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A traveller is trying to go somewhere else, to a different place, an-other place. She is looking for a place unfamiliar to her. A dilemma becomes immediately apparent – as soon as she’s somewhere else it ceases to be anywhere but here. Whatever’s strange is soon familiar. You can see the problem; how to de-familiarize a place, or how to extend its strangeness, or how to return place’s original strangeness to it. 
She wonders about the connection between what is familiar and what isn’t. It appears that they are intrinsically linked, one with the other
. To become familiar a place becomes known, understood, at least to some extent. Conversely then, to become strange a place must somehow be made unfamiliar, become unknown. In a way, it must be forgotten, unremembered. 
But how do you un-remember? Memory is a recurrence, a second experience based on an initial occurrence
. In this way, remembering is a doubling of experience. In her attempt to forget a place, the traveller decides to single out the instance furthest removed from the experience, the memory.
Her tactic - to use the experience of others. Because they are not her own experiences, she reasons, they should maintain a degree of strangeness, otherness. In appreciating another’s point of view she must rely on the translation between experience and language. She recognizes there is difficulty in interpreting what is lived into words. It raises a potential for slippage, loss, and an alteration of meaning. 

Recounting an experience lies in a convergence of the unconscious with memory. Someone telling their story relies on remembered experience, whether of that which has been lived and is in the moment being remembered, or of that which is being remembered from moments of previous telling, or of a combination of these things, and others as well. There are influences that range from childhood recollections to cultural histories to the particulars of the physical body. The connection to another’s experience traverses a wide gap.
Complicating this endeavour, these stories must be others’ experiences of the strangeness of places. The traveller is after what is out of the ordinary, that which describes just what is unfamiliar about an unfamiliar place, its very elsewhere-ness. She is in pursuit of others’ memories of the otherness of other places. These are remembered experiences not of an everyday kind. Yet, what is not ordinary is hard to pin down. There are processes at play; one that continually results in transforming what is singular into the everyday and the everyday into something singular
. It leads her to wonder at the paradox of being two things at once - everyday and unusual, familiar and strange. There is instability and contradiction here.

The traveller looks to previous guides.

(include the following here or as a separate document?)

Diary of visiting the exhibition of Chantal Ackerman’s 1972 film Hotel Monterey at Camden Art Center, London, 11 July - 14 September 2008

(The diary alternates between an account of the film with details on the space and its’ occupants)

First visit

2 elevators

How many floors are there

she speeds up the film a bit, it brings more action in

elevator hallway

she makes a jump cut to do this

elevator cu

with the lites and windows it looks like a real place

the arches in this space are echoed by the arches in the film.

we reach a moving shot where the camera slowly tracks in – stops and moves back out down the hallway backwards

the room I’m in has filled up – not enough chairs some people stand

Second visit

As I come in the room is empty – the chairs left in a sort of semi-circle, I watch from up close 

some of the shots are familiar some I haven’t seen yet – some I’m not sure

Each time seems to show me something new

I see the moving shot I’d only read about

In this shot she reveals the same territory over different times of day

cu’s

Windows

Symmetry

architecture – scenes of?

And now we are outside

I’ve seen this bit before

I’ll just watch a bit more then I’ll go, only one guy left in the room with me – and now he leaves too – I’m alone again – me & Chantal’s vision of New York City in 1972 

from the upper floors of the Hotel Monterey – it is grey in New York the day she shoots this outside scene
One guy comes in and sits for a moment – he shakes his head on leaving soon after – sure to register his distaste with me as he goes

Oh we’re at the water tanks now like before – the last time I was here and I saw this part I thought of visiting new York in the ‘80’s  - the view from
Oh wait here’s where Chantal pans up to the empty 1972 New York Sky – white nothing – a bit of bleed at the bottom of the frame – I can see the splice, moment of the splice when she cuts to the sky (another sky? And another time) and pans over and reveals a closer water tank then pans rite – showing the river (Hudson? East?)  Hudson I thought last time as it looks to me to be from downtown looking up. But today I change my mind the opposite shore seems so close – I don’t know New York City geography well enough I will have to go home and google it

