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Definition – Horse Woman/ Horse/ Woman  
 

horse·wom·an  hôrs w m n)  
n.  
1.  
a. A woman who rides a horse. 
b. A woman skilled in equitation. 
2. A woman who breeds and raises horses. 

Horse   (hôrs)  
n.  
1.  
a. A large hoofed mammal (Equus caballus) having a short-haired coat, a long mane, and a long tail, 
domesticated since ancient times and used for riding and for drawing or carrying loads. 
b. An adult male horse; a stallion. 
c. Any of various equine mammals, such as the wild Asian species E. przewalskii or certain extinct forms 
related ancestrally to the modern horse. 
2. A frame or device, usually with four legs, used for supporting or holding. 
3. Sports A vaulting horse. 
4. Slang Heroin. 
5. Horsepower. Often used in the plural. 
6. Mounted soldiers; cavalry: a squadron of horse. 
7. Geology  
a. A block of rock interrupting a vein and containing no minerals. 
b. A large block of displaced rock that is caught along a fault. 
v. horsed , hors·ing , hors·es   
v.tr.  
1. To provide with a horse. 
2. To haul or hoist energetically: "Things had changed little since the days of the pyramids, with building 
materials being horsed into place by muscle power" (Henry Allen). 
v.intr.  
To be in heat. Used of a mare. 
adj.  
1. Of or relating to a horse: a horse blanket. 
2. Mounted on horses: horse guards. 
3. Drawn or operated by a horse. 
4. Larger or cruder than others that are similar: horse pills. 
Phrasal Verb:  
horse around  Informal  
To indulge in horseplay or frivolous activity: Stop horsing around and get to work. 
Idioms:  
a horse of another/a different  color   
Another matter entirely; something else. 
beat/flog  a dead horse   
1. To continue to pursue a cause that has no hope of success. 
2. To dwell tiresomely on a matter that has already been decided. 
be/get  on (one's) high horse   
To be or become disdainful, superior, or conceited. 
hold (one's) horses   
To restrain oneself. 
the horse's mouth   
A source of information regarded as original or unimpeachable. 
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[Middle English, from Old English hors.] 

horse  [hɔːs]  
n  
1. (Life Sciences & Allied Applications / Animals) a domesticated perissodactyl mammal, Equus 
caballus, used for draught work and riding: family Equidae Related adj equine 
2. (Life Sciences & Allied Applications / Animals) the adult male of this species; stallion 
(Life Sciences & Allied Applications / Animals)  
wild horse  
a. a horse (Equus caballus) that has become feral 
b. another name for Przewalski's horse 
4. (Life Sciences & Allied Applications / Animals)  
a. any other member of the family Equidae, such as the zebra or ass 
b. (as modifier) the horse family 
5. (Military) (functioning as plural) horsemen, esp cavalry a regiment of horse 
6. (Individual Sports & Recreations / Gymnastics) Also called buck  Gymnastics a padded apparatus 
on legs, used for vaulting, etc. 
7. (Miscellaneous Technologies / Building) a narrow board supported by a pair of legs at each end, 
used as a frame for sawing or as a trestle, barrier, etc. 
8. a contrivance on which a person may ride and exercise 
9. (Medicine / Pharmacology) a slang word for heroin 
10. (Mining & Quarrying) Mining a mass of rock within a vein of ore 
11. (Transport / Nautical Terms) Nautical a rod, rope, or cable, fixed at the ends, along which 
something may slide by means of a thimble, shackle, or other fitting; traveller 
12. (Group Games / Chess & Draughts) Chess an informal name for knight 
13. (Mathematics & Measurements / Units) Informal short for horsepower 
14. (Individual Sports & Recreations / Horse Training, Riding & Manège) (modifier) drawn by a horse 
or horses a horse cart 
be (or  get) on one's high horse  Informal to be disdainfully aloof 
flog a dead horse   
hold one's horses  to hold back; restrain oneself 
a horse of another or  a different colour  a completely different topic, argument, etc. 
horses for courses  a policy, course of action, etc. modified slightly to take account of specific 
circumstances without departing in essentials from the original 
the horse's mouth  the most reliable source 
(Individual Sports & Recreations / Horse Training, Riding & Manège)  
to horse!  an order to mount horses 
vb  
1. (Individual Sports & Recreations / Horse Training, Riding & Manège) (tr) to provide with a horse or 
horses 
2. (Individual Sports & Recreations / Horse Training, Riding & Manège) to put or be put on horseback 
3. (tr) to move (something heavy) into position by sheer physical strength  
[Old English hors; related to Old Frisian hors, Old High German hros, Old Norse hross] 
horseless  adj 
horselike  adj 
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wom·an  (w m n)  

