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INTRODUCTION:

So here we are I guess, at the end of the line in terms of TBA. In this document, for the purposes of 
assessment and for future archiving (and maybe to show my kids for a laugh if I ever find anyone 
that’s dumb enough to have any with me), I’m going to talk about the overall concept behind my 
degree show exhibition, the individual pieces and some of the artists/works/mechanisms that have 
inspired and influenced my current works.

I should probably start by talking about the space as a whole and the reason for curating the pieces 
which are contained within it. To sum it up, it exists as a spiral through space into the subconscious. 
There is, to me at least, a clear narrative strand, a flow of energy which connects the pieces. The main 
concept behind all these works deals with highlighting the validity and importance of the internal spaces 
we construct within us, the notional realities we inhabit and exploring the boundaries and thresholds 
between the corporeal world and non-space. The room is, in effect, an externalised manifestation 
of the inside of my brain (or at least, parts of it) and the various areas of thought, investigation and 
ongoing concerns which direct my work.

The exhibition showcases the diversity within my artistic practice and a refusal to feel constrained by 
focussing on one discipline, I have always felt that my work is primarily conceptual in nature and the 
manifestation of concept is more a by-product of the space between idea and process. I comfortably 
allow concept to dictate media, the execution of each piece often presenting itself in a natural way. 
While previously I have used text as a forceable direction for the viewer, explaining concept and 
execution, I have accepted this as a form of artistic fascism and decided to leave more space for 
interpretation and exploration by the viewer. This document will be available (along with a booklet 
of previous works) to be viewed by the public should they wish to dig deeper but I have made a 
conscious decision to allow that gap.

The space exists as a constructed narrative, the first two pieces, Spanning and The Numbers At 
The Threshold deal with the idea of crossing over into internal space. Using the physical space of 
a threshold, the crossing point, these both address, via text and respectively, light and sound to 
communicate this movement between spaces and thought states. The next piece, Marconi’s Shipwreck 
addresses a purely mental state via physical means, the notion of being awash in a sea of noise and 
information, this sea, the final barrier surrounding A return, a presentation of a non-space pulled into 
a physical form.

This constructed narrative deals with the areas which I would consider my primary concerns within my 
artistic practice, namely psychogeography, realisation of internal space, the wilful obscuration and 
re-presentation of information via abstract methods, the psychological backwash of technology/21st 
century living and a method I have defined as Subconscious Archaeology - the application of the 
fundamentals of psychogeography applied to internal space, literally dragging imagined scenarios, 
narratives and mythology and anchoring these manifestations in the real world by either physical 
artifacts, formal presentation of data or ties to extant places, events, people and moments.

In summary, I feel my work stands as explorations within space, the presentation of the fantastical 
as mundane (or the mundane as fantastical), our spiritual and psychological relationships with 
technology, the spaces between things and the endless possibilities of putting notional reality, thought 
and transient matter under scrutiny and exploring the results and their subsequent interventions into 
a collective reality.



INSPIRATION/READING LIST:

I’ve said elsewhere, before, that I see research as a constant and unstructured process, here is an 
incomplete collection of artists, writers, film makers and philosophers who I would consider in some 
way influential to my work. While some are featured due to specific, direct influence, the majority are 
just people whose work I have absorbed, enjoyed or have otherwise helped shape my day to day 
philosophies. These lists are by no means exhaustive.

J.G. Ballard, Andrei Tarkovsky, Patrick Keiller, Will Self, Iain Sinclair, The Conet Project, D. Defoe, 
G. Debord, Xavier De Maistre, J.F. Lyotard, Bill Drummond, Peter J. Carroll, Aleister Crowley, Edwin 
Abbott, Franz Kafka, J.L. Borges, Herbert Ponting, Kurt Vonnengut, Alan Moore, Grant Morrison, 
Warren Ellis, W.G. Sebald, Thomas Browne, Chris Petit, Paul Virilio, Italo calvino, John Cage, William 
S. Burroughs, Jim Woodring, Chris Marker, Alvin Lucier, Edgard Varese, Torsten Lauschmann, Jim 
Jarmusch, David Lynch, Stanley Kubrik, Lars Von Trier, J.L. Godard, Casper Noe, Tom Weir,  Charles 
Avery, Throbbing Gristle, Coil, David Toop, Paul Giovanni, Nietzsche, Jose Saramago, Joseph Heller, 
Lewis Carroll, David Foster Wallace, Scarlet Thomas, NVA, Stewart Home, LPA, Leyland Kirby/The 
Caretaker, William Basinski, Jacob Kirkegaard, Archive Trails, The Bow Gamelan Orchestra, Alec 
Finlay & Ken Cockburn.