After my previous viewing I tried to research the Hotel Monterey – to find out where it was, what kind of place but – 

see that kinda reminds me of the West Side Highway there

A light just went out in a window across the way

The cars are so ‘70’s

The screen has gone black

So this shot now the strange one of the view of the 2 men in a small square in the middle of the frame amid a wallpaper design - must be the beginning

I must go home, really

July 29

I enter at almost the exact same scene I last left on – no wait it is the last shot of the film and I left on the 1st -  so now – on the first – just as the camera does a funny jig to the left then the bowler-hatted man passes. I remember the 1st time I saw him and it helped orient me as I pondered what exactly I was looking at  - a mirror – a window – some sort of architectural feature that allowed me a glimpse into the front desk transactions – oh I miss 2 cuts since then – but that wallpaper, that wonderful wallpaper – And now 

Here are the ladies, leopard-print pillbox hatted, horn-rimmed glasses wearing, smoking, Ladies of a certain age

Only one other viewer in here with me – a woman in a striped shirt – she watches intently

Ah – and now we begin the elevator sequence

Another has entered, a young bearded fellow. Ginger haired

I love these elevators

So beautifully decorated in Arte Nouveau tradition

And now the wonderful cut when you think its gone to black but you quickly realize you’re now inside the elevator as a small shaft of blue light reveals the eye – like a window in the upper right corner

I like the way people block my view as they enter the elevator – I can see their back and then the door opens to reveal just a bit of pink wall – 

back to the lobby – some look in - unsure to enter or not - it’s obviously a small lift

When I first sit down – before immersion into the film, I notice its a good day to be here – the outside light is a strong presence today as the sun moves in and out of the clouds altering the light level in the room – just now it brightens then darkens revealing the profile of a man in the elevator’s dim light on the right

It seems empty now – the lift, then opens again on the lobby and a bald man enters – she’s cut now – to a shot just revealing the number 3, the 3rd floor from inside the lift looking out

Sometimes I forget the elevator is not empty – Chantal is inside – then she reminds me - a cut or someone responding to her - ‘are you going down?’ I imagine is what the older woman asks.  The entire film is silent –  it is not video after all so to hear any sound it would have had to be recorded separately

One man with a moustache leaves as the door opens upon seeing Chantal w/ her camera

The shot is closer now on the eye of the window – no one wants to enter then they do, then she cuts and it’s empty again

the ginger bearded man has left and a bespectacled man w/ dark hair takes his place

ooh I love this sequence – the bedroom

the beautiful mis en scene w/ the 2 lamps, bed & window behind – curtained window

Then – but she’s sitting in the frame – I think it’s Chantal, w/ her back to camera & then, & she’s moved the bed

oh and then the door

slowly closing on the 

sleeping figure

doors, rooms, all varieties

neat , messy,

The dark haired man leaves

again its just me & the woman in the striped shirt

Oh - this is it

who is he? The man w/ the bow tie –

sits in the chair facing camera, his expression calm, pleasant

does he seem to weary of holding it, holding still

the camera shakes a bit

is he sleepy – why is the bed unmade when he’s so properly suited

A woman w/ black sandals enters – she sits where the 2 men were

We, all 3 woman, watch the pedestal sink in the bathroom – 

the light here DOES seem to echo the shifting light in the film

sandaled woman leaves

a toilet from a long way down the hall

Time passes

A pregnant woman framed

in a doorway like

some renaissance portrait

Time passes

She holds some pages w/ text on them

time passes

A hallway

I want to slow down

time passes

Oh beautiful – red lite & stairs

I stopped writing to free myself from this book

There’s that pillar – I remember it from previous viewings

Light shines on the glossy wall paint

Framing

Is the left side w/ the dark wooden doors curved?