n. pl. wom·en  (w m n)  
1. An adult female human. 
2. Women considered as a group; womankind: "Woman feels the invidious distinctions of sex exactly 
as the black man does those of color" (Elizabeth Cady Stanton). 
3. An adult female human belonging to a specified occupation, group, nationality, or other category. 
Often used in combination: an Englishwoman; congresswoman; a saleswoman. 
4. Feminine quality or aspect; womanliness. 
5. A female servant or subordinate. 
6. Informal  
a. A wife. 
b. A female lover or sweetheart. See Usage Notes at lady, man, person. 
Idioms:  
(one's) own woman   
Independent in judgment or action: She has always been her own woman. 
to a woman   
Without exception. 

[Middle English, from Old English wimman, variant of w fman : w f, woman; see ghw bh- in Indo-

European roots + man, person; see man .] 

wom an·less  adj. 

woman  [ˈwʊmən]  
n pl women  [ˈwɪmɪn]  
1. (Social Science / Anthropology & Ethnology) an adult female human being 
2. (modifier) female or feminine a woman politician woman talk 
3. (Social Science / Anthropology & Ethnology) women collectively; womankind 
4. (usually preceded by the) feminine nature or feelings babies bring out the woman in her 
5. a female servant or domestic help 
6. a man considered as having supposed female characteristics, such as meekness or timidity 
7. Informal a wife, mistress, or girlfriend 
the little woman  Informal one's wife 
woman of the streets  a prostitute 
vb (tr)  
1. Rare to provide with women 
2. Obsolete to make effeminate Related prefixes gyno-, gynaeco-  
[Old English wīfmann, wimman; from WIFE + MAN (human being)] 
womanless  adj 
woman-like  adj 
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Horse Woman 

Horse Woman is a story about a woman who falls in love with a horse. She loves the horse so much 

that over time her treatment of the horse begins to border on neglect. Horse Woman looks at the 

relationship between animal and human, the differences, similarities and actions taken.  

Works are being made in response to the text but as an artist and not an actor I am careful to not 

simply illustrate the text through action. Instead I am seeking to respond through a series of works 

that are not solely performance but also, paint, sculpture and photography meaning that at times I 

may not be physically present in the works.  

It is a difficult work as not only does it focus on sensitive issues but it also focuses on complicated 

styles of text, combining traditional methods such as the villanelle with contemporary styles.  

Statement: 

My work is created in a live context to form a series of photographs. The work contains curiosities 

about the similarities between how the traditions of both the housewife and the artist are 

characterised in their everyday actions, creating, cleaning and analysing. They are also personified 

in their emotional upheaval of disappointment, approval and loneliness. More recently the work 

has found itself being compared to animal behaviour in particular horses, looking at the 

communication between us and them and how their psychological characteristics compare to our 

own. 
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The investigation began by simply searching for horses, this was something I thought would not last 

long but I have continued to do this throughout the development of the project and it is something 

that has become an ‘action’ that I would archive as a performance, whether or not the 

documentation showed my physical presence or not. 

