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Preface
In this space of writing I wish to present the source of my aesthetic
fascination. To be fascinated is to be captured by 'time's absence,' according
to the writer Maurice Blanchot1. Yet is it enough to present a condition? I
have a question that lays semi-dormant in a mist-like space, a question that
should by its nature be immanent to the space of disclosure I wish to pursue.
If questions do not circulate like the mist in a forest, then there is no proper
case to answer; I therefore need to suspend my questions to occur within
the process of writing. This is my predilection, following the work I have
assembled within the fascination that holds it together.

1

Maurice Blanchot, The Space of Literature (London: the University of Nebraska Press, 1989), p.29-32.

4

Part I

unconsciously reflected my emotion and that time, and I realised from
looking at my collection what I was, what I liked, and what I would be.

My Collection

Afterwards, I became obsessed with similar tones in films, novels,
photography, artwork etc.; my collection showed my own ‘atmosphere.’ In

The action of collecting something is very important to me. It can be

the process, I had collected various photographs that have been a source of

troublesome when the collection grows so much I do not know how to deal

fascination for me. And fascination does not come only from the

with it. There must also be enough space to store or display it; when I move

photographs I have chosen, but also from the places, songs, people and

house, I am forced to rearrange the things in my collection or dump some of

objects that have formed the basis of obsessions by virtue of similar

them. Whatever they may be – photographs or objects – and whether it is

atmospheres. My question here is how these atmospheres might constitute

bothersome to deal with them or not, I still collect as part of my life.

a form of subject matter: they appear to border the visible and invisible.

I have a painful and difficult memory of being very depressed when I

Following from this is the question of why I am engaged with atmospheres

struggled to survive in Leeds. During that whole year, I was crazily collecting

to such a level of intensity, which is close to being a mystery for me. These

anonymous images (there were some art pieces as well) and attaching all of

questions have circulated in my psyche for quite some time. As I was looking

them to one of the walls in the living room. I spent every night finding

for the reasons ‘why’ I am obsessed with a specific, riddling atmosphere, I

another image for the wall, and in doing that endless repetitive and cathartic

discovered the (fictional) artist Lily O2. Lily O explored sound, and collected

action, I gradually overcame my depression by the end of the year. When it

cheap objects as a part of her works; her work clarified this as a mode of

was time to move house again, the whole wall was entirely filled with my

‘fascination’.3 In the same way Lily O spent time arranging and rearranging

collection, producing a deeply dark aura. I found that my collection of images

her collection of objects, I always collect my fascinations, which create some

were almost of emptiness; void, blank, darkness, disappearance and even

specific ambience as a whole. Yes, it is fascination. What she meant by

nothing in the frame. I felt quite fearful when I realised the fact that I was

obsessing over something was a kind of strong condition of discovery, which

collecting things that I could not recognise for what they were: the
2

unconscious. I believe that when collecting something – regardless of where
its came from or who it belonged to – by accumulating a large amount over a
long period, it eventually becomes mine. The collection of images I amassed

Jonathan Miles, The Notebooks of Lily O, (Lychee One Gallery: London, 2014)
“Fascination is the gaze of solitude, the gaze of what is incessant and interminable, in which blindness is
still vision, vision that is no longer the possibility of seeing, but the impossibility of not seeing,
impossibility that turns into seeing, that preserves – always and always – in a vision that does not end: a
dead gaze, a gaze that has become the ghost of an eternal vision.”
Maurice Blanchot, The Space of Literature (London: the University of Nebraska Press,1989), p.32.
3

5

occurs due to this ‘fascination’. I think I am fascinated with the atmosphere
that I am seeking to define.

(Here are some images that I collected at that moment.)

Fig.2. Andrea Galvani, N-1 #1, 2007
Fig.1. Andrea Galvani, ‘l’intelligenza del male #5, 2007

6

In Part 1, this text will follow the logic of a visual essay that draws on visual
histories, philosophy and personal experience. There are a number of
discrete concepts that I wish to pursue within this, followed by a conclusion
in which I will attempt to draw together findings. The fragmentary format is
a deliberate attempt to open out the interrelationships between text and
Fig.3. Kaho Yu
Untitled, from the series The Infinitesimal Residual Vibration of an Unknown Sound
Fig.4. Joshua Dudley Greer
Dead Deer, from Point Pleasant, 2010

image.
Concepts: Atmosphere, spirit, tone, absence, haunting, trace, emptiness,
elsewhere, echo, memory…
7

Dark Resonance within Nature

8

Thomas Joshua Cooper
“Left alone, I am overtaken by the northern void – no wind, no cloud, no
track, no bird, only the crystal crescents between peaks, the ringing
monuments of rock that, freed from the talons of ice and snow, thrust an
implacable being into the blue. In the early light, the rock shadows on the
snow are sharp, in the tension between light and dark is the power of the
universe. The stillness to which all returns is profound reality, and concepts
such as soul and sanity have no more meaning here than gusts of snow…”4

Fig.5. Thomas Joshua Cooper
The North Atlantic Ocean 2007-2008

4

Peter Matthiessen, The Snow Leopard (London: Harvill Harper Collins, 1989), p.162.

9

atmosphere, mood, tone, and invisibility; his photographs are like a
There is only almost black or mostly white.

transparent fossil of time and memory. Cooper’s extreme and dangerous
place is transformed into an emotional place by evoking suggestions,

Thomas Joshua Cooper’s photographs of landscape consist of wordless
calmness. I feel both afraid and comfortable at the same time when I see his
images. Barry Lopez (American author and fiction writer known for
environmental works) notes that the land knows you are there, and that it
5

has its own identity which is profound and much deeper than we know. It is
always hard to know about land, so we need to feel and communicate with
6

indications and implicitness with the bare surface of the ice. Cooper chooses
words for his place: ‘gazing’ is his primary activity, not ‘seeing’, not ‘looking’
– the gaze “with its suggestion of slow sight, its possibility of dreamy
absorption, of desire and reflection”.8 As Ben Tufnell observes, Cooper’s
pictures there is “something indefinable, the echoes of history, the genius
loci, shifts of light and nuances of atmosphere within the landscape”.9

them by what might be termed the romantic gaze. I believe that a particular
land becomes a landscape when our senses such as emotion and memory
are transformed into the land itself. Moreover, to understand a place being
experienced privately, we need to interpret a “solitudinous, personal, semispiritual relationship with place”.7 Places in Cooper’s work are defined by the
physical absence of the human being. There are no lives at all and even no
objects. Rather, some memory, time, spirit and emotion exist through a
viewer’s eyes. This is because the places are possessed by what can be called
absence or void, and in this condition visitors or viewers might project their
subjectivity into such spaces bereft of boundary.