Still just me & striped shirt woman

Light bounces in the hallway

Time passes
I hear cars passing outside

My phone indicates a text – LOUDLY – I say sorry 

She doesn’t acknowledge but re-crosses her legs

Still lite shines in the hallway

Blocks of framing, dark mahogany door - #107? the light in the room brightens a bit & I check to see if I can see the door number better – I can’t

the door on the left wiggles a bit – Chantal? or just the wind? I decide on the wind - 
I’ve thought this thru before on other viewings of this scene
When the light in here darkens – the light in there (the film) brightens – when the light in here brightens the light in there (the film) darkens

doorways in doorways in doorways

I imagine its hot in that hallway as it is in this room – stuffy, airless

I’ll go – I’ll let her stay – striped shirt woman

Aug 6th? Wed

A couple is on the right side where I usually sit

they talk to each other about the film as tho they are in their living room

I come in on the elevator scene – as it begins on it

She gets the humor – says something about it being funny

his voice is gravelly – too low

They analyze as I work

Floor 12

I came in on floor 2

That small red eye –

They make noises to leave 

and they do – after a brief hesitation

it seems poorer quality today

it’s sunny very sunny in the room

maybe that’s having an effect – 

The couple that waits to go down – pointing down

The empty corridor

the lift door opens & closes

Beautiful circles of red pass the lift’s porthole as it

the cuts away from the people

the return to emptiness

I’m thinking about my friend who is very ill, it’s -

I can’t get into the film really today

it’s a square of projected light

even the brick wall, the pretty archway
Oh the bed

I want to cry

Why is that curtain pulled slightly to the side

Is this a different room

did she move the bed

is that her? Chantal

the closing door – such a dramatic move for this film

the disarray – paper – a bottle

wine? water? are those black sandals at the foot of the chair? – has she been out shopping

And here he is

the man with the bow tie
just as I was telling Hillary last night – 

today the bed seems less rumpled

His gaze is not steady, is he sad? He is most likely dead now, in real life,  but here he sits

Chantal shakes the camera a bit – he looks almost as if he’s falling asleep then his finger moves

I can’t keep up

Now it’s the sink, the pedestal sink I like so much

I hate that I can’t write as leisurely as the pace demands I – grotty bathroom the light ratchets up I want to slow down – but I must hurry I can’t stay long today I must go to see my friend. I want to help, I mean I oh I don’t know

And there’s the pregnant woman

Why am I doing this - 

I almost feel like I sought out another situation like the last - I selfishly want him to stay

I’ve left the film completely – 

The hallway shot

looks almost new to me

suddenly I am reminded of casinos – is it the lights, the redness?

to stay for me

this is not right

I
the pillar

what’s that mass on the right side 

Dualism

composition

feminism

I am alone

But not for long

2 girls they stand and chat 

as though I’m not here

they sit where the couple sat

that’s that old fire extinguisher

I can’t get into the pace

I will leave

I leave partly because it seems ok to do so since the 2 girls arrived – some kind of symmetry, maybe compositional symmetry over time – like the film. When I entered the couple was in the same seats later occupied by the girls.
[image: image1.jpg]



Reading Frozen Tears III
, Andrew Hunt writes of Robert Smithson’s idea of site as a ‘non-place’ or ‘0-place’
 – the literal meaning of utopia - with the added co-mingling of the notion of time “Here past present & future all become as unpredictable as each other & ‘non-places’ starts to exist in a kind of ‘non-time’ as well

But it seems to me that it’s more ‘all-time’ – it is not a negation; no time, no place

Just the opposite – it is all present all place all time

I haven’t seen Hotel Monterey, haven’t been to the Art Center for a couple weeks – Anyway, I fear it wasn’t working – the writing while watching – I wasn’t able to do either properly while trying to do both simultaneously. I want to write about wanting to write about Hotel Monterey. I want to write about what it feels like watching it, What I experience – in that room when the light shifts and the projected image responds like a living, present thing. And after how I will feel calmer – sensitized

When I go to watch the film I will have a meal at the cafe first – I might take the elevator – I think I’m the only one that ever uses it. And I will go straight to the room. I do want to spend more time with the other work but the room draws me  - The chairs always look like they will be uncomfortable but they aren’t. Sometimes its quite warm in the room, sometimes I am alone. I often play games with myself of when i should leave based on if there is anyone already there, or how many people might come and go.

