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We stepped into a place where light cannot reach: the ability to comprehend ourselves within 
time and space was utterly eradicated. We tried to locate the feet, the sky– even the hint of a 
horizon. There is no possibility of stabilising oneself. A melancholic and sonorous sound etches 
itself into the cavity of my ears. I feel as if this feverish score might remain: serenading my 
every move, even after I am far from this place. Tremulously, we looked about this 
confounding landscape.  
 
The carcass of a city: an utterly ravaged metropolis, concrete facades ripped from steel frames, 
billboards whose surfaces are becoming inscrutable. The debris suggests that this place has 
remained unoccupied for some time. And yet, there are traces of some kind of immediate 
habitation- a single pristine Adidas pool slide, a small pile of respiratory inhalers and most 
perplexingly: the flaccid carcases of sharks and other marine creatures.  
 
It is difficult to decipher the calamity that has occurred, that may still be occurring. A natural 
disaster, some colossal expulsion of ocean that has ripped land away from civilisation and spat 
it into oblivion? This perimeter of this landscape sits within a blank abyss: the ever-encroaching 
darkness of a black hole? This world seems to sit within a temporal fissure: one where the 
atmosphere, gravity, even dimensions seem folded back on themselves. 
 
Trying to determine the past and present of this place is impossible. In some moments past and 
future seem to be in constant collision. Is the city suspended in a kind of frozen temporality, a 
shattered chronology? We have begun to feel as if we exist suspended in a state of ceaseless 
apprehension, in which time appears to have collapsed in on itself. 
 
We have brought screens through which to navigate this space. The gaze of the camera lingers 
on numerous details, fragments that inform one another like a series of interlocked cyphers. 
The camera is always searching, shifting, devouring with a forensic stare but it never seems to 
find what it is looking for.  
 
Vistas shimmer, warp and vanish. Some sensations linger insidiously before one can become 
aware of them. Clarity of vision gives way to something stranger and overwrought: tableaux 
of such supernatural perfection they might be described as resembling the slick varnished 
plateaus of Mac Desktop Screens– the most devious of tromp l’ oeil.  
 
 
 


