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To become faswir, a preface

The body is not merely one object in the world;
it is our means of communication with it.
— Maurice Merleau-Ponty, 1945

Immar’s drawings cannot be "solved" because there is nothing hidden within them waiting to be
revealed. Immar’s drawings must be inhabited, approached, gazed at slowly, traced line by
line—they invite our bodies to move and attend to each layer. These drawings are not objects to
be looked at, but presences to be approached. The terrain of encounter with Immar’s drawings is
layered, partial, and ever-shifting. To see them is not to read them, but to dwell with them, slowly.
If painting is the act of making a painting, drawing does not necessarily produce an image—at
least not for Immartyas. According to the Indonesian Dictionary, “gambaran” (image/illustration)
is defined as: 1) the result of drawing; 2) a shadow; 3) an explanation or description. In English,
the same word is used for both the act and the result: painting, drawing. In form, Immar’s works
are easily identified as drawings. Immar herself calls them drawings. “Why not gambar? Or,
what’s the difference with gambar?” I once asked. "Hm,” she murmured. Then I thought, let’s just
follow where our conversation flows, sparked by Akmalia Rizgita “Chita™:

Immar treats lines as her kin; making lines is part of her daily routine. She draws to make
sketches, illustrations, or simply to fill empty space. If you’ve seen Immar as she makes
these lines, yoU’ll sense the intensity of how she “wrestles” with them. Yes, she uses the
word ‘wrestle’ to describe her process. It’s not like a war, but a steady, ongoing
relationship—fascinating to witness.

There’s something about gambar that suggests outcome—a finished image, a conclusion. But
what Immar does is closer to a state of becoming. This is where the word taswir quietly entered
our conversation. Borrowed from Arabic, taswir means depiction or rendering, but more than that,
it suggests a process of giving form, not necessarily ending in a representational image. Unlike
gambar, taswir is not the arrival, but the movement. It marks the drawing not as a thing to see,
but as something becoming, unfolding, reaching toward presence without fixing it.

Immar refers to her process as drawing, and the result as drawing too. She works by constructing
surfaces, engaging the plane. She builds up layers—of paper or fabric—not to depict something,
but to present presence, to affirm materiality, while inviting her materials’ participation. Literally,
she invokes the selfhood of her materials. Immar began articulating this desire to test the
possibilities of non-human agency in Urat ibu (2019). She writes: “Participatory process in a
material-based method involves two positions: the writer [artist] as a natural subject, and the pen
[ballpoint] as a mass-produced object [unnatural].”

This subject-object dichotomy is worth revisiting—not because, sigh, it still persists in artmaking
and reading today—but because it offers a compelling anchor in Immar’s practice. In her
explanation, the artist is the subject: conscious, experienced, observing, knowledgeable. The



ballpoint pen is the object: unconscious (and thus incapable of awareness), observed,
experienced, without knowledge. So where is the paper? The plane where the subject inscribes the
object? Where is the exhibition space—where subject, object, and paper come together to be
perceived by other entities? Where is the viewer?

Formally, Urat ibu (2019) is neither figurative nor abstract. The exhibition showed walls filled with
everyday A4-sized paper covered in ballpoint lines—dense, aligned like a marching formation. To
avoid the singularity of a single pen and the pressure of her own hand (her subjectivity, her self),
Immar attached four, eight, even twelve ballpoint pens together. She explored the varying
pressure of these mass-produced objects to yield abundant, diverse lines with differing intensities.
The saturation of ink from these pens was no longer in the conscious control of the drawer.
Through Urat ibu, Immar sought "the most real reality”—not something representable, but
something that can be felt, touched, and experienced.

[...] representation leads us to see something as something, and I don’t want to show
something from what we’ve already seen, I don’t want to build another world, I don’t want
to tell a story, I don’t want to make.

Ariella Aisha Azoulay critiques the violence embedded in the act of "making visible.” She argues
that much of image-making—and, I'd add, exhibition-making—relies on objectification and
extraction, where images are taken from someone, about something, and circulated without
context or relation. In this logic, representation becomes a form of dispossession. As she writes:
“not everything can and should be made an image; not every image need be shown, collected, or
made an object of inquiry; or, simply, not all images can be detached from the communities that
give them meaning.”

Immar’s refusal to "build another world” is not anti-imagination, but an ethical decision. Her
reluctance to “show what has already been seen” is not a rejection of memory, but a way of
caring for it. Her lines are gestures of staying—with what fades, with what escapes the image. She
does not attempt to capture or possess what she sees, especially when the subject is too
laden—like her late father’s face. In Existence is a voyage on a broken vessel (2024), instead of
turning absence into image, Immar approaches it through gesture: quiet, layered, and unfinished.
Once again, for Immar, drawing is not an act of making, but an act of accompanying. Her
practice echoes what Azoulay calls a “potential history”—being in relation with what is absent,
unseen, or silenced.