And a slightly more specific list of works:

A Journey Round My Room - Xavier De Maistre
London, Robinson in Space, Robinson in Ruins, The Robinson Institute - Patrick Keiller
Tlon, Uqbar - JL Borges
What I Believe - JG Ballard
Slaughterhouse V - Kurt Vonnengut
Lecture On Nothing - John Cage
The Invisibles, Doom Patrol, Supergods, et al. - Grant Morrison
From Hell, V for Vendetta, The Moon & Serpent Theatre of Marvels, Unearthing - Alan Moore
The Naked Lunch - WS Burroughs
The Inhuman - JF Lyotard
La Jetee, Sans Solei - Chris Marker
Invisible Cities - Italo Calvino
Flatland - Edwin Abbott
17, $20,000, 45 - Bill Drummond
Rings of Saturn - WG Sebald
American Gods - Neil Gaiman
Hagakure - Yamamoto Tsunetomo
The Conet Project
The Book of The Law, The Book of Thoth - Aleister Crowley
London: City of Disappearances - Various, Ed. Iain Sinclair
London Orbital, Lights Out For The Empire, Orbital - Iain Sinclair
The Society Of The Spectacle - GE Debord
Restless Cities - Various, Eds. Beaumont & Dart
Assorted Works - Stewart Home/LPA East Section
The Arcades Project - Walter Benjamin
Walking To Hollywood - Will Self
A Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland - Johnson & Boswell
Sculpting in Time - Andrei Tarkovsky
Re/Search #4/5 - Burroughs, Gysin, Throbbing Gristle
The Back Catalogues of Coil, William Basinksi, Steve Reich, Phillip Glass, The Caretaker and countless 
others.



QUOTES:
 
Here follows a small selection of quotes that I feel have particular resonance in the context of both my 
work and my general mental makeup.

“Hush; may I ask you all for silence? 
The dreamer is still asleep 
May the goddess keep us from single vision 
And you to sleep 

The dreamer is still asleep 
The dreamer is still asleep 
He’s inventing landscapes in their magnetic field 
Working out a means of escape 
We’ll cut across the crop circles”
Jhonn Balance, The Dreamer Is Still Asleep, 1999

“Sous les pavés, la plage”
Anon. 1968

“I believe in the light cast by video-recorders in department store windows, in the messianic insights of 
the radiator grilles of showroom automobiles, in the elegance of the oil stains on the engine nacelles 
of 747s parked on airport tarmacs.

I believe in the non-existence of the past, in the death of the future, and the infinite possibilities of the 
present.”
JG Ballard, What I Believe, 1984

“The road behind co-exists with the road ahead, we are Stokers’ undead, see nothing of ourselves in 
the rearview mirror. We see the tarmac ahead, we see the vanishing point, we travel on with only the 
radio for company, we move through space and time, memory receeds, we become cosmonaughts, we 
become lost.”
Iain Sinclair, Orbital, 2002

“And I asked myself about the present: how wide it was, how much was mine to keep”
Kurt Vonnengut, Slaughterhouse V, 1969

“Liat conceives a building that enfolds the road, a museum of memory. Sensors monitor traffic, affecting 
the fabric of the building, influencing the dreamers in their alcoves. The walls are thin as paper or they 
are thick as the masonry of the Tower of London. The wonder is that such resonant projects begin with 
a tatty map, rescued ephemera from a building that remains suspicious of its own legend.”
Iain Sinclair on Liat Uziel’s Museum of Memory, Orbital, 2002

“as so often, the archive, despite its plentitude and profusion, invokes what is missing rather than what 
is present.”
Michael Sheringham, Archiving (Restless Cities), 2010

“Perhaps this garden exists only in the shadow of our eyelids and we have never stopped…to ponder 
what we are seeing and living, to draw conclusions, to contemplate from the distance.”
Italo Calvino, Invisible Cities,1974



“I shall traverse my room up and down and across, without rule or plan. I shall even zig-zag about, 
following, if needs be,  every possible geometrical line. I am no admirer of people who are such 
masters of their every step and every idea.”
Xavier De Maistre, A Journey Round My Room, 1871

“Perhaps we all lose our sense of reality to the precise degree to which we are engrossed in our own 
work, and perhaps that is why we see the increasing complexity of our mental constructs  a means 
for greater understanding, even while intuiuively we know that we shall never be able to fathom the 
imponderables that govern our course through life.”
WG Sebald, Rings Of Saturn, 1995

“The Universe, which always was a computer, will, for one moment- not even that- be so dense and 
have so much energy that it will be able to compute anything atall. So why not simply program it to 
simulate a new one that will never end. This moment will be called Omega Point, and, because it has 
the power to contain everything, will be indistinguishable from God.”
Scarlett Thomas, Our Tragic Universe, 2010

