It’s said, It’s silenced, things. 
It’s not clear who’s the owner of the words we use.  If I say “I love you”,  who’s the owner of these words? Is it me?  Is it the language?  Maybe everybody? We are used to getting out of trouble by saying (but, with whose words?) that we employ public words to express private feelings.  But there are some non-public words.  The words “There are blows in life, so powerful . . . I don't know!” aren’t mine nor everyone’s: they are Vallejo’s words, we must put them inside quotation marks if we use them, we must quote them;  we need to admit that they are not our words.  However, they weren’t Vallejo’s words before he put them together.  We are used to getting out of trouble by saying (but, with whose words?) that private words express public feelings. That should be a poem: to use private words to express public feelings.

Talking makes us individuals/subjects of the language.  Therefore, to be a subject of the language is to talk with the words of others, to whom they don’t belong either. 

And, when somebody stops talking, who’s the owner of the silence? Is it me? Is it the language? Maybe everybody?  We must talk (with words of others) in order to be silent and then stop talking.  Maybe, we could get out of trouble by saying that to be silent is to express private feelings with private words.  Once we are silent, we reach this strange point of being a thing for nobody, that is to say, of being a thing without subject.

In Maya Watanabe’s videos, this stream of words, and silences, of others are beautifully interweaved but not, as it would seem natural, to redefine the question about identity but to resolve it.

It is said, It is silenced, things.  What Maya has found in the verbal language is transferred to the visual field.  To see makes us subjects of the video.  To be subject of a video is to see with the images of others, to whom they don’t belong either.
Mario Montalbetti