The work looks at what performance is just as much as it looks at its conceptual obligations between 

humans and animals. The idea that I, the artist is often not in the work does not necessarily mean 

that the work is no longer performance and certainly that it is not art. In fact throughout the 

updating of the blog as a platform for the work to be shown, comments and emails have been 

received discussing certain works I am experimenting with and have automatically assumed these 

photographs to be ‘research’ rather than ‘art’ due to their landscape only nature. However there is 

possibly a suggestion or responsibility as the artist to either list or describe these images as art works 

or to dismiss them in their entirety if the audience member cannot view them in this way. I feel that 

as a final outcome, if the work is to be displayed together then it would be understood better by its 

viewers, perhaps this is not a question of what is art and what is not but simply the difficulty of using 

a blog as a gallery like space.  

At the end of my previous work, Atelier 2011 I had come across a meadow along a coastal path in 

Penryn, Cornwall and knew that I wanted to make work there. From an artistic point of view the 

natural golden mean displayed in its landscape appeared to be a strong backdrop for a 

photographic/ performative series of works. 
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I first began the story of the woman and her horse by writing a short Villanelle.  

This Beast Who Moves Beneath Me 

This beast who moves beneath me 

A sense of anarchy 

His heart thumps faster than the race 

A pause as he touches base 

Temporarily free 

This beast who moves beneath me 

His lengthy tongue stops to taste 

A sudden urgency 

His heart thumps faster than the race 

Now we come face to face 

Stood high ready to heel 

This beast who moves beneath me 

He steadies his pace 

Struck by a good deal 

His heart thumps faster than the race 

His name of honour of course Ace 

A flagged cover wilts like veal 

This beast who moves beneath me 

His heart thumps faster than the race 

Although as a poem this text is okay, it was not the direction I was hoping to go in as it does not go 

into depth about anything in particular. I realised at this moment that rather than a limerick I 

wanted a descriptive an intense story. This meant that it was going to take a lot more development 

to create the text and that the text was becoming a central part of the work in progress. 

I realised quite early on that if I were to make work about horses I would need to look the part, 

especially if I wanted to look like I own one. When the outfit arrived the first thing I did was to 

document myself putting it on. This was simply for my own benefit and since posting these images 

online people have commented in a positive manner, but I don’t think it is strong enough to show in 

an exhibition. 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

8 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

9 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

10 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

11 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

12 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

13 

 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

14 

 

 

The Meadow  

Shortly after I made the previous series of images I decided to return to the meadow I had found a 

while before. At this time I had confirmed the stories synopsis and decided that it would be 

interesting to make work in reaction to the developing text, but I didn’t have access to a horse. 

Rather than not make the work I decided to pretend there was a horse there anyway.  

My only concern with this series of work is that it is more funny than art, I am trying to make work 

that touches on the notion of madness and obsession. Perhaps it is that they cannot be shown on 

their own, perhaps the text must always accompany the imagery not to inform the viewer but to 

simply be part of one direction therfore supplying the viewer with an intention without imposing 

one upon them. 

 

 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

15 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

16 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

17 

 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

18 

 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

19 

 

 

 

Horse Woman – Poem (In Progress) 

I think it was around mid May. 

It was evening, 

definitely, 

that I am certain. 

I first saw him in the centre of the field, 

the one bordered with thick leaved trees that cause a dark linear shadow, framing the beast. 

He looked like what I had been looking for; 

I instantly knew he had the potential to be perfect. 

Black and tall, 

slender and sheen, 

a medalled animal he glared at me. 

He made me feel small, 
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inferior, 

but that just increased the sensation of desire. 

Strong and muscular, 

all anyone wants, 

focused and admirable, 

a voice with fight. 

(Flirtation – Courtship) 

We go walking; 

It’s romantic 

We go across the fields, 

past the lake 

and over the bridge. 

We walk for hours and hours 

and talk and talk. 

He is such a wonderful listener 

I feel I can tell him anything. 

He educates me 

He protects me across crumbling paths. 

He seems to be just what I’ve been looking for, 

he wants the same things. 

(The Beginning ) 

It was quite some time ago that we first met; 

I think it was around mid May. 

It was evening, 

definitely, 

that I am certain. 

I first saw him in the centre of the field, 
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the one bordered with thick leaved trees that cause a dark linear shadow, framing the beast. 