“There’s a palace in your head boy. Learn to live in it always.[...] You don’t think this world is any less 
real than the one you left do you? Everything that ever happened to you is real, even your dreams. 
Them most of all. There are many worlds, many cities, and all of them are just shockwaves spreading 
out from one single moment of clarity and understanding. Ripples.”
Grant Morrison, The Invisibles, 1994

“You are living on a Plane. What you style Flatland is the vast level surface of what I may call a fluid, 
or in, the top of which you and your countrymen move about, without rising above or falling below it. I 
am not a plane Figure, but a Solid. You call me a Circle; but in reality I am not a Circle, but an infinite 
number of Circles, of size varying from a Point to a Circle of thirteen inches in diameter, one placed on 
the top of the other. When I cut through your plane as I am now doing, I make in your plane a section 
which you, very rightly, call a Circle. For even a Sphere--which is my proper name in my own country-
-if he manifest himself at all to an inhabitant of Flatland--must needs manifest himself as a Circle.

Do you not remember--for I, who see all things, discerned last night the phantasmal vision of Lineland 
written upon your brain--do you not remember, I say, how when you entered the realm of Lineland, 
you were compelled to manifest yourself to the King, not as a Square, but as a Line, because that 
Linear Realm had not Dimensions enough to represent the whole of you, but only a slice or section of 
you? In precisely the same way, your country of Two Dimensions is not spacious enough to represent 
me, a being of Three, but can only exhibit a slice or section of me, which is what you call a Circle.”
Edwin Abbot, Flatland, 1884

QUOTES (cont.):



“Most people don’t consider the dimension of time in their lives because the way we live, we see 
sections of time. In order to get here, you had to come through that door so, can you point to coming 
through that door? In order to get here today you had to be 10 years old, can you point to being 10 
years old? No you can’t because the way we experience time, we can only see it in memory, we can’t 
actually go there even though we know there is a place called the past where all this stuff happened, 
you can’t even point, you  can’t show me a direction where the past is. think of yourself as the leading 
edge of you, this is you right now, moving forward through time but behind you there’s all these 
different versions of you going back and back and back. Imagine if you could see that in time, it 
wouldn’t just be a front and a back, it would be a long trailing thing and it contains all of you, it’s got 
all these arms and eyes and it moves backwards through the door and backwards down the stairs and 
it’s getting younger all the time through that trail but as I say, we can’t see that but if we could see it, 
it would look like a huge snake and it would keep going back and there are lots of these snakes and 
they all weave together and eventually you get ot be one year old somewhere in time, you are, right 
now, one year old because if you weren’t, you could be here today and that one year old dissapears 
back into its mother’s womb . And the same thing happens to your mother and father going back into 
their mother and father and you take it right back, everybody in the human race goes right back to 
the same human root and somewhere along the evolutionary tree we’re joined by apres but it’s all still 
the one thing and the tree is rooted 3 1/2 billion years ago in the ocean which is where the first living 
cell appeared and started to divide. The first mitochondria cell, the DNA cell is still dividing inside your 
body right now, it’s immortal, it never died, it never went anywhere, it just keeps dividing and making 
more copies of itself in all living forms so what we actually are is this amazing divided single cell which 
has grown itself across 3 1/2 billion years into a gigantic structure, I see it as an anemone.

If you can see the whole thing, if you can see life as a thing existing in time then there’s only this one 
huge thing that lives on the planet earth and feeds on the forests and feeds on itself, and that’s us, 
that’s what we really are.”
Grant Morrison, 2009

“Say its name, the absent town, the city in remove and there it rises in the backyard of our eyes, 
some common landmark, snapshot first, and then, specific street, and house, and room, specific 
chair. Say “Birmingham,” and the Rotunda rears within us, our imagination squinting in the traveller’s 
fair glare of Newstreet Station. Or say “Folkestone,” and recall the quayside’s sudden still beneath 
our feet. These are the towns of light, built from remembered brick, conjectured beam, that stand in 
Hilbert space, a plane of concept and idea where thought is form. Where the recalled smell of fresh 
paint upon forgotten stairs is an event in place and time. These detailed weightless urban sprawls 
we carry in our fragile skull, that teem with reminiscent traffics, populous with bias, opinion, rumour, 
legend, lie. Locations we shall never visit that yet have their hearsay substance in our lives, and so 
are never far from us. They rest in occult Mercators where distance is not marked from point to solid 
point, but calibrated there between the spark-gaps of our free associations, yielding geographies with 
Land’s End next to John O’ Groats, an Earth with poles adjacent. Continent, nation, mapped outside 
of matter, state of mind. Metropolis erected out of nothing, only metaphor, and ringed with slums 
of dream. Mnemonic highways made from smears of field glimpsed once through glass at speed, 
or from the jaundiced strobe of gone-by sodium lamps, hot amber necklace on the night’s bare 
throat, monoxide dabbed upon her pulse-points. Strung between the shimmering fabricated towns, 
inroads of anecdote, synaptic rails to bear the trains of thought, a beaded web across our gazetteer 
of the interior. Seen from above, the glittering threads of meaning run like mercury, converge on the 
imaginary capital, a shadow London, our idea of London, flickering in the forebrain. When we are 
not here, this apparition is our only London.”
Alan Moore, The Moon and Serpent Grand Egyptian Theatre of Marvels, 1994