I chose Cooper’s places as my first example of research on spirit,
5

Barry Lopez, ‘Arctic Dreams: Imagination and Desire within a Northern Landscape’, 1998, quoted in Ben
Tufnell, True (Haunch of Venison: London, 2009), p.25.
6
John Urry called the romantic gaze; “one particular way of experiencing place became particularly
valued, … a solitudinous, personal, semi-spiritual relationship with place … The romantic gaze involves
further quests for ever new objects of this solitary experience.” Joyce Davidson, Liz Bondi and Mick Smith,
Emotional Geographies (Ashgate, 2005), p.78.
7
Ibid. p.78.

8
9

Ben Tufnell, True (Haunch of Venison: London, 2009), p.27
Ibid. p.27.
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Fig.6. Thomas Joshua Cooper
Looking Back, The Arctic Ocean, sea ice, The North Pole, 2007-2008
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Yoshihiko Ueda
“The brushwood wheezed, the moss shown an impossibly phosphorescent
green that seemed to radiate from everywhere over the mammoth trees
that strained heavenward. A manifold of living colours interfused saturated
with rain and light. I had discovered a realm of primordial chaos; I was
witness to what was not for human eyes to see. To be sure, as I gazed
through the viewfinder of the darkened box, I was shaking. I was overjoyed
at my experiencing such keen excitement and apprehension yet anew. My
hand, wet with rain as I tripped the shutter release, seemed to tremble
slightly. This time, I whispered a few brief words of thanks to the spirits of
the forest.”10
- Yoshihiko Ueda, 1993

Fig.7. Yoshihiko Ueda
Quinault # 35, 1990-1991

10

Oriol Hernan(Director of All Art News), ‘Japanese Photographer Yoshihiko Ueda’s Work on View at
Michael Hoppen Contemporary’, All Art News: Art News for Art Lovers (April 2010) (accessed 27.July 2015)
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Vestiges, the time between daytime and night, the oscillations of the soul,
haunting, death, strangeness, dampness, memory, dream, the smell of moss
and the immemorial, these are atmospheric impressions that come to mind
when I look at Ueda’s photographs. It feels cold and wet, an unremitting
feeling of dampness. I feel this dampness on my skin even as I glance at
Ueda’s work. I imagine: if there are ghosts in this world, they must leave their
traces at places like Yoshihiko Ueda’s photographs. Ueda’s work represents
an intense form of abandonment and absence veiled with dark energy, such
that if we entered this monstrous and mysterious site we would lose our
way to get out again. Our own time and emotion would be absolutely
disturbed by it. Ueda’s photographs seem like places that embrace
everything abandoned in fear, in a cathartic manner. “We are drawn … to a
fascinating and nuanced set of encounters with that which lies behind or
beyond appearance”.11 His “Quinault” series are exhausted, heavy and deep;
each preserves its own history that nobody knows, defining both spectrality
and resonance, as if there is something in the air that cannot be touched. I
am enchanted by the gaze embedded in his photographs. In all of them,
there is a powerful atmosphere that I cannot bear to describe; “Quinault”
has become one of my favourite collections almost by way of a paradox.
Jean-Luc Marion notes that “the image” is a kind of “form of liberation”
from every initial world; it produces itself, transforms itself, and develops

Fig.8. Yoshihiko Ueda, Quinault #13, 1990-1991
11

Jonathan Miles, Vapour, Forests: The Art of Daniel Gustav Cramer, (London:DomoBaal Editions, 2006),
p.6.

13

without any controls and limits. “The image is valued in itself and for itself”12.

abandonment, my relationship to these photographs became an emotional

In other words, the image presented through the screen (anti-world in the

resource for a form of aesthetic renewal. Even though this aesthetic might at

world) is a “form without matter, the image maintains only a ghostly reality,

first glance appear dark, there is a glimmer of a special form of light, a light

completely spiritualised. … Everything passes through the screen, which

that could following Blanchot like atmosphere and be described as a “dark

mediates that is all to see and to communicate, and in which everything is

gaze.”16 The passages that I am attempting to describe appear to follow a

reduced to an image establishing strict equivalence between the image and

complex series of turns, descents, ascents, twists and spirals without the

the thing”.13 Therefore, I would say that Ueda’s photography is a form of

sense of sustained illumination. The origin of the light which affects this

image-making which captures its own mood, atmosphere, spectrality and

mood begins in those places where light has been vanquished, leaving only

trace. His images create a spiritual mood born out of the ‘spectrality’14 they

dark vapours but this ascent from these optics of despair then makes the

exhibit. Added to that is Ueda's sentimental gaze and his discovery of such

sense of renewal compelling. If I was to say what the light of these

images. He believes that the photography work greatly reflects his gaze, and

photographs are, then I would say that they are bathed in light that is both

says “the most important fact is that I am actually photographing whatever it

before and after historical time. It is a light that refuses to touch human

is that mesmerises me with the same interest whether it is for personal or

sentiment. The trees grow in this light knowing that it is the light most

commercial use.”15

appropriate for their growth. This is manner in which the gaze of such a

Ueda’s discovery of this immemorial forest makes me enter my own deep

forest is so deeply mysterious and impenetrable.

inwardness, where I am reminded of my time of depression in Leeds: I was
very depressed because of a destroyed life (I lost my best friend, I lost my
passion for making art; it was just a horrible time have to adjust to the new
environment as I was studying abroad for the first time). Throughout the
intense, lonely and awful period, I experienced a more delicate sensitivity,
and my perception or attitude towards the art world changed. Having felt

12

Jean-Luc Marion, ‘The Crossing of the Visible’, quoted in Jonathan Miles, Spectrality (Lecture Note:
London, 2008), p.4.
13
Ibid., p.4.
14
Ibid., p.4.
15
Vivienne Kenrick, ‘Yoshihiko Ueda’ The Japan Times (Mar 2000) (accessed 8 Aug 2015)

16

Kevin Hart, The Dark Gaze: Maurice Blanchot and the Sacred, (Chicago: University of Chicago Press,
2004)

14

Fig.9. Yoshihiko Ueda
Quinault #38, 1990-1991
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Daniel Gustav Cramer
“So look, I am in a forest, and I no longer know what I am searching for, but
nonetheless I am feeling tense to the point that I am meeting the flickers of the
visible within my own imaginary focus. I can only say that I start to experience a
moment that takes me to a passage outside of my insistent claims. Shadow and light
become balanced to the extent that everything appears to be composed within itself.
This point or moment insists attention. On one level I might walk away after taking a
photograph and imagine that I have captured a concentrated darkness on the face
of the remote. I might feel that I have captured something other, such as a face
17
within the flickering of light across leaves.”

