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Comecemos com uma colagem, o trabalho de Haris Epaminonda
que da nome a esta exposicao. A juncao, a sobreposicao, o que se da
aver e o que se esconde, as relacoes criadas e a construcao de novas
imagens poderiam ter sido pontos de partida para este projeto. Tal-
vez o tenham sido. Talvez a forma como vejo e penso a arte seja feita
de colagens. Os trabalhos de Haris Epaminonda e de Francisco Tropa
ressoaram juntos, na minha cabeca, demasiadas vezes. Ocupavam
0s mesmos espacos, mantinham-se iméveis num mesmo local, des-
vendavam artefactos, criavam narrativas que, quais colagens, eram
feitas de ligacdes, omissoes e descobertas.

Partilho convosco um sonho. Numa sesta, em tarde de preguica,
pensei entrar numa casa, mas fiquei-me pelo atrio, onde o seu inte-
rior apenas se antecipava. Decidi ndo entrar na dita, o que ali encon-
trei bastava-me.

Entre fontes e flores, jogava-se o mundo. Um homem escondeu-se
atras de uma coluna e, numa lingua que nao percebia, mas a que
eu estranhamente respondia, chamou-me. Fui. Ao fundo, do lado
esquerdo, um grupo de homens e mulheres bebiam e jogavam.
Construiam formas geométricas e comentavam que o mundo nao
era apenas redondo e finito, que era mais que esta casa de amores
dourados, em Pompeia. Refrescdmo-nos numa fonte, ladeada de
pedras. Com a 4gua ligeiramente acima dos joelhos, ergui a cabeca
e vi os picos dos Himalaias.

Estranho mundo este em que de Pompeia se véem os Himalaias.
Estranho mundo este em que uma exposicéo se nos revela num sonho.
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We shall begin with a collage: the piece by Haris Epaminonda from
which this exhibition takes its title. Overlaying and juxtaposition,
what is visible and what is hidden, newly formed relations and the
invention of new images could have been the starting points for this
project. And they might have. Maybe the way | see and think about
art is composed of collages. In my head, the works of Haris Epami-
nonda and those of Francisco Tropa have resonated together too
many times. They occupy the same spaces, they stand still in the
same place, unveiling artefacts and creating narratives that, like
collages, were made of connections, omissions, and discoveries.

| will share with you a dream | had. While taking a nap in some
lazy afternoon, | saw myself entering a house, but didn’t go further
than the entrance atrium, where | felt the anticipation of its interior.
| decided not to enter, what | found there was enough.

There, the world was decided in a match amid fountains and
flowers. A man hid behind a column and spoke to me in an unknown
language that, strangely, | could answer to. He called for me. | acqui-
esced. Farther away, on the left, a group of men and women drank
and played games. They were creating geometrical shapes and talk-
ing about the world not being just round and finite, but more than
just this house of golden adorations, in Pompey. We bathed ourselves
in a fountain surrounded by stones. With the water slightly over my
knees, | looked up and saw the peaks of the Himalayas.

What a strange world we’re in, where you can see the Himalayas
when standing in Pompey. What a strange world we’re in, where an
exhibition comes to you in a dream.
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