I will try and orient myself as to where I am in the film – I think I know the sequences now – the most elusive, the parts I’ve only seen once are few. which part will I enter in this time? will I immediately know how close to the beginning, how close to the end? How long will I stay? will I think the same thoughts – will I repeat the thought of asymmetry when I see the hallway with the large pillar in the middle? will I wonder if the woman with her back to me next to the bed is Chantal? Yes. I will. Borges would say this is not repetition – it is the same moment

Fifth visit

Outside of the screening room reading Identity & Memory\The films of Chantal Ackerman
 
... the fictional/ the documentary

Nothing Happens

Chantal Ackerman’s Hyperrealist everyday

... human absence/human presence

She calls it a structural documentary 

pg 43

... “ maps the range of possibilities of structural film”

swirling grain on screen

like the films of James Benning

pg 45 oscillation between

or rather coexistence of

representational and literal registers

(leads to Hyperrealism)

systematic examination?

from basement to roof

from dusk to dawn

int/ext                 controlled/uncontrolled

26/08/08

It is a confusing sort of structuralist film. Right from the start the 1st shot is a bit too confusing, a bit too quirky. Then there is the constant struggle of the filmmaker, she seems torn between setting up scenes and shooting what her camera chances upon, torn between standing still and nudging just a bit to the left, or up and to the right, to capture a better(?) frame. 

At times she seems happy to let the hotel’s denizens block her view and at other times she seems frustrated and cuts to reveal an empty frame.

She’s partially content to let the scene unfold – even if that means ‘nothing’ happens – then there’s the elevator door sequence that she speeds up causing the green and red lights to blink at a quicker pace.

The fact that she’s shot from basement to roof, from dusk to dawn – isn’t readily apparent – even after repeated viewings.

This time watching it I realize the scene I seem to always miss, what I think of as the reverse angle of the outside of the elevator doors, is by far the longest.

It’s almost as if she’s spent the whole film trying to find the best style, best place, best moment to epitomize the Hotel Monterey.

Perhaps this is it. It involves an archway (echoed by the double arches of the room at the Camden Art Center) a kind of rosy colored wall. The deco silver ash can in the corner, the stacked planes of walls and hallways

and of course the porthole eye of the elevator. 

Watching it again this time, I appreciate the beauty of the building – I wish I could see it projected in film – I think the faded luxury and delicacy of light play would be better transposed. It’s too subtle really for the high contrast of video projection. Like the cat-eye-glassed silver haired Lobby Ladies, handbags perched in the crook of their up-bent arms, it requires nuance to appreciate

Like the Hotel itself, seemingly the jewel of ‘better days’ even in 1972, with its dark wood doors, quirky arches, patched walls and  - it hovers between glory and grotty 

So the present of writing this replaces the now of watching the film. That experience really is uncapturable. Writing while watching destroys all my viewership – the frustration comes while watching and thinking and wanting to write, all at once, the thoughts raised by watching. 

Seeing the corridor with the 2 room doors angled in toward the corner at the center of the end of the corridor, I think yet again of Eraserhead
, are his doors at the same angle or merely across from each other? Looking at the man in the chair – one of the deliberately ‘posed’ humans, I anxiously wait for the shot to end so I can fix the thought in my head that he keeps looking down – does his placid expression eventually fade?

And the other posed woman – the pregnant woman – seen through the open doorway, just like a Vermeer
 – I’d thought that before too.

The sequence of the shots is odd too, the documentary style shoots all the way up to the room – has she arranged the curtain to slightly thwart the symmetry? For the first time maybe I notice the crumples on the pillow -  indicating the presence of what is now absent. 

