analysand;

2. (mother);
a person undergoing psychoanalysis;

To respond without responding.

To be the primordial mother / to be the fly;
confusion; disorder; upheaval; tumult; chaos.

Can an insect ever keep still?

I am the fly. My eyes are made of a million stars — glittering jewels that cast me in a wisdom that I do
not feel. I am hovering and buzzing and forever lost. I am continually searching, but cannot find the
correct questions. I multiplied and was left with an appendage that needed my support. It happened
swiftly, within a night. I am still drawn to warmer weather and other conversations. My mind is
captured elsewhere. Your hand constantly slips from mine. I do not have the energy to grasp you. My
body is regularly manifested in the dreams of others. They see me as abrasive and brazen. In truth, I am
full of fear and uncertainty. [ am fragile, beyond your wildest imagination. [ am flying, five feet tall,
but am marked as pest by most. [ will always feel smaller than. Am I still a woman? Am I still a single
entity? Have T every been singular? Women are multifarious by nature, but I cannot fit into the pre-
scribed channels before me. I cannot make room for you aside me. I am searching for a straight route,
but am coming up with curves. I do not fit within a standard trajectory.

A dream of a fly or flies generally represents a minor problem or obstacle that you must face. It means
that you are being annoyed and irritated by friends or others and that you are perhaps contemplating a
Joolish action as a result. ... Flies in dreams can also represent feelings of guilt or a plan that has
broken down*q) Where is my mother? How am I expected to mother when I need to be mothered
myself? Who is looking after me? Flies need dark places to crawl into at night. We are lonely creatures.
I am in need of comfort too.

I suffer from melancholia. I guess you could cast me as hysterical, or absent. That’s what they would
have said. Is absentia just a silenced form of hysterics? I couldn't find the sound in my throat to express
my duress. She told me that years ago, with small children held on her hip, she wondered if she should
have remained single? She said, My life could have been so much easier.*2) For some sufferers of
melancholia, creative practice can bring foresight, direction and resolution. Her daughter and my
daughter will make in order to decipher. They are bound within this maternal making energy. Artists
generally understand one another. Mental health was not as well understood when I began my lifecycle
as a fly. The place of the mother was often relegated to make room for the man and the child. She
wasn’t always up to stepping back. She still isn’t. Insects are often invisible to us. [ am trying to fly
within the dark corners of the room, so as not to catch their attention, but am drawn back to the light.
The warmth overtakes me and fear has no space momentarily. I want to fly in the freedom of this
feeling forever. A hand comes out of nowhere. I am struck down by responsibility.

1 did not sign up for this. As a fly, I have never been otfered a contractual agreement. I never had the
chance to state my own terms.

With their efficient structures and rules, insects embody associations with energy, control, death and
transformation, they inhabit our space, although they are often invisible to us. Insects enter our
psychological borders, confronting our sensibilities with their metamorphoses. An insect’s development
occurs in a very short time, bursting or physically fragmenting, splitting and separating to become
another form of the familiar and unfamiliar*3). The self is splitting. Like the spectres that create my
glittering eyes, I am carved up into a hundred pieces at once. I am shards of mirror, reflecting light and
possibility. But I am close to breaking and my edges remain sharp towards my offerings. She cried and
I felt numb. She called and T felt absent. My mind was sparkling in the indirect sun and T was cast with
possibilities that extended away from my reality. I was in Surrealist splendour when I closed my eyes.



I couldn’t rest in the resolute structure of my current reality. Things were too prescribed, yet no
instructions were left for me. I couldn’t continue to bask in the sun. When will her crying stop? Love is
a question of perspective. To find and lose the mother.

The common housefly is untouchable and isolated, like the forgotten mother. A metaphor that carries
on. Disappear, or be it all — an impossibility. There is still so much pressure on the women that have
come after me. I am a domestic presence, outside of the maternal, yet ever-familiar. [ express sonic
offerings when I fly, but they are always interpreted as threat. There is no room for the mother’s choral
sounds if they do not succumb to the prescribed patriarchal rhythm. I could never keep my voice in line
with the other singers. My body is strangely contaminated and has changed shape without my consent.
I am marked as expired. I will come back unannounced, and be forever removed when needed for
fertilization. The use of insects in the research supports and undermines the mother who inhabits the
space of alterity and corrupt boundaries, representing excess and the madness of repetition.* &) Insects
embody energy. An insect can be likened to a contemptible or unimportant person.*s) 1 was trying so
very hard to be good. The shards of my eyes will inspire her future collages. She’ll use her hands and
become immersed in the making process. She will be alright. Collage will form as both tool and tool
kit. She will one day see herself reflected in my many eyes.

I have had four life cycles. T have developed through metamorphosis. T can reproduce with ease, yet my
lifespan is typically short. I am of and not of this world, simultaneously. I am straddling the plains of
motherhood and womanhood and excess and lack and am coming up with questions and fissures.

My eyes are still sparkling. 1 am every-woman and no-woman at all. T cannot remember where my
edges begin and end. I am hungry for self-recognition. I look up and see a million moons reflected in
my eyes. I am forever in need of food. Striving to consume, never finding enough. I move through life
as metabolic fiction. I am always searching for more. It is important for the mother to have interests
outside of the realm of the family. I can lay between 75-100 eggs in a batch, but the outside world has
not recognized my brilliance. I moved through three larval stages to arrive here. I didn’t have the words
to explain my experiences, so was cast as ineffectual. I’ll always preference damp conditions. I will
always sit on the edges of the familiar. T will never stay still for long. The child still seeks stability.

The fly as a machine.
A fantastic unit that works so perfectly in its function to contaminate or
clean. *¢
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