Point of Departure – a live performance with video projection 

script:

Tourist video. 

Shakily she’s got the clock tower Big Ben in sight, then her view moves past the houses of Parliament and back again. Someone asks if they get to talk on it, nothing from her though. Now going in the opposite direction her gaze scans across the sky catching the tops of buildings in her vista.  A green blur of a tree whooshes past, birds fly through and she settles at the giant ferris wheel across the river, the London Eye. A building crane at work next to it echoes its lattice-like wires and cables. The heads of people walking past, bob in and out of the bottom of her frame. She swings back around to Big Ben, a streetlight lingers on the right side. Someone else asks her what the best thing is she sees so far. “ I don’t know “ she responds. Her voice is high and girlish. She shifts the scene back over to the Houses of Parliament. “What’s that thing over there, what’s that thing?” the voice asks. “Eye” she replies, turning back over to The London Eye, this time from the other side, catching the large red letters of an ice cream truck as she goes, stopping at the tall wooden signpost to the right that points to the various landmarks from that spot. After lingering there briefly, she’s back to the Houses of Parliament, once again passing the large red ‘i-c-e c-r-e-a-m’ letters, and ending with a double streetlight on the right side. Back to the eye, back to Big Ben, passing ‘ice cream’ each time

Where is the Guide

Yve Lomax says of the ‘space of appearance’ “... it is an engagement with photography as a field of possibilities, and as a set of connective tissues in which all of the makings and displayings and readings and communicatings link up with thoughts and imaginings located entirely outside of them1”

Where is the Guide

“I needn’t say anything. Merely show” says Walter Benjamin in his Arcades Project. Esther Leslie suggests this could be a photographic slogan, perhaps one for Benjamin’s close friend Germaine Krull. She took some of the photographs of arcades in Paris that were reproduced with his published writings. He says that she is one of a small group of photographers that represent a photography grounded in the “physiognomic, political, and scientific interest” in reality2.

Tourist video.

His scene is a large plaza with the sound of church bells tolling. At the far end before a great green tree, standing high upon a large pedestal, is the statue of a horse and rider seemingly in mid gallop, a scepter held high in the rider’s hand. People stand about and walk past as his gaze shifts to the right, where the top of a large orange balloon with the rounded arches of a capital letter ‘M’ fills the bottom half of his frame. His camera shifts back to the left and the grand white edifice of the church of Notre Dame looms into view against a grey sky. The bells continue to peel. His view moves further to the left, to the tree lined edge of the plaza and the facades of the stone buildings along it. The image jiggles a bit as he settles on a row of people sitting along a low wall facing the church. The red sari of an Indian woman is closest, next to her a mustachioed Indian man wears a vivid blue shirt, beyond him a girl in white trousers and a black top lights a cigarette. His gaze continues around as the Sari clad woman stands up revealing very long black hair, and then the blue school jacket uniform of a child stands directly in front of his view. The camera shakes a bit more and seems to follow the child as she walks to the left. Now his face, a man with short blond hair, fills the frame. Just as his image is completely in the center, he turns his head to the left and, speaking in Polish, says some words to someone near him. He turns back to face the camera and then he moves slightly to the left again, revealing a smiling boy, also with close cropped blond hair, wearing a striped shirt. The man turns his face to the boy, his nose and mouth still in the upper right of the frame. Speaking to the boy and smiling he cups his hand around the back of the boys head to direct it towards the camera, which he moves a bit to the right showing an even younger boy of similar appearance in the bottom of the frame – this young face sits between two red plastic handles of what might be a pram. The man speaks to this younger boy who squeels a bit and moves to the left – now hidden by the entrance into the frame of the orange balloon with the arches of the letter ‘M’ from earlier. His gaze continues to the left – the statue of the horse and rider now again in the far background, the small boy is in the bottom part of the frame, in the arms of a pretty young woman who kisses him and speaks to him in Polish and points to the camera. The bells carry on sounding as the woman kisses the boy again and stands. His camera moves on again to the left revealing the large stone plaza and the bottom half of Notre Dame.