Then the next shot of the sleeping figure in bed, while the door softly closes shutting out our view

After the very long reverse elevator shot – the only moving camera sequence

But merely listing what I see is not the film nor the experience of the film

me and the intermittent squeak of the grey folding chairs

-

(all footnotes are as yet unfinished – to be completed)
The traveller visits a museum
. It is an unusual place – a cabinet of curiosities harking back to an earlier time. At one point she finds herself before a vitrine of madeleines. The biscuits lay in a dish behind glass in what appears to be a defunct corner, of this seemingly forgotten museum, looking stale and unappetizing. It is a display on Remembrance of Things Past
. In particular it is a reference to the narrator’s anecdote of eating a specific pastry and remembering a time from his youth when he ate the same kind of pastry. She imagines, in the future, any mention of Proust or his book will cause her to think of these specific madeleines set out in a vitrine at this unusual museum.

This experience of being transported in her mind from a physical now to a previous or forthcoming place and time, lets her inhabit simultaneous places and moments
. It is a strange sensation, one that disturbs her experience of the present
. It is a way of making strange,

of an experience that might otherwise be quite ordinary, becoming unfamiliar
. 

As this is a story about a memory, it centers on recall, recurrence, and repetition. Attention is paid to instances of resemblance and similarity. How the taste is the same taste and the scent is the same scent and the place is the same place. It isn’t the eating of a pastry now, nor before, that is important. It is the fact of the recognition and the experience of connecting the two moments. Uncovering these connections demonstrates the ordinary becoming extraordinary. 
_

In the story of the madeleine there is just the sensation, recognition, at first. It is only through determined effort, or an exercise of non-effort, that the connection is actually made to the past, to a previous moment(s) of madeleine eating
.

The traveller considers the delay between the experience and naming the particular memory behind it. There is the immediate awareness upon tasting, and then there is the identification of the cause that lags behind; the earlier time and place. She wonders if this might correspond to the gap of translating a lived experience into language. 
This leads her to contemplate the storyteller. Storytelling comes from an experience, whether immediate or removed, turned into a further experience; that of learning a story
. This is a continual commitment to memory of a narrative and the desire to repeat it to another through a process of assimilation.  Each teller adds the script of their own hearing of the story, framing and reframing the tale as they incorporate their experience. So the story and its telling become a living thing, always made relevant to the present. 
(include or refer to the Large Landscape book here)
There are tricks and techniques employed to immerse the tale in the present while advancing the narrative. But none of that would matter without being able to engage the listener. The traveller appreciates the importance of capturing the audience’s attention. To investigate this she tests the opposite. She tries reading the unreadable; The Nam
. 
As she reads The Nam, the traveller sees it is a description from the point of view of someone watching the films in the moment. There is no inclusion of the fact of a film-screen, nor are there any references to the use of a camera. The description does not come from the scripts used to film the movies, but from an immersion in the visual experience of watching them. Everything happens in the present tense. In reading the Nam there is the sense that the action of the plots are being described by someone who is there, continuously relaying what is happening around them. It is immediate, visceral and constant. There are no paragraph breaks so the descriptions continue in a breathless onslaught. 
This is an experience in itself, an experience that conflates and confuses the there of the film, and the there of the place portrayed in the film, with the there of reading it. This transcription translates the source material of the films to the text of the page in a way that attempts to capture the time and place of viewing the films in the cinema, which in turn attempts to capture the time and place of particular experiences in Vietnam during the war. All the while, reading The Nam is its own time and place that acknowledges and exploits the gap between experience and words
. 
From this the traveller surmises that she can traverse the gap between language and experience through what is immediately, and literally, at hand – writing. What she writes must be used to create an experience of reading that inhabits the same or similar place as the source material - the experience.
-

At this place in time the traveller begins to worry she’s gotten off-track. Perhaps following the role of language in relation to experience is merely a side journey, one that threatens to obscure her true direction. She is, after all, engaged in an attempt to find somewhere else, a different place, another place, elsewhere. 

