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When I arrived at Ban! I’d been battling with words for several months. Now, 
three weeks after the end of BRiC, I am rhyming countless couplets as I sing 

my song with text; two 7000 word papers beneath my belt, an artist book complete, 
two more book outlines started, and what seems like a million tumbling post-its, pag-
es, word #les, more… So I will begin where I conclude, and conclude where I began.

Looking back, BRiC for me would be about 

Becoming as academic

Practice – research, making words out of mountains

 And #nally learning to  |- sing    ]       

   |- laugh ]  

< and when does laugh become sing?

When the laughter comes from a place of truth and the words around me ring

Laughter can mean many things, of that we can be sure. 

Lying heaped upon the "oor, with Pedro we all roar!1

We roar because we’re angry? We cannot #nd a way? 

1 Movement, interaction and contagious laughter, during an improvisation workshop with Pedro Reyes, 
visiting faculty at BRiC 2011.
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To let this joy inside roll out, to play anew each day? 

$e Commons is our goal here, our posts, our ball, our ground. 

We’re playing as one team we know, 

but are we playing friend or foe, 

and whose ground do we score? 

We better   |- #nd   ]   some more. To open up the door.

  |- play  ]

<and what needs to happen for play to become #nd?

A sense of commitment, not running away before the end of the game, trying  out play 
by another’s rules, dipping the toe in the pool. Walking a mile in another’s moccasins,2 
pause to re"ect on the taste of it all.

And Where [Are You Going] / [Do You Go To] When You Go !ere?

Is an installation by research artist Jackie Calderwood, created during 
the three week Ban# Research in Culture thematic program On !e 
Commons; Or, believing-feeling-acting together at the Ban! Centre, Al-
berta, May 2011.

$e work is a personal response to the residency themes and arises from an auto-
ethnographic/re"ective investigation concerning moments of noticing and spaces of 
thought. 

$e thread and pin line drawings trace mountain horizons photographed during a 
journey from the Ban! Centre to Lake Louise. Audio recordings are from the Louise 
Lakeside.

2  Traditional North American saying often attributed as a Sioux or Cherokee prayer, used to indicate the 

value of the non-judgmental ability to learn through high-quality listening and empathic resonance with 

another’s life experience. Sometimes phrased as ‘do not judge another until you have walked a mile in their 

moccasins’, the saying can be found within contemporary health and wellbeing discourse.   

Colour Grids and text have been recorded using the Hunter Gatherer iphone app 
(Calderwood, May 2011) as a diarying tool intended to facilitate ‘noticing what you 
notice’ and ‘paying attention’ in the moment.

Phrasing of the question ‘And where are you going when you go there?’ comes from 
New Zealand psychotherapist David Grove’s pioneering body of work, which in-
cludes Clean Language, Emergent Knowledge and Clean Space (See Lawley and 
Tompkins, Sullivan and Rees). ‘Clean’ refers to a state in which any prior expectation 
or need for interpretation is placed aside, focusing instead on the unfolding ‘meta-
phor landscape’ of the client in a graceful exchange of discovery in which new infor-
mation and alternative solutions can e!ortlessly emerge. $e question can be used as 
an entry into the as-yet-unexplored realms of the metaphor landscape; similarly in 
the context of retrieving or reconnecting access to ‘lost’ or ‘absent’ moments of time 
in space – when our mind ‘wanders’ or we ‘slip away’.

Hunter Gatherer app has been developed as part of Jackie’s recent commission for the 
GeoArtCache project with Chrysalis Arts, North Yorkshire, England.

!anks to my fellow studio residents who have generously encouraged me to adorn the 
studio, turning our walls into my own spaces of thought.

Prelude:

I want to speak to you now. And of times past. And times yet to come. 

Some of these will be times you have no desire to unfold. Some may be familiar. 
Some may be strange. Some of the words I use will be a little un-tame. 

If you #nd yourself folding into places you have not been before, 

then just ask me gently, I’ll show you the door. 

So spelling and grammar, they come and they go: 

I play with them freely to keep in the "ow. 

And if you must leave me to do as you do, 

then leave with this feeling: I’ve written for you.
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!e World In A Grain Of Sand

$is is the title of the piece of work I have yet to make.

