
A Fountain Of Milk*

“I may not have meaning but it is the same lack of meaning that the pulsating vein has.”

- Clarice Lispector, Agua Viva

“We ought never to forget that in spite of the bliss love promises its first effect is one of

turmoil and distress”.

- Georges Bataille, Eroticism

They kept playing songs from my childhood on repeat which made me feel like a child trapped in a wo-

man’s body. I need to get out here, I whispered to myself “ What was that” shouted the lady next to me

“Nothing nothing” I said. I walked away, you were allowed to wander but you could never leave physical-

ly. Mentally we left all the time. Someone told me they had had an out of body experience but that wasn’t

something I could do, I could go to places that others couldn't, maybe that was why they kept playing

those songs. Repetition forces me back to this place, no matter how far I travel. I could never get fully

lost because in the background that song would be playing over and over forcing me back.

The fountain of milk room was my favourite, it was calm and warm with pleasant light that resembled a

spiritual glow, some kind of halo, all of the city sounds had been completely washed away. I wondered if

this was how it felt to a baby lovingly bonded to their mother. A shaman told me once that on every full

moon I needed to drink a shot of breast milk for a year, which I never did which is why I’m here. I’m here

because of the convulsions, I’m here because of the falls and the dizzy spells. They told me that these be-

haviours were codes, codes that they had to crack, I said nothing. I was nothing but a humble servant and

did what I could to cooperate. 

The room didn’t have the same relaxing effect on others as it had on me, some people would have violent

reactions and would try to contaminate the milk or throw themselves in which usually resulted in some-

one getting hurt. This disruption would frighten some of the others, some would be outraged when the

room was closed and tried to fight security. We’d get sent to our rooms and have to stay there for the rest

of the day until everyone was calm and compliant. ‘You are not prisoners, you have all chosen to be here

so please stop acting out”. I enjoyed the quiet time in solitude, I would look out at the bare trees and listen

to the sound of the rain and the sirens.

The blue room was the one that scared me the most, here I felt cold and abandoned like the day I was

born, it was oblique. Drawing out all the impurities that stayed hidden within my psyche was the purpose

of it. This is where the convulsions would get heightened, most sessions I’d blackout and wake up in my

room drenched in sweat. Being bitten by the snake was less painful than getting the poison out, the pain

of healing is excruciating and I never understood why no one ever told me that. Some nights I’d be in the



foetal position, just surrender yourself to the ground he’d say, let the earth hold you. My favourite smell

was the one that my mother hated, the smell of the soil, dark sweetness that to me was pure but my mo-

ther would shout and tell me that I wasn’t allowed to have dirt but I told her it was the earth and the earth

is naturally clean. Here, I learnt that tenderness and cruelty could exist together, through this awareness I

was able to untangle just a little bit. After dinner I’d lick my plate clean, that was something I wasn’t al-

lowed to do, it was ugly she said.

I no longer saw chicken bones splayed on the pavements, and the half scratched pink and gold lottery

tickets, but they were engrained in my mind. I found March to be the month of terror, the transition be-

tween winter and spring was hard for me. Dreaming of meadows, clean clear waters and the forest I could

run wild in. The Sunlight of my first memory, never tiring of the light that glimmered through the rustling

green leaves on windy days.  

*This text draws from Adam Farah’s exhibition ‘What I’ve Learnt from You and Myself (Peak Momenta-

tions / Inside My Velvet Rope Mix)’ recently held at Camden Art Cente. The mesmerising trance of the

fountain with its deep and changing tone was the portal that conjured up bittersweet memories I didn’t

know I had. Experiences that were lost, places I didn’t want to go to but glad I did. We spoke of heart-

ache, being born in London and having immigrant parents. This season was unlike any season I’ve ever

experienced whilst working at Camden Art Centre, I’ll never forget the food that was shared, the conver-

sations that still whirl through my mind and learning that the communal kitchen can be a space for trans-

formation and connection.
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