


This book translates a moment of
looking — two women facing each other,
suspended between speech and silence.
The original film (Portrait of a Lady on
Fire) exists in time; this work unfolds in
space. Each page is a fragment of breath,
a residue of voice, a pause that lingers

after the image has faded.

Two colours trace two presences, moving
across facing pages that mirror separa
tion and approach. Typography follows

the rhythm of pitch, mapping emotion as

a terrain between distance and intimacy.



Through the shift from film to publication,
the gaze is reconfigured — no longer seen,
but read; no longer fleeting, but held.
Here, translation becomes transformation:
an encounter rendered visible through the
quiet choreography of looking.
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