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Encounter

Facing “self" in a private space to express feelings and beliefs in
the form of a work of art.

In order to control and promote a dictated lifestyle, power entities
continuously try to censor and suppress the expression of instinctive and
inner feelings, and furthermore, manipulate the expression of the society's
feelings through the domination of science, psychology, medicine,
education, family, and state-governed propagandist patterns.

Living in digital times, we are faced with deluge of images and
interactions in the cyberspace, where loneliness seems to have lost its
meaning. Therefore, the question arises: How do we deal with our
“selves”? And what role does this encounter play in creating an artwork?

Creating a private space provides an environment for artists where they
can create more freely — with less self-censorship — and face their
instinctive, conscious and subconscious selves, enabling them to examine
and experience life through their artistic expression.

In this project, the selected Austrian and Iranian artists contrive the expression
of an encounter with “self’, and on the occasion of International Women'’s Day,
they interact and share their individual experiences with each other through
their diverse cultural and artistic mediums.

Maryam Farhang
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Elisa
Andessner

Surrender to Spaces

In Elisa Andessner’s photographic works, the same person is always
visible. Although her face is averted, it is clear that it is the artist herself.
There is no spontaneity in these pictures. They are strictly calculated,
precisely angled, and staged down to the last detail. The long process
of their development is noticeable. There is nothing superfluous,
everything is pristine and spotless. The photographs can be described
as clinically clean as if a surgeon has composed the pictures with a
scalpel following a precise shaved cut. The performance art tradition
which Elisa Andessner comes from is per se an attempt to overcome
the border between art and life in a very direct manner. Although her
photographic art moves towards this direct intention, its complexity
establishes a distance. Andessner’s attempt to disappear in her artwork
can be perceived as unsuccessful, analogous to the Chinese painters —
there is much to suggest that this is an intentional act: an example can
be seen in how she adapts a formal representation of her body to the
medium used. It is through this unsuccessful attempt that she creates a
new third option: neither creating a living artwork, nor losing herself in
the work, but being so present as an artefact in an artificial system that
it is possible to imagine the photographs without her as a person, and
not as an icon.

"About the impossibility of not being present”

Martin Breindl
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“Surrender to Spaces”
50 x 37 cm

-—

“Surrender to Spaces”
30 x 45 cm

Azam
Shadpour

Some people exist in this world continually, although their states of mind
(reality and dreams) are indistinguishable from each other, in a way that
they eventually turn into a constant and unending internal dialogue for
them. Others might see the world in the form of words or pictures. The
idea for this collection came about from the words and images from a
friend’s world recorded in a notebook. A friend who did not hesitate to
share her world, the words, and its pictures with others. (Like the three
pictures in frames) In contrast, there are many people like me, who
consider these words and images as solely their own, like a private
space that exists for them and no one else is allowed. (Like a closed
notebook on a table) None can read, see, or hear it. It is a sacred place
for me. In a way that it is a symbol of the society in which | live. A society
whose private life is hidden and closed.




%

ol 5 (103 Glsd (2l 5 1)l (Siien (i 995 23 )0 laz 02l b B
Dy pglice s (530 (Sbo Au Jous gliily aSlgi e 45 (a8 A i pune
degore ol odnl aS (o e puslat s GLalS B ol gl ol oo (B
45 (twgd D52 Cewgd Ely bansgs gl g aals 4 dlang) (138 Ty pran 03l annls
gl dus aiile) el (DU S b Gpuslat s Laojly g ole ()8 2lsl 4y 5l
W55 03 S (e (9 domn 180 3le) - omd )l s (2l ]y (K00 9 0992 995
s3Led ol 45 (glassS an . uadie o pliad ool (oo b (i (ple3e
ds § oy Pl o gad (S5 48 ldnsls . 0 1Sn (S135 053 45 ol (glanels

o

k4

“Untitled”
Installation
40 x40 Cm
Single

“Untitled”
Private collection
23 x16 cm
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Michaela
Schwarz-Weismann

Am | “normal’? | instinctively let myself be guided through my curiosity
to understand the burden of society, its rules, expectations and power
structures. Present and past.

In the series “Armed View” | researched the phenomena of “hysteria” an
iliness “discovered” in the 19th century — a diagnosis describing mostly
women who behaved out of prescribed norm. Even today, women who
stand up for themselves and become defensive and emotionally
expressive are tagged as hysterical. But who defines normal? What is
normal? How does the definition of normal change through time?

At the moment “normal” destroys our world. We live in neoliberal times,
where profit is the motivation behind legalized exploitation, lies,
manipulation and war. Neoliberalism is deeply rooted in the patriarchal
thinking. The series “Sleeping Men” formulates an antithesis to this
concept — men who sleep cannot consume, promote their personal
deeds and fight wars. They restore instead of exploit. A nice side effect
of this is that they are sweet to look at. A role traditionally reserved for
women. My biggest compass and navigator to deconstruct patterns are
books, especially the courageously clear writings of Hannah Arendt,
Simone de Beauvoir and Angela Davis. In the series “Second Thoughts”
| painted one second in their lives split in 24 frames — a word or a smalll
sentence, a concentrated essence. In the end the 24 painted portraits
are put together and animated again. They become an endless loop,
like truth that has no end and no beginning. It's just truth. “Constantly” is
a word repeated by Angela Davis in referring to her constant struggles
living as a black woman in society. This was back in 1973. What has
changed since then? How can we find our very own truth? Where can
we find it? How can we find stable roots free from commercialism,
manipulation, fashion? | grew up in a garden, a wild garden, almost a
jungle. This is my truth, my guide — the constant change, chaos,
diversity, birth, death and trust instead of control. We are all connected,
we are one. The garden as a utopia of a healthy fruitful society. This
garden is my source.
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Qil on canvas
141 x 80 cm
2018

Private collection

“Sleeping Men”
Qil on canvas
40 x 50 cm

2020
Private collection
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Maryam
Farhang

As the name of this collection implies, we are faced with death in close
proximity. However, what adds complexity to the work is that according
to the artist herself: these clay jars represent her when creating each
artwork upon hearing devasting news from around the world.

As if these are jar burials* that contain her body’s cremated ashes —
transitioning from the visible to an invisible realm enabling us to visit a
world with death as its texture. A fluid world like her poetry.

The world of death, for Maryam Farhang, is the end of the line. A place
where the sun is dead and everything is dark, cold and soulless. A world
of total inversion in which saints and sinners cannot be told apart.
Maryam Farhang’s work is her reaction to the inhumane ways of the
world, depicting her hatred of the stream of shocking news she
encounters time and again.

* Jar burial is a human burial method in which the corpse (cremated) is
placed in a clay jar and buried. A common burial method practiced by
Parthians in ancient Iran.

Raoof Dashti
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A fall
A deep fall
I'll never find you again

| wish | were dead too

“A fall”

138 x 92 cm

“White bird”
Mixed media on cardboard
100 x 140 cm

| am left in the depth of darkness
Suspended in an unfamiliar world

To be free of this suspense

Mixed media on cardboard

A roaring flood
Passes by

A deafening flood
White bird
Restless

Go where!
We are imprisoned

A roaring flood
No breath left

Hoping for liberty!

We are dead

' “Romina”
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