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I understand storage
as any immense accu-
mulation, collection of
things. And anything
that piles, that accumu- I
lates is really an archive .
of itself. I entertained //
the idea that this build- |
ing would be made of
the thing it stores, or at
least it’s dumped in and
reads as within wall --
like a membrane. Fuzzy

poche.
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The project is a re-
pository of crutches,
canes, from people
who have been healed
next door. On dis-
play, stuffed and hung
within the porosity of
the building’s shell:
the walls are covered
with thousands of
crutches from those
who came to the get
custom-fitted prose-
thetics via the Polyp
Mechs down the street

and were purportedly
healed.

The building also
functions as a reli-
quary -- a container
for relics -- as these
objects are a surviving
memorial of some-
thing past as well as a
symbol of both trau-
ma and recovery.

The building ascends
from ground and is
essentially one long
ceremonial climb by
and for the healed, in
honor of ability, perse-
verance and triumph.
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This is what storage looked like
to me but I usually land with
something that looks like this.
The body-object, anatomical
composite finds me again. It
has been three weeks since this
fixation confronted me. And
after obsessing over an excess of
obsessions, today I present the
obsession that was as latent as it
is overt.

[ fixate on the object - the
imagined possibility of the ex-
cessively unfamiliar, the bizarre-
ly familiar object morphing
into musical forests, dissipating
into atmospherics, taking flight.
The object at it wildest form:
untamed. Before architecture.

This is the mother of my pre-
occupations, I realize. Every
habit, fixation, obsession I have
illustrated here is a derivative of
my object-making object-based
mania - the bug - of making
made mad, made manic.

Here is the third chapter of my
preoccupations as of the eighth

of February, twenty sixteen.

Joem Elias Safez






OOV

4 hpry
b
T

/f”/f"’",l

WAN, AR, R

J/”tf;”.”‘/”,‘,’

—— ,I’ﬂ,"f.ff”f,’,

-~ DR NN N N N

/l"’%’;”
R A



T rr

il
i

/ARMNMN
/AN

e

e

e



!

VYV Y

PV Y RTY R

LALLLILLALLLALL AL LU LU L L

LLL

ALL
1L

ALA

]

=
2
2
:
=
2
:
i
=
=
=
2
cosn
=
Farer
=
=i
==
3
ESESESESE
FSPSrars 2
s
cates
=
arrar
ESESESoeores
ESESESEer
Eorars
caEE
e
£
£
Ss-
=
-

|

_J

7 DE

(\
\.

- aonoan
— 00000000




R D R R
'

E.EE—ﬂEEEE:EPﬂ

JIDUOOOL JOOTIoUo0oT

AN

R R R L RIA R R




)




[T
HAEHA

mimin




TITCO]
L1 ]
ine

111

e aeaan mma |

i m
TIIT

i

_|n










3]
3

e
A nmm s
Tnmm;

I

T

=

T




o
e

o
o SR
o~ o N, N
oS
I8

o N
S S oSNNS
s s S —~

A




st
: I X '
i _.-_v—lﬁr‘—» T TR )




ARWY AY AN




A




ST
el
esal
S

RSl
e

o
N

(-




7.







oo
g
A g&‘t}?‘?
A o g




E@ED\

| EEEE

| o ———
W1 TTT
o

AT
|I [




At wildest.

Here is the third
chapter of my preoc-
cupations as of the
eighth of February,
twenty sixteen.

Joem Elias Safez
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