QUOTES (cont.):



SPANNING
D.FYANS 2012

Concept:

“Some of these rambles led me to great distances; for an opium-eater is too happy to observe the motions 
of time. And sometimes in my attempts to steer homewards, upon nautical principles, by fixing my eye on 
the pole-star, and seeking ambitiously for a north-west passage”

Thomas De Quincey - Confessions of an English Opium-Eater (1821)

This piece exists at a threshold, both physical and mental. It is installed as the entrance to Crossing 
Point, my degree show exhibition and symbolises the transition between external space and the 
manifestation of internal space which is taking place within the room. Some time ago, either in a 
dream or possibly while awake, the phrase ‘You must build a bridge of light’ came into my head 
in relation to this act of crossing boundaries. There have been various different approaches to the 
piece communicating different angles of the concept but I was finding that either the physical space/
technical limitaions or method were obscuring the purpose and meaning. After a few months of 
trial and mostly error and then some fallow time, it struck me that works do not always need to be 
presented metaphorically, sometimes a direct, literal approach is more powerful.

Spanning consists of a floor projection of a concrete (in this instance both literal and conceptual) 
poem/manifesto on the notion of a crossing point, in the form of the most liminal of structures, the 
bridge, the text laid out on the treads. The use of the physical entrance to the room, the threshold 
between outside and in underpins the piece. In an ideal world, the projector would be mounted 
directly above the space but due to limitations I have had to place it on the opposite side of the room. 
As the angle of throw is so steep, the projector itself could not keystone suitably so a combination of 
manipulation of the image and keystoning has taken place.



A prose poem on the subject of liminal space, transcribed using a Vernam cipher that I constructed 
(where numeric values are randonly assigned to letters of the alphabet) and relayed as an audio 
broadcast paying homage to the obscured aesthetics and mystery of archaic numbers station 
broadcasts.

The Numbers At The Threshold exists as a liminal piece, a manifest of the ‘bridge of light’ that’s been 
troubling me for some time – a means of passage between external and internal space, the collision 
of different realities. The piece has been installed near the entrance of my degree show, having 
already traversed the literal and metaphorical bridge of light, the next level of excavation opens up 
into less tangible areas- the relationship between audio and thoughtspace, the willful obfuscation of 
message, our growing dependancy and convergeance with technology. 

The full text appears as a print a short from the the transmission with a view to highlighting the 
temporal disparity between message and receipt, a willful obscuration of content. A leap of Oulipian 
faith if you will.

As a nod to both the personal psychological and geographical relevance, the identifier melody at the 
start is a version of  The Associates – Party Fears Two which I have rendered in the distant, buzzy style 
of the medium.

A friend, Uschi graciously recorded her voice relaying the numbers 0 - 9 along with a few other words 
which were then sequenced to relay the message along with a composed ‘radio noise’ soundscape 
built in modular synthesis to realise the medium of shortwave transmission. 

The piece has been purposefully installed using  aesthetically ‘retro’ equipment as a comment 
on the notion that character is often evolved out of technology as is becomes smaller/more 
efficient/’better’.

THE NUMBERS AT
THE THRESHOLD

D.FYANS 2012



20 25 12 33 10 00 32 29
26 25 14 38 01 33 16 03 41
25 33 10 10 21 31 37 32 41
16 38 00 33 38 16 20 47 29
12 37 20 47 33 00 33 37 31 41
31 42 33 10 00 29
33 16 29
38 30 20 14 33 00 36 04 41
07 37 29
14 20 12 37 37 16 29
00 42 12 38 21 03 42 41
37 25 03 37 47 20 16 25 31 32 29
47 33 03 42 00 41
20 16 25 29
00 42 38 21 03 42 00 29
00 42 37 29
10 38 21 16 25 20 00 33 38 16 31 41
21 30 38 16 41
07 42 33 14 42 29
00 42 37 29
33 16 46 33 31 33 26 47 37 29
06 33 16 03 25 38 01 31 41
07 37 29
14 20 12 12 36 41
07 33 00 42 33 16 29
21 31 41
20 12 37 29
26 21 33 47 00 04 29
25 33 31 14 38 16 16 37 14 00 04 29
25 33 31 20 30 30 37 20 12 04 41
14 12 38 31 31 41
38 46 37 12 04 29
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Marconi’s Shipwreck
D.FYANS 2011

