EL AGUA VOLVIO A LA TIERRA EN
- METEORITOS Y A LA LUNA EN COMETA
POR CLAUDIA MULLER

UN LUGAR DONDE RECORDAR LOS BORDES
Todos hemos estado empapados alguna vez. Si lo piensan con calma, esta es una
aﬁrmacién irrefutable (Freud hablaba de la certeza rotunda que signiﬁca haber estado

fragil: el control de la natu-
raleza.

No puedo evitar apropiarme de esta im
o ilustrar las c1rcunstanc1as que hoy n




WATER FELL TO
EARTH IN METEORITES
AND TO THE MOON IN A COMET
BY CLAUDIA MULLER

A PLACE WHERE BORDERS ARE RECALLED
We've all had occasion to be soaked. If you think about it carefully, this is an irrefutable statement (Freud spoke of
the absolute certainty of what it means to have been in the maternal womb). What we see projected in Claudia Miiller’s show leads
to an experience where simply looking is not enough. It is complete. It is very human. And it leads us to a subtle conclusion: the camera

can also see the sense of touch. Inside the gallery, the camera sinks and observes a plane divided between the sky which allows us to breathe and
the water which suffocates us. The camera, in this case, is a substitute (it only knows it’s soaked in the human mind). It keeps us dry and
radiant, freeing us from the uncomfortable expe- ml rience of being tossed about. So we attend the exhibition and sip wine, chit chatting about the
week...it’s all so comfortable. oy i

The projection of this shipwreck, however, is Zj"\--_’ | Jjust one part of the experience. In Water Fell to Earth in Meteorites and to the Moon in a

Comet, the artist invites us to see spatially, to<giemame. | wander with the gaze and the body. The installation is mysterious in its beauty and detail. In

it, a number of universally relevant themes |5 - E;E'-’. . spontaneously emerge. 1 will base my critique from two poles that speak of our presence
here on this lonely planet and in this cosmic, sEE : . phenomenological, apparently unfathomable mist. On the one hand we
have water, the scientific reason we are - , S 2live; and on the other, technology, a particularly unique tool of human
beings. The first is the origin, the building l J block of life, the elemental. The second is about control, the instrumen-
talization of matter, o - W La adaptation. In Claudia Miiller’s installation it’s interesting to observe
a seemingly ordinary j§ o | w—y ) ' [ me.  cvent, but one that, at the same time, turns into some-
thing absolutely fragile: : ' the control of nature.

)
II.

This intersection betwee - e L o ! =i the elemental and the technological points
to a very__d.eep‘ﬁf\ﬁ'i'c;n. ' - okl L : The camera, on this plane, may
embody  the ] | — : "t . e m. average tool. We are shipwrecked
through our Sl ,{ R pan i & Jl—— e eyes, that is true, but we
evoke an absolutely : : ; L= 3 experience: that
of forming part of

being soaked. And A

mechanism with a

ment of
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st the lens; it touches it. It’s like