It is a piece in which there are many frames. Found frames, recycled, bought new, 
made for the work, constructed from salvage, designer, scrap, free with a $1 maga-
zine, treasure collected from thrift stores, ornate and exquisite: anything goes. $e 
frames are installed in a gallery space, the walls painted black. It’s the kind of gallery 
you #nd in a museum.  I saw something similar in Tate Modern where they were 
presenting a retrospective of intimate works. $e main arte-facts were substantial 
sculptures, lit in clear white space. Plenty of room to walk around them, to explore 
from di!erent views, to place the context of one of #ve works within the others. 
To be amazed, impressed, touched, inspired, critically aroused, o!ended, puzzled, 
intrigued… $e dark room, in contrast, showed the series of the work. $e artist’s 
questioning with herself. A dialogue of uncertainty, room for contradiction, to see 
the work evolve. Not the grand gesture of the white space, more an in#nite mirror 
of enquiry through the authenticity and integrity of self. A capture of a moment in 
time. But not of time realised, as the white cube; rather of time yet to unfold. $e 
potentialities of the moment. $e artists’ dream unrealised in many forms... which 
route would unfold over the coming decades of her practice? How would this work, 
this documentation, be read in years to come?

So the world in a grain of sand takes that setting, of dark surround – the dark not of 
fearfulness, but the dark of exploration, potential, the as yet un-formed or un-known 
(to us as humans in this moment of time, to be clear).

In this rich dark space the frames are #tted neatly onto the walls. Some high, some 
low, some close together, some far apart.

$ey are each complete, yet they have relations within the whole. 

And each is perfectly lined with a rich dark textile. Perhaps it is vellum, or velvet, silk 
or chi!on. Perhaps some are mohair, some alpaca. $ey are textures of material, rich 
from the natural world. Or are some chemical constructs of the human-made vari-
ety? Plastics, nylons, hi-tech survive-all-terrains-with-minimal-weight? Perhaps they 
are all types of cloth, woven together within the varied processes and fabrics of time.

Many frames, perfectly squared, at discoursant heights, distances, dimensions. Each 
with a rich dark fabric held perfectly within. And each contains a seed. One single 
seed. A seed as a grain of sand. Or is it in fact a grain of sand? And where is it posi-
tioned in the frame?

$ese are the questions I have been asking myself during this residency – what is the 
frame, and within it, does the seed have life, can it grow unconstrained? Can the seed 
become interchangeable for a small piece of silica – and if so, what colours refract as 
I view the world from this frame, in in#nity, from this moment in time, within this 
single grain of sand?

And Mountains Unfold Over Time

Warp in Time 

In the daylight I notice the shadows are far more delicate. Fine lines gently etching 
their precision onto the surface of the wall.

$e pinheads take on more signi#cance; each a mirror pool of light, a miniature sun 
or moon re"ecting the light of the sun from this new planet of the wall. $e surface 
of the moon has texture, telling another story. $ere are areas of pitting that could 
be lunar oceans, or perhaps areas where many have thought before. $ey map a to-
pography that stretches into the beyond; beyond the focus possible when viewing the 
wall from this distance at which each moon is clear and bright. Step away and the 

Mountain Traces (i)
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moons loose their signi#cance, the sweeping arc of the story becomes one of what is 
un-done, not done, one of incompletion and untold fragments. $e lacking of the 
whole. Step closer and sitting beneath my mountain range I look up and see stories 
of voyages of remarkable people, each pin marks an achievement in the voyage of 
humanity. ‘We’ve reached this point!’  $e pins gladly exclaim, as the thread of time 
holds each supported and connected by the past, each forms the stake of a hand-rail 
in the vision to explore. Routes may change, pace extend and contract; the continu-
ity is theirs, there, just the same. $e picture holds less prominence in the daylight, 
colours bleached by the light of the sun. 

//Aside: Which is louder, sunlight or moonlight, I hear you say.3 You love to play this 
looking glass game, this constant remembering of what is undone and what is not yet 
done. One side sees its re"ection, the other side simply sees through. And the mirrors 
of the kaleidoscope make an endless game of magic tunnels, trickery and laughter!

Moonlight is louder, this is a new string to my bow. 

Moonlight is louder – how can you not know? 