I like the forest. I do not have that many memories of taking a walk
in the forest, but I like to imagine the forest and see it through images. The
word “forest” cannot be described with any other words; it is just the forest
itself. I especially like the rainforest because I like massive trees such as big
palm trees and moist air; I like to be overwhelmed by nature. This could
sound a little bit random; my first impression of Kuala Lumpur (the capital
city of Malaysia) is an orange forest. As Malaysia is one of the tropical areas,
there are huge and overwhelming trees surrounding the whole city of Kuala
Lumpur. Because the streetlights (all of which were orange) illuminated and
reflected on the trees, the whole city seemed like it was swallowed in the
forest, and became an orange forest at night. After I saw Kuala Lumpur, the
orange forest has remained in my recollection and formed as an object itself
in my head.
I believe that the forest has its own breath and voice, which are
mingled in a cool air and constitute its own spirit. Whenever I think of the
Fig.10. Daniel Cramer, Woodland, 2006

17

Jonathan Miles, Flickers of a Half-World: Underwater : the New Photographs of Daniel Gustav Cramer
(London: Domobaal Editions, 2006),p.2-3.
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forest, I always imagine those countless leaves, darkest gaps between large

devour our own time, and instead serve a new memory about a sublimity

trunks, echoes permeating everywhere and a silent soul embracing

which we desire to experience. Cramer’s sublimity is explored in a foggy

everything, which is submerged in the frame of Daniel Cramer’s photograph

illusion: the combination of the visible and the invisible; form and the

as it is, like an aquarium. Cramer’s photographs are like atmospheric

formless; appearing and disappearing. Jonathan Miles observes that the mist,

aquariums which transfer a dreamlike nature into the rectilinear shape of

flickers of light and the play of shadow evoke a beguiling mystique that

the water in aquarium tanks. His forest is closer to a dark and dim mood,

almost makes the pulse slow, producing in its wake a mood in which the

rather than a fresh and bright one, which makes me sink into the infinite

gentle spirit of afterthought might circulate.21 Miles describes further:
“flickers of light suspend in dew, shadow is held in recesses, a stilling
announcing it’s coming and then a breeze awakening the order of leaves
again… These photographs were taken in a manner that opens an
unexpected encounter between care and vision. This is a mode of primal
dialogue captured between the slowing of breaths as they hang within the
22
dappled light that picks out the tiniest events that mark a moment.”

depth of darkness. This darkness and aquarium-like space arrests my gaze
and freezes my time.
“An inhibition of familiar sensa is very apt to leave us a prey to vague
terrors respecting a circumambient world of causal operations. In the dark
there are vague presences, doubtfully feared; in the silence, the irresistible
causal efficacy of nature presses itself upon us; in the vagueness of the low
hum of insects in an August woodland, the inflow into ourselves of feelings
from enveloping nature overwhelms us; in the dim consciousness of halfsleep, the presentations of sense fade away, and we are left with the vague
18
feeling of influences from vague things around us.”

All the factors that Cramer’s photographs have (flickers of light, mist,
shadow etc.) assembled within a certain calmness, which lets me
increasingly feel like sinking to the bottom of the sea.

In these images, here are no worries, events, stories and even happiness any
more. There are only vagueness and emptiness. Gilles Deleuze writes: “the
event is always dead time; it is there where nothing takes place, an infinite
awaiting that is already infinitely past,”19 and this is “an emptying of the
moment.” 20 The numberless layers of darkness in Cramer’s photograph
21
18

Whitehead, Alfred N, David R. Griffin, and Donald W. Sherburne. Process and Reality: An Essay in
Cosmology (New York: Free Press, 1978) p.176.
19
Ronald Bogue, ‘Deleuze and Guattari’, 1994, quoted in Jonathan Miles, Vapour, Forests: The Art of
Daniel Gustav Cramer, (London: DomoBaal Editions, 2006), p.7.
20
Ibid., p.7.

22

Ibid., p.4.
Ibid., p.4.
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I believe that we need to have an ‘atmospheric perception’ when we are
fascinated by these kinds of atmospheric feeling. Tonino Griffero writes,
“perceiving atmospheres mostly means being touched by them in the feltbody… a communication of the felt-body with meaningful impressions.”23 He
therefore characterises “atmospheric perception” as a “seventh sense”: one
synthetically experiences these complex situations through the mood, the
nuance, the spirit, the tone and the atmosphere they maintain.24
With this atmospheric perception and a feeling and experience of
Cramer’s sublimity, I become a walker in the way Jonathan Miles writes of
the great Classical tradition of Chinese Landscape painters: to be a landscape
painter, they travelled, walking in a certain landscape for a month before
starting to paint. While walking, their feet and body are wholly trained with
the senses of atmosphere – oscillation between landscape and mind and
empty moments. “Each step was a meditation on this simple truth.”25 This
could be one process by which to feel sublimity in the felt-body. Although I
do not walk in a real place, I try hard to find and gaze into the atmospheric
feeling anywhere I go, and try to remember it.

23

Tonino Griffero, Atmospheres: Aesthetics of Emotional Spaces (Ashgate; England, 2014), p.16–17.
Ibid., p.16-17.
25
Jonathan Miles, Vapour, Forests: The Art of Daniel Gustav Cramer, (London:DomoBaal Editions, 2006),
p.5.
24

Fig.11. Daniel Gustav Cramer, 'Untitled (Mountain #04), 2006

18

The Vestige of Memory

19

Andrey Tarkovsky’s Nostalgia (1983)

While I was doing research for my dissertation, a tutor, Jonathan Miles at
the Royal College of Art recommended me watching Andrey Tarkovsky’s film,
Stalker (1979) which might be helpful for my area of interest. I looked into
this Russian director, and what caught my eye was the film still above. It is
from one of the scenes in his film Nostalgia (1983), and just that one shot
was enough to convince me that the whole film would be my taste. I liked
the title as well. Instead of Stalker, I watched Nostalgia, and my intuition was
proven right. Every single scene was poetic and inspiring, like a novel that
arouses visualization and imagination in readers. At the beginning of the film,
the protagonist Gorchakov (a poet) stopped a car on a hill in Italy with his
translator. The starting place of the film is very foggy, silent and rough, as if
this film warns of both boredom and the feeling of loneliness.
Imagine that when you open the window, there is a concrete wall facing
you, rather than a landscape. I would love it. You might see the shadows of
trees, or clouds. When Gorchakov entered the room of his hotel, he opened
the window and it was raining. Because of this old film’s low resolution, I

Fig.12. Nostalgia, dir. Andrey Tarkovsky, 1983

“I want to create my own world on the screen, in its ideal and most perfect form,
as I myself feel it and see it. I am not trying to be coy with my audience, or to
conceal some secret intention of my own: I am recreating my world in those details
which seem to me most fully and exactly to express the elusive meaning of our
26
existence…nostalgia was soon to take possession of my soul for ever.”

mistakenly thought for a moment that there was a huge concrete wall
blocking the view from the window. Starting with this rain from the window,
it mostly rained during the whole film. Other than this incessant raining, this
film itself is dripping wet overall.