He looked like what I had been looking for; 

I instantly knew he had the potential to be perfect. 

Black and tall, 

slender and sheen, 

a medalled animal he glared at me. 

He made me feel small, 

inferior, 

but that just increased the sensation of desire. 

Strong and muscular, 

all anyone wants, 

focused and admirable, 

a voice with fight. 

(Riding – Jumping) 

After many days of walking, 

it occurred to me what a kind gentleman he had been, 

not once had he tried it on with me. 

But now I was ready, 

my attraction to this unusual fellow had grown and I wanted to show it. 

I asked if I could stay the night and without hesitation he said yes. 

He made a wonderful bed in the middle of the field where we had first met 

and there I lay, waiting. 

He stood tall and gestured me to jump. 

I exclaimed I couldn’t reach, 

but his encouraging eyes made me trust him. 

I ran and ran as fast as I could and jumped crashing into his left ribs. 

He said to try again, 
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I did, 

I crashed, 

and it hurt. 

He said try again but this time from over there and run fast 

I did, 

I fell, 

I hurt. 

He said again 

I said no it hurt, 

he said I wasn’t trying hard enough. 

I ran from the very corner of the field 

I ran as fast as my legs would carry me 

I ran 

and I ran 

and landed on his middle. 

He lifted with a push and I was on top of him, 

high, 

higher than I had ever been before. 

I felt scared yet exhilarated 

and then he began to gallop. 

I didn’t feel ready and felt myself slipping 

he told me to hold his reigns 

and I gripped them so tight my palms started to bleed. 

He galloped across the fields 

and past the lake where we had walked, 

and after a while I began to feel safe and happy. 

(The Beginning ) 
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It was quite some time ago that we first met; 

I think it was around mid May. 

It was evening, 

definitely, 

that I am certain. 

I first saw him in the centre of the field, 

the one bordered with thick leaved trees that cause a dark linear shadow, framing the beast. 

He looked like what I had been looking for; 

I instantly knew he had the potential to be perfect. 

Black and tall, 

slender and sheen, 

a medalled animal he glared at me. 

He made me feel small, 

inferior, 

but that just increased the sensation of desire. 

Strong and muscular, 

all anyone wants, 

focused and admirable, 

a voice with fight. 

(Rabbit – Chasing) 

We went for a walk across the field, 

over the bridge 

and past the lake 

it was beautiful. 

He said how much he loved me; 

he held me close 

and lowered his back so that we might gallop. 
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I jumped and we ran fast and fast across the fields. 

We galloped to the top of his favourite hill 

and we could see for miles and miles. 

There I sat on his back, 

I felt protected and secure 

I felt so loved. 

… 

In the distance a rabbit watched and stared, 

I could feel him stiffen with angst. 

I suggested we turn back. 

He stared and glared and sneered, 

the rabbit moved closer and I felt utter fear, 

but believed he would protect me. 

The rabbit came closer and tantalised him, 

sneering at him. 

His long legs began to lift 

I screamed for him to be careful, 

they went down and then up again, 

and down and up higher and higher 

with a loud sneer 

and higher 

and I fell from the top of the sky 

and on to the ground with a loud crunch, 

as I looked over at him to help me 

he had gone. 

He chased the rabbit out of the field 

through the valley 
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and up the mountains 

until I couldn’t see him anymore. 

(The Beginning ) 

It was quite some time ago that we first met; 

I think it was around mid May. 

It was evening, 

definitely, 

that I am certain. 

I first saw him in the centre of the field, 

the one bordered with thick leaved trees that cause a dark linear shadow, framing the beast. 

He looked like what I had been looking for; 

I instantly knew he had the potential to be perfect. 

Black and tall, 

slender and sheen, 

a medalled animal he glared at me. 

He made me feel small, 

inferior, 

but that just increased the sensation of desire. 

Strong and muscular, 

all anyone wants, 

focused and admirable, 

a voice with fight. 
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Searching for Horses



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

27 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

28 

 

 

 

 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

29 

 

 

 

 



http://martinavermorel.wordpress.com/   Martina Vermorel 2012 

 

30 

 

The Horse and His Lover 

They met quite some time ago; 

Around mid May. 