Sudjoko similarly critiques how viewers—especially those shaped by Western values—are
conditioned to “recognize” something in art. His proposed term nirada, I believe, can also help us
read Immar’s works. The root nir- (a prefix denoting absence) and ada (presence) come together
to describe a form that emerges not from resemblance at all. Niradais not abstract, not a
distortion, not stylized. It does not mimic, copy, or derive from physical observation. It does not
flee reality but engages with what cannot be seen: rasa (feeling), jiwa (soul), semangat (spirit). It
is a visual logic present across Indonesian traditions—batik, carving, weaving, ornament—not
dependent on likeness, but on rhythm, irregular regularity, and internal coherence. If Azoulay



offers an ethical approach to images through refusal and restraint, Sudjoko reminds us that even
forms that represent nothing can be the deepest forms of engagement.

Stylization is not entirely absent from Immar’s practice. In the menyadur terang (2022) series, for
instance, Immar presents the image of paper, rice, fabric, and glass by copying their textures
onto her surfaces. She writes:

Each surface has its own character. Some are dense, transparent, fibrous, reflective, or
recessed. I wanted to appreciate the surface, to free myself from the idea that objects
must be defined by function. I wanted to see them purely as surfaces, with intrinsic
qualities.

Using a pen as a tool, I try to generate tension between hand-made lines (direct,
unerasable) and the forms of the surfaces I want to fill. I try to follow their tone as
accurately as possible, line by line. But in the process, struggle becomes inevitable. It feels
as if I’'m wrestling to catch them. These lines are the traces of my wrestle to revalue the
material surfaces I face.

In menyadur terang, Immar is no longer overly concerned about showing recognizable things
(rice, fabric, paper, glass)—or, in her words, things we might already see as things. Her attention is
not on function (paper for writing, rice as food), but on the texture of these materials: their
transparency, weave, grain, light. Her time and effort in copying these surfaces reveals not only
admiration for their materiality, but also a revaluation—especially in how light interacts with
them.

Immar stands grounded on material: paper, fabric, pen, and her hand. She grapples with the
surface—its weight, porosity, absorption, resistance. In Looking for space on a flat surface (2023),
instead of drawing through additive lines, Immar works subtractively. Fabrics are dyed, soaked,
torn, pressed, layered. Then, she draws—makes lines—by subtracting material using bleach.
Erasing, scraping, reducing colored surfaces. The result is folded, layered, torn fields marked by
water, fiber, movement. It is not stylized. It is not image. It is the becoming of image. It is
becoming taswir.

“How can I be present honestly with these materials?” That’s one of Immar’s questions. In
Existence is a voyage on a broken vessel (2024), she explores memory as an ephemeral
experience—blurred, fading, hard to grasp. She uses line as a way to reach toward, not redraw,
memory. Her lines become traces of an effort to touch something incomplete, shifting, and
difficult to recognize. In this way, she affirms Sudjoko’s notion that easily recognizable forms may
limit our visual experience. Nirada resists that narrowness and opens space for forms that are
present without representing anything beyond themselves.

This exhibition departs from memory—fragile, fragmented, hard to record. Immar does not seek
to reproduce that memory, but to reach it through line. Her lines bloom, scatter, overlap, tear
across the surface—forming fragments that do not cohere, yet evoke a depth that can be felt but
not seen.



In contrast, when she begins layering pieces of fabric, the process shifts. It is no longer about
reaching, but about presenting. Each fabric piece is its own layer—whole, distinct from line.
Suspended mid-space, these works become soft barriers, producing partial visibility, like seeing
leaves through sunlight. Their presence is not complete, but enough to form a relationship
between eye, body, and space. Immar touches the surface, and the surface responds—resists,
absorbs, reflects. This reciprocity between body and material is the world of her drawing, even
when no line is drawn.

Immar presents two intertwined gestures: reaching through drawing on paper, and presenting
through assembling on fabric. She offers another way to experience depth—not the kind visible to
the eye, but the kind that emerges when we close our eyes. Like phosphene, this depth cannot be
forced into presence; it can only be sensed in stillness. The layered and mounted fabrics do not
become images, but bodies. With their soft gleam shifting as we move, Immar offers us the
texture of this moment—this world that is slick, bright, and dense. She does not build another
world, but offers a way to be here—differently.

Jakarta, 12 April 2025
Grace Samboh