I wish you could look here – in my eye, in the dark circle of my pupil and I could show you where I’ve been. You would see the sights I’ve seen. All the moments that have passed before my eyes would be available to you too. A miniature cinema of life - relayed here, for you. now. 

We won’t need to talk. We will be done with miscommunication and misunderstanding. Puns gone, Freud will have no purchase here. We will do away with this cumbersome mediation of finding the right word, phrase, or… whatever. 

But could this ‘whatever’ be Roland Barthe’s ‘whatever’ of endless possibility3
Where is the Guide?

Susan Sontag says our “oppressive sense of the transience of everything is more acute since cameras gave us the means to ‘fix’ the fleeting moment.” She calls “cameras both the antidote and the disease, a means of appropriating reality and a means of making it obsolete.”4
Toursit video

His screen is filled with the very close, blurred images of stones, paving stones, grey and pinkish and blue, large flat cobble-stones. They are swirling past. The dark lines between them become sharp and visible for a moment as a woman’s voice says ” go ahead I’ll follow you”. The pace of the images increase - now and again including a part of a dark brown trainer with some kind of plaid patch on it. He speaks in German. His view settles on an indistinct patch of concrete and says in English “Ok I start now”.

Much of what is on his screen is nothing more than blurred colors as the scene slowly moves upwards. There is a group of voices in the background, all male speaking in German. For a moment there is a pause on part of something round and silver on the left side of his frame - then something like red crumpled paper with white writing on it on the right side. The ascent continues and the voices quietly continue as well. His images alternate between dark and light but still have the quality of looking like parts of stone or rock. A close up of variagated gravel, in colors ranging from dark grey to light cream and even some pink and brown comes into sharp focus. As his camera rises a patch of mossy colored green is integrated with the dark grey. Then there is a horizontal line of white and then the grey of the stone becomes ordered into dark and light grey vertical stripes that end in another horizontal line of white. Now the stone is more uniformly grey and the surface appears smoother than what it was before. In zooming out just a bit, he reveals some letters that have been carved into the stone – it is in Czech. His camera pauses and the German voices continue, then stop. His view moves a bit to the left and a large carved foot is exposed, filling his frame. The scene follows up the leg past the hem of a garment, past carved folds and diagonal lines, finally to man’s face sculpted from the stone ending on the left side of the frame. There is the sound of German spoken again. Moving to the left he shows the full stone face of a man looking down, with the feathery strands of a moustache around the corners of his mouth. Bits of cobwebs or bird droppings hang from his nose and chin. The scene moves up showing a bald head except for a tuft of hair gathered at the top in a sort of pony tail. His camera continues up, close on more carved folds and curves, and then a slightly different color of grey stone with architectural aspects. Then the folds start again but this time with a particular pattern, almost floral against something pitted, then another different very obvious pattern of deeply grooved stripes bordered by small floral trim. Finally a massive stone head is revealed. A classic looking face with curly hair and beard, mouth slightly open against a bright white sky. The contrast of his image shifts as the exposure closes down on the camera from the introduction of the bright sky. More German is spoken and the camera jiggles a bit as the white sky turns to a powder blue. Then his gaze moves to the right where the outstretched arm of the carved stone figure holds a gold cross. His scene continues on into the blue sky. 

Where is the Guide

Going to another place is already partly an imaginative venture.

In moving from one place to another you lose your footing, become off balance. And the length of time the ‘correction’ takes, the period of adjustment is indeterminate – it may last from a few hours to a few years. Like the pupil of the eye adjusting to shifting light. It is a process of moving through world views – from differing sets of social values, cultural habits and laws.

Where is the Guide

'We always need to know what time it is [...] but we never ask ourselves where we are' says Georges Perec5. That’s because we think we already know. But where are we when we’re on our way from one place to another? 

Tourist video. 

 “Alright, I’ve started” he says, presenting a view of a crowd of tourists passing in both directions between him, & a souvenir stand brimming with union-jack emblazoned paraphernalia. A young Japanese man flashes his two fingers in a peace sign and smiles.
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