It was evening, 

definitely, 

that they were certain. 

She first saw him in the centre of the field, 

the one bordered with thick leaved trees that cause a dark linear shadow, framing the beast. 

He looked like what she’d been looking for; 

She knew instantly he had the potential to be perfect. 

Black and tall, 

slender and sheen, 

a medalled animal he glared at her. 

He made her feel small, 

inferior, 

but that just increased the sensation of desire. 

Strong and muscular, 

all anyone wants, 

focused and admirable, 

a voice with fight. 

They’d go walking; 

It was romantic 

They’d go across the fields, 

past the lake 

and over the bridge. 

They’d walk for hours and hours 

and talk and talk. 
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He was such a wonderful listener 

She felt she could tell him anything. 

He educated her 

He protected her across crumbling paths. 

He seemed to be just what she’d been looking for, 

he wanted the same things. 

After many days of walking, 

it occurred to her what a kind gentleman he had been, 

not once had he tried it on. 

But now she was ready, 

her attraction to this unusual fellow had grown and she wanted to show it. 

She asked if she could stay the night and without hesitation he said yes. 

He made a wonderful bed in the middle of the field where they had first met 

and there she lay, waiting. 

He stood tall and gestured her to jump. 

she exclaimed she couldn’t reach, 

but his encouraging eyes made her trust him. 

She ran and ran as fast as she could and jumped crashing into his left ribs. 

He said to try again, 

She did, 

She crashed, 

and it hurt. 

He said try again but this time from over there and run fast 

She did, 

She fell, 

She hurt. 

He said again 
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She said no it hurt, 

he said she wasn’t trying hard enough. 

She ran from the very corner of the field 

She ran as fast as her legs would carry her 

she ran 

and ran 

and landed on his middle. 

He lifted with a push and she was on top of him, 

high, 

higher than she had ever been before. 

She felt scared yet exhilarated 

and then he began to gallop. 

She didn’t feel ready and felt herself slipping 

he told her to hold his reigns 

and she gripped them so tight her palms started to bleed. 

He galloped across the fields 

and past the lake where they had walked, 

and after a while she began to feel safe and happy. 

They went for a walk across the field, 

over the bridge 

and past the lake 

it was beautiful. 

He said how much he loved her; 

he held her close 

and lowered his back so that they might gallop. 

She jumped and they ran fast and fast across the fields. 

They galloped to the top of his favourite hill 
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and they could see for miles and miles. 

There she sat on his back, 

She felt protected and secure 

She felt so loved. 

.. 

In the distance a rabbit watched and stared, 

She could feel him stiffen with angst. 

She suggested they turn back. 

He stared and glared and sneered, 

the rabbit moved closer and she felt utter fear, 

but believed he would protect her. 

The rabbit came closer and tantalised him, 

sneering at him. 

His long legs began to lift 

She screamed for him to be careful, 

they went down and then up again, 

and down and up higher and higher 

with a loud sneer 

and higher 

and she fell from the top of the sky 

and on to the ground with a loud crunch, 

as she looked over at him to help her 

he had gone. 

He chased the rabbit out of the field 

through the valley 

and up the mountains 

until she couldn’t see him anymore. 
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Searching for Horses – Becoming Horse Woman – 

Walking as Performance 
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Horse Woman, (performance walks) various locations including: Penryn 

Coastal Path, Cornwall. The Mineral Tramways, Perranwell –Portreath – Coast 

to Coast Equestrian Path, Cornwall. Brampton – Beccles (Attempted) via 

Shadingfield & Willingham, Suffolk. 

 

Performance walks are ongoing. 
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Statement:  

To complete a series of performance walks following the map provided in the book, The Bridleways 

of Britain. Financial help is needed to fund travel and accommodation costs.  

 
The Bridleways of Britain, Annable Whittet, 1986, Whittet Books. 

The want to follow this map has developed due to the development of the project Horse Woman. 