26

Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time: Reflections on the Cinema (New York : Alfred A. Knopf, 1987)
p.213–216.
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Fig.14. Nostalgia, dir. Andrey Tarkovsky, 1983

Fig.13. Nostalgia, dir. Andrey Tarkovsky, 1983

“You know of great romances? No kisses, nothing at all. Very pure! [...].
Unspoken feelings are unforgettable.”27 Gorchakov believes in the purest
spirit of love, and means to save the world through this action: he lights one
last candle and walks inside of the empty hot spring, which reflects the world
Rain, steam, fog and flames, these significant elements make the whole

in which we live. I think Tarkovsky tried to show the truth and possibility of

rich, dense and bitter in ways that enable one to think that this film is about

the world through this film. And the strongest hope for the human: the

nostalgia. It is intense. While it is gentle and silent, it also flames up, and in

longing and desire to go back home. Tarkovsky represented this painful time

so doing, it is as powerful as flames surviving in mist.
27

Nostalgia, dir. by Andrey Tarkovsky (Mostfilm, 1983)
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of longing (nostalgia) through Gorchakov’s actions, through landscapes, and
through devices such as places, a candle and a book of Russian poetry.
Perhaps it would have been better if I had discovered this film when I was in
pain with homesickness five years ago. I might have needed this kind of film
during that period to soothe my dreadful time. I was emotionally immersed
in the film; every scene and event provided me with a time machine, tracing
back to my bitter memory.

Fig.15. Nostalgia, dir. Andrey Tarkovsky, 1983
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I normally like movies that focus on mise en scène rather than narration;
the atmosphere of such films catches my emotion and gaze. In this sense, I
like the way that Tarkovsky used rain regardless of the profound story.
Nature in Nostalgia exists as “the great naturalistic fidelity”,28 and does
not mean anything according to Tarkovsky: “I declare that there are no
symbols or metaphors in my films, those present express incredulity.”29 He
said rain, water, fog, wind and fire were part of the main material setting in
Russia where he grew up; “the truth of our lives”.30 He used these materials
simply to make an aesthetic setting in his film: “...the screen brings the real
world to the audience, the world as it actually is, so that it can be seen in
depth and from all sides, evoking its very smell, allowing audiences to feel on
their skin.”31

28

Andrey Tarkovsky, Sculpting in Time: Reflections on the Cinema (New York : Alfred A. Knopf, 1987) p.212.
Ibid., p.212.
30
Ibid., p.212.
31
Ibid., p.213.
29

Fig.16. Nostalgia, dir. Andrey Tarkovsky, 1983
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Fig.17. Nostalgia, dir. Andrey Tarkovsky, 1983

“To the memory of my mother.”
Tarkovsky’s father abandoned his family and left him when he was a child.
His mother waited for his father every day, sitting in front of the lake in the
fog. Tarkovsky grew up seeing his mother like that; perhaps this film fully
reflects his nostalgia and his soulfulness.
24

Daido Moriyama

their individual memories are involved in its interpretation.”32
When I saw Daido Moriyama’s 2013 exhibition in Tate Modern for
the first time, it was nothing to me. I could not be touched by it at all; it was
not my style. It was just black and dark to my eyes. I found him again later by
accident while I was looking for some Japanese novels (I enjoy reading and
watching Japanese novels and films as I really like the unique Japanese
atmospheric literature). I still felt Moriyama’s works were not my type, but I
was drawn to something unknowable and began to read up on him. I found
that his writing, his speaking and the philosophy within his photographs
were impressive. Moriyama’s photography is an envelope of one person’s
whole life. I began to feel his photographs differently, with great magnetism.

Fig.18. Daido Moriyama, a collection of Moriyama’s photographs, 1969-1980

“The apparent reality that I, that the photographer shoots, thinking, ‘Now,’ is
actually the intersection between the world’s boundless past that disappears
into the distance, and the future that comes walking out of the distance
bringing premonition and nostalgia. In other words, memory is not simply
the repeated reproduction of the past. With the watershed of the
continually forged ‘present’ as the borderline, memory imagines the past, is
reconstructed by passing through the variety of media, and is further
projected onto the future that is to come in an eternal cycle. That’s what I
think at present, as I snap pictures via my own memories. I think the
documentary character of photography is not simply the freezing of the time
of an event, but rather has the quality of being unceasingly involved with the
totality of time stretching endlessly before and after. The fact that many
people can individually share ownership of a single photograph is because

“A human being is nothing more than a life spent attentively passing
through an assemblage of countless scenes. You can say life is
transitory and leave it at that, but when I wonder where on earth a
certain scene from a certain time and a certain period disappeared
to, for me that is not sentimentality but rather a feeling closer to
irritation. All people lose their scenes one after another. Another
way of expressing this is to call it exasperation with time. Time is not
something that comes pressing down on each of us. Recalling scenes
that are being lost is, simultaneously, presaging scenes of the death
that is to come.”33
With forthright language, Moriyama has transferred our lives into his black
and white photographs. After I grasped more about him, Moriyama’s works
32
33

Daido Moriyama; John Junkerman, Memories of a Dog (Tucson, Ar. : Nazraeli Press, 2004), p.169.
Ibid., p.156.
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were stuck in my mind, coming to me before I slept at night and even when I
saw a pigeon on the street. His story and life have become increasingly vivid
in my head.
I have been thinking about a road where nobody walks. I like
smoking cigarettes in the middle of the night, and when I smoke out of the
window of my room a very quiet and dark road faces me. The road in front
of me at dawn is particularly silent, different from the daytime; no cars, no
people, no birds and even no sound of insects. Nothing except the cigarette
smoke blown from my mouth: it is as if almost dead. I feel I am in another
time of the road; time is frozen in the darkness. I have tried to capture this
paused time of the road by writing in my diary. Moriyama’s Route series
reminds me of the road that I remember.
Fig.19. Daido Moriyama
Kanagawa, 1969