She decides to look at the word place. Place comes from the Latin ‘platea’ meaning courtyard, open space, broad street
. Its derivation suggests it comes out of peoples’ relationship to the way they live, to their built environment. It can be defined as a particular portion of space, a locality or a location with a particular use. Whereas the term space refers to room, or area, or distance, or even stretch of time, place is specific and local. 

From this the traveller appreciates place as multiple and varied. Place can be a particular geographical locality such as a town, country or region. Place can be the house or other type of accommodation where somebody lives, a building or area where something in particular happens or is located, a particular point in something, for example, a book, film, or story. It can be the position or location where somebody or something belongs, an opportunity to study at school or university, somebody’s social position or rank in an organization, somebody’s responsibility or right, especially one arising from who the person is or the status he or she has. It can be a job or position, it can be somewhere for somebody to sit, for example, at a table during a meal or in the audience of a theatre, it can be the position of somebody or something in a rank, sequence, or series, second position in a race, it can be the relative position of a particular digit in a number.

The traveller looks at these words. They occupy a place. This particular place has black marks on white. Her finger tapping a sequence of keys on her computer keyboard makes these marks. These keys are tapped at her desk before her window in her flat in the northwest of London. All of these places; the place of the mark, the place at the desk, the flat, London, and on and on, the traveller imagines all exist right now. Simultaneously. Or perhaps you, reading these words, at your place, look here at this black mark on white, while at your house your cat sleeps on a chair, and the number 55 bus stops on Oxford street, and a wave rolls ashore at a beach, and on and on. Through this the traveller appreciates that place can be many different things at once, and that it is tied to the experience of it. 
She types out writing from a book:
“I would like there to exist places that are stable, unmoving, intangible, untouched and almost untouchable, unchanging, deep-rooted; places that might be points of reference, of departure of origin:

My birthplace, the cradle of my family, the house where I may have been born, the tree I may have seen grow (that my father may have planted the day I was born), the attic of my childhood filled with intact memories…

Such places don’t exist, and it’s because they don’t exist that space becomes a question, ceases to be self-evident, ceases to be incorporated, ceases to be appropriated. Space is a doubt: I have constantly to mark it, to designate it. It’s never mine, never given to me, I have to conquer it.”
 

Here again she encounters instability. Is place everywhere all the time, is it intangible and inaccessible? Even the term place in the first paragraph switches to the term space in the last. When it is specific and references a particular experience it is a place. When it is general and undetermined it is the more general term space.

From this the traveller determines that place is a process, and a process actively engaged in through the experience of it as manifest in language and naming. She sees place as always under construction, unfixed, ever changing and continually written into being.
-
The traveller turns to reflections of place in art. There is a video installation she sees
. It interlaces two distinct images on the same screen. It weaves one image track, visible on the even raster lines of a video projection, with another, presented on odd raster lines. As the video loops, two disembodied voices drift around the space, recounting two distinct narratives, stories about the same place, what you are looking at, told from opposing points of view. Like the images, the stories are woven into one another, sometimes speaking noisily simultaneously and sometimes in exact synchronization.  

This artwork portrays place as multiple, distinctly different things that lie in the experience of a subject or subjects. The traveller considers that traditional notions of space and time can be unifying forms imposed by a subject
. She surmises that the concept the conditions form, are the same as the conditions of actual experience. This concept is not a wraith-like abstraction of an experienced thing but a real system of differential relations that creates actual places, times, and sensations
. If this is so, the traveller determines, it is a matter of observing these actual moments and places. Observing and recording them.
The traveller calls to mind past observers, chroniclers, flâneurs
. The flâneur’s city strolls bear much resemblance to her own travels. These unplanned journeys are directed only by the (subtle or obvious) surrounding geography and architecture. The roamer’s meanderings are guided by associations and intuitions as influenced by where they are and what they observe. They transform the (external) street into an interior place, a kind of home that invites strangeness to be part of it. They are journalists of the crowd they walk among. 
The traveller knows of an organization of observers from the early part of the 20th century
. These observers acted as recorders, attempting to capture the everyday existence of their own lives and the lives of those around them
. The traveller is struck by the use of this photographic and cinematic terminology.  This language spotlights distance, position and framing in bringing focus to a subject. It suggests a kind of film documentary.
Documentaries are a way of relaying the traveller’s experiences.  The documentary presents a story based on actual experience rather than the telling of a fictional tale
. Yet she understands the alterations that occur in conveying a story that easily result in fictions. For the traveller, imparting an experience must take into account the inevitable acts of construction and reconstruction.
The traveller sees this reporting as a process that points to itself, it emphasizes the distance of the audience from the initial experience.
The traveller thinks of a claim that gaining distance from an experience allows for a greater perception of what is presented.