The project Horse Woman has started, I have made some walks as well as performances inside a 

gallery space such as at Hatch:Scratch at Embrace RA Centre, Leicester. However I feel that by 

following the guidelines provided in the book my performances will be focused and have a continued 

learning process throughout into the notion of walking as performance, duration, audience and 

collaborative ideologies and finally the importance of history within communities. The book takes its 

reader through a number of bridleways throughout Britain, which include disused paths, as well as 

paths that have been used for centuries by both horse riders and tradesmen. The walks are written 

by people who either own the land where the walk is situated or are keen horse riders.  

Synopsis 

Horse Woman is a story about a woman who falls in love with a horse. She loves the horse so much 

that over time her treatment of the horse begins to border on neglect. Horse Woman looks at the 

relationship between animal and human, the differences, similarities and actions taken. 

Horse Woman – The Walks, sees a woman in search of her horse, walking down suggested paths in 

the hope of finding him. Horse Woman walks in her equestrian outfit ready, should she find her lost 

horse.  
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Horse Woman – The Death of the Horse (Part 1) 
Hatch:Scratch, Embrace RA Centre, Leicester  
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Synopsis: 

Horse Woman is a story about a woman who falls in love with a horse. She loves the horse so much 

that over time her treatment of the horse begins to border on neglect. Horse Woman looks at the 

relationship between animal and human, the differences, similarities and actions taken. 

The story climaxes with the horses death as it accidently jumps off a cliff whilst trying to run away, as 

the woman has completely isolated herself from everyone and everything it is up to her to move the 

horses body and dispose of it.  

The above actions were performed in response to the text. The event where the performance was 

shown was very theatre based, meaning that the audience misunderstood or didn’t understand at all 

what I was doing and why. I am yet to decide whether this matters or not.  

The text is a still a work in progress. 

Finally: 

The final stage of the Horse Woman performance works will be performed at Warwick Summer Fete 

for Vinyl Art Space in Birmingham. This piece will lead on to the series of walks which will follow the 

map in The Bridleways of Britain. The work will use the action of walking for performance as its main 

focus.  

A second Becoming Horse Woman will be made to document and discuss the walks.  
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 Artists and Sourcing 

After making, Atelier 2011 I had developed a strong interest in Beuys, given that I was looking at the 

notion of the shaman with regards to the relationship between animal and human but at the time I 

had been focusing on birds. I had been interested in horses for sometime mainly because of how 

uncomfortable they make me feel, given their size and my lack of time spent with the animal. My 

concern with art history was also an apparent for my wanting to investigate the horse due to its very 

rich history with art and the artist. Though I have looked at a number of artists working with the 

horse, most of this investigation has used research from other sources to really develop works. 

 

Joseph Beuys, Iphigenia, 1973 

‘…the action ‘Iphigenia / Titus Andronicus’ that Beuys performed at ‘experimenta 3’ in Frankfurt-am-

Main on 29 and 30 May 1969. During the action, Beuys recited the text of Goethe’s play ‘Iphigenia,’ 

while a loudspeaker on stage relayed the pre-recorded sound of two actors reading ‘Iphigenia’ and 

Shakespeare’s play ‘Titus Andronicus.’ The upper part of the image shows a white horse, which 

stood behind the artist on the stage. It stood on a sheet of metal attached to microphones, and 

every time the horse scraped or stamped its hooves the sound was magnified. The artist walked 

around the stage, creating noises and striking a pair of cymbals, as can be seen in the bottom part of 

the photograph. The action was intended to unite the worlds of nature and culture.’ 

http://www.nationalgalleries.org/collection/online_az/4:322/result/0/68836?initial=B&artistId=276

2&artistName=Joseph+Beuys&submit=1 
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Art Orienté objet (Marion Laval-Jeantet & Benoît Mangin) were at galerie Kapelica in Ljubljana to 

perform Que le cheval vive en moi (May the horse live in me), a bold self-experiment that aimed to 

blur the boundaries between species. 