I have read Daido Moriyama’s Highway, included in Setting Sun:
Writings by Japanese Photographers34. In this text, Moriyama talks about the
story of his photography work, the road series, and how he began to make it.
Moriyama’s story begins with him borrowing from his friend Jack Kerouac’s
novel On the Road. Two young guys wander America’s highways at random.
Moriyama was deeply inspired by the novel, and went to the highway in
Obawara city afterwards to start making his own ‘On the Road’. Moriyama
describes an anecdote in which he attempted to hitchhike in order to take

34

Ivan Vartanian; Akihiro Hatanaka; Yutaka Kambayashi, Setting Sun: writings by Japanese photographers
(New York: Aperture,,2006)
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photographs on the way. He writes about the road, “[I]t was hard going. The

resemble the series in that respect. The shocking contrasts (blackest, whitest)

highway was lonely, like a forest road, and for long stretches I was on foot…

in his photographs are mixed with a wavering, which seems to expose the

Driving on the road, gazing at the road, is definitely not about going into the

truth of our lives in a way that people remember specific moments in their

distance, or about searching for a dream, or about making a vain effort. It is,

lives whether they want or do not want. Moriyama is not interested in taking

in the midst of traveling, nothing but a continuous process of discovering the

a beautiful landscape, but in the ordinariness of the city; shuttering

fragments of the world and splinters of reality.”35 Moriyama describes:

instinctively, without any designed angles. Through his eyes I see some

“heading someplace, perhaps directed by some romantic notion, the car
forces its tracks toward some point. Or a line. A line of reality, where
inevitable and endless occurrences happening daily have shown me myriad
encounters discoveries, reflection, and awakening. The charm of the road
fit into me at that time, so that even just after returning from one road,
even while it was still smouldering within my body, I set off once again,
36
repeating the cycle.”

desperation, bizarreness and desolation; a bitter part in human life.

While reading and re-reading this text, I think of my favourite part in the
novel 1Q84 by Haruki Murakami: the female protagonist suddenly takes off
from the taxi when travelling on a highway and jumps over the highway
fence, and her life totally changed from that point. Moriyama’s writing and
photographic world are like a collection of short stories and sketches: “For
me, capturing what I feel with my body is more important than the
technicalities of photography. If the image is shaking, it’s OK, if it’s out of
focus, it’s OK. Clarity isn’t what photography is about.”37
Moriyama captured everything on the road on the move with a blurry, very
raw, formless, rough, immediate and emergent manner. His other works also
35

Ibid., p.122.
Ibid., p.123.
37
Mark Hudson, ‘Daido Moriyama: Low life in Tokyo’, The Telegraph (Oct 2012) (accessed 10 Aug 2015)
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27

Janet Cardiff
Janet Turn to the right, Gunthorpe Street. A man just went into the side door of the
pub.
sound of tape recorder being stopped, rewound, replayed
Janet recorded voice A man just went into the side door of the pub.
.
.
.
J vox recorded A naked man is walking up the street towards me. He’s walking as if
he is sleeping, staring straight ahead. He walks past me without seeing me. sound of
recorded being stopped
.
.
.
Janet She’s getting on the train. He runs along the platform. Just as it’s pulling out of
the station, she sees his face in the window and tries to hide. As the train picks up
speed, she turns her head to watch him fade into the distance. I have to leave now. I
wanted to walk you back to the library but there’s not enough time. Please return
38
the Discman as soon as possible. Goodbye. sound of Janet walking away

Fig.20. Janet Cardiff
The Missing Voice (Case Study B), 1999

38

http://www.cardiffmiller.com/artworks/walks/missing_voice.html (accessed 15 Aug 2015)
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I was very confused at one instant. When Janet Cardiff whispered, “A
man just went into the side door of the pub,”39 an actual man literally went
into the pub located in Gunthorpe Street; there were three men having pints
of beer, smiling and chatting in front of the door. Janet Cardiff’s voice and
the real world were completely overlapping, and came to me as a chaos.
Especially when I entered the Brick Lane as Cardiff guided me through the
earphones; my heart started beating because I felt like I walked in another
time (this sound work was recorded by Janet Cardiff in June 1999). The place
was almost the same as Cardiff described, there was an Arabic cultural
market going on from the audio: the sound of bustling people; people
playing the ney (Arabic traditional instrument), selling and buying stuff. The
sound of the market at Brick Lane only going on in the earphones
surprisingly unfolded before my eyes in the real world, with the sense of an
illusion. This made me experience a floating time. Just as in Woody Allen’s
Midnight in Paris (2011) - in which the protagonist suddenly experiences
1920s midnight in Paris – I felt as if I was walking in a different time at the
same place. The constant confusion that Cardiff devised, the uncertainty as
to whether everything was happening in the real world or in the audio work,
allowed me to constantly walk in a time ‘in between.’ Cardiff’s The Missing
Voice is recorded guiding the tour at a part of London. A stranger’s
whispering voice in my ears that, at the same time, feels like my inner voice
as well. I might have this memory of experiencing the chaotic boundaries
between reality and unreality and London in 2015 and 1999 for a long time.
39

Ibid.
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Part 2

My Drawing

Dead Place
Dead Grass
43 Concord Street
Swimming Pool Ladder
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I believe that each person, place or even object has its own
atmosphere and impression that we encounter. Such a mood and feeling of
each thing is a kind of experience of being, having an atmospheric
perception40 that is judged through sensations of orientation, gravity, smell,
tone, motion, illumination etc. in an unconscious manner. I think I have my
own tone, which I still cannot define with simple words, but am trying to
exhibit through images and my emotion in this writing, inviting you to ‘touch’
the feeling.
My specific mood has been built up through my own journey in my
memories, my discoveries and my realisations. Part 1 showed my collection
that has inspired and fascinated me in various ways, and this section will
show my journey associating with my fascination, categorising: my
impression of ruin and decay within a place; fascination in dead objects;
dryness and its spirit; my traumatic memory and emotion which transformed
a certain place and my life; and lastly my romantic discovery of something
that excites me. This part could be another invitation to some of my drawing
which might be random, fragmented and selected. I only ask that you not
simply read but attempt to feel.
40

Juhani Pallasmaa, ‘Space, Place and Atmosphere; Emotion and Peripheral Perception in Architectural
Experience’, Lebenswelt: Aesthetics and Philosophy of Experience 4 (University of Helsinki, 2014), p.231.
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Dead Place