Moonlight IS louder, the colours convey – 

the call in the darkness - a whisper by day.//

Weft in Space

Procarity is a word that’s cropped up a lot in the last couple of weeks. It’s not a word-
form I’m familiar with, or even that my spell-checker recognises. But as I tenderly 
rescue a dis#gured, "oundering pin, held tentatively from falling by the thread con-
necting it to its peer, I realise something of what the beauty of this precarity might 
mean. Not a pro-, a suggestive-towards, as I #rst read it with my ears. Maybe now 
a pre-, a precursor to something beautiful opening up in space, a prelude to love, to 
interaction, to generosity.    An opening to say ‘I need you to help me, too …’

Precarious, I wonder what that word means, where it comes from, the epitome of 
words, the epistemology of words. Words play, they have a lot of fun as they warp and 
weft making a pattern that not all of us can see. 

3  Author James Geary posed the question ‘which is louder, sunlight or moonlight?’ during his keynote at 
the Clean Conference, 2011. Around 99% of the 100 strong audience opted for sunlight. Apparently this 
is a common level of response. Personally I #nd moonlight to be louder. Becoming aware of this alternative 
relationship to metaphor has led to other signi#cant insights.

So I guess I need you to hear my words, to show me the patterns I have not seen. Just 
as you need me to show you the spaces in between.

//Aside: $ese rhymes are quite funny, they come from the night: 

popping up in the daytime to share their delight.//

Structure:

As I write the word, my mind says ‘I’m not ready yet’ and I look to the wall to see 
the picture of the mountain, to lead myself o! into the gaze, to be called to play with 
threads and pins some more. I feel small animal fear scurrying to hide under a rock 
bigger than myself. But instead I see the word, projected from my #nger tips. ‘Struc-
ture:’ it says. $is is it, what you have undone, discovered, dug up from the ground: 
the structure to play as you write, to weave your delight. 

To move between the visual, the tactile, the kinaesthetic, the critic, the voice in the 
head, the writer, the artist, the maker, thinker, doer. 

$is IS the structure, to weave a web in time and place that embraces all of these 
positions and still holds space to explore, to learn from every new moment, to chart 
a journey of discovery as and through it’s reveal. 

To make each moment new. 

Finally I understand: to begin again.4

Material:

$e pins bend. Clumsily I hit them with a rock. A rock from the mountain picked 
up in the dusk last night as a makeshift hammer-for-pins. 

Time. I think of time. I think of the paper I should be writing. $e deadline extended 
that reaches into tomorrow. $e extension was not mine but it answered a call in my 
heart. Can I ask for my own extension, will that tear me apart?

I understand what I have been striving towards these past six months since the last 
residency I took part in: the space to re"ect, explore, create, collaborate, make new, 

4  ‘To begin again’, used with reference to Charles Faulkner’s keynote Symbolic Patterns: How the fun-
damental distinctions of mind shape language and experience at the International Clean Conference, 
London, October 2010. To begin again, to reiterate the signi#cance of the pattern of ‘one’.
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make old, take apart and begin again.  $is space I wish to articulate as it unfolds. 
$at’s what the interactivity in the moment is about. Attempting to #nd a way, a 
process, an interaction, that of itself can articulate experience unfolding in the mo-
ment of its behold.

$e pins bend but they do not break. $e hammer is clumsy but with each strike it 
reminds me that I am not a carpenter building a wall; I am an artist drawing a line, I 
am an admirer of mountains, following their horizon, learning from the scripts they 
mark on the white plaster in front of me, and I am an acupuncturist, giving love with 
each breath, to the earth, in awe at its energy. And occasionally, the pins sing. 

Mountain Traces (ii)

Relativity (scale and spatial distribution):

It was only by about the fourth or #fth repetition that I realised I’d been scaling and 
spacing each section automatically. Probably the trigger was a short break, leaving 
the space and coming back into it with a new sense of bearings – di!erent to before. 
Initially I just made them, without consciously thinking about it. $e space, size, 
position, "owing seamlessly from one to the next. Flow interrupted, it was not obvi-
ous what needed to happen, only that there was an inconsistency emerging on the 
horizon. Solution found: check the size of the gap and the duration of the piece – if 
in doubt (or in case of lack of a more regulated measuring device), improvise with 
a blank canvas. A piece of A6 paper comes in handy, one-and-a-little-bit widths be-
tween sections. Four to #ve lengths duration, give or take. And the level of the ho-
rizon deliberately jumps as the eye jumps in the moment of noticing. As the camera 
jumps in the time between press and release and press again. To begin again. An 
ongoing horizon of stories told in spite of their intermittences – or perhaps more 
likely told by or even through their intermittences. And where do you go, when you 
go there?

