sensliil

Rub’ al Khali, the Empty Quarter

For something to be interesting, you just have to look at it long enough, wrote Flaubert.

What is a teaspoon for you? Observe the autonomous movement of your hand as you mix sugar
with coffee. You need no real concentration to perform the gesture. And in fact your thoughts, as
the teaspoon is spinning, dissolve in the water too.

Where did that teaspoon come from? Was it always yours? Was it a gift?

| always go back to the same image. Sibilla, in the living room of her red house in Tangier. She gets
the silver spoon from the velvet case, and with exact calm mixes the sugar with the green tea.

| watch her hand moving, then and now: closing my eyes is enough to see Sibilla’s strong tendons,
precise as a chisel; her hand moving the teaspoon through the air, emphasising the significant
elements of the stories her voice unfolded around us. She recounted journeys.

Kamcatka, Ha Giang, Queensland, Newfoundland... Is it possible to see everything, in one lifetime?
Sibilla got very close to the Everywhere.

When she left, | crossed the sea and visited her home for one last time. | looked everywhere for the
spoon. There was no trace of it, as if it had vanished along with her and everything she had told
me, while clutching the silver teaspoon handle. Instead | found, in the dressing table, a series of
notebooks bound in black leather: drawings of beetles and hints of conversations.

In the least worn notebook, perhaps the most recent, Sibilla tells of the Empty Quarter, the desert
south of the Arabian Peninsula. She had confided to me verbally — | remember it very well - that in
the desert she speculated, in the secrecy of her imagination, to which ‘poles of inaccessibility’ her
mind might wander. She was attracted to the anarchy of the desert, not only because every rule
could be considered suspended there, but also because, in the absence of rules and judgements,
the very idea of the Self loses importance. In short: absolute freedom.

In the notebooks the story is expanded, and the purpose of the journey becomes an encounter.

The silence of the Empty Quarter facilitated the search. The
beetles, down here, | found through hearing. It is a place
where sounds, distinct from the nothingness in which they
deflagrate, are not only heard: they go beyond the eardrum
and, passing through unknown tunnels, settle at the bottom
of the mouth. | listened to them and tasted them.

It was like eating sand, of course. And the sounds from
which they originated — the slap of wind on the desert,
the slithering snake, the swaying of a dune — spread
overwhelmingly in my mouth, every second more intense,
every minute more bitter.

| took out my teaspoon and used it to placate them: |
pressed my tongue against it, and the silver particles that
spread in my mouth allowed me to reactivate the sense that

guides me in my search.

It was thanks to the teaspoon, you could say, that | found it.
The beetle called to me with its vibration. Leucrocota
Sumptuosa or Magnificent of the sands.

To reach it | walked at least fifty metres - | wonder how it is
possible for a small insect to be heard at such a distance.
She did not show any fear at all, picked up his wings and,
perhaps, gave me a look of interest. | drew her details;
shell, legs, antennae. | forgot the heat of the sun and the
scorching sand.

Then she spoke. And |, as | always do, listened to her.

Vibration is my people’s language

Who doesn't listen won’t know the power of the singing;
Anguishes, surprises, terrors, hopes:

Fluidity is in the secret, in the intimate power

Sibilla was searching for beetles; | try to find her and her story, and to do so | carve memories in

silver.

The spoons’ handles are the antennae: there the beetles have sensilla, the sensitive receptors that

allow them to perceive the world and orient themselves in it.

In their tiny vibration, | search for a language similar to deserts and forests, to emptiness and peace.
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