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					You only perceive that which vanishes with you. You 						cannot grasp what lasts more than you.


					Edmond Jabès, L’ineffaçable L’inaperçu,  1980


												.





	It is hard to change the common sense that images are mirrors of the world around us rather than brain chemistry, and awareness that renews itself in the fluxus of time.  Images are generated by our active perceptions of the real and the imaginary, like searching for the ripe cherries in the thickness of a tree. Precise, unsentimental, Liza Ryan pictures the space in which perception happens, her state of mind captured by the physical phenomena’s alien texture: not things as they are, but as they are scraped against her personal screen, through the field of her thoughts. Feathers, hair and grass on paper print (The Path At My Feet Disappears, 2004) go through the transformation of being written by light. Whatever the artist uses: colors or black and white, pixels or paper, computer, scissors, or projectors, the result is not a natural view. Liza Ryan helps the picture to perceive and find it’s own nature, and bring to a visible surface the truth which is held behind the surface: only one temporary look, one unpredictable configuration among the infinite possible, sometimes still, at other times in movement. 





	Beauty does not lie in images per se; it is rooted in the ineffable stories they unfold. Liza Ryan’s art starts from fables that probably melt in her brain like liquid colors: a person she trusted completely told her that Robin Hood was her great great great great uncle and she believed her. The same person told her not to worry about her warts because Dr. Smith would rub them off for good with a little spit and dust and she believed her.� The sensory modes of her photographic works: scientific knowledge, literature, painting, film, photography, would never have expected to find themselves in a decomposed and reshaped hybrid thing - any pure goodness definitely lost. But they are the ancestors of Liza Ryan photographic stories, a sort of genetic mold in which they forgot they spoke different languages when they first looked at each other in the modern world. Liza told them not to worry about losing their edges because she was giving them all the language of feelings, and they believed her.          





	Each piece is made of images that could have easily been a dead visual fact. Instead, they become touching, able to extend hands and fingers (but we are not allowed to see them) to touch our mind, to keep senses aware of their own thinking. Art walks away from nature, which “does not bear us in mind because it does not have a mind.”�  The artist can’t. 





	In this language of images, one must completely lose the notion of image, and images must exclude the image’s idea. Robert Bresson� 





	It belongs to the artist to find the bonds that beings and objects are waiting for to become alive. Enough for now, 2004, says the branch to the arm, cut like a trunk. They both have veins, and white blood. The piece is black and white. The vegetable arm rests its strong and exhausted dark leaves on the human’s as if they had made love, and they had enough. They are two limbs of the same nature - two natural bodies joined in a photographic pause; on their passive embracing one can almost feel the stifling smell of beauty. 





	Civilization is founded upon the isolation and domination of society by the visual sense. The visual sense creates a kind of human identity that is extremely fragmented. To retain such an image of the self requires persistent violence, both to one’s self and to others. Marshall McLuhan�





	Ryan’s titles, taken at random from poems by Gregory Orr: The path at my feet disappears / Below me treetops and a crow / This is not place I knew / And still I lie here waiting // You become part of the horizon. The sense of space in this body of words does not change by her mutating the titles: human presence is not traceable by geometrical coordinates, the path has disappeared, she looks down at the treetops, a naked human body becomes a landscape, knowing the past does not help to stay in place, a single or plural “you” seems absorbed into the horizon - the horizon is not in the visible scene -  perhaps it is just a mental line all around the globe resisting time’s wind, and the weight of light.� 





	Here verbal and visual thinking, processed by the same person, take shape in different modes almost if they were two separate bodies chained to the present tense. Ryan may express in visual poetry what it is like living in the world as it is, trying to be in touch with our own perception, and make fleeting sensations still for a little while. Below me treetops and a crow, 2004, is a vertical piece in two sections: long hair and branches stand up muddled, we only see the back of a woman’s head apparently looking down. Rather than the vision, we see its effects in her mind, and a dramatic cut between the head and the growth over the head, in a separate space, of intertwined images of order and chaos that she cannot perfectly conceive. Natural images are not the equivalent of mental creations, they appear like lightning and let their resonance hit the neurons. In visual language, the upper and the lower section seem pulled by opposite forces: the head looks down in humility, while her thoughts mutate into rampant cut outs around the trees.