On the point of change: tipping point

It’s interesting trying to weigh up a continuous process by speci#c markers along the 
way. My blogs (Calderwood, 2009-12 and 2011) have tried to avoid the pitfalls of 
interpretation or repetition of an event. However there is an inevitable punctuation 
in any articulation over time. Without it we would stay submerged in the pool of 
life, swimming swimming swimming until our breathings collapse.  If the pin is not 
strongly enough anchored, then the thread collapses. If the intermittence is great 
then the line will sag, which may convey the relaxed form of the rocks, settling into 
the landscape. Or it may just lose the de#nition that holds it all together. Similarly, 
if the knots are a moment too late, then the line of "ow will alter. So how to #nd the 
point to mark in a line of endless fascination? As I become aware of the decision that 
I am making, or rather that is a decision, in each moment, that creates an impact on 
the articulation of the journey and of any subsequent reading and impact thereof, I 
realise the importance of a cohesive strategy that will give integrity to the weave, yet 
is not so rigid that it becomes the pattern of the weft. A "uid guidance. A state of 
awareness without contradiction yet maintaining a responsive and ambiguous "ow. I 
choose to mark the points that to me seem to signal a change of pace. A change of di-
rection, tilt, focus or movement. In the landscape this may be a small sharp cli! face 
or a wooded slope. Held perspectives may change – an angle of trajectory incorporat-
ing both near and far, rock, snow or tree. In experience of residency the same holds 
true. Conversations echo across millennia as patterns migrate one form to the next. 
And change may come in a moment of radical thinking in an unprompted solitude, 
or equally through rigorous group debate. Perhaps. And so the pace re"ects my read-
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ing of the landscape at the moment of my decision as I position the next marker that 
will drawn the line the story tells.

Tension

If you pull the string too tight the pin will leave the wall and either dangle as a mis-
shapen appendage, or fall, releasing itself from the hapless knot, and camou"aging on 
the studio "oor or soft cushions of the sofa. A pin can leave a legacy. I do not want to 
be responsible for another’s pain. 

If the thread is too slack, the line of the story may not hold true. It may lose its sug-
gestion to the viewer, conveying instead a sense of apathy, inattention, or worse still, 
inaptitude for the study. 

In contrast, brisk marching from one waypoint to the next causes a harsh, irregular 
abruptness alien to the land and to most material form.

Every mountain knows that tension is not experienced as a constant. Some parts 
soften as others contract or fracture. $ere is a waxing and a waning and a rhythm 
to all life. Pace (and peace) can be uncovered here too.  At just the right moment, a 
softening, a generous slow scooping, a luscious provision of the line, reassures that 
all is in hand.

Time to dream (sleeping on the sofa?)

I lie down for a moment to see the room as a di!erent view.  From the sofa I feel the 
drawings emerging from my desk, moving on around the room, like a column of 
giant ants heading where they are going. I feel the movement and sense the urgency 
of their communication. I run to my room and gather my laptop to return to write, 
write, write as they march, march, march. And I hope that if I write of their march-
ing they will form a circle and create a pattern in their midst, then spiral outwards 
revealing images that speak to me of words to tell and stories to speak for the paper 
I must write, the joy of my heart that I long to speak yet seems to have frozen to my 
tongue somewhere hiding behind the warp and the weft, the daylight and the dream. 
Perhaps these walls can sing a song of England’s landscapes too.

Completion?

Only two more sections require their threads. Of course there will be more to do, 
weight to add, colourful details and poetic resonances to enhance the interplay of am-
bients. Still I have a moment of something like the opposite of anticipation. It is nice 
to have the space where one knows what needs doing next. When the line is complete 

we have to move to another level of activity. Or stagnate. Is it better to know what is 
un#nished than to not know what is to come? I quickly grab the laptop to write, and 
sit at a di!erent desk in the hope that the apathy will not settle with me. And then 
delight rises and I pick up a pin, hit it with the rock, and listen to hear if it will sing. 