33

144, Jisam-ro
I discovered a ‘dead’ place. Silent, abandoned, fallen into disrepair, dark and
devoid of life, both human and plant alike. She looked blackened with the
passage of time and very deserted. Her heavy breath was silent but at the
same time, very strong, rough and even violent as if she threatened any
wanderer who might come inside of her body. She even made all of the reeds
and vines surrounding her die, but still lets them sharply intimidate the
wanderer. I hesitate to step on the dead grass, the gateway of the place.
When I eventually walk in, a wild yellow dog which has been looking at me
out of the air of the place starts growling. My steps heading to her are slow
and careful; the rustling sound of dry grass makes me feel better. I arrive at
her; she does not even seem to have a power to defend herself, literally

Fig.21. Nayoung Kang
A Dead Place Project: 144 #5, Jisam-ro, 2013

lifeless. Her air and barren ground are cold and faded. Her void seems to be
full of desire for some wish, which overwhelms my soul. I move to one of

Rust, moss, dust, all within a time without a human’s touch there is

rooms, I see something and then I am stunned. It is a light coming from

colour without colours, and the great nature within a particular environment

nature, which embraces all her spines as if it soothes her fear. The light and

(winter in abandoned air and mountain) at 144 Jisam-ro constitute a whole,

wind from the outside of her is much warmer than the inside and they seem

which shows the power of place. The place is completely ruined, decayed

to hold a certain hope, more beautiful than any other. Only the surprising

and deserted. But the ruins within the place embody “a set of temporal and

and respectful nature has made her live. I recognise that this contrast makes

historical paradoxes… the ruin casts us forward in time; it predicts a future in

the place very powerful, which completely becomes a forgotten, floating time.

which our present will slump into similar disrepair or fall victim to some
unforeseeable calamity.”41
41

Brian Dillon, Ruins: Documents of Contemporary Art. (Whitechapel Gallery; London: The MIT Press,
Cambridge, Massachusetts, 2011), p.11.
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properties that are seen as its own at this moment. It sets us afloat in time,
“The walls of the quarry did look dangerous. Cracked, broken, shattered;
the walls threatened to come crashing down. Fragmentation, corrosion,
decomposition, disintegration, rock creep, debris slides, mud flow,
avalanche were everywhere in evidence. The grey sky seemed to swallow
up the heaps around us. Fractures and faults spilled forth sediment,
crushed conglomerates, eroded debris and sandstone. It was an arid region,
bleached and dry. An infinity of surfaces spread in every direction. A chaos
42
of cracks surrounded us.” -At the Great Notch Quarry, Robert Smithson

reflecting the change of time and the sense “of having survived the collapse
of past dreams of the future”,47 both nostalgic and romantic.
"The ruin is a site not of melancholy or mourning but of radical potential –
its fragmentary, unfinished nature is an invitation to fulfil the as yet
unexplored temporality that it contains. Ruins are freighted with possibility,
48
even with utopian promise."

Smithson always saw formlessness (form of non-sites and displacements)43

Finally, when the ruin meets the natural it becomes a great sublimity. Nature

rather than forms in a space, for instance, the structures within a working

invades the ruin, which feels more comfortable and peaceful than where the
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industrial complex. There is a very dynamic formlessness in a ruined space,

nature is supposed to be situated. This organicism49 within the ruin gives a

which grasps the great gap between the profound passage of time and

new balance of tension, coming from a unity of external images and

sublime reservation for the future. As he sought “the memory-traces of an

conflicting existences. I can feel a very romantic peace when ruins meet a

45

abandoned set of futures,” Smithson’s dramatic description of the Great

body of nature. The unique spirit of the place holding nature in its gravity

Notch Quarry makes me imagine the weight of time, the exact feeling from

provokes a different beauty.

my ‘dead place.’ Ruins. I think the dreams that the ruin produces are more
fantastic than anything else. It is a vision of exhaustion but at the same time,
a cathartic value in which we experience a lost perfection46 together. The
ruin exists as another world and realm of time that combines the long
history of the fragment and utopian future, transformed in a new spirit. We
do not imagine or expect its body before it is ruined, but instead explore its

42

Ibid., p.140.
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45
Ibid., p.110.
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Fig.22, 23. Nayoung Kang
A Dead Place Project: 144 #28, #29, Jisam-ro, 2013

36

Fig.24. Nayoung Kang, A Dead Place Project: 144 #35, Jisam-ro, 2013
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Dead Grass

38

Joyce Green Lane, DA1 5PN

grasses, I realise that they have become one with the dead nature. Even the
shadow of the grass on the walls of the building is faded. Non-human
nature always makes me feel strange, especially when it is deserted – then

The crisp air.
The rustling breeze.
Full of fluttering sound.
This area has been conquered by rough grass. The blades of grass keep
growing, climbing up to the grey sky, relying on each other. However, it is
definitely dead.
I can see some hidden buildings, barely visible through the gaps of the
bunched grass, as if the grass had almost swallowed them. The grass made
this earth a jungle, seeming to harbour anything troubled by fear.
The grasses appear to have stayed together for ages without human touch
or any invaders. They look very strong, calm, and peaceful. They make their
own stories that nobody knows, the stories create their own place, and the
place makes the unique air, its sky and spirit, embodying the flow of the
whole time with the grass.
The dead grass is almost grey and faded brown. It is like rust. It died but has
a voice. When I touch it, I can feel its time of decay. Its own time of whole
life is different from any others. The time within the place has captured
every moment that nobody engaged in. Only the grass knows. The time is

my emotion faces a certain sublimity that I have never felt before. Taking a
journey to these kinds of extraordinary times and space excites my eyes
giving me the deepest and most varied emotions, which can dispel my
routine.50 The factory buildings are small constructed containers covered
with rough roofs. The dead grass has wildly invaded through windows and
doors, resulting in a phenomenon where the boundary is no longer clear
which of the grass or the building is ‘nature.’ They are almost
indistinguishable. As I know the buildings are for manufacturing fireworks, I
feel as if I can smell some remaining ashes. The insides of the containers are
filled with lives. My engagement here is just a disruptor, only my gaze and
emotion are received favourably here. Loads of timbers, mossy concrete,
rusty and unidentified electrical devices, tangled ivy, grey grass, brown
pipes, a glimmer through the roof, and lastly the unimaginable passage of
time – they make a mysterious dream. The air they make all together is
distinctive, which makes me hold my breath because I feel I need to be very
silent not to interrupt them. The dead grass sings, the bodies within the
containers play various instruments, the sky that encounters this place
listens to them. I swear that this place within the time without human

very powerful as I strongly desire to know; the grasses of this place make its
time something nostalgic. My gaze turns to the buildings, built as a firework

