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Ever since I was a child, I have been obsessed 
with taking things apart, attempting to see how they 
work, to understand the mechanisms, connections 
and wiring hidden inside the box and then, usually 

failing to put it back together properly such that the object 
stops functioning the way its makers had intended (or 
often at all). This obsession has endured, extending 
into the dismantlement and analysis of everyday life, 
social structures, searching for, and discovering 

the ingrained magical symbolism in the mundane 
and the sublime (and in the spaces in between), 
the cracks in the pavement become maps to new and 
undiscovered landscapes.

At some point it sank below the surface, became such an integral 
part of my life that I stopped being aware of it. I put forward the case 
for the shaman, the holy fool, that the space between mental illness 

and creative cohesion, all are the same, we just have 
different labels within society and ways of dealing with 
and processing the raw data.

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 

The Creative acts to empty what is full and to 
offer abundance to what is modest.

greater understanding, even while intuitively we know that we shall 
never be able to fathom the imponderables that govern our course 
through life. (Sebald, 1995, p.182)

By this point in the timeline, I have embraced sound to such a 
profound degree that I can often be found, standing on the street, 
tuning into the modulations and textures of ventilation systems, 
mentally pulling apart the component harmonic structures and 
cyclical shifts in amplitude, the oscilloscope function of my onboard 

computer spitting out green CRT waveforms, zooming into the 
surface, observing the landscape, not only from a physics point of 
view, but also the projected psychological spaces conjured, a set 
of waypoints carved into mutable space. Πάντα ῥεῖ καὶ οὐδὲν μένει 
(Heraclitus), all is flux, nothing is stationary. 

I put (some might say a little too much) faith in the 
revelations whispered to us by our subconscious, in the drift 
mentality of the Situationists and their precursors 
and the serendipitous directions absorbed from 
the ether. Chaotic energy and interference, distilled, 

crystals extracted, gasses siphoned off and base elements given form 
and structure. Everything is symbolic, it’s just a case of working within 
the constraints of context and language to discover meaning. 

One could argue that every bit of progress we make or barrier 

we construct around us, not merely in the pursuit 
of creative process, but in every aspect of our lives we 
make because it was always so. That is definitely not to 
say that I believe in ‘fate’ as directed by some magical 

To wait with a proper attitude invites the 
assistance of the higher power.
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This is a time for disengagement and retreat. 
In stillness you are out of reach of danger.

guy with a big beard or Kali, a blue skinned, six-armed sociopath 
but rather an observance of our ability to only experience time in 
a linear manner. The argument stands every decision we will make 
happens, because that is always the decision we made at that point 

in time, occasionally strange loops and interference interject and 
we may become aware of actions or motivations carried out in our 
past/future and allow them to direct our actions, but the outcome 
persists, we change our own future because we always changed our 
future, so it goes.

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. (Abbott, 1884, p.87)

I believe that inspiration, research and practice are 
intertwined strands of the same whole. From a 
personal point of view I find the curation and cataloguing 
of material as validation of process a vaguely 

A moment of great influence is at hand. 
Prepare wisely and act accordingly.

problematic situation. Consciously looking for work 
which occupies a similar field to the concepts you are 
working on has a tendency to become self defeating. 
Someone else will have invariably done something 

very similar to your idea, probably, in your opinion, 
better than you could. A holistic openness to influence 
should be encouraged and every web page, film, sound, 
pattern on a leaf, decaying lump of sandstone, ad-
finitum should be absorbed, processed and allowed to 

resurface at the appropriate juncture.

There are spirits contained in everything, you just need to stop, tune 

into the vibration of a space, listen, listen closely, the city will whisper 
her secrets into your ear if you let her.

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. (Morrison, 1994, p.68)
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