Pins can only sing in the moment. 

If not now, when?

And the third pin sings as it bends, contemplating its descent into a new form.

And now there is just one more horizon to map, I am excited; I am near a vantage, a 
viewpoint. From here I will be able to know a vista not yet seen. It is not other than 
me, I can feel its proximity, sense its presence.

A mountain turns into a bird

$e constructions are delicate. It would be easy for someone not to notice them, to 
catch the end of the thought, the thread, and inadvertently it gets attached to them; 
as they move away it would tear. It could be possible for someone to grab it and pull, 
to test how strong it is, or even to try to disarm and destroy. My thoughts are not yet 
complete. But the outcome already lies in the form. I carefully scoop the trailing ends 
and drape them over the beginning way markers, unencumbered by how others may 
misconstrue the structure. Its story lies in wait, and meanwhile it is safe and secure, 
protected in its enclosure of naïve inward circling. Now as I look from the sofa I see 
a rocky horizon transformed into a happily "ying dovelike bird.  $e journey has 
taken wings, knows its destination, and will soon land to ru%e its feathers and share 
its tale, safe in a new nest.

What I "nd: Time Passing

When I wrote that title, it meant something other than it means today.

Today, is tonight, is the dawn before tomorrow.  

Another four days we will be done here, going our di!erent ways, taking with us 
seeds that may wither and die, may gestate for years, may grow and mutate into weird 
and wonderful diverse forms. 

$e passage of pins began with a lady with a red beret. Today she is far ago, close 
still in my heart. Seventeen horizons.  Seventeen rocks are still to #nd, no translation 
there. I wonder how I will #t colour re"ections to vistas: seventeen days go by? Time 
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has passed since I began this line of thought, and this time too needs to be incorpo-
rated: I have no interest in creating a fossil of one week or ten days ago. Geological 
time does that far better than I. 

I wish my mountains to be [a] present to the now.

How do we include our development in the work we make, the stories we tell? 

A living oral tradition battles with the passing of time. 

I notice more pins bend, losing their strength of direction, when I have the thoughts 
of others in my mind.

Perhaps the text [thread] will be an invitation for others to contribute, to bring the 
work alive as their now extends beyond mine.

Pecking Order?

Sequence: I’m confused. $e grids start at my desk, I know that. 

View from Bus, Journey to Lake Louise.

Community starts with one self (I believe). 

But do they go round one at a time? $ey go clockwise, that much I feel: like clock 
time which is that which they mark in their own rhythm of intermission. Often 
things go the other way. Sun-wise is good for now. 

I like the sequence of Peck’s community building model (1978); pseudo-community, 
chaos, emptiness, community; #nd it still so often to hold true. Maybe not the doc-
trine around it, but the model, the experience, itself, is universal in my world. And 
when it is not, then my world grows.

Of course a self is all-ways in relation to others, to the context, the community, the 
spaces in-between, the gaps where time slips down between the keyboards, the cracks 
in paving stones small children understand, to dance above, the bears at wait below. 
Bear is a dreamer, connected with the earth, emerging from the cave of new begin-
nings each time.  Begin again bare.

Each grid relates to another I, that they hold sequence over passing of time. But what 
time will come? How many will this multitude be? Do I position myself di!erently 
in case of any event? If I calculate the number of grids, the number of vistas, threads, 
spaces, then I could allocate each an equal share. But that won’t work in a currency of 
democracy. $ere are already three more made but not printed, their imprint #lling a 
space they have yet to become. And there will be more. And more. Or not. $ey may 
stop, journey exhausted, story at an end. What then to the weight of threads unevenly 
distributed in the tension of moments of support.

So do I spiral around, confuse the reader by revisiting the same place twice. $at is 
the journey I had set out for myself before coming to this continent. To travel, trace, 
revisit, discover anew: a mix of re"ection, moment and the unexpected face of self-
confrontation, where might that lead? Where do you go when you go there ? (Back in 
time, to the same physical place as a new being of the moment, to the place of your 
imaginings, to re-experience the past?)