Marconi, pioneer of radio once hypothesized that soundwaves, once generated, never die, that they 
fade, but continue to resonate indefinitely through the universe. From the age of radio onwards, we 
have been cast adrift in a sea of technology, waves of information crashing against our hull. Technology 
has the ability to connect people, it conversely can also lead to intense feelings of isolation, lack of 
human contact and disconnection. And so, we find ourselves scuttled, clinging to the wreckage we 
drift, trying to make sense of these new horizons which we inhabit.

With the rise and rise of f*cebook, it dawned on me that relationships have become, in many cases, 
little more than the pressing of a button, people becoming so entrenched in the technology that their 
every move is a capturable, saleable, marketable commodity to be sold to the highest bidder – we 
have become a population obsessed with taking photos of us having a good night out to post online 
to prove we were having a good night out rather than actually enjoying ourselves. Maybe I’m just 
rapidly becoming a grumpier, older man but this piece followed by a talk by John Armitage on Virilio 
led to me finally disconnecting from that site.

Composed as a series of sonic self portraits (self landscapes?) using modular synthesis, the individual 
movements have been sequenced into a single, continuous 72 minute piece live performance/
recording as a long-form, sculptural exposition of the internal spaces which are brought into being in 
an attempt to give them solid form and allow the exploration and understanding of them.

screengrab showing part of the construct for the movement ‘The Stars Beneath The Horizon’



Thematically following on from the concept of the audio, a visual treatment has also been produced. 
This uses visual, analogue noise  and feedback loops as a signifier of the times we live in where noise 
reigns over content.

The illusions of social interaction brought about by the proliferation of Facebook where information 
is posted to be seen rather than to open dialogue, the pretence of connections and communication, 
the devaluation of the concept of ‘liking’ something to the push of a button on a website. The modern 
social environment has become little more than hundreds of people shouting and nobody listening.

The visual treatment presents the viewer/listener with a world of broken signal, of anomalous patterns, 
a world of noise in which to scry for visions, for synchronous elements and some form of order 
embedded in the chaos.

Note: The premiere performance of this piece was at The Outer Church in Brighton, 20th January 
2012 and will be released on DVD on Broken20 in summer 2012.

Projector

Camera recording the piece

live feedback loop of projector/
camera/screen

DV-Cam

Detuned Analogue TV



A Return 
D.FYANS 2012

Concept:

Within each human mind, there exists a vast kingdom. Constructed from light and thought, this 
kingdom contains every space we have inhabited and is populated by, potentially, everyone we have 
ever met. The topography of this space is fluid and complex, the room in which we spent our childhood 
exists in the same suburb as where we first fell in love, we felt scared, we felt happy, we first fell apart, 
connected by non-euclidean arcades and corridors.

5 Years ago, in response to seismic changes in my psychic landscape, I produced an album titled ‘On 
Becoming An Island’ which was released on Highpoint Lowlife. I have decided to go back to the island 
and curate an archive of information, data and conjecture.

The Island is not realised as a utopia or a pure interpretation of my own mental space but more a 
creative investigation into the scope of possibility when constructing and inhabiting notional space.

The piece seeks to highlight the substance and corporeal weight of a non-space which exists outside of 
regular space/time through geography, history, culture and accounts of visitors to it. The installation, I 
hope will leave the viewer considering the level of reality they are experiencing and, in turn, consider 
their own notional reality and the potential/possibility of solidifying their own internal spaces as 
corporeal events or manifestations.

The works I normally produce are very compact affairs. I develop the concept and the medium and 
execution usually present themselves to me and the pieces are produced. With A Return, I have 
consciously submitted to drift mentality and allowed the individual components to evolve organically, 
narratives and strands of logic extending naturally to their own conclusions and convergeing. The 
overall piece evolved organically with new elements and works presenting themselves through the 
completion of others or equally by questions posed within other parts of the project. this should not 
be read as ‘the project just wrote itself’, rather that it was given space to evolve between consciously 
directed elements.

A Return exists as an expanded investigation into the notions of reality, while the island existed in its 
original form as a personal, mental landscape, I have attached so much weight and constructed reality 
around it that, in some ways, the entire history of the island exists within me. I have lived the lives 
of everyone involved. At the height of the creative process, which has been taking place (at varying 
degrees of intesity), since last summer), I was both dreaming about Chronacair, and simultaneously 
extracting more detail from my subconscious both through certain ‘logical’ trains of thought and 
dream state interventions.

