now. Word of it echoes beneath language, through estranged 
plazas and empty alleys, moving west through wet clay and cavern mouths, up from cavities of a chthonic 
unconscious. In anticipation, streets buckle into tissue ribbon and walls tilt from yielding ground. Fumaroles 
cough up shale, herringbone cobblestone splays, and shingles of basalt slick with dusk rearrange 
themselves. The skin of the world erodes until every hollow is flooded with such an unspeakable rumor.  

This eternal return, not theirs , but ours , is present upon arrival.  

Distance is compressed by the cartilage of a fourth dimension where rippled tendons burnish a fatigued 
figure, time-knotted with the concentration of passage. From an implacable expression, this subject-less 
consecration meets every eye, suspending the world in a fever dream of the oldest allegory. Its universal 
body is a corporeal costume, a decoy, a shell passed through centuries of sinewy strata, valleys of pulse, 
and lithic sleep.  

From the driest bone comes the marrow of life. In contrapposto turns, the hulking revenant strains gravity, 
crouching, reaching, calcified in the solemnity of ruin. With thighs pressed into the bevel of a street pitched 
too sharply, the figure bends with the same strange weight that warps bentonite facades. Impoverished 
viscera turns sigil to silhouette and abdomen to glyph. The unreal tethers to the hyperreal in the flex of 
infinite muscles under the anonymous light of a split moon. Suddenly resurrection returns in many names. 

A face as detachable as a prophecy of prosthesis wears its doubleness: preserved and weather-carved, 
figure as effigy, subject as surface. Its countenance makes for an overripe icon, a past likeness withered 
after circulating through lung, canal, crypt, and kiln. Strips of flesh pull through the undertow of mortality, 
under a city’s shallow instability where atavistic urban exteriors rise around ossuary voids. Here, 
homuncular figures drift across fields and pitched planes as emissaries from another order of scale, seeding 
paranoia along their way-less journey: after all, alienation loves company. 

In painting’s native tongue, kneaded by history, the quotation is a digested palimpsest turned Geist, turned 
time-warp, vibrating the scales of reality. Flemish origins return to a scene of abundant erotic bloom as 
grapes gathered in a young woman’s hands become wine in the old woman’s pour: ripeness spilling into 
fermented age, quickened and thickened from oral accounts of survivors’ testimonies. A Bacchic 
celebration of sweetness has become fortified potency, pressing time until intoxication, madness, and grief 
spend and revive the body at once, sediment torquing the density of destiny.  

Archaic excess recomposes a timeless corpus where desiccation and vivification blend into one continuous 
state. The ancient meaty visage transmutes the intensity of what it’s absorbed, catalyzed in the aftermath 
of spent belief. Reanimated, the primordial afterlife binds blood-warm temporality with the chill of primeval 
relics at the interlocked beginning and end of mankind.  

—Marie Heilich 