Yes, that seems to me the method I must use. A spiral is a strong form, ammonites 
were built of them, and here, with appropriation, we are fed by the underground 
riches of their shells caught in a mirror of time, re"ecting light iridescent with beauty, 
like dragon scales, from a time past and a place that was under the sea. Ammolite 
is near. I wonder if my colour grids will sparkle the way the rocks do? Ammolite is 
a scarce resource (better left under the mountain if you ask me, except for the piece 
my #nger wears proudly as a ring). Is it all an egoistic, narcissistic indulgence? If I 
open my self to the geyser of deep thought, maybe I can see the colours tinting the 
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ink pots’ water5 and let it disperse outwards into the sand. Finding its place. A single 
grain of sand in a frame of silt in a pool in a mountain valley, walked to with (new) 
friends (now) along a hike trail on a group excursion up a Johnson Canyon in a land 
of mystery and excitement, that I visited a very, very long time ago.

Something else came from a very, very long time ago, into the breakfast room today.

It was a man smiling, coming home in a canoe. He has a wide, beaming grin and a 
gappy smile. He is me and he is you. He is, of course, him, too.

As I watched, at #rst I saw two boats, one receding as it paddled miniature away from 
shore. $e other came close, the closer it got the nearer it becomes, paddling closer, 
challenging any interpretation of perspective (in time or space) as it rises from the 
place the lake would be down in the valley up several hundred feet of moisture-#lled 
air, and in through the tall glass windows of the nearly-replete-for-now- dining room.

A moment of noticing (hard not to!) of threads that weave a fuller picture of the 
complexities of time.

!e Woman with the Red Beret

Was ‘really there’. Where? In a place, in a moment of time past. Where is she now? 
In my memory, my mind, my heart? Where are you ‘really’, woman with red beret? 
Do you wear the red beret every day, or only in #lms, or was it just for me on that 
occasion? And to me: ‘where do you go to when you go there?’ I stir, bear emerging 
from cave, I spring awake, I am engaged, inspired, admiring, I am love. Not in love. 
In necessitates an out, and this is not a container to enter and exit. Rather love is a 
way of being, "ying in a current of warm air, feeling the uplift under my wings, cir-
cling swooping down and beating all the harder so the one above me may feel it too, 
made more tansient [a transient sense of tangible] by the beating of my own wings, a 
reminder a mirroring a remembering that you can "y too. Just feel the updraft, take 
control of your being, and soar. 

To be better than the best, and never as good as

$at came into my mind again today.

Keep striding, never stand still. Always stand still, take in the surroundings, feel the 
earth. Move when you are moved to do so.

5 ‘$e Ink Pots’ at the top of Johnson Canyon are geyser-fed colourful clear pools at a constant temperature 
all year round.

To begin, to begin again. 

To be better than the best. Who would want to be other? 

As Kahlil Gibran (9) writes in a poem that’s a song6 I love so well:  

Your children are not your children. $ey are the sons and the daughters 
of Life’s longing for itself. $ey come through you but not from you, And 
though they are with you yet they belong not to you…. their souls dwell in 
the house of tomorrow, which you cannot visit, not even in your dreams. You 
may strive to be like them, but seek not to make them like you.

I can never be the you you are, and why would I want to be? Want not to be me? 
Always I can be better than you – I can take the gifts you bring, add my own, and we 
can grow. Always I can never be as good as you, we are each unique. You bettering 
me, me bettering you, bettering each other and inviting the rest.

I’d love to love the you you are today.

Where do you go to when you go there?

Geological time, folds from under the ocean #oor

Manifests in the breath. Today we meet Lungs (Spahr). I read the words, following 
lines of texts with my eyes as my ears listen, hearing the words. A comment on "at-
ness, on the panorama focusing in the now through the dimension of space. Recipro-
cal comment on time. Argon in breaths past, future, yet to come. I am awake. My 
sense tinge, this intersection of dimensions is what I’ve been seeking in my work. $e 
panorama of the thread mountain lines, the furthest form we can see here before it 
becomes just air. $e vertical drops to the rocks, anchoring the sense of inside move-
ment of the earth. We are ancient, as is the land. We are, as, the land. We are, the 
land. We are land. We are. We.