The piece is a mixed media installation comprising of myriad elements including text, visual work, 
composition, narrative, audio, video, publication and the use of constructed tableux. The following is 
an incomplete breakdown of some of the more obvious elements, with a project of this complexity, it 
would be nigh impossible and somewhat counter-productive to try to document every single individual 
element and process



Geoogy, Wildlife & Anthropology

As is explained earlier, the island was a specific mental landscape, remote and insular. My initial 
research for Chronacair led me to the St Kildan archipeligo and so based the location of the island 
in the North Atlantic, from this decision, research was undertaken into the geological and wildlife 
possibilities of the space and as more details were realised, more questions arose to take their 
place.

A Coastal Study Of The Wildlife Of The Island Of Chronacair

I always find early film a fascinating mode of mental 
time travel. Ponting’s South and The Great White 
Silence along with the early films of Mitchell and 
Keynon and works such as Bill Morrison’s Decasia and 
Light is Calling have inspired this piece. The film is 
composed out of ‘found footage’ taken from several 
different episodes of Weir’s Way, a television show 
which in itself has a strong nostalgic pull to both rainy 
Sunday afternoons as a child and also graveyard slot 
repeats when older. We are presented with a Scotland 
that no longer exists, or at least only exists within the 
grainy poor grade film and the mind of the viewer. 
The  footage used was specifically chosen to contain 
features and most notably wildlife which I had already established exists/existed within the borders of 
Chronacair. The intertitles contain a version of the sigil formed to denote the Half Born of Chronos 
and the soundtrack uses the piano arrangements of the four folk songs which were composed for the 
project.

Folk Songs

There exists a form of ‘method’ thinking in 
the context of both this project and my wider 
works. I have a tendancy to search for threads 
of logic, even within improbable situations 
and narratives, and so it would stand that, 
given the remote location of the island and the 
residents reliance on working the sea for food 
that traditional, compact and fairly rugged 
instruments would be standard. I decided fairly 
early on that a 20 button concertina would 
be the ideal instrument and so, bought myself 
one and set about teaching myself to play it. It 
is an interesting instrument and is quite limited 
in terms of available notes which are all components of a major scale of G/D. Completely different 
notes sound on the in and out movements of the bellows so certain sequences occur naturally when 
improvising around it. The songs were composed within the limitation of the instrument but with some 
refinement took on the facets of traditional music which I was looking for and I soon found emotional 
anchors within the narrative for the four pieces: Strolling Along, The Waltz of Time, Chronos’ Lament 
and The Puffin. I also arranged these songs for solo piano and compiled and published a booklet of 
these piano arrangements as musical scores. I have suggested that these songs have been discovered 
in the existing, The School Of Scottish Studies Archive as a further obscuration of the lines between 
versions of reality.



Display & Artifacts

I decided quite early on to present parts of 
A Return as a formal museum style display. 
I find the possibilities with (dis)information 
really interesting and find that by presenting 
constructed reality in a mundane, practical 
fashion usually associated with fact it gives the 
information more weight, the lines between the 
‘real’ world and non-space blurring further.

I have collected/constructed a number of 
artifacts which have been arranged formally 
and labellled within a museum type context. 
These artifacts are Dulse, geodes, an aged 
copy of the Uqbar Edition of Johnson’s Tour 
Of The Western Islands Of Scotland, the 20 
button concertina, concertina recordings of 
the folk songs, a clay rendering of the Eye of 
Chronos and a jar containing tea made from 
Mugwort.

One of the most symbolic of these elements, (in terms of the objective of looking at reality and 
interconnections within this piece) is the small clay model of  the Eye Of Chronos, the sigil assigned to 
the Half-Born. The first iteration of this model, a symbol dragged from imagined space into the real 
world, was sculpted and left on my kitchen windowsill to dry. Some time later, I heard a commotion 
and went to investigate only to find a seagull finishing off its meal of still pliant clay. After my 
annoyance subsided, it realised that this was a univerally ironic statement, not only had this symbol 
been transposed from internal space to external, it had now entered the food chain at the beak of one 
of family of birds which had already been established as part of Chronacair’s bestiary.

Johnson & Boswell

I see Johnson & Boswell’s 1770s Tour of 
The Islands as an interesting early work of 
psychogeography, here we are presented 
with two ‘outsiders’ travelling into unknown 
territory, a journey of discovery both of the self 
and of the landscapes they traverse. I decided 
to appropriate their journey and construct an 
entry, while fictional, as a point of intersection 
with a real world point seeking to subtly 
underpin the constructed reality of the island. 
I adopted a theme used by Borges in Tlon, 
Uqbar and subsequently respun by Morrison 
in Doom Patrol of an idea, obscured by levels 
of reality in space/time.



