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“Through all beings spreads the one space: / the world's inner 
space. Silently fly the birds / all through us. O I who want to grow, / I
look outside, and it is in me that the tree grows!”

Rainer Maria Rilke, 1914

Although this is something we tend to forget, nothing can exist, both 
in art and in life, outside a system of connections and 
interdependencies. Artists are in need of other artists, artworks of 
other artworks, in order to exist, establish themselves and develop. 
The acceptance of this condition, as well as all creative 
collaboration, contribute to art’s blossoming, forming a sign of love 
toward artistic creation in general, and thereby surpassing one’s 
personal limits, hopes and ambitions.

Contemporary painting, by uttering its own language, does not 
merely remind us of the importance and value of these systems. At 
a time when visual experience is substituted by its virtual 
counterpart, painting invites us to see again. It helps us rediscover 
the joy of viewing; that rare joy we experience when our inner space
vibrates, opens and expands in a sudden encounter with the world’s
space. Such encounters are depicted in animate painting.

At the very moment when the artist seeks to listen, and give form, to
the hidden secret the world is whispering to her/him, s/he becomes 
transparent, as though repeating, along with us:



“Yet for years now in mid-air I’ve grown tired

And I’ve need of earth though this remains shut and sealed 

Latches on door bells barely heard; nothing. 

Ah Speak to me you believable things! 

Girls who appeared from time to time 

Out of my breast and you old farmsteads 

Forgotten taps left running in slumbering gardens

Speak to me! I’ve need of earth 

Though this remains shut and sealed” *

If the artist succeeds, painted images become hospitable homes 
where the invisible inhabits the visible. S/he then urges us to see 
and listen for ourselves.

In moments of solitude, when we allow ourselves to dream while 
looking at the sky, a mountain range or a tree, we may feel that all 
these elements breathe along with us, that we echo together as a 
whole; as if we are growing into the horizon, inside an embrace, or 
in a lonesome confrontation with the night; as if our soul finds a 
poetic space on which to lie and find calm; as if it finds a light to 
follow.

I believe we are in need of such encounters and connections. The 
special character of each place, its inner world, defines our 
imagination. The longer we listen, the more capable we become of 
reclaiming our intimate landscapes. Not in order to possess them, 
but, rather, to render them into an essential part of ourselves; as 
acknowledged centers of dream-production, shaping our very 
relationship with the world while being themselves shaped through 
it. It is thus that painterly images may find their use.

Sofia Simaki

* Excerpt from “The Obscure Verb” by Odysseas Elytis, The Oxopetra Elegies and West of Sorrow, 
trans. David Connolly, Harvard Early Modern and Modern Greek Library, 2013