And I like that this Suzuki argon scientist7 has returned to call himself elder, to talk 
through the ‘ancient’ elements: earth, air, water, #re. I like this coming together, and 
I feel it as a force of support behind me as I follow my journey towards the horizon 
of the next mountain skyline, pins and thread. Ingold’s dots and lines (2008). What 

6    Adapted by the band Baka Beyond, Bath, UK.
7    Imre Szeman, in his BRiC 2011 public lecture “Liberalism After Neoliberalism,” spoke of scientist, 
environmentalist and broadcaster, David Suzuki 
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vistas will spread before me from that vantage point I can only now begin to sense as 
misty dream, begin to feel the majesty of the terrain, the awesome view from above, 
before beginning the descent to the valley of rocks and all the surprises challenges and 
richness it contains. An ocean "oor lifted up on top of the earth, and to begin again.

Clean Space

If one space know things another may not yet have seen, then what will become as I 
hang the washing line of my colour grid prayer "ags dutifully in place? On place, the 

typo read. On is more apt to the benevolence of the landscape. Words and colours 
suspended on double-sided tape, aiming to bridge a divide. Speak to both surfaces 
of the coin at once, and just perhaps, in the movement of colour twisting on thread, 
re"ecting light from the studio window as it turns, reach the in between space where 
magic occurs. Occur, occult? What a strange word, what does it mean? “to happen, 
come about,” “to exist or be present”, “to come into somebody’s mind.” I like occurs. 
I smile occurs. I sing in my "esh occurs. I occur. In my own mind, my own mind in 
me. Can mind occur? Is that the same thing as presence?  

Clean Space is presence, and in it wonderful things occur. Psychoactive landscapes are 

Colour Grids, Texts and Mountain Horizons: Installation Detail

contagious and belligerent and benevolent and quite mad. When reality crosses over 
into the dream and the air buzzes with contagion, new answers, idiosyncratic form 
and patterns of in#nite reach stretching out and in again like a giant squidgy octopus 
"owing with the unseen currents of a "uid moving well beyond surface /super#cial 
illusion/tricks of light.

So what will one colour grid know from here in the landscape, about another mo-
ment, over there? Will I want to connect them up, a giant spider web knitting across 
the studio, a cats cradle to jump through, turn in and out, in order to reach a point 
of new form, within the destination. $e place is #xed, the routes through it vary 
in#nitesimal.  To work, to play, to discover today.

Afterword

Some pins come out easily, some resist. $ose that went in worst come out #rst. 
Undoing is part of the making new. To begin again. I had thought I’d keep the pins, 

paper, all to take with me. Only the grids. Another set of texts would be welcome 
now. Grids from a consultation, community, workshop on research. I had imagined 
more Commons grids. Not to be with such busy people all working on their own 

Installation View 
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projects. It is a practice run for the very, very di!erent but not so totally unrelated 
synaesthesia paintbox.8 Now to bed!

To Conclude

I came to BRiC not really knowing what I’d do or #nd. 

I came knowing the proposal I wrote six months earlier no longer held all the strings. 

My practice had moved on massively, and even taken wings. 

I came to listen, #nd a place, that called response within. 

I never thought I’d #nd this way9 to make my mountains10 sing! 

I puzzled and I struggled, a rhythm here to #nd; 

my sleep all topsy turvy, time from the past behind 

me as I look each day each way 

for what lies ‘neath my mind. 

Stitching threads together as we go.

So.

$is is where it took me, turning bus journeys into photos, photos into light, 

light into mountains, using all my might (at night!) 

Hammering pins into walls, 

delicately tracing the horizon of it all. 
8   Synaesthesia Paintbox is a proposed installation, conceived by me in February 2011 in response to 
the Pervasive Media Studio call for work on the theme of ‘C21st refraction’. $e installation comprises a 
paintbox of coloured glass tablets which are used to #lter data. $e data (digital colour grids and audio, 
mapped across the walls of the physical space) can be explored and ‘played’ as a multi-sensory interactive 
installation, for example exploring the ‘red’ of one city in contrast with the ‘blue’ of another.