“Only by so doing can we can we begin to fathom the 

truth of that idea or object, that is, the way in which it is 

en route away from us. This procedure asks that we remain

close to the presented object or idea by departing from it.”

It might be that by travelling from a place, the traveller is actually moving closer to it. 
(include or refer to the Horse (SOEpt1) here)

� Freud, The “Uncanny” (to be elucidated further)


� Benjamin on Proust (to be elucidated further)


� de Certeau’s investigation of the everyday which lies in the way it’s practiced (to be elucidated further)


� 


� Frozen Tears III (to be elucidated further)


� Robert Smithson , non-site (to be elucidated further)


� Borges (to be elucidated further)


� Identity & Memory/The Films of Chantal Ackerman (to be elucidated further)


� James Benning, One Way Boogie Woogie (to be elucidated further)


� Eraserhead, David Lynch


� Vermeer


� Museum of Jurassic Technology


� Remembrance of Things Past by Marcel Proust, later re-translated and renamed as In Search of Lost Time.


� Proust calls this an involuntary memory. “And soon, mechanically, weary after a dull day with the prospect of a depressing morrow, I raised to my lips a spoonful of the tea in which I had soaked a morsel of the cake. No sooner had the warm liquid, and the crumbs with it, touched my palate than a shudder ran through my whole body, and I stopped, intent upon the extraordinary changes that were taking place. An exquisite pleasure had invaded my senses, but individual, detached, with no suggestion of its origin.”


� Freud,  “if psychoanalytic theory is correct in maintaining that every emotional affect, whatever its quality, is transformed by repression into morbid anxiety, then among such cases of anxiety there must be a class in which the anxiety can be shown to come from something re- pressed which recurs. This class of morbid anxiety would then be no other than what is uncanny, irrespective of whether it originally aroused dread or some other affect. In the second place, if this is indeed the secret nature of the uncanny, we can understand why the usage of speech has extended das Heimliche into its opposite das Unheimli- che;18 for this uncanny is in reality nothing new or foreign, but something familiar and old—established in the mind that has been estranged only by the process of repression.


� Benjamin Illuminations pg 100 Max Unold quote


� The narrator engages in a great deal of struggle to reconnect the physical sensation caused by tasting the biscuit to its origin. He tries to force his mind back, to force the association to manifest. He lets go and allows his thoughts to wander where they will, hoping the memory will pop up of its own accord. Finally, five paragraphs later: “… And suddenly the memory returns. The taste was that of the little crumb of madeleine which on Sunday mornings at Combray (because on those mornings I did not go out before church-time), when I went to say good day to her in her bedroom, my aunt Léonie used to give me, dipping it first in her own cup of real or of lime-flower tea.”


� Benajmin, the Storyteller


� Fiona Banner, The Nam, (Frith Street, London, 1997)


Fiona Banner’s The Nam� is a 1,000 page book that describes the plots of six Vietnam films in their entirety; Apocalypse Now, Born On The Fourth of July, The Deer Hunter, Full Metal Jacket, Hamburger Hill and Platoon. They are all movies made under the aegis of Hollywood Cinema and as such have been widely marketed and seen. They carry cultural recognition that rewards the viewer/reader of Banner’s Nam through recollection. 