	 A muddle-headed person? Her thoughts escape the skull and become more and more gothic, not afraid of a certain ugliness, around the trees’ vertical rectitude? This piece, whose upper section shows the tree tops assaulted by cutout black curls as invasive as a parasite plant  about a hundred feet high, fissures the wall like a gothic window of a missing cathedral, or a contemporary version of the myth of Icarus. Because Nature does not change, the question rather is, “how to express the deep certainty that we are of nature?” Liza Ryan has found her way,


revealing an almost unbearable beauty of things, the beauty of NOW.





 	 The work itself is holy. The camera cannot see it. You have to see it and not depend so much on exposures. See it. Feel it. Somehow it will come through --a part of it will be there... It does not matter what you see, but how.  One must come closer. Look deeper... To try to share this beauty in pictures is only another way of giving a loaf of bread.  Nell Door�                





	Fifty years after Nell Dorr, bread’s forms have changed. Liza Ryan fragments her visual sense in disconnected parts. Her pictures are compressed horizontally or vertically by geometric cuts, the sky replaced by darkness. An inhospitable ground expands without ending as if plans and intentions had crashed on it’s surface a long time ago. A full size human ghost, perhaps a mental mirage of my senses, leaks out from the soil not caring if an old black dog is crossing the road. Unfit as it is, this place is friendly, the light makes it round from inside as if the earth were pregnant.





	Separate entities send out a disquieting sense of compressed forms smoothing their outlines, losing identity. Along with the forms, the meaning changes. What is the name for a dance of forms in a place that the artist - as she says - never knew?  (This is no place I knew, 2004) If those forms are trees, they have lost the ground; it’s impossible to call them legs or arms, but they move like disguised bodies, gnarled trunks without foreground or background. 


It is not clear whether space or time have been altered in the artist’s imagination, or maybe they have been both removed from the real landscape, to be approached to a visual sentence made out of forms that have their own, factual meaning. Once names and things have been disconnected, the naming fails. Please follow me in this conjectural, phenomenological thinking. Perception does not become self-evident when it is adequate to the trees as they look like, the “real thing” captured by the artist’s perception is a sort of primordial scenery never existed in History, and not projected into the future: it is a fantasized No Place.


                                                           


	 In past times such a space would have been called utopia, that was considered the ideal accomplishment of an imperfect present. Not NOW: it might be a place out, the artist disconnecting her work from the cultural violence that still blocks our mind in memory and identity. Her No Place may be a dream of collective life with inclinations and conjunctions generated by  a reciprocal sympathy among all things alive -- a life from which roots have been cut off.





		And out of what one sees and hears and out 


		Of what one feels, who could have thought to make 


		So many selves, so many sensuous worlds, 


		As if the air, the mid-day air, was swarming


 		With the metaphysical changes that occur, 


		Merely in living as and where we live. 


		Wallace Stephens, Esthétique du Mal








	Because we have two legs, not wings, we cannot leave the ground. We keep going, as in Ryan’s Escape Velocity, 2004, a five channel video installation in which a man runs, rolls in somersaults, needs to keep his balance, rides a bicycle, walks on a bar.  This happens inside each screen, banal as the seasons, as all the daily inevitable actions. Life moves parallel to the horizon, tripping on the ground. We see the horizon line linking the five pieces as clearly as if drawn by pencil, while the little man in the TV doesn’t. He keeps moving, a human tumbleweeds who tries to chose his own pace, feet down, feet up, perhaps the head is not there, perhaps the head works making other heads, invisible bridges, and intangible new worlds, never to be seen.


�These stories are in the textual part of Inscription, video installation by Liza Ryan, 1994.


�Adam Phillips, Darwin’s Worms, 1999


�Robert Bresson, Notes sur le Cinématographe, 1975


�Marshall McLuhan, Through The Vanishing Point, 1968


�Ryan dedicated a series of visual studies to the Wind in 1997, and to the Light in 2000.


�Nell Door, Mother and Child, 1954
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