9  I have been using the sound of rocks (lithophones) in Hunter Gatherer  http://www.gatherer3.com/
ingleton. A search for rock recordings in the Ban! archives showed up no thing. And in the gap, a 
di!erent song emerged.
10  $e symbolic landscape I have frequently modelled over the past few months, around the time I was 
waiting to hear whether I would successfully make it o! of the reserve list and onto a real place at BRiC 
Ban!, is the mountain….

Looking for spaces connecting to worlds deep below. 

Ocean rocks turning, they lift with the "ow.11 

Fleeting moments, recorded in time, 

testing new methods, this colour grid mine.12

Sew:  

Here with the landscape, the people, the place; 

it is here that I found you we came face to face. 

Magical creature you now know my name. 

Come for me often

  |- and bring me to fame  ]

  |- help me play the game]

< and what turns ‘help me play the game’ into ‘bring me to fame’?13

acknowledgement of the furrows in the path, and that in knowing the path, one has all 
ways the choice to sidetrack/distract yourself/ diverge/into terrain that may conceal the ra-
vine, or to "ow (follow) graciously, connecting the trail to the helping hand held out from 
the one ahead, the one who is myself in love. In love we have the opportunity to place value 
on the act of benevolence toward another. [More so than on the expidition of new ground.]

And even, (and this may be the key) benevolence toward our self. 

!e Commons begins here.

11  Jim Oliver’s geology lecture at the Ban! Centre (10 May 2011) http://wwcanada.blogspot.
co.uk/2011/05/geology-of-ban!.html was a key illuminatory contributor right near the beginning of the 
residency. I had plans for a sound walk, interacting with another in a di!erent time and space (I’d already 
taken remote part in Jen Rich’s research art walk with East Midlands (UK) New Research Trajectories 
group, the previous morning pre dawning) but this led in a direction none of us had expected!
12  Like mining for what riches are deep down in the earth of our being, the colour grid asks for a 
di!erent form of call and response, echoing in a unique way in each person in their moment of time and 
space. Background to developing this tool is at http://www.walksontheweb.blogspot.com 
13  ‘Fame’ is used here not in the context of celebrity, but rather in the sense of being the best one can 
be: of overcoming the fear to step up and share one’s presence. In Peck’s model of community, accepting 
personal strengths and weaknesses are of equal signi#cance in collectively moving from a state of empti-
ness into one of community.
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Edmonton Pipe l ines :  Liv ing 
Together  in  the  Digi ta l  City
R U S S E L L  C O B B ,  M A U R E E N  E N G E L , 
D A N I E L  L A F O R E S T  A N D  H E A T H E R 
Z W I C K E R

“Edmonton Pipelines” is a research cell based at the University of Alberta that 
is interested in bringing together urban theory, digital technologies, and deep 

mapping techniques in order to narrate the city of Edmonton. Our goal is to create a 
series of interactive digital maps of the city of Edmonton to serve as both a platform 
for ourselves and other scholars’ experimentation and research. While we take the 
city of Edmonton as our focus and object of study, we are also the founding research 
group in $e Canadian Institute for Research Computing in Arts (CIRCA’s) Digital 
Urbanism Collaboratory. $rough this structure, we also hope to connect and col-
laborate with urban and digital scholars around the world, building a network of 
humanists who share our interests and concerns.

Why the city?

In order to understand how Pipelines conceptualizes the urban space, we need to 
acknowledge three things. 

First, we are living less and less inside a city, or at least that space that used to be 
considered as a city, and more and more inside urbanization itself. $at is: inside a 
material and social space increasingly perceived to be in a constant state of "ux, and 
in regards to which the stakes brought forth by material development —expansion; 
superposition; destruction; reconstruction—are challenging the formerly strict struc-
tural distinctions between centrality and periphery.1 Roger Keil has recently pointed 
out how “the old models of urban research which populate the schools of literature 
such as Paris, Manchester, Berlin, and Chicago are increasingly being compromised 
in terms of their illustrative and explanatory value and are even becoming obsolete” 
(57). Clearly, the reshaping and acceleration of urban life at the onset of the new 
century brings a renewed context in which to think of the production of knowledge 
1   Saskia Sassen expresses it best when developing her well-known concept of the global city: “Today, 
there is no longer a simple straightforward relation between centrality and such geographic entities as the 
downtown and the central business district” (110). 
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