NTC Workstation

While considering the display mechanism for 
various components which I had been putting 
together, it dawned on me that certain bits 
of information, both real and constructed did 
not necessarily fit naturally into a formalised 
museum type display and thinking about both 
The McManus Gallery’s displays and also 
installations such as Paolozzi’s Workshop at 
The National Gallery in Edinburgh, I decided 
that an interesting appraoch for this element 
may be the tableaux, creating the idea of 
a working desk, data in the midst of being 
decoded, transcribed, investigated and the 
puzzle of the island being pieced together.

Within this space, The Robinson Transmission 
is played back alongside and Oscilloscope 
presentation of the audio waveform, various 
papers and communications are scattered, 
test tubes containing sample materials from 
the island (again these are ‘method’ pieces 
with genuine samples of Atlantic seawater, 
sand and seaweed along with soil, quartz 
and mugwort samples taken from places of 
personal resonance to me) and a Brother 
De Luxe typewriter. The typewriter, from 
1968, is a direct visual and conceptual 
reference to Burroughs Naked Lunch and the 
notion of Interzone communiations, a multi-
dimensional or intra-internal/external space 
method of transmitting messages from one 
party to the other. Some of the documents 
have been setup as dialogues with the NTC 
side ‘narrated’ by type using the standard 
Courier font (an aesthetic choice that has 
been used for NTC materal since its inception 
in 2011) and communications by Robinson 
typeset using a recreation of the 1968 Brother 
typewriter.

The desk itself is a psychic artifact to me, I grew up around it, my father’s drawing board sat on top 
of it in the backroom of our house. It exists concurrently in the past and now, as part of this in a new 
space which is also significant to me separated by 20 years, 20 years which is traversible in the blink 
of an eye, a neural spark, then and now tethered together by a physcial object.



The Robinson Transmission

The character of Robinson is well known 
throughout literature, film and other media 
as that of the liminal figure, stalking psychic 
landscape (Defoe, Kafka, Rimbaud, Keiller). 
I had decided some time ago to adopt this 
everyman of the psychogeographic movement 
as an avatar for certain strands of my own 
creative work, he had been an obvious and 
comfortable psuedonym to adopt for works I 
was producing for my works for the NTC and 
often used it for pieces written for Satellite zine. 
I had been toying with the idea of a monologue 
from a point of view outside of space/time for 
a while and once A Return started to come 
together in my mind, it made sense that he 
would be involved. I am fascinated by the way, 
as humans, we experience time in this rigid 
and linear manner and have a number of my 
own theories and considerations based on 
various quantum theories along with works by 
some of my favourite artists, notably Lyotard’s 
ruminations in Inhuman, Marker’s La Jetee, 
Vonnengut’s Slaughterhouse V and the works 
of Scarlet Thomas, Grant Morrison and Alan 
Moore among others.

The monolgue was written as a final 
transmission by Robinson, directed towards 
the NTC and consists of treated voice 
recording along with composed noise and 
heavily treated versions of the folk songs all mixed into an obscure and noisy composite. As with the 
real life numbers stations which inspired the piece, The Numbers At The Threshold, I decided embrace 
an existing mystery and appropriate it, anchoring constructed situations to an extant trope or event. 
The Robinson Transmission, I have posited, has been decoded from within The Wow Signal, an event 
which was picked up by Dr. Jerry R. Ehman at The Big Ear on August 15th 1977 - A 72 second long 
signal was received from somewhere within the Saggitarius constellation which was of such magnitude 
that Dr Ehman circled the reading and wrote ‘WOW’ beside it. The signal has never been picked up 
from that location again and to this day remains largely unexplained.

There is an index card box on the desk 
which in some ways acts as a synecdoche, it 
contains, in text form, elements of the island; 
the characters, psychology, mythology, 
wildlife, etc. exist in a collective state, housed 
within the midst of the contents which it 
describes. Interestingly, once this piece was 
produced, I found myself actually using it to 
cross reference elements and check facts and 
detail across various other pieces.



CONCLUSION:

So, there stands the supporting material for the final assessment of my BA(Hons.) in Time Based Art & 
Digital Film. Looking back over it, it feels like such a cold, flat thing to do, to try to compress almost a 
year’s worth of thought and process, mental turmoil and the soaring highs when the disparate parts 
of a project all start to vibrate at the correct frequencies (or at entirely the wrong frequencies but in a 
way that is inherently just the way it’s supposed to be) into a few paragraphs, it’s abviously something 
which needs to happen from an academic point of view. I find it almost impossible via this medium to 
communicate the passion, energy, and often complete insanity with which I approach creating work. 
It’s not something I’ve been doing specifically to get a bit of paper with some numbers on at the end 
of, it’s something I’m doing because, well frankly, because I have to.