� Stephen Bury in Art Monthly writes: “Her project is not one to produce the archetypal Vietnam War movie script with all plots and all conceivable permutations reduced to some simple, structuralist formula, but to create an ambiguous space parallel to the films, distant, separate, at the same time both inside and outside filmic space, defying both narrative conventions and the vaunted immediacy of cinema: this is an intermediate zone where transcription becomes translation and repetition mutates into re-creation.”


� dictionary


� Georges Perec, “Space”, Species of Spaces and Other Pieces, edited and translated by John Sturrock, (Penguin 1997)


� Stan Douglas, Nu•tka•, “The work is set in the late eighteenth century at Nootka Sound, with conflicting tales told by the Commandant of Yuquot’s first Spanish occupation, José Estéban Martinez, and by his captor, the English captain James Colnett – each of whom believed he had the right to claim land already occupied by a peculiarly ‘absent’ third party, Chief Maquinna and the people of the Mowachaht Confederacy. In monologues derived from historical documents and their personal journals, the delirious Englishman alternates between recollection of his capture and the fantasy of escape, while the Spanish commander betrays signs of paranoia as he becomes increasingly uncertain of his ability to dominate the region. The two image tracks were shot in two continuous takes from a vantage point on San Miguel Island, the original Spanish defensive site at Yuquot. The interlaced images are mostly in continual motion, panning and tilting, presenting various features of Nootka Sound – but they briefly come to rest, and into exact registration, on six occasions. At these moments, the uncanny apparition of a landscape subject to conflicting winds and opposing tides is seen. Concurrently, one hears Colnett and Martinez describing their respective delusions in exact synchronization with exactly the same words (excerpts from Gothic and colonial literatures of Edgar Allan Poe, Cervantes, Jonathan Swift, Captain James Cook and the Marquis de Sade). As the narrators go their separate ways – recounting their contempt for one another and inability to endure the situation in which they find themselves – the interlaced image pulls apart also. Outside of the six synchronous moments, the narratives, like images, are blurred, doubled and at the limit of legibility.” excerpted from The Power Plant: Contemporary Art Gallery, Exhibition catalogue. Toronto, Fall 1999.


� from "Actual and Virtual" in, with Claire Parnet, Dialogues, trans. Hugh Tomlinson and Barbara Habberjam, (Columbia University Press: 1977)


� Gilles Deleuze, Desert Islands and Other Texts, trans. Mike Taormina (Semiotext(e): 2003) p.36


�  “In the flâneur, the joy of watching prevails over all.” Walter Benjamin, The Paris of the Second Empire in Baudelaire, The Writer of Modern Life, Edited by Michael W. Jennings, translated by Howard Eiland, Edmund Jephcott, Rodney Livingston, and Harry Zohn (Belknap-Harvard 2006)


� Caleb Crain, Surveillance Society The Mass-Observation movement and the meaning of everyday life, The New Yorker, September 11, 2006. Began by a poet and journalist, a Surrealist painter, a documentary filmmaker, and an anthropologist, Mass Observation aimed to create “an anthropology of ourselves” by recording everyday life in Britain through a panel of around 500 untrained volunteer observers who either maintained diaries or replied to open-ended questionnaires. In addition there were also paid investigators to anonymously record people's conversations and behavior at work, on the street, and at various public occasions including open meetings and sporting and religious events. A book about them is May the Twelfth: Mass-Observation Day-Surveys 1937 by Over Two Hundred Observers 


By these three methods, three kinds of focus were obtained, close-up and long shot, detail and ensemble.”


� Charles Madge & Humphrey Jennings, eds. May the Twelfth, Mass-Observation Day-Surveys 1937, by over two hundred observers, London, Faber & Faber, 1937  


� Bill Nichols, Representing Reality, “Documentary as a concept or practice occupies no fixed territory. It mobilizes no finite territory of techniques, addresses no set number of issues, and adopts no completely known taxonomy of forms, styles, or modes. The term documentary must itself be constructed in  much the same manner as the world we know and share.”


� Gerhardt Richer, Thought Images: Frankfurt School Writer’s Reflections from Damaged Life, (Stanford, 2007) p 58