50

Mick Smith, Joyce Davidson, Laura Cameron and Liz Bondi, Emotion, Place and Culture (Ashgate:
Surrey: England, 2009), p.1.

factory a long time ago. When I approach the buildings covered by the
39

beings is more powerful than any others, and also, the bodies (objects)
When I became fascinated by ‘dead grass’, I was working with dead

belonging to the place and the grass surrounding it challenge humans who
can never emulate their conversation.

animals, especially the victims of road-kill a long time ago. I tried to make
them be born again back then, making artworks by capturing with my
camera and drawing them. Afterwards, my gaze turned to another subject
matter; the dead grass surrounding my place where I was living at that time.
I had collected a big pile of dead grass for a week and decided to burn all of
it at an empty lot. The grass was very dry, rough and faded, reflecting the
changing seasons – autumn into winter. Burning this all day long was
necessary: the dead grass burned with an awesome flare, drawing its
rebirth in the night with its smoke. I captured this with my camera and my
eyes each moment of its journey as it burned and eventually settled as ash
in the soil. It was a potential for revival of the dead matter. The grass was
reborn

with

fire,

and

became

powerful

in

the

night

sky.
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Fig.25. Nayoung Kang
Drawing of Grass, Fire and Smoke Project #12, 2013

Fig.26. Nayoung Kang
Drawing of Grass, Fire and Smoke Project #53, 2013
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Fig.27. Nayoung Kang
Drawing of Grass, Fire and Smoke Project #59, 2013
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“Catharsis of the aesthetic response is the transformation of affects, the
explosive response which culminates in the discharge of emotions.”51
I realised my action of burning was related to catharsis. I did not know the
reason I felt some pleasure and excitement to burn something or see
burning. Now I think it had been a sort of cathartic reaction towards my
aesthetic pursuit; I like the fire, smoke, flames, ashes that play with an
oscillation between appearing and disappearing, form and formlessness,
power and powerlessness.

Fig.28, 29. Nayoung Kang
Drawing of Grass, Fire and Smoke Project #70, #71, 2013
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Lev Semenovich Vygotsky, The Psychology of Art, Art as a Catharsis, trans. By Scripta Technica Inc,
(Cambridge,Massachusetts: M.I.T. Press, 1971), p. 215.
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Memory of 43 Concord Street
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43 Concord Street (geography of my depression)

pointless. I could not breathe well when I was home. I did not have any
desire to eat, listen to songs, or watch television. I had almost no life. I had

43 Concord Street. I was living alone in a huge one bedroom in 2012. The

to face this being devoid of life at the place for the whole year, like crawling

place was a kind of apartment in Leeds; quite new, clean and located a bit

back into a very narrow, deep and endless pipe after being out. This was

outside the city centre. Twin buildings faced each other with a very narrow

neither fear nor anxiety. It was just a blank.

street between them. The apartments were odd (from my point of view).
Every room had a single balcony, and each of the exteriors of the balconies
were coloured differently – yellow, blue, green, orange and red (my terrace
was blue). With the narrow street between them, these very colourful
buildings were just looking at each other in the shade. My room was on the
third floor; I could smoke cigarettes at my terrace every night while looking
inside an old man’s room exactly opposite mine. He was feeding a white cat,
which stuck out its face often between the gaps of the drawn curtains.
When I finished working in studio of my college, I walked back home
straight away without any thoughts and plans. On the way, walking back to
the apartment, the view outside abruptly changed from very central, busy
and bright to dark, silent, and scary. I always felt some little fear to open
the door of my room, but when I came in, there was nothing. It was almost
black inside like a very deep pipe. It was much colder than outside. I sat
down at the centre of living room without turning on the light, and then
became blank. I even felt that outside of my room was brighter, warmer
and more comfortable. I suddenly started crying without any reason and
then when it was done, I went to bed. Even though the buildings were
colourful, they were constantly in shadow, so the colourful exterior was
45

Fig.31. Sander Meisner
Nacht, 2010

While I was staying in 43 Concord Street, I began collecting and regularly
looking at Sander Meisner’s photographs, especially Nacht series. Sander’s
photography mostly expresses a cross section of urban or specific rural area;
areas underneath bridges in the city, or neglected places in countryside. He
represents geometrical places and empty spaces in a very emotional and
Fig.30. Sander Meisner
Huangshan, Anhui province, China, 2014

cinematic manner. His places seem absent of humans; sometimes evoking
46

loneliness, pain and sorrow, at the same time they arouse feeling of peace,
calm and relaxation. I particularly liked a piece of a building taken at night
(Nacht, 2010), in which I felt empathy for the photograph as if it
represented my depression precisely at that moment.

Fig.32. Sander Meisner
Nacht, 2010

Fig.33. Sander Meisner
Tunnels, 2010-2011
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Joyce Davidson, Liz Bondi and Mick Smith state that emotion is very

I am and the ongoing process of my life.56

powerful because it transforms the shape of our lives.52 Their ‘emotional
“The becoming-of-the-now is not distinct from this vast volume of
experience, it emerges from it, and is coloured by it, in ways we know and
ways we don’t know. If we are all vast repositories of past emotionalspatial experiences then the spatiality of humanness becomes even
57
deeper in extent and significance.”

geography’ is not merely feelings, but also a kind of bridge which
profoundly affects and links our emotional involvement with places.53 The
place, 43 Concord Street, was my home where my depression was
transformed, pervading into a bare space, which eventually became fully
my private and emotional place. This is perhaps what Davidson, Bondi and
Smith term ‘experiencing the place privately’. I like Davidson, Bondi and
Smith’s use of romantic gaze.54 When we experience a place, we always
have a certain romantic gaze towards the place where we stand. Our
emotional state and some specific memories cannot help but alter our
perception, and interpret the place differently. Places move around like a
ship within society, humans, non-humans, and objects as Kevin
Hetherington (1997: 185-9) states in the book, Emotional Geographies.55
It was very painful. I cannot get rid of the time in 43 Concord Street from
my life. However, I can surely say the time has become significant to me as
it has awakened my subtle senses and made my range of mood extend. The
memory has remained with that place, the 43 Concord Street of my
memories, which has mapped into my body and mind, having shaped what

52

Joyce Davidson, Liz Bondi and Mick Smith, Emotional Geographies (Ashgate: England, 2005), p.1.
Ibid., p.77.
54
Ibid., p.78.
55
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Swimming Pool Ladder
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Fig.34. Nayoung Kang
Swimming Pool Ladder, 2014
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It was definitely a swimming pool ladder.

anywhere if there is a just swimming pool ladder and any nature can be a

My mum and aunt couldn’t see it. I shouted, “Look at them! White pool

pool. Look for the ladder!’

ladders! They are so cute. Look at them stuck in there with that shape, like
saying ‘do swim here’!”