The French artistic duo has been exploring trans-species relationships and the questioning of 

scientific methods and tools for 20 years now. This time their work involved injecting Marion Laval-

Jeantet with horse blood plasma. Over the course of several months, the artist prepared her body by 

allowing to be injected with horse immunoglobulins, the glycoproteins that circulate in the blood 

serum, and which, for example, can function as antibodies in immune response. The artist called the 

process “mithridatization“, after Mithridates VI of Pontus who cultivated an immunity to poisons by 

regularly ingesting sub-lethal doses of the same. 

In February 2011, having progressively built up her tolerance to the foreign animal bodies, she was 

injected with horse blood plasma containing the entire spectrum of foreign immunoglobulins, 

without falling into anaphylactic shock, an acute multi-system allergic reaction. 

Horse immunoglobulins by-passed the defensive mechanisms of her own human immune system, 

entered her blood stream to bond with the proteins of her own body and, as a result of this 

synthesis, have an effect on all major body functions, impacting even the nervous system, so that 

the artist, during and in the weeks after the performance, experienced not only alterations in her 

physiological rhythm but also of her consciousness. “I had the feeling of being extra-human,” 

explained the artist. “I was not in my usual body. I was hyper-powerful, hyper-sensitive, hyper-

nervous and very diffident. The emotionalism of an herbivore. I could not sleep. I probably felt a bit 

like a horse.’ 
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After the transfusion, Laval-Jeantet, perched on stilts, performed a communication ritual with a 

horse before her hybrid blood was extracted and freeze-dried. 

As a radical experiment whose long-term effects cannot be calculated, Que le cheval vive en moi 

questions the anthropocentric attitude inherent to our technological understanding. Instead of trying 

to attain “homeostasis,” a state of physiological balance, with this performance, the artists sought to 

initiate a process of “synthetic transi-stasis,” in which the only constant is continual transformation 

and adaptation. The performance represents a continuation of the centaur myth, that human-horse 

hybrid which, as “animal in human,” symbolizes the antithesis of the rider, who as human dominates 

the animal. 

http://we-make-money-not-art.com/archives/2011/08/que-le-cheval-vive-en-moi-may.php 

 

Once upon a time there was a girl who had 7 invisible horses. People thought she was crazy and 
that she in fact had 7 imaginative horses, but this was not the case. When autumn came the girl spent 
a whole day washing all her clothes. She hung them on a string in her garden to let the gentle autumn 
sun dry them. Out of nowhere, a terrible storm came and its fiercefull winds grabbed a hold of all her 
clothes and all seven horses (authors note: since they are invisible they obviously didn’t weigh much). 
The girl was devestated and spent all autumn looking for each horse spread around the country, 
wrapped in her clothes. 

http://ulicam.blogspot.com/2012/01/girl-with-7-horses-7.html 

… by photographer Ulrika Kestere. The series is based on a fairy tale about a woman whose drying 
laundry is taken by a sudden storm, and as she travels the countryside discovers her clothing has 
taken an unexpected form. 

http://www.thisiscolossal.com/2012/01/the-girl-with-seven-horses/ 
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“Displacements is a unique performative exhibition that presents Helena Hunter’s previous works: 

The Other Room, Tracing Shadows and dis-locate. Hunter dedicates a specific exhibition area to each 
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work including film, photographic images, and performance excerpts from each piece. The artist 

interacts with each section, moving through the exhibition establishing overlaps and coherences, 

combining the three separate works into one. 

In The Other Room a half horse half human figure attempts to stand and perform a tap dance. 

Tracing Shadows presents an interaction with the female body and a small blue dress, and dis-locate 

explores the idea of ‘dis-location’ as an empowered and disruptive state. The performances were 

originally conceived for a black box theatre space and have been presented at theatres across the UK 

and Europe. For the exhibition the artist reworks sections of the performances for presentation in a 

gallery space including photographic images and filmed excerpts from past work. The exhibition 

features sound work by Mark Peter Wright (Sonic Arts, British Composer of the Year 2009).” 

http://www.helenahunter.com/displacements.html 

 

 