I will leave you with Hymnal, a visual text piece which I hope in some ways gives the reader a slightly 
clearer understanding of the myriad of concepts, areas of interest and emotions which I currently feel 
are particularly resonant to me as an artist and the negative space, strange patterns and obfuscation 
that lie in the collection of them.

Thank you for taking the time to look through this, I hope you enjoy my work (or at the very least 
it gives you something to think about).

David Fyans, May 2012.

HYMNAL
d.fyans 2012

I believe in     the excavation of     
  internal and external space   ,  the building   
 of   the Hacienda    and in the embrace   
of the     spark, in the    organic metropolis   
  we carry around    within    a n d 
the    building of a    bridge of light.

I    believe    in   the beauty  
   of the random    algorithm,     
  the mining    of data    for spiritual 
means,    the unending   drift and the    
     unknown destination,    
in the  quiet        moments and  
  the     effects of solitude,    
 in   subconscious archaeology  ,  in  
    information as    art,   
 in art as     information.

    I    believe   that  
     space      
 and time     are   non-linear constructs, 
that ideas    are Gods   and that  Will  
   can be built    into solid constructs  ,   
   that consciousness    is not   
tethered to       physical     
 matter,     and in the elastic    
directionality of influence  and   post cultural-phenomena. 

I believe     in    the roar   
   of the noise generator    and the   
  purity of the     sine wave,     
 in    cross-modulation and   excessive reverb,  
  the sound of extractor fan motors      
   and old fridges at     four in the 
morning, in the physical interventions of    transient matter.

    I believe    in the crackle of energy  
 in the     small hours   ,  
  the    edgelands of    rational thought 
and the  onset of    notional realities,    trust 
in the    cartography of imagined      
  landscape
  and the flawed    recall process of human 
memory, in    entropic elegance  and the aesthetics of 

decay.

I    believe     in    
  the   beauty    of the    
  concrete overpass, the fading     o f 
our   once-futures,   the      
   abandoned power plant    of the soul   
 and the     reverence of saba,   in rust and 
lichen   growing on our pasts we  are    

reflected.

   I believe in the    inaccurate recall   
  of memory    and that     t h e 
obsessive     digital capture    of  
   every event leads   to the   death of 
humanity  ,   that our      
    memories are    being   
   entrusted to dying   formats and that   
connection is    becoming   illusory.

I    believe in the     void   
 and the    dark around the   edges  ,  
   in the     acceptance of the  
 negative    as a balancing force and that our   
  demons   hold   as     
     much significance as    
     the light.



Appendix:
Some Thoughts On Space

I feel like I should probably just include a little about 
the planning and realisation of the space although 
it doesn’t really fit in with the tone of the rest of this 
material.

I had a fairly clear idea of how I wanted the 
space to exist and pieces I wanted to produce and 
install within and, as would be expected, this has 
changed over the last 4 months. I wouldn’t really 
say dramatically, but certain things were dropped 
while some were given more space to unfold.

I’ve found the process of curating a room fascinating. 
The relationship forged with the space, getting a 
feel for every corner, every line, every absence and 
becoming an architect of collected and collective 
experience and then working with the space as a 
partner, sometimes resonating in conjunction with 
the pieces, often sulking and refusing to yield to the 
incorrect placement of works. The space directing 
the curator as much as the curator directing the 
space.

There is a massive amount of work that goes on 
before we can even look and think about the art. 
The scraping, the painting, the physical grind and 
the sweat and blood (and thankfully not many 
tears) that go into preparation, the logistics of 
where power sockets are and how to run power to 
pieces that need it. I guess it is a little bit like the 
oil painter who, before being able to start painting, 
must stretch and prepare their canvass, mix their 
palette and the like.

I’ve included a few of the digital sketchbook 
elements from working through some of the 
ideas for putting Crossing Point together just as 
reference, somewhere, I have a notebook full of 
manic drawings of spirals and lines to try to work 
out how to contain the energy of the pieces I have 
installed without restraining it but only I would ever 
know that they related to this show and weren’t 
just random doodles of a troubled mind so I’m not 
going to bother including them here.

There’s probably some big meta-text that I could 
offer about realising space within a space but I 
think that’s something I need to reach under my 
own volition and probably isn’t all that much what 
you’re looking for here.



Online Activities:

The following links feature content, media and further reading on my ongoing 
work as an artist and the process and development of Crossing Point.

www.erstlaub.co.uk/crossingpoint

www.erstlaub.co.uk/wordpress

www.erstlaub.co.uk/ntc

www.soundcloud.com/erstlaub

www.soundcloud.com/dfyans

www.vimeo.com/erstlaub

www.flickr.com/erstlaub