Since then, I’ve been pre-occupied by the ‘swimming pool ladder’. Totally.

Mom and aunt still couldn’t discover them and the boat that we were on
passed by the island.

I showed the photo to a close friend and explained with excitement my

After my long trip in Croatia, I came back to Korea, went to develop my

discovery of how cute they are (my expression of ‘cute’ is not literally cute,

precious films straight away, and then forgot what treasures were in them.

but rather signifies something that is very charming, smart, or how much

It was a long time later that I went to the shop again to pick up my

astonishment it delivers me).

photographs. Only then did I finally have a look at how the things, which I

“So what? A ‘swimming pool ladder’ is just a name for the type of ladder,

beheld through my eyes, came out into the world.

and it could happen. It exists for people to get into the water and out safely

While casting back to memories in Croatia through my photos, I discovered

so it could be at the seaside.”

the ‘swimming pool ladders’ again. Just like my mum and aunt who couldn’t

I didn’t agree with my friend’s reaction at all. I had never seen the

see them from the boat, I almost missed them in this photo. ‘White

swimming pool ladder placed at any other place except the swimming pool.

swimming pool ladders’.

And this was different.

Mom and aunt saw a beautiful landscape in this photo rather than the
ladders. Swimming pool ladders weren’t visible to them. But I liked the
ladders much more than the landscape even though the trees, the sky, and

‘Swimming pool ladder’ literally means a ladder of a swimming pool. It
should be in a swimming pool.

the waves of the sea on the island were beautiful.
The ladder was randomly and invasively launched into the natural like an
‘A swimming pool ladder is supposed to be in a swimming pool. It is instead
stuck in the rocky island and lets people step into the seawater. It is just a
swimming pool ladder there; however, the sea became a swimming pool… A
beautiful king-size swimming pool! Here in Dubrovnik, we can swim

‘Ugly Duckling.’ And it didn’t look bad or awful at all. The ordinary rocky
island with the tiny swimming pool ladders haphazardly stuck onto it was
very attractive: amongst organic bumpy rocks and trees, the ladder has
been roughly placed regardless of its standard size and angle, saying ‘do
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swim here’.

without any worries. I came to think deeply about why I became fascinated
in this object, ‘swimming pool ladder’:

I have been thinking about what ‘swimming pool ladder’ is: it is an object
particularly opposite to nature, a human-made product. It must be made by

Strangeness. The swimming pool ladder was not in the swimming pool but

means of careful consideration on many factors; an average person’s height,

installed at the boundary between the island and the sea! How strange.

the depth of the water, the size of the pool, and all such things that define

Randomness. The sea, the island, the sky, the rock, the tree, the nature

a production of something. The ladder’s shape, size, and position of

and… an artefact!

installation are calculated and designed and then standardised as an

Surprise. It was an accidental discovery. An unexpected experience. I was

optimised piece of equipment for the swimming pool. Of course it must be

enchanted with the surprising and cute encounter, which was a special

made with stainless material because it is exposed in the water, and it must

impression to me.

also be sturdy equipment as people use it to go inside and out of the water
– a most practical, convenient and artificial object. Because the ladder is a

An object is opened. It is undetermined. Just as an object transforms an

standardised and fixed object, one half of it is always regularly submerged

atmosphere, the swimming pool ladder changed the entire environment.

in the water (perhaps, every pool ladder across the world might have

Just as my mood and depression were opened to be transformed

almost the same point where it meets the surface of the water) and the

completely at 43 Concord Street, Leeds, the swimming pool ladder plays

rest of it is exposed to the air, which is what people normally see, the

together with nature as an object; nature becomes a swimming pool in a

handles of the ladder sticking out of the water.

flash. It is an imaginative experience I guess, which means that an object

While thinking anything about the ladder, I found that there are a great

and an image are not fixed at all. They are wandering around between

variety of designs for its handles. Also, I discovered that most of the results

reality and our imagination. They are not yet come to us, but when we gaze

from searching on the Internet using the words ‘swimming pool ladder’

at them closely we eventually experience Surreality. In doing so, I’ve found

were about the standard size and price of it. What was I expecting? Was

another fascination again. Blanchot remarks:

there only me out there thinking that the swimming pool ladder sounded
romantic? Surely it is a gate for a dreamy space (water) that frees our
bodies from the working dress, lets us relax and enjoy our own moment

“... of whoever is fascinated it can be said that he doesn’t perceive any
real object, any real figure, for what he sees does not belong to the world
of reality, but to the indeterminate milieu of fascination… Fascinating. It is
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light which is also the abyss, a light one sinks into, both terrifying and
58
tantalizing.”

I am fascinated by the swimming pool ladder; I don’t really care what its
purpose or function is. And I am just as blind to whether people do see its
romanticism with nature or not. These days, my daily life is filled with
searching for the ‘swimming pool ladder’ on the Internet and in books,
collecting its images and drawing it.
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Conclusion

repel the certainties of over-eager didacticism. What I have presented is
simply the weaving of images and concepts through such a mist.

I dislike having to conclude. It is like announcing a power of looking
back over a stretch of temporality, untouched by the idea of conclusion. Is a
conclusion a form of ethics or a drawing together of lessons learned? I
assembled my text out of an impulse to link together thinking and walking: I
simply attempted to open out mobility. I think that things might be judged
according to the mobility they induce. Rather than proceeding in straight
lines, I have taken to wandering across things, uncertain of any residual
logic that might underpin them. I cannot apologise for my journey, or for
sharing it with you. I do have a rather minor sense of conclusion though,
and this relates to the idea that the things accrued here are all linked
through tone. I think that in a fragmentary way, I have been attempting to
write about tone but without being too direct about this. To have written
an ‘actual’ thesis about tone would have been difficult since it is evasive.
Throughout, there needed to be evasion, as if there was always something
that was not being said. So now I am talking directly, but am I confessing to
a failure of nerve. I wonder if I have said too much or too little? Tone might
be another way of describing an invisible thread that connects all things,
especially when they have seeped into the unconscious. Thought is driven
by an emotional landscape always in the act of appearing and disappearing,
so too little might be revealed or equally things might become too blatant.
All I can say is that the mist between images and concepts is necessary to
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